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PREFACE

In the summer of 1890 the author spent twelve weeks on the Atlantic Ocean and on the soil
of Europe, having left home, at the urgent advice of physicians, parishioners, and friends, to
recover from the effects of a severeillness -- the first in nineteen years of labor in the pastorate.

Soon after his return, many members of his congregation began to clamor for a public
recital of his experiences abroad. After due deliberation, he gave notice of a series of Sunday
evening sermons on "The Gospel of Foreign Travel," stating that if the first proved acceptable, the
others, as announced, would follow, to the number of eleven in all; while, if the first seemed to be
uninteresting, or ill-suited to the pulpit, it would be the last. The preacher's plan was simply this:
to use what he saw and experienced under foreign skiesto illustrate and enforce the gospel. He did
not purpose to give secular lectures, but gospel discourses -- to set before his congregation the
thoughts which came to him, as a student of divine truth, while he was beholding the wonders of
the Old World.

At the close of thefirst discourse, delivered November 9, 1890, there was no doubt in the
mind of the preacher asto his duty, and he went forward till the one became eleven, according to
the original plan, and the eleven became eighteen. The last sermon was preached April 19, 1891.
From the beginning of the series to the close, congregations equal to the capacity of the church
listened to the discourses, and the preacher humbly trusts that much good was accomplished.



Early in the progress of the course of sermons, their publication in book form was
suggested. That suggestion has come to the author again and again. At length he decided to make a
book; and hereit is. The sermons are presented, with the exception of afew dight alterations, just
asthey were originally delivered. The author hopes that, if the critics condescend to notice his
book, they will not handle it as roughly as it may deserve, and prays that God will blessit to the
spiritual good of al who may take the trouble to give it a perusal.

C. W. Winchester
Methodist Episcopal Parsonage
Medina, New Y ork, 1891

* * * * * * *

PUBLISHERS NOTE

The following discourses were originally printed at the request of the author's personal
friends and members of his congregationin Medina, N. Y., where they were delivered. Only a
limited number were published; but they attracted so much attention that they were deemed worthy
of alarger circulation, and they are now issued under another title, the origina one being "The
Gospel of Foreign Travel." They contain fresh and lively views of Old World scenes and places,
and are intended to show how all the various phases of life and nature teach the same lessons of
Divine providence, trust, and faith. The author had not time for intercourse with the people at
large, but he gives occasional notes concerning their manners and methods. He had his eyes open
to everything new and interesting, and he describes with afacile pen.

Books of travel are of more than temporary interest. National characteristics are fixed,
though socia customs and processes vary. The essential unity of mankind appears in the midst of
diverse habits of life, thought, and action. Every year we are becoming better acquainted with our
neighborsthat live in other quarters of the globe, and we see the prophecy daily fulfilled, "Many
shall run to and fro, and knowledge shall be increased.”

"The Gospel Kodak" presents accurate pictures of travel abroad. In these al the reader's
thoughts are directed from the fleeting to the permanent, from the temporal to the eternal, from the
present life to that which isto come. The author's treatment of his subject is good, and we
commend it to the public.

* * * * * * *
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01 -- OVER THE SEA
"Let us go over to the other side." -- Luke 8:22

On the 17th of June, 1890, a company of thirty-some persons -- two-thirds of the number
women, and one-third men -- gathered in the Taylor House, Jersey City, saying to each other: "L et
us go over to the other side.”" At seven o'clock in the evening, led by Professor Joseph Swain, of
the Indiana State University, they went down to the dock of the "Red Star Line," and went on board
the steamship Westernland.

Imagine yourself to be amember of the party. | invite each one of you to take the voyage
with us. Come with me, down into nay state-room. | want to stow away my baggage where it will
be safe. Thisisthe way. Down two flights of stairs we go. We pass along a narrow passage. We
turn to the left. Hereit is-- No, 141. The door is open. An electric light is brightly burning. What
do you think of such abedroom asthis? It is only eight feet long and six feet wide. Opposite the
door are a wash-stand, a shelf, and an oval mirror. On the floor is a good Brussels carpet. On the
right side are two good beds, or berths, one above the other. Mine is the upper one. On theleft isa
sofa. In the celling is awindow, protected by an iron dome. Ceiling and walls are painted a
brilliant white. | think thiswill do very well for eleven or twelve nights. Let us go back to the
deck, and look the ship over alittle, as well as we can in the night.

Having examined the ship, we are now sitting in the saloon, writing. The room contains
three long tables -- fastened down, covered with thick, rich spreads -- about one hundred and fifty
elegant chairs, and a piano. It has eectric lights, and about twenty little round windows, eighteen
inches or two feet in diameter. On the end of the table near the door is a pile of letters and
telegrams. Let us seeif there isanything for us. Yes, here is atelegram addressed to us both. It is
signed by aformer pastor of the Medina Church, now resident in Rochester, and reads: "Wishing
you health, happiness, and an ideal trip." That is very kind. Thank God for the friends he has given
us!



Wednesday morning finds us on deck at half-past five o'clock. At six precisely the big ship
begins to back out of the dip. A little puffing, panting, blowing tug comes, and helps to get her out
and turn her around. Thank God for the little tugs, as well as the big ships! Both are needed in
Church and State. If you can not be a big ship, carrying immense cargoes and crowds of passengers
across mighty oceans, be contented to be alittle tug, doing small jobs of hard pulling in the harbors
and close to the shore. If you are not willing to be alittle tug, you are not fit to become a big ship.

We are standing on the forward part of the upper deck, leaning against the rail above the
steerage. We have just passed the Goddess of Liberty and Fort Hamilton. The wind is blowing a
stiff breeze. We are passing Staten Island, going along finely. At the bowsprit we fly the flag of
Belgium -- three perpendicular stripes, black next to the staff, then yellow and red. At the top of
the foremast flies the Stars and Stripes. At the main masthead is awhite flag with ared star. At the
mizzen masthead floats a blue flag with white letters, U. S. M. -- United States Mail.

We have just passed Fort Wadsworth on Staten Idand. We have a pretty sight before us
now. About a dozen sailorsin blue are up on the foremast, some of them a hundred feet above the
deck, shaking out the sails, and giving wings to the ship.

We must be near Sandy Hook. Everything is gay. The harbor of New Y ork must be one of
the grandest in the world.

The pilot has just |eft us, and started back to the city. We are over the bar. Sandy Hook is
behind us. The mighty Atlantic is before us. The shores of our dear native land are rapidly
receding into dimness and nothingness.

Now we are out of sight of land. Our long voyage of three thousand four hundred and
fifty-seven miles has begun. Where are we going? How do we know that we are going anywhere?
Y ou say we are going to Europe, to Antwerp; that thence we are going to Bruges, and Brussels,
and Paris, and the Alps, and Milan, and Rome, and Florence, and Venice, and Berlin, and London,
and Edinburgh, and Liverpool. But how do you know that there is any such continent as Europe?
How do you know that there are any such cities as those which you just named? Did you ever walk
the streets of Paris? Did you ever climb Mont Blanc? Did you ever visit the Cathedral of Milan?
Did you ever ascend the dome of St. Peter's? Did you ever stand on the bank of the Thames? Y ou
are compelled to answer, "No." How, then, do you know that these places have any existence
outside the fancy and fiction of fanatics and deceivers? How do you know that the Red Star
Steamship Company is not imposing upon you in pretending to transport you to Antwerp, when
there isno Antwerp, in order to get your money? If you can not answer these questions, | can
answer them for you. By faith you know that there is such a continent as Europe, and that there are
such cities as Antwerp and Rome and London. If you have not been there, and seen those shores
and fields and domes and towers, other men have, and you believe their testimony. Nearly al the
knowledge we have in thisworld comes to us through the faculty of faith. If we were wholly
dependent for knowledge upon our own investigation and sight, we should almost be ignoramuses
and fools. But because we have faith in the intelligence and veracity of other men, and by faith
accept the results of their observation, investigation, and experience, we have much knowledge of
worldly things, and continually grow in knowledge and wisdom.



Soitisinreligiousthings. Theinfidel saysto the Christian: "Where are you going?' The
Christian replies: "1 am going to heaven." Theinfidel says. "How do you know there is any such
place as heaven? Have you ever been there? Have you ever walked the streets of the New
Jerusalem? Have you ever sat under the trees on the banks of the River of Life?.... No," the
Chrigtian is compelled to answer, "l never have." "Well, then, how do you know but the priests,
the ministers, are fooling you in order to get your money?' The Christian answers: "By faith | know
that there is a hereafter; that the soul will live after death; that there are such places as heaven and
hell; that there will be aresurrection of the body and a judgment-seat. God, my Father, and Chrigt,
my Savior, have seen all these things, and | have their word, and believe their testimony. | know
that there is afarther shore to the ocean of death; that heaven lies over on the other side of these
waves of trial and temptation and tribulation, because the man Christ Jesus, my Elder Brother, has
been over there, and has come back and brought me word, and | have faith in his testimony.”

My friends, | want to impress on your minds the fact that the life of aman on the oceanisa
life of faith, and that the Christian lifeis alife of faith. Y ou can not go to Europe without faith. You
can not go to heaven without faith. If you would go to Europe, you must have faith in the word of
others who have crossed the sea before you; you must have faith in the ship on which you sail; you
must have faith in the machinery; you must have faith in the compass and chart; you must have faith
in the captain and crew. If you would go to heaven, you must have some degree of faith in Christian
people and in the Christian Church; you must have implicit faith in the chart-the Bible -- and in
Jesus Chrigt, the great Captain of your salvation.

While we have been talking about faith, the engines have been working, and the huge ship,
our floating palace-hotel, isfar out on the bosom of the briny deep. How do travelers spend their
time on the ocean? Eating, deeping, walking, sitting in steamer chairs on the deck, chatting,
reading, writing, playing harmless games, watching the ever-changing, never-resting sea. An
extract or two from the tourist's journal will tell how time goes on the ocean: "Nearly all day |
have sat in my chair, in overcoat and sea-rug, on the starboard side of the ship (the south side it
now is), watching the sea, and chatting with many persons. The seais a never-failing source of
entertainment. Today it is as blue as blue can be, dotted all over with white-caps. If an artist were
to paint the seain apicture as deep ablue asit redly is now, he would be considered false to
nature. Now | am sitting at the bow, just as far forward as | can get, with my back against the
railing. Running my eyes along the entire length of the deck, | can see the vessal's stern, four
hundred and fifty-five feet away. The seais very beautiful this afternoon, the most beautiful it has
been since the voyage began. The water near by is of the deegpest blue. In the near and remote
distance, the surface is flecked al over with silver. The sky iswell-nigh cloudless, save along the
horizon. Before me on the foremast, about fifteen feet above the deck, is the 'crow's nest," on which
isasailor at watch. Just now he blew a horn, which he continually carries. At once a crowd of
people come running to the bow to see if they could discover a sail. We can see one directly east,
probably twenty miles away. The seaislonely. We on the ship are, for the time, as completely
separated from the rest of the world as though we were dead. If our ship should go down, no one
would ever know what had become of us. But we are not separated from God. He is on the sea as
much as on the land; and we are in his amighty hand. How true the words of the psalmist: '
Whither shall | go from thy Spirit? or whither shall | flee from thy presence? If | take the wings of
the morning, and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea; even there shall thy hand lead me, and thy
right hand shall hold me." "



Another page in the traveler's journal reads somewhat differently: " The sun went down in
acloud tonight, and there are indications of a storm. A fog has settled down upon us, and the
fog-horn sounds hideously every two or three minutes, to warn any vessel which may be passing. |
fear it will not let us sleep.”

| want to talk to you alittle while about that foghorn, and about another fog-horn. A
fog-hornis a huge steam-whistle, with athroat like the throats of an army of demons. Of al the
hideous and ear-splitting sounds which | ever heard, the fog-horn's scream is the worst. Y ou would
think it might be the wailing of lost souls, undergoing torture in Dante's Inferno. Y ou know what the
fog-hornisfor. When the sky is so black, or the air is so thick with vapor, that passing vessels can
not see each other's lights, the fog-horn's terrific screech reveals the vessel's position and prevents
collision and wreck. The fog-horn's voice isterrific and painful; but it means mercy and salvation.
Who would strangle its cry, when a darkness which can be felt rests upon the deep? The fog-horn
is sounding. Down under the decks, in one of the staterooms, a man istrying to seep. A hundred
times, during the last hour, he has been just falling off into sweet unconsciousness, when that
demoniacal screech has started him up, wide awake. "O, the hateful thing!" he angrily exclaims.

Go down and ask him if he wants the fog-horn stopped. He stares at you, and says. "Do you take
me for afool? No! Let it blow! | would rather not dleep awink till the end of the voyage than to
have the stoppage of that horn cause a collision at sea." Every person on the ship has an intense
didike for the fog-horn's voice; and yet, if avote were to be taken, everybody would hold up both
hands to have it blow on as long as the fog continues.

The whole human family is sailing over the ocean of time, toward the shores of eternity.
For six thousand years athick fog -- the fog of sin -- has covered the sea. To prevent collision and
everlasting wreck, our All-wise Captain, God, has been blowing his foghorn, to warn every man to
flee from the wrath to come and to lay hold on eternal life. It is not music in asinner's ears; and
many men are angry at it and at God, and clamor to have it stopped. In Old Testament times, Noah
and Elijah and Jeremiah, and many other seers and prophets, were God's fog-horns. Noah blew a
warning blast one hundred and twenty years. The world stopped its ears, and would not be
warned. The result was an awful wreck, in which scores and hundreds of millions of lives were
lost. Elijah was a fog-horn of terrific power. He blew ablast of loud and solemn warning in the
ears of Ahab and Jezebel and apostate Israel. Instead of forsaking their sins, they found fault with
the fog-horn. Ahab said to Elijah: "Art thou he that troubleth Isragl?* Then they tried to silence the
prophet's voice in death, that they might lie down in their sins and sleep on the verge of eternal
damnation. Jeremiah knew that the ship of state was in danger of colliding with avessel named
Babylon, commanded by King Nebuchadnezzar. So hetried to warn King Zedekiah and his fellows
before it wastoo late. Instead of hating their sins, they hated Jeremiah, and cast him into prison.

In this gospel dispensation every faithful minister is afog-horn. These are some of the
warning notes Which they send out into the dark and misty atmosphere: "The soul that snneth, it
shal die." "The wages of sinis death.” "He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved, but he
that believeth not shall be damned.” " Except ye repent, ye shall al likewise perish.” Many of us
do not like these sounds. We do not like to hear a fog-horn when we go to church. We want to have
the minister tell usthat we are dl right; that we are sailing straight into the harbor of heaven, when
he knows that we are in imminent danger of being run down by God's ironclad war-ship



Vengeance, and sunk to the bottom of the gulf of divine wrath and indignation. If sinnersin this
congregation tonight should be told what their peril isin the very words which the Bible employs,
some of them would be angry at the preacher, and would say: " Stop that fog-horn, and let us go to
deep.” My friends, sailing to eternity on the ocean of time, let us be as wise as those who sail on
the treacherous Atlantic. Until the darkness of sinisall dispelled, let us thank God for the
fog-horn, and heed its warning notes, however unpleasant they may be.

We ought to be better acquainted with the vessel on which we are sailing. Sheis built
wholly of stedl, including her masts and spars, except that her decks are wooden planks bolted
down upon stedl plates, and al the saloons and state-rooms are finished in wood. She isfour
hundred and fifty-five feet long; forty-seven feet wide in the widest part; thirty-five feet deep; hasa
tonnage of five thousand seven hundred and thirty-six tons, and engines of four thousand
horse-power. She burns about one hundred tons of coa every twenty-four hours, and, on this
voyage, carries about five hundred souls. One night, one of the engineers took me and others down
to see the ship's machinery. We went down and down, around and around, on iron stairways, until
we were twenty-two feet below the surface of the sea. The engines are two in number, and are
very large. The pistons have a stroke of five and one-half feet. One has a cylinder fifty-four inches
in diameter; and the other, ninety-two. The smaller takes the steam from the boilers, and passesiit
into the second engine. Thence it passes into the condenser, is changed back into water, and returns
to the boailers. The engineer took us down to the very bottom of the ship, and showed us the shaft
which turns the propelling screw. It is one hundred and eighty-five feet long, and seventeen and
one-half inchesin diameter. It is made of solid stedl. It runs from the engines, to and through the
stern, to the screw outside. We went into the furnace-room. There we saw many smutty-faced
beings, who looked as though they might be demons, stuffing the coa into twenty furnaces under
the four boilers, and cleaning out the ashes. The place seemed like the bottomless pit. It was so hot
and closethat | feared | should faint. | do not understand how men can live there. But they do, and
work for ten dollars a month. Down at the bottom of the ship, at the stern’, we could touch both
sides of the vessdl at the same time, with only seven-eighths of an inch of steel between us and
death. What | saw impressed me with a sense of the mgjesty and power of the human mind as
shown in the invention and construction of such machinery and such a ship. | thought of the
evolution through the ages of the art of ship-building, from the log raft fastened together with ropes
of twisted bark, and the rude dugout, up to such afloating palace as that on which | was sailing.
And yet the Westernland does not belong to the largest class of ocean steamers. Sheisfar
surpassed by the City of New Y ork, on which we made our returning voyage. The City of New
York isindeed afloating city, with her immense saloon, her reading-room, her library, her suites
of apartments, her electric lights, her eleven hundred feet of unbroken sidewalk, her weekly
newspaper, and her fifteen hundred inhabitants. If the City of New Y ork were to be placed in the
street, in front of this church, al the trees would have to be cut down to give her room. Her upper
deck would be nearly as high as the highest part of this roof, while her masts would overtop the
tallest spire in this village. She has a tonnage of ten thousand tons. She has two propellers, driven
by independent engines of twenty thousand horse-power. She carries six thousand tons of coal
every time she leaves her dock in Liverpool. She burns three hundred tons of coa every
twenty-four hours. She sails twenty miles every sixty minutes.

As| paced the deck of the City of New Y ork, admiring her beauty, astonished at her
greatness, feeling her motion, as she bounded aong the loud-resounding sea, | said to mysdlf:



Could any man believe that this ship, so full of design, so perfectly adapted to its work, came into
existence by chance? Can any man believe that that other ship -- the world -- came into being by
chance? Compare the two. The City of New Y ork has atonnage of ten thousand five hundred tons.
The world has atonnage of ten quadrillion tons. The City of New Y ork carries fifteen hundred
passengers. The world carries fourteen hundred million passengers. The City of New Y ork sails
over the waves twenty miles an hour. The world sails among the stars more than sixty thousand
miles an hour. The City of New Y ork has been sailing on the Atlantic about two years. The world
has been sailing through infinite space at least six thousand years. The City of New Y ork must have
frequent repairs. The world has never gone into dry-dock, and has never been repaired. The City
of New Y ork trembles when she moves; and if the seais rough, she shakes up her passengerstill
they are deathly sick. The world moves three thousand times as fast as the swiftest ocean steamer,
and yet her motion is so steady and smooth in calm and storm that it took her passengers severa
thousand years to discover that she moved at al. Now, if the little steamer City of New Y ork was
designed and built and launched by some intelligent being, how much more evident it is that this
great world was designed and created and launched into space by some being of infinite wisdom
and power! If that man would be afool who should say, "The ocean steamer came by chance,”
surely heisagreater fool who says, "Thereis no God."

Over on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean lie the continent and islands of Europe, with
such splendid cities as Antwerp, and Brussels, and Paris, and Rome, and London, and Edinburgh.
But | ought to speak to you of another ocean and continent and city, which mortal eyes have never
seen. Over on the other side of the ocean of time lie the continent of eternity and the ever-green
plains and mountains of heaven. There stands a city whose walls are jasper, whose gates are
pearls, and whose streets are transparent gold. Men go to Europe for business, pleasure, and
health. They go to make money, to have agood time, to prolong life. We can not al take atrip to
Europe. To many of usthat isabeautiful dream, which will never be realized. But we can all take
atrip to heaven. There we shall be immensely rich -- "heirs of God and joint heirs with Jesus
Christ." There, in God's presence, we shall have "fullness of joy," and at hisright hand, "
pleasures for evermore.” There we shall not only be rich, but shal live for ever and ever. Contrast
that side with this. On this side are darkness, disappointment, doubts, fears, crime, sin, death. On
the other side are light, rest, joy, love, purity, eterna life. On this side the ground is strewed with
withered flowers, and faded |eaves, and broken columns, and blasted fruit. Everywhere we see
ashes, and smoldering ruins, and bleaching bones, and grinning skulls, and tombs, and graves. This
world isone vast Golgotha. Death and despair are written on every earthly thing. On the other side
are flowers which never wither, and leaves which never fade, and fruit which never blasts. That
world is one vast Eden. We talk about the beautiful fields and parks of England, the palaces and
pictures of France, the cathedrals and temples of Italy, the mountains and glaciers of Switzerland,
the castles and scul ptures of Germany. But these things are nothing, and less than nothing,
compared with the beauty and glory and magnificence of heaven. Y ou may never ride through Hyde
Park in London; but you may ride in God's chariot along the banks of the River of Eternal Life. You
may never see the palace of Versailles; but you may live eternaly in the palace of Jehovah. Y ou
may never stand beneath the dome of St. Peter's; but you may stand before the throne of God. Y ou
may never look at the dazzling, snow-clad peak of Mont Blanc; but you may "see the King in his
beauty.” Y ou may never see a castle on the Rhine; but you may own amansion in the Celestia
City. Every one of you may take atrip to heaven. Come, let us start tonight. Come, "let us go over
to the other side.”



There are many steamship lines between this country and Europe, and every line has many
steamers. There isthe Cunard Line. All its steamers have names ending in "ia" like the Etruria, the
Umbria, and the Britannia. There isthe Inman Line. All its steamers are named from cities; like the
City of Paris, the City of Chicago, the City of New Y ork. There isthe White Star Line. All its ships
are named with words ending in "ic;" like the Britannic and the Teutonic. There is the Red Star
Line. All its ships are named with words ending in "land;" like the Westernland and the Nordland.
There are many other steamship lineswhich | have not the time to name. If you take a European
trip, you may choose between a dozen lines and a hundred ships. But there is only one line by
which you can sail to heaven, and only one ship. The name of that lineisthe " Gospel Line," or the
" Red Cross Ling" and the name of the ship isthe "Church." The flag which floats at the top of her
every mast isared cross on awhitefield. If you go to heaven, you must go by the way of the cross.

When | tell you that the only ship in which you can sail to heaven is the Church, | do not
mean the Methodist Church, or the Baptist, or the Presbyterian, or the Episcopal, or the Roman
Catholic Church. I mean the Church of Christ -- the holy catholic Church-that great spiritual society
which includes every soul in every land and age who loves and serves the Lord Jesus Christ. This
ship -- the Church -- sometimes called the Old Ship Zion, isthe largest vessel ever built. Sheis
large enough to carry every human being at once, and give every one afirst-class stateroom. She
has no steerage passengers. Sheis the strongest ship ever built. Sheis built of steel, or something
stronger and tougher than the best steel ever cast or forged. In the largest shipyard in the world,
where five thousand men find employment -- in Glasgow -- | saw eight huge steel monsters on the
stocks, each five hundred feet long. The sound of the hammers on their metal ribs was perfectly
deafening. The Old Ship Zion was built in alarger shipyard than Glasgow ever saw, and her rivets
were driven home by patriarchs, prophets, apostles, martyrs, and angels, under the supervision of
the Supreme Architect of the Universe. Sheis the safest ship that ever sailed. Sheis so strong that
no storm can ever wreck her, no collision can shake her, no iceberg can crush her. And, then, her
Captain is Jesus Christ -- the "Wonderful, Counselor, The Mighty God, The Everlasting Father,
The Prince of Peace." If you embark on this vessel, and do not leave her, you are absolutely sure to
reach the haven of eternal rest and joy. Best of all, this salvation is free. My ticket to Antwerp cost
me sixty-odd dollars; and from Liverpool to New York | paid seventy-five. But you can have a
freeticket to heaven by the Red Cross Line. Jesus, by his blood shed on Calvary, has paid the
passage of every human soul from thisworld to that kingdom which is over on the other side. All
you have to do isto come on board just as you are. Come, will you not ship for glory this very
night?

Friday morning, June 27th, | came on deck at seven o'clock. At about nine o'clock we
caught sight of the Seilly Ilands. The first thing we saw was atall lighthouse rising above the
waves. At about ten we sighted Land's End, England, and soon after, Lizard Point. There our ship
was sighted from the shore, and the news of our arrival was flashed under the seato New Y ork.
All day we sailed in the English Channel. For hours we were close to the English coast. We could
see the green fields of grass and grain, and the grazing cattle, and numerous farm-houses. After
nine days without any glimpse of land, how our hungry eyes feasted on that sight! Saturday morning
the white cliffs of Dover were in sight. We were in the narrow strait between England and France,
and could see Dover, with its old castle on a hill two hundred and twenty feet above the water.



At three o'clock we were in the German Ocean, at the mouth of the River Scheldt. There
we lay, waiting for thetide, till eight o'clock Sunday morning. At eleven our good ship reached her
dock at Antwerp, and our long voyage was joyously over.

So, | thought, it will be, by and by, with the faithful Christian. The last storm will be over,
the last trial will be past, the last temptation will be overcome, the last cross will be laid down.
Land will bein sight. The domes and spires of the Eternal City will rise before him. It will be
Sabbath morning -- the Sabbath of eternal rest. Amid athrong of welcoming saints and angels, and
old familiar friends, he will step upon the golden wharf, and be forever at home.

* * * * * * *

02 -- ANTWERP, BRUGES, AND BRUSSELS

"Go... and see the land, what it is; and the people that dwelleth therein... and what cities
they be that they dwell in." -- Numbers 13:17-19.

These words are a part of Moses' instructions to the committee of twelve whom he sent to
spy out the land of Canaan. We, on the Red Star steamer Westernland, went across the ocean to see
theland, what it is, and the people who dwell therein, and what cities they be that they dwell in.
The first land on which we stood was the little kingdom of Belgium, and in that kingdom we saw
three cities -- Antwerp, Bruges, and Brussels.

Antwerp isacity of about two hundred thousand inhabitants, situated on the right, or
eastern, bank of the River Scheldt, fifty miles from its mouth. It has a fine harbor, which will admit
the largest vessels, and is the greatest seaport on the continent of Europe. It registers six thousand
vessels every year. It carries on an enormous trade with Great Britain and Germany, and with the
inland towns and cities. It is strongly fortified, and is the principal arsenal of Belgium. Antwerp
was founded twelve hundred years ago, and has passed through many vicissitudes. Four times the
dogs of war have howled before its gates. Four times it has suffered the horrors of siege and
pillage. Four different nations, in modern times, have swayed the scepter over itsinhabitants --
Spain, France, Holland, and Belgium. Its people are mostly of Flemish stock, resembling the
Dutch. They speak two languages -- Dutch and French. In Dutch they call their town Antwerpen; in
French, Anvers.

Many magnificent public buildings, numerous splendid churches, stately and antique
houses, and a profusion of ornamental trees, render Antwerp avery interesting and picturesque
city. Itisthe cleanest city | ever saw. | did not see a street which did not seem to be almost
perfectly free from dirt of every kind. | hardly saw a spot where a person could not walk without
shoes and scarcely soil his stockings, either on the sidewalk or in the middle of the carriage drive.
But while the streets are clean, they have the fault of being very narrow and crooked. They wind
and twist around in every direction, and cross each other without any kind of order. They are as
much worse than the streets of old Boston as you can think. The houses are very queer. Their
gables are turned toward the street, and their roofs-are covered with the oddest-looking tiles. The
shape of the house-frontsis much like that of abig box with alot of little boxes piled on top so as
to form two flights of steps, ascending from each side toward the middle. | suppose we saw



hundreds of such houses, which have been occupied for five and six hundred years, and even
longer.

But | am getting ahead of my story. We landed at Antwerp, on the magnificent stone quay
which the great Napoleon built three-quarters of a century ago at a cost of $2,600,000. After
attending to our baggage, we formed a procession, thirty strong, and marched to the Hotel du
Commerce, near the Bourse. My immediate traveling companion and myself were assigned to the
same room -- avery quaint, old, interesting place. The bed was very high, and had a canopy over
it. The only thing to give light, in the absence of the sun, was atallow candle, in abrass stick with
ahandle like that of afrying-pan. The furniture was all old-fashioned, asif it had been made five
hundred years ago. But everything was clean and good, and we liked the place all the more for
being old and odd.

After dinner, at about two o'clock Antwerp time (which would be eight forty-five, New
Y ork time), | went to the Bourse -- a grand, massive building, where the exchange of the city is
carried on -- and from an office in one of the upper stories sent a cablegram to my Medina home.
Including the address, it contained four words, and cost me seven francs. The message was written
at two o'clock, and was delivered at the parsonage in Medina, three thousand eight hundred miles
distant, at about half-past one. In other words, my little message of one word outstripped the sunin
his stately march, and, according to two time-pieces-both correct -- was in the hands of my wife
before it left my fingers. That fact, it seemsto me, is abeautiful comment on one of the promises
which God has. written for usin his Book. In the sixty-fifth chapter of Isaiah, and the twenty-fourth
verse, we read: "It shall come to pass that before they call, | will answer; and while they are yet
speaking, | will hear." Thisis one of athousand placesin which the Almighty has promised to hear
and answer prayer. Only here he promises to receive and answer our petitions before we send
them. Do you believe in prayer? Do you believe that God will hear you, if you pray out of an
honest and sincere heart? If you do not, | am sorry for you; | think you must be one of the most
unhappy persons in the world. Some people say that God can not answer prayer; that prayer is
impossible. Fifty years ago, men would have said that it isimpossible to send messages along a
wire by means of electricity; and a man who should have proposed to do what | did do -- send a
dispatch under the ocean from Antwerp to New Y ork -- would have been hurried away to the
nearest insane asylum. But whatever men might have said then, electric telegraphy is afact; and,
whatever infidels may say now, prayer isafact. | trust you will not accuse me of egotism and
pride, when | say that | have tried and proved both. If puny, ignorant, finite man has been able to
invent an arrangement by which a husband on one side of the Atlantic can send a message to his
wife on the other side of the Atlantic in less than no time, why can not the Almighty, Infinite God
contrive an arrangement by which a needy child on earth may send a message to his Heavenly
Father, and get a speedy reply? | am very glad that the electric tel egraph has been invented and that
ocean cables have been laid, because they benefit commerce and promote the peace of nations, and
also because they help to make us understand how God can hear and answer prayer. " Before they
call, I will answer; and while they are yet speaking, | will hear." That Divine promise was
illustrated in the receipt at Medina, at half-past one, of a cablegram which | sent from Antwerp at
two. It has also been fulfilled, over and over again, in the experience of Christiansin all ages and
lands. It cost me one dollar and forty cents for only one word. | want you to try God's great
prayer-cable, which he has stretched from his throne to every man's door. It will cost you nothing.



Y ou can send as many words as you please. You can useit all day and all night, free of charge. Its
frequent use will make you richin joy and love and all spiritua good.

The grandest building in Antwerp isthe cathedral. It is a superb old building, the erection
of which was commenced in 1352, and finished in 1616. So you see its newest portion istwo
hundred and seventy-five years old, while its foundations were laid more than five hundred years
ago. It isamagnificent structure of the Gothic style of architecture. It is not only grand, but
beautiful. Externally the chief attraction is the Gothic tower, four hundred and two feet high,
containing a chime of ninety-nine bells, the largest of which weighs eight tons, while the smallest
isonly fifteen inchesin circumference. The upper part of the tower, as well as the lower, iswholly
of stone; and yet it isso richly and delicately carved that Charles V used to say that it ought to be
preserved in a glass case; and Napoleon is said to have compared it to a piece of Mechlinlace. It
is the most beautiful church-tower | ever saw. | ascended it to the altitude of three hundred feet --
which isas high as any one can go -- by a spiral staircase of five hundred and fifteen stone steps.
The view from that elevation is very fine, taking in the whole city, wide stretches of beautiful
fields, and miles and miles of winding river. The ground-plan of ,he cathedral is a cross, three
hundred and eighty-five feet long, and two hundred and twenty-two feet wide in the widest part. It
covers fourteen times as much space as this church in which we are assembled. Its arched ceiling,
one hundred and fifty feet high in the highest place, and five times as high as the highest portion of
this ceiling, is supported by one hundred and twenty-five columns. The building does not contain
wood enough to make a toothpick, except the doors. All is stone. The chief attractions of the
interior of the Antwerp Cathedral are the famous paintings by Peter Paul Rubens -- the "Elevation
of the Cross," and the "Descent from the Cross." The former istwo hundred and eighty years old,
and the latter two hundred and seventy-eight. At the close of a short children's service, Sunday
afternoon, the pictures were uncovered, and we sat down to study them.

The "Elevation of the Cross" is on the left, or north side of the altar; the other pictureison
the right side. The painting at which we are looking now represents the living Christ, spiked to a
rough wooden cross, which nine or ten muscular executioners are tugging to raise. The Sufferer's
hands and feet are streaming with blood, and the body droops as it hangs with all its weight upon
the lacerating nails. The agony on the Savior's face is more than human. Asthe eyes are turned
upward, there is more than mortal majesty in the look. We fedl that it is the dying God at whom we
are gazing. The sceneis so real that our imagination carries us back through the centuries, and we
seem to be standing on Calvary, that April morning, with the crucifixion actually taking place
before our eyes. It is so cruel, so dreadful, that we can not endure the sight. As we turn away, with
tears of pity in our eyes, we repeat to ourselves the old hymn:

"Alas! and did my Savior bleed?
And did my Sovereign die?
Would he devote that sacred head
For suchawormas|?

My friend, whoever you may be, can you look at that picture, can you see Jesus lifted up on
the cross, without hating your sinswhich drove those nails, and resolving that henceforth you will
live for him who died for you?



The "Descent from the Cross" is considered Rubens' finest work, and is one of the great
pictures of the world. We sat before it that Sunday afternoon-I can not tell how long -- till we were
wholly lost in the scene before us. | wish | could make you see the picture. Shall | try? Thereitis.
See! the figures are aslarge aslife. The coloring isrich and vivid, just like redlity. It isthe
evening of the crucifixion-day. Armed with authority from Pilate, the disciples have cometo take
down the lifeless body of their beloved Master. The nails have been extracted. The body is
half-way down. It looks exactly like a corpse. Death absolute, hopeless, is written in the faded
majesty of that peaceful, weary face. The eyes are closed. The head hangs down on the right
shoulder. Every limb and muscle is relaxed. Two rude ladders stand leaning against the cross. In
the very front of the scene John is standing, with one foot on the ladder and the other on the ground,
supporting almost the entire weight of the dead Savior in his strong, loving arms. O, what love and
sorrow are written on hisface! Peter stands at the top of the ladder, leaning over the right arm of
the cross. With hisleft hand he steadies himself; with hisright he grasps the |eft arm of the dead,;
with his teeth he holds one edge of alarge linen cloth, in which the corpseis to be wrapped. Such
earnestness of effort isjust what we should expect from Peter. Half-way down the ladder is
Nicodemus, trying to help John, who seems so strong as to need no help. On the other side are two
men on aladder. One leans far over the arm of the cross from behind, and grasps one corner of the
linen sheet. The other, whom, by his dress, | recognize as Joseph of Arimathea, has a hand under
the Savior's right shoulder. On the ground, in front, on her knees, | see Mary Magdalene, holding,
as though she would kissiit, one of the Savior's pierced feet. Behind her is the "other Mary."
Standing, leaning forward with outstretched arms as though she would clasp her son to her bosom,
with alook of unutterable sorrow in her face, isthe Virgin Mother. In her, this moment, is fulfilled
the prophecy of the aged Simeon: "Y ea, a sword shall pierce through thy own soul also.”

Asyou look at the dead Christ descending from the cross, | want to repeat in your ears
what you have heard a hundred times. He died for you! God so loved you that he gave his only
begotten Son to save you from your sins by his death. The All-wise saw that there was no way by
which you could possibly be saved without the agony and blood and death of the Incarnate God.
An infinite sacrifice has been made in your behalf. If you will not accept a salvation purchased at
SO great a price, you deserve to suffer the pains of perdition for ever and ever.

Scores of thousands visit Antwerp and Antwerp Cathedral every year on purpose to see
that picture. | believe that eternity will reveal that scores of thousands have been brought to Christ
by looking at the "Descent from the Cross." With what emotions we |eft the house of God that
afternoon! We carried away impressions which will abide with us through time and eternity. It
would pay you to cross the Atlantic just to spend one hour in Antwerp Cathedral, looking at
Rubens immortal painting.

At six o'clock, that same Sabbath afternoon, we went to St. Paul's Church, to attend a
special service held in honor of that great apostle on his feast-day. We heard the grandest sacred
music which | ever heard. | have no time to describeit, and | could not if | should spend an hour in
the attempt.

On the way back to our hotel we passed the City Hall. In front of the building stands a
group of statuary representing a mythical hero, named Salvius Brabo, killing agiant. The giant, as
the story goes, used to hold possession of the River Scheldt at its mouth, and compel al sailors



entering to pay him aheavy toll, or have the right hand cut off and cast into the river. Salvius killed
the giant, and cut off his hand. In the statue he isin the act of throwing the giant's hand into the
river. From this act the city took its name; ant meaning hand, and werpen to throw -- Antwerpen
(Antwerp) to throw the hand.

Looking at the prostrate bronze giant, | thought of another giant, who wrings an enormous
toll from this Republic -- two thousand million dollars every year -- and cuts off the right hand of
self-support and beneficent industry from hundreds of thousands of American citizens. How long
will the children of Pilgrim Fathers and Revolutionary sires submit to such ruthless tyranny? When
will God, in answer to the prayers of his people, send us a champion like Salvius Brabo, who
shall cut off the giant's hand and head, and cast them and him into the sea of oblivion?

We left Antwerp at half-past eight Monday morning. A ride by rail of seventy-two miles,
directly west, brought us to Bruges, which is a strange old town of fifty thousand inhabitants,
one-fourth of whom are paupers. Bruges was once avery great commercia center, but it isnow in
the decline. It is only seven and a half miles from the North Sea, with which it is connected by two
canals. It derivesits name -- which means bridges -- from the numerous bridges which span these
commercial waterways. We walked from the depot to the "Hotel Pannier d'Or," so named from a
gilded basket on the top of a gabled point, like those of the old houses at Antwerp.

We first visited the "Belfry," made famous by one of the poems of Longfellow. It isthree
hundred and fifty-two feet high. We went up three hundred and sixty-two winding stone steps to the
chime of bells. They are forty-eight in number, and range from a huge old monster down to alittle
baby about as large as a quart pail. Four times an hour the chimes ring without human hands,
playing ninety-six different tunes every day. The chimes are rung by means of a huge brass
cylinder, like the barrel of ahand organ. The tune is written on the cylinder by driving pegsinto its
surface, which pegs play against levers as the cylinder revolves by clock-work. The pegs are
moved and the tunes changed once a year. The cylinder weighs nineteen thousand nine hundred and
sixty-six pounds. This odd old belfry was begun six hundred years ago, and finished five hundred
years ago. Through al the generations since its erection the people of Bruges have joyoudy
listened to the melody of its bells, never wearied by the sounds, because of the rich variety of the
tunes.

It seemsto methat that old belfry isatype of an older belfry, erected by Divine power
eighteen centuries ago on Mount Calvary. If the shape of the belfry of Brugesis odd, the shape of
God's belfry is odder still; for it islike a huge cross uplifted in sight of the nations. In God's belfry
-- which, in spite of wicked men and devils, will stand forever -- isawonderful chime of bells.
They are gospel bells. They ring out the good news of salvation to al mankind. They play such an
endless variety of tunes, composed by celestial artists, that the listener's ear is never wearied, and
he never complains of monotony. The more the human heart receives of the gospel, the more it
longs to have.

"Sdvation! O, the joyful sound!
What pleasure to our ears!

A sovereign bam for every wound,
A cordial for our fears."



Listen, and you will hear the melody of those celestial chimes even now. Let me repeat
what the bells are saying: "Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and | will give
you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me... and ye shall find rest unto your souls." Now |
hear alouder, heavier peal: "Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that hath no
money; come ye, buy and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk without money and without price."
Now it grows soft and sweet: "The Spirit and the bride say, Come. And let him that heareth say,
Come. And let him that is athirst come. And whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.”
"Come! come! come! Fredly! freely! fregy!"

Y ou may never hear the bells of Bruges. But you can hear, you do hear, the gospel bells. If
you will listen, they will charm your soul, and draw you away from the path of sin into the
fellowship of saints, and into the joys of heaven.

The other points of interest which we visited in Bruges are the Cathedral, the Church of
Notre Dame, where we saw an immense number of fine paintings and statuary, and the Palace of
Justice. In the last named we saw a room which contains the most wonderful wood carving,
probably, in the world, cut by apolitical prisoner, who labored at it seventeen years, and thus
purchased his liberty. It is one of the walls of the court-room, above the fireplace, and represents
Charles V in the center, with his paternal ancestors, Mary and Maximilian, on the left, and his
maternal ancestors, Ferdinand and Isabella, on the right. All the figures stand out as large, and as
natural aslife, in solid English oak.

As| looked at that wonderful creation of human genius, and thought of the prisoner artit, |
said to myself: | was a prisoner once, all mankind were prisoners; but Christ has given us freedom
without any desert or working on our part. We are free from sin and condemnation, if we cease
from our works and trust in the finished, perfect work of Christ.

We left Bruges at six in the afternoon, and, after ajourney by rail of sixty-four miles, ina
south-easterly direction, reached Brussels, the beautiful capital of Belgium. It has a population of
nearly half amillion. Itiscalled "Little Paris." It is remarkable for the number and richness of its
antique buildings, and ranks among the finest citiesin Europe. It is also noted for its manufacture
of the finest lace in the world. Among its chief edifices are the Hotel de Ville, or City Hall, the
Cathedral, the Royal Palace, the Palace of Fine Arts, the Palace of Justice, and the Bourse.

Of al these buildings | saw the exterior; of some theinterior. The Hotel de Ville interested me
most, because of its surpassing beauty, and also because, directly initsfront, | saw the spot where
the Christian patriots, Counts Egmont and Hoorn, were beheaded, in the year 1522, by the orders of
the cruel Duke of Alva. Shall | tell you all about it? No. You may read it for yourself in "Morley's
Dutch Republic.” If our young people would read such books more, and trashy books less, they
would have wiser heads and purer hearts.

But my chief aim in going to Brussels was to visit the battle-field of "Waterloo. In company
with two other members of our party, | left the city at ten o'clock, Tuesday morning. In an English
coach, with an English driver, we rolled out of the metropolis, toward the south, on our ride of
twelve miles. We soon found ourselves driving along the skirts of a beautiful park, which, ere
long, became the forest of Soignes, and was with us al the way to the field of Waterloo. It was



into this forest that Napoleon intended to drive Wellington's army, and scatter it among the trees.
But the God of battles willed otherwise. A ride of an hour and a half, over a stone pavement,
brought us to the village of Waterloo. Two miles farther on, we came to the battlefield. We
obtained a good dinner at a hotel near the spot where Napoleon's™ Old Guard" was annihilated,
after which our coachman drove us about three-quarters of a mile further south, and left us at
Hougomont. Hougomont is the most interesting spot at Waterloo, especially to a student of Victor
Hugo. It was, and is, a chateau, or a collection of farm buildings, with garden and orchard,
surrounded with a strong wall of masonry. It isjust asit was seventy-five years ago, except asthe
storm of battle, and the hand of time have disfigured it. June 18, 1815, Hougomont was held by the
right wing of Wellington's army. About three-quarters of amile away, at La Belle Alliance, was
the center of the hosts of the great emperor. It was his purpose to capture Hougomont, and then
double up Wellington's right upon his center, and overwhelm hiswhole army. At elevenin the
morning he launched a heavy force upon the chateau. But the English were too much for the French.
All day long, with short lulls, the hurricane of war raged around this quiet rural retreat. Once the
French succeeded in getting into the orchard, but they could not hold it. At the close of the day
fifteen hundred corpses lay within the walls of Hougomont. We looked into the old well, into
which many bodies -- some still aive, it is said -- were thrown after the battle. We were invited
into the farm-house, and were shown bullet-holes in the thick plank door. | purchased some relics
of an old woman living there.

We walked across the fields to the Lion Mound. As on that bloody day seventy-five years
ago, the ground was covered with growing wheat. | think | never before saw so luxuriant a growth
of grain. It is said that Waterloo has produced more, and better wheat since fifty thousand men
watered its soil with their blood. It was hard to make ourselves believe that that peaceful plain had
ever been abattle-field. Slowly we made our way along the path, plucking roses, poppies, and
bending heads of wheat. At length we were near the spot where the battle ended at eight o'clock on
that pivotal day. There a huge mound has been built, two hundred feet in height, and, perhaps a
guarter of amilein circumference. Under it are buried tens of thousands of dead of both armies.
On its summit stands a colossal bronze lion, weighing twenty-eight tons. We went up to the lion's
feet, and surveyed the historic field. Facing south, we see directly in our front, about a mile away,
Napoleon's center at LaBelle Alliance. A mile, or more, at the west of that point, an old tree
marks the French left. A mile east of Alliance, at Frechemont, isthe French right. Just behind us,
on Mt. St. Jean, is Wellington's center. Hougomont is hisright. A mile to our left is Wellington's
left at Papelot. A littlein front of Wellington'sline, half way between St. Jean and Papelot, isLa
Haye Sainte, a cluster of farm buildings similar to Hougomont, where a bloody drama, like
Hougomont's, was played on that summer day. Over across those fields to the east, and out of those
woods, came Blucher, bringing succor to the ailmost broken duke. Behind us, from east to west, in
front of Mt. St. Jean, runs the sunken road, now level with the plain scraped to build this mound,
into which Napoleon's cavalry plunged, in ignorance of the topography of the country -- the front
ranks forming a bridge over which those behind rode against the English squares. Thus we fought
over the battle, in imagination, that beautiful summer afternoon.

We stand today on a battle-field greater than that of Waterloo. Thiswholeworldisa
battle-field. Two immense armies, compared with which the hosts of Napoleon and Wellington
were mere corporal's guards, are here contending fiercely for the mastery. Waterloo lasted from
eleven in the morning till eight at night. This battle has been raging six thousand years. On one side



are darkness, error, barbarism, superstition, ignorance, infidelity, intemperance, impurity, vice,
sin, hell, Satan. On the other side are light, truth, civilization, enlightenment, knowledge, faith,
temperance, chastity, virtue, holiness, heaven, God. The right of God's army holds Hougomont.
That isthe family. Satan has been trying for ages to annihilate truth and righteousness by capturing
and destroying the family. That is one of the things which heis trying hard to accomplish now. The
left wing of God's army is at La Haye Sainte. That means the Church. There some of the fiercest
fighting has been going on, all through the ages. Satan knows that if he can capture and corrupt the
Christian Church, the victory will be his all along the line. The center of the army of truth, virtue,
civilization, and righteousness rests at Mount St. Jean. That means Calvary, the doctrine of the
incarnation and vicarious atonement of Jesus Christ. If Satan can only destroy that great, central,
pivotal truth, he knows that he will have the whole world in his power. So he hurls his heaviest
battalions against Calvary and the cross of Christ, as Napoleon hurled his"Old Guard" against
Mount St. Jean. But the victory will surely be on the side of truth and right. As Napoleon could not
pound to pieces the English squares, so Satan can not crush the bristling, thundering, flaming
sguares of God's eternal righteousness. | am here to tell you that the truth will conquer; sin will
have its Waterloo. The time is near when error and infidelity and intemperance and sin of every
kind will be trampled down and annihilated under the steel-shod cavalry of the wrath of Almighty
God.

Blucher saved the day at Waterloo. Truth has her Blucher. He is coming yonder, in the east.
| see the dust of histramping hosts, rising above the tops of the trees. He will soon bein sight. His
portrait is painted in the Book of Revelation. Y ou will know him when he appears. Herides a
white horse. " His eyes are as aflame of fire, and on his head are many crowns; and he has a name
written that no man knoweth but he himself. And heis clothed with a vesture dipped in blood; and
hisnameiscalled the' Word of God.'" Christ isthat great Captain's name. On which side are you
in this great conflict? Y ou are not, you can not be, neutral. Y ou are on truth's side, or error's side --
God's side, or Satan's side. | exhort you to get on God's side, that, when the battle ends -- as soon it
will -- you may receive acrown of eternal life, and reign with God for ever and ever.

* * * * * * *

03-- PARIS
"We werein that city abiding certain days." -- Acts 16:12

In thistext, "that city" really means Philippi, a Roman city in ancient Macedonia. But, using
these words of inspiration merely as a motto for the present discourse, | venture to call "that city"
the capital of France, and to read the text, "We were in Paris abiding certain days.” If you ask how
long we were abiding in Paris, | answer, four days and a half. We arrived there Wednesday, July
2d, at five o'clock in the afternoon, after arailway journey of two hundred and twenty miles from
Brussels; and left Monday morning, at eight o'clock. Four days and a half were too short atime to
see Paris, and three quarters of an hour are too short atime to describe Paris; but | will do the best
| can.

Parisisthe grandest and gayest and most beautiful city on the globe. With one exception, it
isaso the largest. It is Situated in the northern part of the Republic of France, on both banks of the



River Seine. The length of theriver, asit winds about through the city, within the corporate limits,
is seven miles; and it contains two idands, named the Island of the City and the ISland of St. Louis.
On the former of these, which isthe larger of the two, the city was founded more than eighteen
hundred years ago, and named L utetia. From alittle island village, inhabited by semi-savages, it
has grown until now it covers thirty square miles of territory, and has a population of nearly two
and one-half million souls. Running entirely around the whole city, a distance of twenty-one miles,
isastrong military wall of earth and masonry. Beyond the wall is a ditch, forty-eight feet wide,
filled with water. Beyond the ditch are sixteen forts, so placed as to command every approach to
the city. Wall, ditch, and forts together cost twenty-eight million dollars.

Paris contains many wonders. One of these isits beautiful, serpentine river. For miles and
milesit is bordered and held in place by double walls of the most solid masonry, with a broad
walk between the upper and lower walls, and is spanned by twenty-three bridges of the most
substantial and graceful material and form. The river also affords a most convenient and delightful
means of communication between the different parts of the city, by fairy-like boats, which are
flying back and forth al the time, driven by steam.

Another of the wonders of Parisisits broad and magnificent avenues and streets, paved in
the most scientific and thorough manner, cleaned almost as carefully as a parlor floor, and lined
with large and stately buildings. Asits third wonder, | would name its public buildings and
religious and memorial edifices -- palaces, art-galleries, temples of music, halls of industry, marts
of commerce, courts of justice, cathedrals, mausoleums, columns, towers, monuments, and
triumphal arches. In this respect, Paris stands without arival among the cities of the world. But its
greatest wonder is the life which flows through its streets, and rolls around its palaces, and dashes
over its parks and gardens. What vivacity! what restlessness! what mirth! what gayety! what
ecstasy of glee! The city on the Seine seems to enjoy one long festival, stretching through days and
weeks and months and years and generations. And yet al isnot joy. Parisis the gayest city in the
world; but it records more suicides than any other. Above al others, Parisisthe city of pleasure;
but its pleasure most often turns to pain, and its dance of dissipation most frequently becomes the
dance of death. Of al cities, Parisis most devoted to amusements; but it is likewise the city in
which there are the most sad and mournful scenes. Parisis Europe's greatest " center of
civilization;" but it is also the greatest focus of revolutions, plots, and conspiracies.

Parisisindeed the most beautiful city in the world; but truth compels meto add, it isthe
most wicked city in the world. On the surface, al isfair and clean and solid and admirable. Just
below, there is very much which is bad and vile and rotten and loathsome. The one thing which is
needed to make Paris a heaven on earth is the pure religion of Jesus Christ, as taught in our Holy
Bible, in the hearts and lives of all her people.

At half-past eight o'clock, Thursday morning, we left our hotel, on the Rue de Saint Roch,
on the north side of the Seine, and walked down to the Rue de Rivoli, which runs parall€el to the
river at adistance of about one-quarter of amile. The Rue de Rivoli isone of the handsomest
streets in Paris. It is one mile and three-quarters long. Between it and theriver lie the Garden of
the Tuileries and the Palace of the Louvre. The latter place was our objective point.



The Louvre was built for aroyal palace. It isnow one of the largest and finest art galleries
intheworld. It is severa stories high. Its architecture is grand and imposing. It contains one
hundred and fifty magnificent hals. Merely to walk through its rooms one must travel more than a
mile and a half. It covers twenty acres of ground. It is crowded with the rarest and richest treasures
of the most gifted painters and scul ptors. The contents of its smallest and poorest room would
more than buy al the art on the American continent.

We will enter. But, first, | will show you something on the outside. Do you see that
beautiful arched window, overlooking the street, in the first story? They call that the window of
Charles IX. The stones in that arch could tell you atragic story, if they had atongue. Three hundred
years ago and more, King Charles X lived in this palace. He had many thousand subjects, called
Huguenots. They were the most intelligent, virtuous, and loyal peoplein al hisrealm; but he
feared and hated them, because they differed from him and their fellow-country-men in religion.
Instigated by awoman -- his mother, Catharine de Medicis -- he planned their massacre. Their
leaders and principal men were invited to Paris, and to this palace, to witness the marriage of the
king'ssister. A solemn pledge was given, and confirmed with an oath, that not a hair of their heads
should be touched. They came. All was mirth and seeming friendship at the palace. At midnight the
bell of the Church of St. Germaintolled in the festival of St. Bartholomew. That was the
preconcerted signal for the massacre to begin. The assembled guards issued out of the court of this
royal abode and spread through the city, murdering every Huguenot they could find. Till morning,
and al the day long, the fiendish butchery continued, until the gutters of Paris actually flowed with
blood, and the pavements were piled with corpses. From the capital the massacre spread through
the kingdom. When no more Huguenots could be found, the bloody carnival ceased; but not till one
hundred thousand of France's noblest sons and daughters had been dain.

Now, what | have been coming to isthis: In that very window, King Charles, who had
planned the massacre, sat, during a portion of St. Bartholomew's day, with his shotgun in his hands,
shooting Huguenots as they ran frightened through the street, trying to escape from their relentless
persecutors. Why do | speak of such terrible crimes, committed far back in those barbarous
generations? Because | want to ask you a question. If there is a hereafter -- and no one in this house
doubts that thereis -- whereis the soul of that infamous monarch, who made a target of innocent
men and women from that window? Is he in heaven? Could the angels get a ong with him there?
Would you want to go to heaven if such monsters of crime are made welcome in its palaces? Does
not every principle of justice demand that they shall be punished for the deeds done in the body? If
Charles IX, dying impenitent, has gone to heaven, is not God an accomplice with him in the murder
of the Huguenots? | do not believe that any man could stand in front of the window of Charles1X in
the Louvre, and read or recall the story of the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, and then say: "l do
not believe there is any such place as hell." If thereis no hell, there ought to be one for the eternal
imprisonment of the royal villain who sat in that window with his shotgun, three hundred and
eighteen years ago the 24th of last August.

| can not tell you one-hundredth part of what we saw in the Louvre. It contains two
thousand pictures, and acres of statues. Hour after hour we wandered through the successive
chambers, through a paradise of art. Aswe could not closely study every picture, or even onein a
hundred, we gave our time almost exclusively to the works of the great masters, such as Titian,
Rubens, Raphael, Da Vinci, Paul Veronese, and Murillo.



We saw seventy-five pictures by Rubens. Chief among them is a series of twenty-one,
representing the life of Marie de Medicis, the wife of King Henry 1V and the mother of Louis XII1.
Most of them are very large. Altogether they would suffice to carpet the entire floor of thisroom. |
make that comparison because it is convenient, although it seems almost a sin to think of putting
such glorious creations of human genius to such an ignoble use. And, then, reflect that all that
canvas was painted, not in coarse splashes, but with delicate touch, by one man, whose works are
scattered in rich profusion all over Europe. | can not give you an adequate idea of the marvelous
conception of these pictures, their gorgeous coloring and their perfection of detail. The life of a
gueenly woman is here depicted before the eye more perfectly than you could read it in a hundred
books.

One of the most celebrated picturesin the Louvreis Murillo's greatest work, sometimes
called the "Immaculate Conception,” and sometimes the "Assumption of the Virgin Mary.” The
artist got hisidea from the twelfth chapter of Revelation, where the inspired dreamer saw a
"woman clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet." Y ou see an exquisitely pure and
beautiful woman -- the figureis as large as life -- with long golden hair, wearing a robe of more
than snowy whiteness, and a mantle of such blue as no one but the great Spanish artist was able to
paint. Sheislifted up among the clouds, far above the sin and sorrow of earth. She standson a
fleecy cloud, with one draped foot on the crescent moon. Her crimson-tinted, alabaster hands are
laid upon her bosom. Her face beams with holy, heavenly joy. All around, above, and below isa
circle of cherubs-beautiful, glorified children -- the flowers of heaven. Such is the Catholic
conception of Mary, the Mother of God, the Queen of Angels, the Empress of Heaven. Though you
do not accept that idea, you can not look at Murillo's great masterpiece without feeling your soul
lifted toward heaven and God. That picture cost more than one hundred thousand dollars when
purchased for the Louvre. Millions could not buy it now.

| took great pleasure in looking at a painting, by the same artist, called "The Kitchen of the
Angels." It represents the cooking department of a poor monastery in Spain, with a company of
angels busily engaged in getting dinner for the monks. The story is that the monks were reduced
almost to starvation. It was atime of general scarcity. What little they had, they had given away to
those whom they considered more needy than themselves. There was not acrust or acrumb left in
their pantry. Filled with hunger, they went out in the morning to visit the sick, and comfort the
sorrowing, and save the sinning. They forgot themselvesin their solicitude for others. Faint and
weary, they returned to the monastery at the dinner hour, wondering who would feed them, but
trusting that in some way the Lord would provide. When they came into the refectory, they found a
sumptuous repast waiting for them on the table, smoking hot. There was something about the food,
or some celestial odor in the air, which told them that the angels had been their cooks.

That picture had alesson for me. | tell it now to you. | hardly need to tell it. Y ou know
what it is. Trust in God. He has promised to take care of you, so long as you trust and obey him.
Some of his promises are these: "Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land,
and verily thou shalt befed... The Lord God is a sun and shield; the Lord will give grace and
glory; no good thing will he withhold from them that walk uprightly... They that seek the Lord shall
not want any good thing... My God shall supply all your need, according to hisrichesin glory by
Christ Jesus... All things work together for good to them that love God." These words do not mean



that you are to do nothing for yourself, that you are to lie in bed, and expect the angels to come and
make your fire, and provide and cook your breakfast. Y ou are to do al you can for yourself. You
areto be"diligent in business, serving the Lord.” Y ou areto do all you can for the glory of God
and the good of humanity. After all that, and in al that, you are to leave al your care and anxiety
with God, and believe that he will see that you have everything you really need. That picture says
to you, and to me: "Don't worry! Don't borrow trouble about the future! Don't have an anxious
thought about your tempora affairs. If God can not take care of you in any other way, he will send
down a company of angels to cook your food, taken from unseen larders, and place it on your
table."

We visited the department of sculpture. We saw the world's choicest treasuresin marble
and bronze. Thereis one statue which surpasses all the rest. One of the guide-books says. " If the
tourist has but one hour to devote to the Louvre, one-fourth should be given to the Venus de Milo."
That isthe name of the statue at which | now ask you to look. It is many hundred years old. No one
knows the sculptor's name. It was found in the island of Melos. Some old Greek buried it two
thousand years ago. The French Government purchased it for twelve hundred dollars. As many
millions could not buy it now. It is the draped figure of a beautiful woman, in snow-white marble,
with both arms broken off. That isall it is. Thereisvery little about it to describe. And yet it is so
wondrously, so indescribably beautiful, that it commands the supremest admiration of every
beholder.

Do you not wish that you had the power to take a block of shapeless marble, and hew out of
it aform of such exquisite beauty and perfection? Y ou never can carve aVenus de Milo. There
never will be another statue the equal of that. But | will tell you what you can do. There are many
rough and ugly blocks of humanity lying al about us. By prayer and earnest effort, you may acquire
such skill in Christian work that you can carve, out of these unpromising specimens, characters of
such moral and spiritual beauty, that they will shinein God's kingdom for ever and ever, the
admiration of saints and angels. | want to say to every Sunday-school teacher, to every " King's
Daughter,” to every Y oung Men's Christian Association worker, to every Christian, You can bea
spiritual artist if you will. To work on character is an infinitely higher profession than to work on
marble. With the help of the Divine Artist, | am sure you can save, and beautify, and develop, and
prepare for eternal glory one soul besides your own. The world isfull of material, inviting your
effort. God isfull of power, promising you aid. Heaven isfull of honors and crowns for those who
aim at the highest usefulness here.

We must leave the Louvre. It is a perfect wilderness of art. All | ever saw before in this
department of human effort is absolute nothingness in comparison. To attempt to describe what |
saw, would be like counting the drops of the ocean, or telling a blind man what a sunset is like.

Friday was Independence-day in America. In Paris we were not aroused from our morning
deep by the blowing of tin horns and the firing of artillery. The only indications that the" Glorious
Fourth" had come were the display of American flags in many parts of the city, and the wearing of
such flags by members of our party, your speaker among the number.

One other thing | had amost forgotten. As we walked aong the Rue de Rivoli that morning,
thirty strong, on our way to the Pantheon, we astonished the natives by lustily singing, " Marching



Through Georgia." That may not have been very gentedl; but our hearts were so bubbling over with
patriotism that we had to do something to relieve the strain. We were strangersin a strange land.
Our citizenship wasin America. We gloried in that citizenship. We were proud to display our
country's flag and sing our country's songs, and let everybody know that we were Americans.

The Christian is a stranger in a strange land. He is a pilgrim here below. His homeison
the other side the flood. His citizenship isin heaven. As he marches through this world, he should
show his colors, everywhere, and all the time; he should sing the songs of Zion; he should be proud
to have everybody know that he is a Christian.

The Pantheon is a very imposing edifice, standing about half a mile from theriver, on the
south side. Its shapeisthat of a Greek cross, with equal arms 370 feet long and 276 wide, with a
dome 272 feet high. It is embellished, within and without, with an immense number of statues; and
itsinterior walls are hung with paintings, mostly historical, of great size and beauty. We were led
down into vast subterranean vaults, where are the tombs of many of the greatest men of France. We
saw, among others, the sarcophagi of Victor Hugo, Voltaire, and Rousseau. The remains of the last
two -- detested for their infidelity -- have been removed, whither no one knows. The dust of the
first will never be disturbed, because he feared God and loved his fellow-men. Hugo and Voltaire
are good illustrations of that Scripture text which says: "The memory of the just is blessed; but the
name of the wicked shall rot." Men will bless the memory of Hugo as long as the world endures,
because his life was a blessing to mankind. Voltaire was a curse to the world as long as he lived,
and his name will be a stench to the end of time.

In the afternoon, with the " Stars and Stripes’ in our button-holes, we went fourteen miles,
by rail, to Versailles. Versaillesis the name of a city, and of a palace and park, or garden. Louis
XIV created the town, and built the palace at an enormous expense, as a summer residence for his
court. Thirty-six thousand men and six thousand horses were employed at one time in forming the
terraces of the garden, leveling the park, and constructing aroad to Paris, and an agueduct a
distance of thirty-one miles. The palace covers many acres. Its front is fourteen hundred feet long.
A large part of the structure is an art-galery. We went through this. We could not do much more
than glance at its hundreds on hundreds of pictures and statues. The latter are mainly
representations of the kings and queens and princes and generals of France. The former embody the
history of the French people. The pictures are ssimply magnificent. They bewilder and confuse.
They are dl large, and some of them immense. One, the "Taking of the Smalah of Abd-el-Kadir,"
is seventy feet long and sixteen feet high. There are many which are from thirty to fifty by sixteen.
There are literally miles on miles of pictures, any one of which would make agallery in America.

From the gallery, or museum, we were taken through the roya apartments. They are so
grand and superb that it is useless for me to attempt to describe them. | did not imagine that
anything could exist so beautiful this side of heaven. We saw the bedroom of the king, and the bed
in which Louis X1V died. The mural decorations are superb, and the furniture isin tortoise-shell
and gilded bronze. As | glanced around the apartment -- so much more gorgeous than anything that |
had ever seen that my presence there almost seemed adream -- | said to myself: | wonder if the old
tyrant, who sat on the throne of France seventy-two years, and died in that bed, found death any
less bitter for meeting his fate in such a beautiful place.



My friends, do you know what will make a deathbed easy and a dying pillow soft? | will
answer my question in the words of a hymn, whose author tried his own medicine nearly a hundred
and fifty years ago:

"Jesus can make a dying bed

Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on hisbreast | lean my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there."

Do not spend all your life building a palace and making a sumptuous bed in which to die.
Livefor Christ and humanity, though it be in poverty and obscurity. Then it will not matter when'
or where you die; for the Son of God will smooth your pillow and hold your fainting head, and the
angels will transport your liberated spirit to its eternal home in the palace of heaven. " Let me die
the death of the righteous, and let my last end be like his!" In this bedroom of Louis XIV we saw a
tapestry picture of the Grand Monarch, which cost one hundred and sixty thousand dollars.

We saw the private apartments of Marie Antoinette, from which she was dragged by a
Parisian maob, after the death of severa of her guards, to prison and execution. We saw the
"Gallery of Mirrors," asplendid hall two hundred and forty feet long. On one side of the hall are
seventeen large arched windows, commanding a beautiful view of the garden and its ornamental
sheets of water. Opposite the windows are as many mirrorsin gilded niches. The ceiling is
covered with paintings of great richness and harmony. In this hall King William of Prussiawas
proclaimed Emperor of Germany in 1871, after the taking of Paris.

From the palace we went into the garden. | never imagined Paradise, before the fall, to be
as beautiful asthis place. The gardens were laid out by Le Notre, the most famous
landscape-gardener of histime. They consist of groves and walks and terraces and flower-beds
and lawns and pools and streams and fountains and statues. | never saw anything of the kind before
that would bear any comparison with this.

On the way back to Paris, with my bewildered brain full of the splendors and beauties
which | had seen, | thought of another city and palace and garden, of which | had read in the oldest
Book in the world. The city has a circumference of six thousand miles. The wall which surrounds
itisbuilt of jasper. Each of itstwelve gatesis asolid pearl. Its streets are paved with transparent
gold. Its garden has acrystal river of liquid life, and trees whose leaves are medicine for all
diseases, and whose fruits ripen every month. Itslight is the glory of God. Its palace is the house of
Him to whom all the beautiful thingsin thisworld are but the coarse embroidery of his footstool. |
suppose what the old Book says about that place is only afaint picture of an infinitely glorious
reality. That reality | am resolved to go and see. | am commissioned by my King to invite every
one of you to go with me. King Louis X1V died in the palace of Versailles. Y ou may become a
king, and live and reign in the palace of heaven for ever and ever. What | saw at Versailles made
me long to see heaven. | pray that what | have told you about Versailles may make you long to see
the city and palace which Christ has built for the sons and daughters of the Heavenly King.

Saturday morning we took a Seine boat near the Royal Bridge, and went down the river
about three miles to the Exposition Grounds. The grounds and buildings are much superior to those



of our "Centennia" at Philadelphia, unlessit be that our buildings were larger. We did not go into
any of the buildings except the Eiffel Tower. That structureis so familiar to everybody, through the
pictures seen and the newspaper articles read, that | need give no description. | will merely state
that it is built aimost entirely of iron; it has room on its several platforms for many thousands of
people; it isthe highest building ever erected; its summit is one thousand feet above the ground.
We all went up to the second platform, three hundred and fifty feet from the ground. A few of the
company -- | was not one -- went to She top. The ascent was made by elevators. It was a pleasure
to know that we were riding in an American elevator.

| have since regretted that | did not go to the top of the Eiffel Tower. | lost a magnificent
view, | know; and, | must confess, | lost a measure of my self-respect. | had three poor excuses for
not going any farther than the second stage: First, it would have cost me two francs, and | happened
to have an economical streak that day. Second, the wind was blowing very hard, and | was afraid;
my judgment told me the tower could not blow down, yet | was afraid. Third, the ministeria
brother with whom | was traveling did not wish to go. Please remember these flimsy excuses; | can
not call them reasons. | am ashamed to confess them, but | have an object in view.

God has built atower on this earth, which vastly surpasses the Eiffel Tower in every
respect. It isbuilt on the "Rock of Ages." The material of which it is composed is as enduring as
eternity. It islarge enough to hold the whole human family on each of its many platforms. It is
lighted with the electric lamps of divine truth. Its elevator is operated by that Omnipotent Power
which created the earth, and sent the planets and suns swinging through infinite space. If you ask
how high God's tower is, | answer, | do not know. But it reaches far above the dust, mists, and
clouds of thisworld. It is so high that from its upper stages you can see such sights as those who
grovel on the earth never dreamed of. It is so high that from its top you can step off into heaven,
where God has his throne. God invites us all to ascend his tower. He commands us to step into his
elevator, and be lifted up out of sin into holiness; up, out of unrest into peace; up, out of sadness
into joy; up, out of fear into love; up, out of our life into hislife; up, out of earth into heaven. The
great majority of Christians have ascended no farther than the first platform. A large, but smaller,
number are on the second platform. A few have gone far up, up, up, into the high experiences of the
love of God. The great world of irreligious people have got no nearer heaven and eternad life than
to stand on the ground, under and around the tower, and look up. Where are you, my friend?

To Christians on the lower platform of an unsatisfactory religious experience, and to the
prayerless, unregenerate multitudes on the ground of no religious experience, | say: "Look up! go
up! Get into God's great, free gospel eevator, and let him lift you up into purity and peace and joy
and perfect love and everlasting bliss!" There are three foolish, flimsy excuses which you make,
like mine for stopping on the second platform of the Eiffel Tower: Firt, it will cost you afew
paltry pennies of self-denial, and the surrender of some darling sin. Y ou can not afford to give up
the world to gain eternal life. Second, you are afraid. Y ou do not know what you are afraid of.

Y our judgment tells you that there is nothing to fear. Y ou are afraid to do right. Third, you do not
go up because others stay down. Y ou have not the courage to go to heaven aone.

When it wastoo late, | was sorry that | did not go to the top of the Eiffel Tower. When itis
too late -- when "the harvest is passed, the summer is ended, and" you "are not saved " -- you will



most bitterly regret that you did not go up God's great gospel tower as high as Omnipotence could
lift you. "Now is the accepted time; now is the day of salvation.”

| have only begun to show you Paris, and | must draw my discourseto aclose. | wish | had
time to take you to the Hotdl des Invalides -- or Soldiers Home, as we should call it -- and show
you, under the gilded dome of its chapel, the huge, polished, red granite, sixty-seven-ton
sarcophagus which holds the remains of the great Napoleon.

Y ou ought to visit the churches of Paris, especially the Cathedral of Notre Dame, and see
its grand interior, and climb one of itstwin towers, and stand -- as | did -- under its sixteen-ton
bell, which it takes eight men to ring.

It would delight you to go through the palace of the Luxembourg and its splendid gallery of
modern art. | should like to tell you about the Parisian Sabbath, with its busy shops, and hurrying
crowds, and military parades, and almost empty churches, that you might learn to prize your
American Sabbath, and resolve to preserveit in its purity.

Y ou must take one more walk with me, and then we will turn our backs on Paris. We went
one afternoon along the Rue de Rivoli to the Place de la Concorde, where stands the Obelisk of
Luxor, brought from Egypt in 1833. It stands on the very spot where the guillotine stood in the days
of the French Revolution, where two thousand eight hundred persons were beheaded. At this spot
begins the grandest avenue in the world -- the Champs Elysees -- which runs one mile and a third
west to the Arc de Triomphe de I'Etoile. We walked the entire length of this avenue both ways. It
isimpossible for any description to do it justice. It is lined with lawns, trees, flower-beds,
fountains, statues, and palaces, and swarms with life and splendor. At about its middle stands the
Palace of Industry, one of the first Exposition buildings, on the south; and the Palais de I'Elysee,
the residence of the President of the Republic, on the north. Near the western end of the avenue the
Church of the Madeleine looks down upon it from the north; and the Hotel des Invalides, across the
river, from the south.

The Triumpha Arch, at the western terminus of the Champs Elysees, is a monument of
Napoleon'svictories. It is called Are de Triomphe de I'Etoile, or the Triumpha Arch of the Star,
because it stands at a place where twelve beautiful streets radiate like the points of astar. Itisa
glorious structure, the largest of the kind in the world, one hundred and sixty feet high, one hundred
and forty-six wide, and seventy-two deep. It is covered with statues and carvings, and with the
names of one hundred and forty-two battles, and of as many generals who fought under the banners
of France.

As| stood there, that afternoon, under that magnificent arch, looking down to the Obelisk of
Luxor and the Garden of the Tuileries, | thought of another avenue which mortal feet have never
trod. It runs from the farther bank of the River of Death up through the City of God. It is paved with
crystalline gold. It is flanked with battlements of radiant pearl. It islined with palaces of dazzling
light -- the many mansions of which Jesus has spoken in his Word. On it walk immortals, clad in
spotless white, with palms of victory and crowns of glory. On it ride the chariots of God, the
whesdls of lightning and horses of fire. At its farther end, spanning the eternities and rising into the
immensities, stands a triumphal arch. It is covered with the names of the battles in which the Great



Captain of our Salvation fought for us, and with the names of his soldiers who "overcame by the
blood of the Lamb and the word of their testimony.”

If, inthislife, you are a good soldier of the Cross, you will walk up that avenue; you will
stand under that arch; you will see your name written there; you will receive acrown and apalm; a
palace will be assigned to you; and, through eternity, you will livein perfect and ever increasing
glory and joy.

* * * * * * *

04 -- SWITZERLAND AND THE ALPS

"Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever thou hadst formed the earth and the
world, even from everlasting to everlasting, thou art God." -- Psalm 90:2

In saying over thistext in your minds, | wish you to put heavy emphasis on the word
mountains. "Before the mountains were brought forth, thou art God." | have chosen these words as
the text of the present discourse, because | purpose to take you among the mountains, and we shall
need some such language to express the religious emotions which will stir our hearts when we
come to stand in the presence of those sublimest works of the Almighty.

We left Paris Monday morning, July 7th, at eight o'clock, and were on the rail all day. For
some hours our journey lay through arich rolling country, exhibiting every evidence of great
fertility and thorough tillage. The places where the train stopped were mostly small villages. The
exceptions were Fontainebleau, where is a palace, once the favorite residence of Napoleon and
Josephine, thirty-seven miles from Paris, and Dijon. At the latter place we changed cars, and had
to wait an hour. We employed the time in walking about the town. It is a place of considerable
importance, having about forty thousand inhabitants, once the capital of the kingdom of Burgundy.
During the Franco-German war it suffered siege and bombardment. We visited avery old
cathedral, which we found undergoing extensive repairs; also adeightful public garden, or park.

Aswe flew southward from Dijon, the country grew more hilly, and many elevations
appeared, crowned with ruins of castles. Still farther to the south, or southeast, we saw distant
mountains -- the Juras -- the natural boundary between the Republics of France and Switzerland,
and the scenery grew decidedly romantic and picturesque.

At ten o'clock at night we got off the cars at the village of Vallorbes, in Switzerland, three
hundred and one miles from Paris. We obtained comfortable quarters at a queer old tavern, where
we found the strangest mixture of old things and new. For example, in our room we had no light but
that of candles, but might have summoned a servant by ringing an electric bell. When we looked
out of the window the next morning, we saw mountains all about us, and began to redlize that we
were getting into the region of the Alps. At seven o'clock we left for Lausanne, on Lake Geneva,
twenty-nine milesfrom Vallorbes. Aswe flew onward, the scenery grew more rugged and the
mountains more | ofty.



Lausanne is a beautiful city of thirty thousand inhabitants. It isa great summer resort. It has
many good educationa institutions. It is famed as the place where Gibbon wrote his "History of
the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire," and Byron his"Prisoner of Chillon." We had no time
to seethe sights of Lausanne. Without delay we embarked on a beautiful steamer, called the
France, for the city of Geneva. We had a most delightful sail of twenty-nine miles. The scenery, al
the way, was surpassingly beautiful and grand. The best views were on the southern side. From the
shore rose beautiful green sopes, sprinkled with farm-houses and villages, just behind which
towered lofty mountain peaks and ranges.

Ere long we were in Geneva. Genevais a beautiful city of fifty thousand inhabitants,
situated on both banks of the Rhone, at the point were it issues out of the lake. Itsindustry is nearly
confined to the manufacture of watches, jewelry, and music-boxes. Genevais interesting to our
Presbyterian friends as the home of John Calvin, and to all English-speaking Protestants as the
place where an important trandation of the Holy Scriptures into our mother tongue was made.
During the sixteenth century, so many religious refugees, from Italy, Spain, France, and England,
found a home within itswalls, that it was justly called the " Rome of Protestantism.”

We had less than an hour in Geneva. A railroad ride of twenty-six miles brought usto
Cluses, asmall town chiefly inhabited by watchmakers, one thousand five hundred and ninety feet
above the level of the sea. | need not say that we saw splendid scenery on this route. We were all
the time winding around among the mountains and aong their dopes, the summits of the more
distant ones being covered with snow. We kept flying from one side of the car to the other,
according as thiswindow or that presented the finer view.

At Cluses we took the diligence for Chamonix, twenty-seven miles distant. Thiswas aride
long to be remembered. Twenty-six of usrodein one large triple-decked coach, or diligence,
drawn by five horses. Besides us there were the driver and two footmen-twenty-ninein al in one
carriage. The road twisted around and around, ever up, up, up, in the midst of the grandest scenery
| ever saw, for we were getting into the heart of the Alps. On both sides of the narrow valley rose
cloud-piercing, snow-capped mountains, adorned on their rugged sides with frequent glaciers and
waterfalls. We kept exclaiming: " Beautiful! splendid! grand! sublime! glorious!" till our language
broke down, and we were actually weary of the grandeur of Nature's works. We had been visiting
man's cathedrals and art-galleries. Now we were in God's all-glorious temple, beholding the
works of his own infinite hands.

We did not reach Chamonix till after night had settled down upon us. My ministerial
comrade and myself went immediately to the "Hotel de la Poste," and to rest in as good beds as
were ever made, in alarge and elegant room. When we awoke it was broad daylight, and the sun
was streaming in at our windows. Though we did not know it, we were about to experience the
greatest joy of our natural lives. Throwing open our windows towards the south, we saw the
sublimest spectacle our eyes had ever beheld. Before us, asfar as we could see from right to left,
were the mountains of God, with snow-clad summits gleaming in the sun, so intensely bright that
we could hardly endure to look. One stood king among his fellows. My first exclamation was,
"Glorious!" | never saw anything that so lifted me out of mysdlf, and seemed to lift me above the
world, and ailmost into heaven, as those dazzling, sky-piercing mountains. Tears of wonder and joy
burst from my eyes. My whole frame quivered with overpowering emotions. | wasin an ecstasy of



amazement and delight. We did not then suspect that we were looking a Mont Blanc. We were.
That peak, which looked so near that we would have said that we could climb to its summit in an
hour, was the king of the Alps -- twelve thousand two hundred and seventy-five feet above where
we stood, two and three-fourths of amile above the sea, and so distant that a man needs three days
and two guides to climb to its brow and return. There stood Mont Blanc, as he had stood since the
morning of creation; and there we stood looking at him -- two American travelers, praising God
for the sight, and for the brightest morning since our landing on European soil.

We were in the far-famed Vale of Chamonix, three thousand four hundred and forty-five
feet above the level of the ocean. It is acharming place. The poets and painters have not
exaggerated its charms. It is very fertile -- supporting four thousand inhabitants-frequented in
summer by thousands of travelers from all parts of the world, and framed all around with
mountains of indescribable grandeur.

My experience at Chamonix and in the "Hotel de la Poste" seemsto me to symbolize that
spiritual experience which we call conversion. The weather had been cloudy and damp ever since
we landed at Antwerp. It had rained more or less every day. Much of the timein Parisit had
poured. We reached Chamonix in the night. It was very dark when | went to deep in the hotel. But
Wednesday morning | suddenly found myself under a cloudless sky, in the most dazzling sunlight,
face to face with the mountains of God, lifting their summits -- asit seemed -- into the very heaven
of heavens.

The natural man -- the sinner -- has been in spiritual darkness ever since he landed, out of
the eternity past, upon these shores of time. If he has seen anything it has been dimly, asin afog.
Life has been to him one long, rainy day. By and by he turns his face towards the highlands-of
divine illumination the Switzerland of purity, love, and truth. He studies that great guide-book and
time-table, the Bible. He gets on board the gospd train. He starts for the Sunny South. The
mountains begin to appear, with shadows and blackness around their bases and some whiteness on
their tops. The mountains get higher. The air grows purer. Heaven seems nearer. He getsinto
God's great diligence of prayer, drawn by heaven's white horses of faith. He ascends higher and
higher. He thinks he is getting up into the better life, the real life, thelife of God. But darkness
comes down upon him. Not knowing where he is, and tempted to believe that there is no light and
salvation for such awretched sinner as he, he nevertheless throws himself, with all hisweight,
upon the Divine mercy and promises, as the weary American tourist threw himself upon that bed in
the "Hotel de la Poste." Then he rests, without any light or joy or consciousness of the Divine
presence. Morning comes. He springs to hisfeet. By an act of faith he throws open the shutters of
his soul. Instantly his whole being is flooded with light and joy and glory. Every cloud has
vanished from his sky. Heisin Chamonix's flowery vale of conscious salvation. All around him
are the snow-white mountain-peaks of God's unspeakable love; and towering above all therest is
the Mont Blanc of perfect assurance that God loves him. He knows that all his sins are forgiven,;
that his name iswritten in heaven; that heis anew creature in Jesus Christ.

My friend, have you had that experience? Thousands have. It isfor you. Y ou can have it if
you will. You may never see the physical Alpine Mont Blanc; but with the eyes of your soul you
may see the Mont Blanc of the Divine Reconciliation, and know your sins forgiven.



| think | never saw anything so white as the snow on those Alpine peaks, flooded with the
beams of the morning sun. As | looked and looked, and wondered and rejoiced, and turned away
with dazzled, swvimming eyes, | thought | could see a new force and beauty in that promisein
Isaiah: "Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as while as snow,"" and those words of the
psalmist, when he saysto God: "Wash me, and | shall be whiter than snow." What! can God wash
my heart, naturally so sinful, and make it whiter than the snow on yonder far-off mountain summit?
Yes, that is hisword.

"What can wash away my sins?
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.”

The crimson blood of Calvary's Lamb, applied by faith to the heart of the vilest wretch that ever
lived, can wash it whiter than the whitest Alpine snow.

Wednesday morning we all armed ourselves with a penstocks (sticks of wood about five
feet long, pointed with sharp iron), and started for alarge glacier, called the Mer de Glace. A hard
climb of several hours brought us -- some on foot, and some on mules -- to the Mer de Glace
Hotel, six thousand three hundred and three feet above the level of the sea. After agood rest, and a
lunch of bread and chocolate, we went down, some hundreds of feet, to the edge of the glacier.

Do you know what a glacier is? Hours would be required to tell all about glaciers. A few
sentences will give agenera idea of their origin and nature. On the tops of all mountains which
rise far above the line of perpetua winter, snow accumulates in enormous quantities. Being unable
to melt, it is gradually consolidated into ice by pressure and cold, and begins to slide down the
mountain side. Asit moves sowly but irresistibly along, it tears away masses of rock and breaks
them into pieces, large and small. Some of these piecesit grindsinto gravel, sand, and powder;
othersit tosses right and left, forming rows of debris on both sides of the ice-stream, called
moraines. The middle of the glacier moves faster than the sides; the top moves faster than the
bottom. Consequently, theiceis split into numerous crevasses, and is heaved up into ridges and
hillocks and peaks. The lower portions of the glacier yield to the melting influences of the sun and
the rain, supplying the crevasses with roaring torrents, and sending out streams, large and small,
into the valleys below. The glacier terminates exactly where the melting of the ice equalsthe
supply pushed down from the snow reservoirs of the higher mountains. The largest glaciers are
about thirty mileslong, and two or three miles wide in their widest places. Their rate of motion
varies from summer to winter, and from the middle to the sides. It may be roughly estimated at
about one inch an hour.

So you see aglacier may be called ariver of ice. The name of the one which we visited
means a sea of ice. It seemed to me like a stormy sea suddenly frozen, and cleft with frequent
crevasses of unknown depth.

It was with considerable trembling that | ventured upon its surface. | wastold that | must
have woolen socks over my boots to keep from dipping; and a pair was offered me, for money, at
the hotdl. But | refused them, and, grasping my alpenstock with both hands, and heading the party, |
launched out from the shore. At the first dive, | came near diding off into a crevasse. Walking,
diding, creeping, crawling, running, jumping, | made my way toward the western bank. On the



edge of numerous crevasses | paused, and, leaning on my alpenstock, looked far down into theicy
depths and listened to the thundering torrent, and wondered what would become of my corpseif |
should tumblein. | thought of friends far away, and said to myself: If | can help it, | will not die
here like afly in apitcher of ice-water. After about twenty minutes of the sharpest looking, and
most intense straining of nerves, and the most rigorous exercise of musclesthat | ever experienced,
| found myself on solid ground, shouting back to my comrades, who were halfway across.

That glacier had two lessons for me. The first was alesson of trust in the word of God.
Without my alpenstock, with its tough shaft supporting my weight, and itsiron point sticking into
theice, | could never have crossed the Mer de Glace. Had | attempted the passage unarmed, my
body would now be sleeping in the sands of some river, or in the mysterious depth of that great
crystal tomb.

What his apenstock is to the tourist crossing a glacier, the Bible isto the Christian
traversing this unfriendly world. The glacier -- cold, rough, dippery, and seamed with frequent
crevasses -- represents the world through which the Christian must journey to get to heaven. The
world is cold enough to freeze all spiritua life. It isrough enough to discourage the stoutest heart.
It is so dippery that no man can stand in his own strength. It has deep crevasses of temptations,
into which the most wary and sure-footed are in danger of failing. It has roaring torrents of lust and
sin, fierce enough to sweep away the strongest wills. No man can cross this glacier, called the
world, without the alpenstock of God's Word -- the Holy Bible. Leaning on that, by daily study and
meditation, and thrusting some sharp-pointed text into every difficulty of life, you may climb every
hillock, and steer your feet down every incline, and leap over every crevasse, and joyously reach
the shore of eternal deliverance. He who journeys through this world carefully, thoughtfully,
leaning, with intellect and heart, with study and obedience, on God's Holy Bible, will be sure of a
happy and successful life.

The other lesson which the Mer de Glace taught me was the power of combined units. The
glacier is one of the mightiest manifestations of power which thisworld contains. It tears away the
stony flesh of old mother earth. It grinds the hardest rocks into powder. It strews valleys with the
wreck of mountains. It makes and unmakes lakes and rivers at will. It has produced nearly all the
soil which gives food to man and beast. Nothing can stay its course. And yet the glacier is nothing
but a vast collection of snowflakes, combined and consolidated. There is no power which we can
perceive in asingle snowflake; but there is power amost infinite when enough snowflakes
combineto form aglacier.

One man or woman, acting alone, is much like a snowflake. One good man or woman,
acting alone, can never reform the world and break ancient evilsinto pieces; but if al the good
people in the world would combine and consolidate, nothing could resist their onward push.
Satan's kingdom would be torn down, and evil customs and institutions would be ground into
gravel and sand. If all Christians would forget their differences and unite their forces, they could
pulverize the rum-traffic and reduce intemperance to fine dust which the wind could drive away.
When will the scattered snowflakes of sectarian and partisan division and weakness unite in the
irresistible glacier of the world's salvation? Such thoughts passed through my brain, as| stood on
the western moraine of the Mer de Glace, leaning on my apenstock, waiting for the rest of the

party to come up.



We went down into the valley on the glacier's western side. The descent was by a narrow
path on the face of the mountain. One part of the path is called the "Mauvais Pas," or the "Bad
Path." For half a mile we had to walk on the narrowest imaginable ledge, with the mountain rising
amost perpendicularly above our heads, and falling away athousand feet below. The only way we
could get along at all was by clinging to aniron railing fastened to the rock. All our company
traversed the Bad Path in safety, and reached the valley, where a smooth highway brought usto the
village of Chamonix and to our hotel.

We saw many curious sights on the road. We saw women working in the fields, and tugging
along the way, with huge bundles of wood or hay on their heads. Wherever we went in Europe, we
saw women toiling in the fields and streets, doing the work which in this country belongsto the
men. Why are American women exempt from severe outdoor labor? | think it is because a purer
and more advanced type of Chrigtianity prevails here than in Europe. If Chrigt, the Virgin's Son, the
Friend of woman, should be driven out of America, heavier burdens would immediately be piled
on woman's shoulders; and, ere long, she would become the beast of burden and dlave which she
now isin all nonChristian and heathen lands.

Woman owes more than man to the Christian religion. Every man ought to be a Christian.
Every woman is under double obligation to give her heart to Jesus Christ. The greatest monster of
ingratitude and wickedness in the world isafemale infidel.

We saw other unusual sights that afternoon. We saw men cutting grass with broad scythes,
about two and a half feet long, fastened to straight handles. We saw women washing in big troughs,
made for the purpose, with water running through, rubbing the garments on smooth boards laid
across the troughs. We saw awoman driving three cows, holding a basket of yarn on her left arm,
and knitting with all her might. Everybody has to work in that country, and work al the time. We
saw great numbers of cows feeding by the roadside and in the fields, each animal wearing a bell
suspended to her neck by means of aleather strap about six inches wide. Through all the valley,
the evening air was resonant with the music of these tinkling bells. We passed frequent crucifixes
and crosses, where inscriptions invite the passer-by to stop and pray. Thus we reached our hotel,
after an excursion twelve miles long.

Before we leave Chamonix, | must show you a beautiful work of art. Standing in an open
Space near our hotel, is a piece of sculpture in bronze, on a granite base, representing a French
scientist named Saussure, and an Alpine guide named Balmat. It commemorates the first ascension
of Mont Blanc ever made, effected by these two men in 1787. It was erected just one hundred
years after that event. Saussure stands, in tourist's costume, with spy-glass and alpenstock, eagerly
looking toward the mountain top. On hisface is an expression of noble ambition and high resolve.
At hisright hand stands Bamat, the guide, with a coil of rope around his waist, ready to start,
looking as though he could almost fly. Hisleft hand is on Saussure's shoulder. With the index
finger of hisupraised right hand, he points straight at Mont Blanc's snow-capped peak. Summer
and winter, in sunshine and fog, by day and by night, whenever there is sufficient light to reveal
them, that finger and those faces tell the visitor where the king of mountains is standing. | think
there ismore ingpiration in that statue than in any other that | ever saw. | could not look at it -- and
| studied it long and earnestly, many times -- without feeling a strong desire to rise into a higher



plane of intellectual and spiritual living. It dways said to my soul: "Up! up! Attempt something
high and great for God and humanity!"

What Balmat was to Saussure, and what Balmat's statue is to every beholder, some men,
whom we know, are to all among whom they live. | could give you the name of such aman. He can
always be depended upon. Hisintegrity is as unbending as a statue of bronze. He could no more do
amean and dishonest act than the sun could reverse its course through the heavens. He is always
the same, in all seasons of the year, and in al days of the week. Heis always in his place at church
and everywhere else. He is aways ready to give areason for the hope that isin him. His testimony
isaways straight and clear for God and the truth. By word and act, by profession and living, he
points the way to the mountain-top of holiness, to the gate of heaven. Heis not like a church-spire,
always pointing and never going. Like Bamat, the Alpine guide, Jae points and goes, he points and
leads the way.

Multitudes of men and women -- some of them Church members too -- are nothing but noisy
weathercocks, rattling in the breeze and whirling with the wind. My friend, why not stand for truth
and righteousness, like a statue of bronze? Why not be a high-souled guide, leading multitudes to
the Alpine summits of purity and eternal life? Y ou can, if you are so determined, by the grace of
God.

Thursday our whole company were to go to Martigny. There are two passes out of one
valley into the other. Oneis called Tete Noire, and the other Col de Balme. Fifteen of the party --
myself being one -- decided to take the latter. That meant awalk of fifteen miles. The others chose
the other route, and to ride in carriages. We set out at quarter to eight in the morning, and al rode
together -- that is, in the same procession -- seven miles to Argentiere. Then ten women and five
men began to climb. It was climbing too, much of the way, of the most difficult kind. At i 1.40,
after two hours of "excelsior," we reached the Col de Bame, seven thousand two hundred and
twenty-five feet above the level of the sea, and three thousand two hundred and sixty-two feet
above the place where our climb began.

We were weary; but felt amply repaid for our effort by the magnificent views we had of the
grandest mountain scenery. We found a chalet, into which we hurried, to escape a storm, which we
saw agpproaching. Soon the storm of wind and rain and hail burst upon the house. We were in the
very midst of the cloud. The rain and hail did not haveto fall, unlessit might be afew inches; they
were manufactured right on the spot. We were in the very nursery of the Storm King, where his
demons are born and trained for their work of destruction. The throne of old Jupiter Tonans was
just in front of the door of the chalet. It was terrific, yet delightful; an experience never to be
forgotten. There, nearly athousand feet higher than the summit of Mt. Washington in New
Hampshire, we warmed ourselves at a good fire, and ate a refreshing lunch of bread, butter,
cheese, honey, and hot milk. After lunch, some of us went out and had a game of snowballing.
Think of that! snowballing the tenth day of July!

Then we started down the mountain on the eastern side. The ascent had been hard for heart
and lungs. The descent was hard for feet and legs. But we had many delightful experiencesto
relieve the tedium. We had found flowers al the way along. That afternoon we found afield of
many acres on the mountain side, which was one vast bed of wild blossoms of many kinds. On that



and the previous day, one of our ladies collected more than seventy different varieties of wild
flowers. A rapid descent of an hour and a hail and an ascent of three-quarters of an hour, brought
us to the spot where we could see the beautiful Rhone valley, and the city of Martigny, lying two
thousand feet below us. Two hours of further effort brought us, greatly exhausted, to the Hotel de
Mont Blanc, in Martigny. An old guide, whom we met at the hotel, told us that no lady had ever
before made that journey in one day. That made us proud of our nine American women.

Friday morning we left Martigny, and went by rail, one hundred and forty-three miles, to
Visp. There we changed to a new road up the Visp valley toward Zermatt. After riding six miles,
asfar asthe road had been finished, we walked -- a part rode on mules-from Staldento S.
Nicholas. The day was hot, the road rough, and we became very weary. After dinner we rode in
carriages twelve miles to Zermatt, when we took rooms at the Hotel Zermatterhoff. Zermattis a
little village with many large hotels, five thousand three hundred and fifteen feet above the level of
the seq, at the foot of the far-famed Matterhorn. The place owes all itsimportance to its location.
Scores of thousands of visitors come here every summer to see the Matterhorn and its glaciers.

Thereis nothing in nature that suggests God as much as mountain scenery. It does not seem
to me that a man, born and living among the Alps, could possibly be an Atheist. If he should stand,
as | did that Wednesday morning, looking at Mont Blanc from the hotel window at Chamonix, and
should say "Thereisno God," it seems as though all the mountains which shut in that valley would
answer back, in one thundering chorus. " Thereisa God. You are afoal, if you say thereis no God
who created us."

The one attribute of Deity which, above al others, the mountains proclaim, is his eternity.
God is eternal. He never began to be; he will never cease to be. Can you comprehend that thought?
Y our existence isa straight line, beginning back there alittle distance. God's existence isacircle,
without beginning or end. That may be hard to believe. But it is harder to believe in the eternity of
matter; and one or the other must be the truth. We al believe in the eternity of God. We can all
repeat the Old Testament text: "Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever thou hadst formed
the earth and the world, even from everlasting to everlasting, thou art God."

Another truth | want to leave with every one of you. Before every human being stretches an
eternity of existence. We began to be; but we shall never cease to be. Now comes the awfully
solemn question: Where do you expect to spend eternity? Eternity-! eternity! eternity! If al the
Alps were ground up into separate grains of sand, and an immortal bird should come oncein a
million years and carry away asingle grain, the last grain would at |ength disappear. At that far-off
point the lifetime of your soul would be just commenced.

Where do you expect to be when the glaciers have worn away the loftiest mountains, and
the moon has becomettired of shining, and the sun is nothing but a blackened cinder? Y ou will be
somewhere, in bliss or woe, in glory or shame. Where will you be? God has put you in thisworld
on purpose that you may prepare for eternity. Are you using your God-given powers and
opportunitiesin such away as makes it probable that you will have a happy eternity? Eternity!
eternity! Where do you expect to spend eternity?

* * * * * * *



05 -- OUT OF SWITZERLAND INTO ITALY

"And ahighway shall be there, and away, and it shall be called The way of holiness; the
unclean shall not pass over it; but it shall be for those: the wayfaring men, though fools, shall not
err therein." -- Isaiah 35:8

Have chosen this verse as the text of the evening because it speaks of a highway -- aroad
-- and | wish to tell you about a wonderful road by which | went out of Switzerland into Italy. But
we are not quite ready to leave the region of the Alps. Before you start for Italy you must see more
of the strange and wonderful sights of Switzerland.

At the close of last Sunday evening's discourse we were at Zermatit. We reached that place
Friday evening, July 12th. Zermatt is alittle village of about five hundred inhabitants, five
thousand three hundred and fifteen feet above the level of the sea. It liesin agreen valley, with
pine-clad slopes, above which rise lofty, snow-crowned mountains. In no other placeisthe
traveler so completely admitted into the heart of the Alpine world -- into the very sanctuary of the
"Spirit of the Alps." Zermatt consists of afew narrow, winding streets; a dozen little stores; a post
office; abank; a Roman Catholic Church; an English Church; afew scores of small, mean
dwellings; and three large and elegant hotels. The hotels all belong to one man, and all have the
same rates for entertainment. We selected the one which bears the name Zermatterhoff. Its piazzas
and windows, on the south and west, command a magnificent view of the huge rock-pyramid of the
far-famed Matterhorn. To see the Matterhorn and its glaciers we had come to Zermatt. We merely
glanced at the mountain that night. We were too hungry and weary to care for anything but food and
bed. We could see more beauty in agood dinner than in a dozen of the highest mountains, more
satisfaction in a soft pillow than in a hundred of the roughest glaciers. We went to bed, intending to
spend Saturday in climbing toward the summit of the Matterhorn, and in visiting one or more of the
many glaciers which adorn its rugged sides; but when we awoke in the morning it was raining, and
adensefogfilled all the air, so that we could not see a mountain or anything else. We were gresatly
disappointed. However, we concluded that the foul weather was a blessing, sent to compel usto
take needed rest. We spent the day in writing, reading, and roaming through the village. We
rummaged every store, and examined all the curious things exposed for sale. Our admiration was
greetly excited by an immense variety of elegant carvings in wood, for which the Swiss are famous
throughout the world. We purchased a few of the smaller and cheaper articles, and coveted -- |
trust, in no wicked spirit -- a multitude of the larger and more expensive ones.

Sunday morning dawned clear and bright, though cold; and the Matterhorn stood exposed,
inal his mgesty, with amantle of fresh snow thrown over his shoulders. That dark, foggy, rainy
Saturday, that would not let us see the mountain which we had traveled long, weary miles on
purpose to see, had alesson for me, which | will tell to you. It was alesson of faith and trust.
Though we could not see the mountain, we knew it was there; and we firmly believed that we
should seeit if we only waited long enough. The most faithful Christian experiences many dark
daysin the course of hisjourney through this world. Though he may have been delivered once for
all from the darkness of sin and guilt, he never will be wholly delivered in thislife from the
darkness of temptation and sorrow and mental depression and physical infirmity. He must expect to
see some gloomy, foggy, rainy days. If heiswhat and where he ought to be, he lives al thetimein



the Zermatt of pardon and salvation, right at the base of the snow-clad Matterhorn of Divine love
and power and protection. Sometimes, for days and weeks and months, not adrop of rain fals, not
acloud obscures the sky, not a streak of mist darkens the landscape. He can see the mountain all
the time. He feels the presence of God. He is conscious of the Divine favor. He can read his "title
clear to mansionsin the skies." Satan seems to be dead. No temptation vexes his soul. His heart is
filled with peace and joy. By and by the weather changes. Darkness gathers all about him. The
conscious presence of God iswithdrawn. Fierce temptations assail his soul. He is tempted to
believe that God has forsaken him, or that there is no God who cares for human creatures. A
terrible feeling of depression comes upon him, driving all joyous emotions from his breast.
Perhaps, to make the darkness till blacker, some overwhelming sorrow comes upon him, and the
tempter hissesin his ear: "God has abandoned you; God hates you. Curse God and die." | have
given you an extreme case, perhaps; but every Christian in this house has seen such days of
darkness, if not quite so dark. Y ou remember the story of Job. He had enjoyed along period of
uninterrupted prosperity. He had lived for years where he could see the dazzling summit of the
mountain of God's special love and favor. He was |oaded down with temporal and spiritual
blessings. He owned seven thousand sheep, and three thousand camels, and five hundred yoke of
oxen. He was the richest man in al that country. He had seven sons and three daughters. Hosts of
friends thronged around him. He possessed everything that heart could desire.

But there came aterribly stormy day. The mountain of God's presence was completely
hidden. All his property was swept away. They told him that all his children were dead. A filthy
and painful disease seized his body. His friends turned against him, and even his wife looked upon
him with hatred and contempt. That was the darkest and most stormy day ever put on record. And
yet the mountain of God's love and protection was there, if Job could not seeit. The old patriarch
held fast hisintegrity. He would not give up histrust in the Almighty. In the beginning of his
troubles, he said: "The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.”
When the darkness of his sorrow was blackest, he exclaimed: "Though he slay me, yet will | trust
in him!" He held on. He waited. He trusted in the Invisible. By and by the storm ceased. The
darkness passed away. The mountain was there. God was there. A brighter day shone upon the man
of Uz than he had ever seen before.

What do you do, what ought you to do, my Christian friend, when the darkness of
temptation, or sorrow, or mental depression, or physical weakness comes upon you, so that you
can see nothing and feel nothing of the care and love of God? Y ou ought to do what we American
tourists did that rainy day at Zermatt. Y ou ought to rest and wait -- wait till the storm and darkness
are over. You ought to say: " The mountain is there, just the same as though | could see it. God
loves me just the same as though | could fedl it. Asthe mountains are round about Zermatt, so the
Lord isround about his people from henceforth, even forever.”

We needed that rainy day at Zermatt. It was ablessing to us. In the development of our
character we al need rainy days as well as days of sunshine. There is much beauty and truth in
Longfellow's little poem, "The Rainy Day:"

"The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;
It rains, and the wind is never weary.
The vine still clings to the moldering wall,



But at every gust the dead leavesfall,
And the day isdark and dreary.

My lifeis cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary.

My thoughts still cling to the moldering past;
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,
And the days are dark and dreary.

Be till, sad heart, and cease repining!
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining.
Thy fate is the common fate of al;

Into each life some rain must fall!

Some days must be dark and dreary.”

How did we spend that bright Sunday at Zermait, after the rainy Saturday? Some of the
company, who had left their religion on the other side of the ocean, went up on the mountain-side
to see the glacier, which the rain hindered us from seeing the day before. The rest of us went to
church. In the morning we went to the |Episcopalian Church; in the afternoon we went to the
Catholic Church. There was no one among us who belonged to either of these communions. But we
acted upon this principle: Go to church somewhere. On God's day, go to God's house. If you can
not find the church which you consider the best for you, go to the next best. Do not brand yourself a
heathen by refusing to worship anywhere. Go to some place of worship every Sabbath-day. When
not at church, | spent most of that day sitting on the verandah of the hotel, or at one of the windows,
with my eyes fastened on the mountain-top. The sight was fascinating, and | could not get enough of
its beauty and grandeur. In the German language it is called the Matterhorn; in the French, Mont
Cervin. It has an altitude of 14,825 feet above the level of the sea, and 9,510 above Zermatt. Mont
Blanc surpasses it by 905 feet.

Come and stand with me, and look at this monarch of the Alps. At our right isalong
mountain ridge, edged with snow, running northward beyond our vision. On our left isaline of
snow-crowned peaks. In front is athird mountain-spine, stretching across, with ravines between it
and its companion ranges. Its upper portions are white with snow, while its lower parts are black
with forests and rocks. Out of the top and back part of that cross ridge, the Matterhorn shoots up
toward the sky. It seems to terminate in a sharp point. It curves alittle toward the east. Its shapeis
much like that of the horns of ayearling animal of the bovine species. For a distance of four
thousand feet down from its ape, it is nothing but bare rock. | mean, bare of soil and trees. It is
always covered with snow. Today it wears a fresh mantle of whiteness, which it received
yesterday while we were getting rain.

The Matterhornis exceedingly difficult of ascent. Over yonder, close under the walls of
that little Catholic church, repose the remains of two Englishmen who lost their lives upon that
dippery peak, on the fourteenth day of July, 1865. They belonged to a party of seven -- four
tourists and three guides. They succeeded in gaining the summit; and proudly stood there, the first
human beings who had ever looked from that solitude. On the descent, as they were creeping along,
fastened to the same rope, one of them lost his footing, not far from the top, and, with three others,



was precipitated down the almost perpendicular face of the mountain, four thousand feet. The
breaking of the rope saved the lives of one tourist and two guides.

Since then the way has been made less difficult, by blasting the rock at the most dangerous
points and by attaching ropes and iron rods. And yet lives are lost dmost every summer in scaling
that throne of perpetual winter. Would you like to attempt the ascent? If you have a clear head,
steady nerves, a strong heart, sound lungs, tough muscles, and an iron will, you may. If you lack
any one of these, to undertake to climb the Matterhorn would be certain death. If you go, you must
secure two or three trusty and experienced guides; you must expect to be gone two days at least;
and, even in the midst of summer, you must take the risk of encountering storms of wind and snow
and ice, such as you never dreamed of down here where the Creator intended you to live. If you
were as determined to gain heaven as some men have been to reach the summit of that mountain,
and would dare and endure as much as they, | should know that eternal life would be yours.

Going to heaven is much like going to the top of the Matterhorn. In both cases you must
climb; in both cases you must have a guide; in both cases you must be fastened to your companions
intoil and danger. The guide is Jesus Christ, who, centuries ago, went up and blasted the rocks,
and hewed out a path, and fastened cables and rods, and stained the snow with his blood. He has
come down, and offers his services to lead you to the very summit of glory and immortality. Some
men try to climb to heaven without the Guide. They all perish in the attempt; for Jesus says. "I am
the way, and the truth, and the life; no man cometh unto the Father but by me." When men scale the
Matterhorn, they go in companies, al fastened to one stout rope, so that, if one falls, the others can
hold him up. Christians climbing towards heaven must be fastened together with the rope of
common Church membership, so that the strength of all isthe strength of every one.

"Blest be the tie that binds
Our heartsin Christian love."

Some men try to scale heaven aone, without the help of the Church. They may succeed; but where
one gains the summit, a hundred fall and perish by the way. We al need the rope, the Church. We
all must have Christ, the Guide. Thereis one striking point of dissimilarity between climbing that
Alpine peak and climbing the mountain of holiness and heaven. In amajority of cases, to attempt
the former is certain death; resolutely to attempt the latter means eterna life.

Sunday evening, after dinner, at about six o'clock, | wasin my room in the fourth story of
the hotel, when | heard some one running up-stairs. He bounded up from floor to floor, and from
landing to landing, as a chamois would bound over the rocks, pursued by an Alpine hunter. As
soon as hisfeet struck the last step, he yelled out in the most excited manner: " Come, quick! quick!
quick! the Alpine glow! the Alpine glow!" It was my room-mate. | knew what he meant. | was out
of the room in aflash; and down the stairs, and out in the open space in front of the house, in four
flashes more. There was the Alpine glow, indeed, of which | had heard so much, and never could
comprehend. How shall | describe it? The sun was out of sight behind the western mountains, but
was shining on the snow-clad eastern peaks. The snow was no longer white. What its color was |
can not tell. It was not golden; it was too red for that. It was not red; it was too golden. It was a
sort of mixture of the colors of the ruby and the sunrise and amber and gold and fire. It was a color
which | never saw before -- a color which no artist ever spread on his canvas, or mixed on his



palette. It was ssmply glorious. The artist who could paint an accurate picture of those mountains
asthey then looked, would outrank Rubens and Murillo and Raphael .

The sensation produced on my mind was strange and unearthly. | thought of the time when
Elishawasin Dothan, and the army of Syria came to arrest him, and God opened the eyes of the
frightened servant of the prophet, and "he saw, and behold, the mountain was full of horses and
chariots of fire round about Elisha." It seemed to me that al the flaming cavary of the army of
heaven had encamped on those Alpine peaks. Then | thought: No, that is not it. That is not the army
of heaven up there; it is heaven itself. All heaven has come down. God's throne is there; and al the
angels, and all the redeemed and glorified spirits of earth.

Of all visible things nothing ever made the heavenly world so real, and brought it so near
to me, asthat Alpine glow. In afew minutesit had faded away. But itsimpression will abide
forever in my mind. The one great lesson which the Alpine glow had for me was: "Look up!" In the
valley we could not see the sun. It was evening. The shades of night were creeping over the
ground. The gloom was thickening fast. But on the eastern mountain tops was a brightness greater
than that of morn and noon. If we looked down, it was night. If we looked up, it was glorious day.
Soitisall through thisworld. If we look down, we see shadows, darkness, night. If we look
down, we see sorrow, discouragement, death. If we continually look down, we shall sink into
blank despair. But if we look up, the light of heaven, reflected from the mountain-peaks of eternity,
shines into our faces and into our hearts. To every discouraged one, to every sorrowful one, to
every sinful one, | say: " Look up! look up! Y onder isthe Alpine glow of eternal hope and joy and
salvation."

Monday morning, July 14th, we left Zermatt at seven o'clock. Our objective point was
Milan in Italy. Before uswas ajourney of one hundred and fifty-seven miles. First, we had to
retrace our course northward, twenty-four miles, to Visp. In doing thiswe rode, in carriages, in the
bright sunlight, under a perfectly cloudless sky, twelve milesto St. Nicholas. Then, with the
exception of two or three ladies, we walked six milesto Stalden. If you ask how the two or three
ladies, who did not walk, got over the road, | answer, on the backs of mules. Coming and going,
we saw scores of these animals moving along the narrow, stony path, under huge burdens of trunks
and boxes and bundles, or saddle-loads of living freight, the drivers trudging at their sides, and
continually urging them on with words and blows. Thisis the only way by which baggage and
food, for tens of thousands of travelers, can reach the great hotels of Zermatt. Soon there will be a
railroad -- we saw an army of Italians pushing it to completion -- and the poor people are bitterly
mourning because their mules will be useless, and their chief means of support will be cut off.

While we are taking our six miles walk, | shall have a good opportunity to tell you
something about Switzerland and the people who live among the Alps. Switzerland is a Federate
Republic much like our own, made of twenty-five States, or Cantons. Its lawmaking power isa
Congress of two Houses. The executive power isin the hands of a Council of seven, elected for
three years by Congress. The president of the Council, elected from and by the Council for one
year, isthe president of the Republic. Four languages are spoken in Switzerland. Nearly
three-fourths of the people speak German; alittle less than one fourth, French; about one hundred
and fifty thousand out of nearly three millions, Italian; and only thirty-eight thousand, Roumanseh.
Fifty-nine per cent of the inhabitants are Protestants, and forty-one per cent Catholics. The capital



of Switzerland is Berne. Itsflag is awhite Greek cross in the center of ared field. The inhabitants
of the mountainous portions of Switzerland are, for the most part, very poor. For aliving they
depend on their cows and goats and bees, and what little they can producein the line of grain and
vegetables. Wherever there is a patch of soil which can possibly betilled, you see a cottage, in
midst of grass or grain or garden-plants. Y ou see houses hanging on the steep mountain-sopes, in
the most inaccessible places, and you wonder how any creature without wings could ever get up or
down.

Alpine houses are of three kinds. Some are like our log houses, only they are built of
sguared timber. Some are built of strong framework, covered with planks. Some have a framework
of wood, filled in with brick or stone. Frequently you will see a one-storied house, such as| have
just described, standing on an under story of rough stones. The roofs are amost always covered
with flat stones, of all sizes and shapes, piled on in many overlapping layers. Usualy, the cows
sleep under the same roof as their owners; and almost invariably alarge pile of manurelies
immediately in front of the house. A common sight is alittle barn standing on the top of four posts,
about six feet from the ground. Y ou would laugh to see those people getting in hay. A man lies
down on his face, with awooden framework strapped to his shoulders. The women cover him all
over with the fragrant fodder. Then they help him up; and you see a huge hay-cock walk to the barn,
climb the stairs, and disappear through the door. Peasant-life among the Alpsis one long,
desperate struggle for existence. Y ou ought to thank God that you were born under better skies.

From Stalden we rode by rail to Visp. At Visp we changed cars, and rode eastward five
miles, up the Rhone valley, to Brieg. Briegisalittle town. The only thing which givesit
prominence is the fact that it is the northern terminus of the famous " Simplon Road,” which runs
southeast one hundred and twenty-eight miles to Milan, and ends at a triumphal arch of white
marble, built as afitting goa and monument of so grand awork of engineering skill.

We reached Brieg at half-past two. Very soon after, | started, with four others of our party
and three strangers, in a coach drawn by five horses, to ascend the road. The others came on after
usin similar conveyances. We had an exceedingly enjoyableride. | wish | could paint it and the
scenery in words. The road, already referred to, was constructed by order of the great Napoleon,
in 1800 to 1806, to connect Italy with Switzerland and France. The ascent from Brieg to the
summit of the passis four thousand three hundred and forty-five feet, or an average of two hundred
and ninety feet to the mile. It winds around the mountains, and along their amost perpendicular
sides, ever up, up, up, aong the verge of frightful precipices, across more than six hundred bridges
of solid masonry, through many tunnels piercing the everlasting rock, past ten houses of refuge for
sick and weary travelers, always in sight of snow-clad peaks, and, at the top of the pass, above the
limit of perpetua snow.

The road, through its entire length, is thirty feet wide -- wide enough for two teams to pass
on the run-and as smooth and hard as the best city pavement, except possibly, some asphalt streets.
It also has, on the precipice side, nearly all the way, a massive stone parapet, to keep carriages
from running off, and, where that is wanting, large stone posts, six or eight feet apart. Aswe
wound around the mountains, we could see the valley, far below; the summits, thousands of feet
below; the glaciers, shining in the sun; scores of foaming cataracts, leaping and tumbling in white
robes, or veils, down the rocks; and, over all, as perfect adome of blue as was ever seen. It was a



scene never to be forgotten, and never to be adequately described. In one place we went through a
long tunnel, or gallery, over which plunged alarge cataract. Above our heads we could hear it
pounding the rock, and, through a broad arch in the tunnel's rocky side, we could see the sunlight
piercing the foaming waters with thousands of arrows painted in the rainbow's sevenfold glory.

Fifteen miles of such travel brought us to the top of the pass. There we paused in front of
the Hospice. It isalarge building, with alofty flight of steps, founded by Napoleon for the
gratuitous entertainment of travelers, kept by acommunity of monks. Aswe sat in the carriage, we
had the pleasure of seeing many of the benevolent monks; also a dozen or more of their noble St.
Bernard dogs, employed in the winter to seek out and rescue freezing travelers lost in the snow.

A further ride of six miles, with an average downward grade of two hundred and
eighty-nine feet to the mile, brought usto the Hotel Fletschhorn, in thelittle village of Simplon,
where, in winter, they have eight months of continuous snow. Though it was the middle of summer,
the night was very cold. But we found a good fire of wood in an old-fashioned fireplace, a hot
supper, and a soft warm bed, and were content.

Tuesday morning, at an early hour, we left Simplon. Two wagons bore the whole party.
Both wagons and horses were decidedly superannuated; but they answered our purpose. The
horses had nothing to do but to steer the vehicle. The driver had nothing to do but direct and hold
up the horses with the reins, and manage the brake. The descent was steep, the road very winding,
and the rate of motion exceedingly swift. It was terrific, as we swept around the curves and along
the brink of deep ravines; but | suppose there was no danger. For two or three miles we rode
through a narrow pass, where there was just room for the road and a rapid river, with the mountain
rising straight up for fifteen hundred feet or more. The scenery was bold, wild, startling.

Nine miles of rapid riding, and a descent of two thousand two hundred and forty-five feet,
brought usto the Italian boundary-line, marked by alarge stone pillar. We were in sunny Italy, and
were glad; but would have been better pleased if it had been alittle less sunny. Ten miles more,
through dust and heat, and we were at the pretty little city of Domodossola. At half-past two we
took the train for Milan, eighty-seven miles distant.

The country through which our route lay is fertile and well cultivated, but not so beautiful
asthefields of France. Everywhere the farmers were haying. All the grassis cut by hand. We did
not see one mowing machine. We saw great numbers of oxen-most of them white -- drawing the
hay to the barns. The weather was very hot; and we were glad when we reached Milan, at nine
o'clock. We drove directly to the " Hotel Biscione and Bellevue." On the way we passed along
some of the best streets, and got a flying view of the famous cathedral.

Do you remember the text of this discourse? | could not blame you, if you have forgotten
every word. Hereit is: "And a highway shall be there, and away, and it shall be called The way
of holiness; the unclean shall not pass over it; but it shall be for those: the wayfaring men, though
fools, shal not err therein." It seems to me that the " Simplon Road,” on which | have been taking
you, represents the way of holiness, the road to heaven, mentioned in the text. The Simplon Road
was constructed by a great congueror, Napoleon Bonaparte, for his soldiersto march on. The
highway of holiness was built by that mighty Conqueror, who vanquished sin, death, and hell,



Jesus Chrigt, for the soldiers of the cross to march on to eternal victory and fadeless renown. The
Simplon Road is so thoroughly built that it islikely to last many centuries to come. The road to
heaven was built for the ages, and will be open, in perfect condition, till the last traveler has
gained his everlasting home. The Simplon Road is so smooth and even and perfect thereis no
possibility of losing it, or mistaking some other route for this. The way of gospel salvation is so
plain that afool -- aman with half amind -- can find it, and safely reach its end. The Simplon
Road |leads from cold, rugged Switzerland, to beautiful, fertile, sunny Italy. The way of holiness
leads from this cold, barren, unfriendly world, to the summer-land of eternal sunshine and joy. The
Simplon Road begins at the little village of Brieg, and ends in atriumphal arch in the magnificent
city of Milan. The way of holiness begins at repentance and faith, and ends under the arch of
immortal glory in the jasper-walled, golden-paved city of God. The Simplon Road runs through the
finest scenery, and affords constant pleasure to the surprised and delighted tourist. The way to
heaven is a delightful route. The only really happy people in the world are those who travel
through the delightful scenery which linesits every mile and rod. Everything about the Simplon
Road was designed for safety -- the perfect road-bed, the parapet, the bridges, the tunnels, the
refuges, the Hospice, the monks, the dogs. The road to heaven is safety itself. Millions of angels fly
back and forth along its entire length, to protect those who walk therein. All things work together
for their good. So long as they keep in the way they are as safe as though they were already in
heaven.

Come, friends, let us all set out for heaven. This Christian way isthe only road out of Sin
and temptation and sorrow and death, into purity and freedom and joy and eterna life. If you do not
travel thisway, you will by and by lie down in unending sorrow, shame, and remorse.

| have tried to make you know how we went out of Switzerland into Italy. | hope you will
always remember the Simplon Road. | hope that, whenever you think of the Simplon Road, you
will aso think of that other highway, the way of holiness, which leads to heaven and unending joy.

* * * * * * *

06 -- MILAN
"The situation of this city is pleasant." -- 2 Kings 2:19

These words were spoken of Jericho, the City of Pam-trees, more than twenty-seven
hundred years ago. They are true today of the city of Milan, in Italy.

Milan -- called Milano in the musical language of the Italians is the chief city of the
Province of Lombardy. It liesin the center of the great fertile plain of the river Po, between the
Alps and the Apennines, on the north and south respectively, and the Adriatic and Ligurian Seas on
the east and west. The mountains are in plain sight from the city, which sits like adiamond in the
midst of a massive emerald, surrounded with a border of sparkling amethysts. Surely, "the situation
of thiscity is pleasant.”

Milanisbuilt in aCircle, its largest church -- the cathedra -- being the central point. The
city issurrounded by awall seven milesin circumference; and immediately outside the wall afine,



broad thoroughfare makes the circuit of the town. Piercing the wall are twelve gates, the most
striking being the Porta Simplone, on the northwest, where the great Simplon Road comesiin, here
commemorated by a magnificent triumphal arch, finished fifty-four years ago.

The streets of Milan are, for the most part, broad and very clean. It has many magnificent
buildings. It carries on extensive commerce through a system of canals which connect it with the
river Adda on the east, the Po on the south, the Ticino on the west, and "with the lakes Maggiore
and Como on the north. It is celebrated for its extensive manufactories of silk and woolen goods,
and gold and silver ware; also for its large trade in books, pictures, and music. Its population is
about three hundred and twenty five thousand.

Milan has had a very checkered history. Two hundred and twenty-two years before Christ
it was seized by the Romans. Since then it has been held by Goths, Romans, Huns, Lombards,
Franks, Germans, Spaniards, Austrians, French, and Austrians. It has been afootball, kicked about
by the despots of Europe for centuries, with brief periods of peace and independence. In the year
1162 it was utterly destroyed by Frederick Barbarossa, emperor of Germany. It was, however,
speedily rebuilt; and is now a splendid modern city, with afew old buildings, growing and
prospering and rejoicing under the Government of free and united Italy.

Asyou were told last Sunday evening, we arrived at Milan, Tuesday, July 15th, at nine
o'clock in the evening, and went directly to the "Hotel Biscione and Bellevue." After supper,
comrade and | went out, a few rods from the hotel, and viewed the cathedral by moonlight and
starlight. We walked around it, and looked up at its statue-crowned pinnacles, and ascended its
platform of seven marble steps, and felt of its massive doors, and passed our hands over the
Scripture scenes which adorn the lower part of its sculptured front, and thanked God that we had
lived to see that miracle in stone, and almost wondered if it was not a dream that we were there.
Wednesday morning, when we looked out of our window, the first object which caught our eye
was the cathedral tower, rising above the roofs of the intervening buildings. After breakfast, we
walked to the cathedral square, and took the horse-cars to the Church of Santa Mariadella Grazie.
We walked through the church, and saw some very interesting frescoes. But our minds were on
something better than all that. Adjoining the church is a convent bearing the same name. A fee of
twenty cents a head purchased admission into the convent refectory, or dining-room. There,
painted on the plastered wall, we saw what remains of Leonardo Da Vinci's greatest picture, the
"Last Supper." The Cyclopedia Britannica callsit "the third most celebrated picture of the world."
It was painted for the monks, to adorn the room where they took their meals, nearly four hundred
years ago. It has suffered such shameful treatment that it has been almost ruined. First it was badly
disfigured with smoke from the adjoining kitchen. Then a door was cut through it and the wall.
Subsequently it was covered over with athick coat of whitewash. Lastly it suffered all sorts of
ill-usage from the convent being used as a barrack for cavalry. The whitewash and smoke have
been removed so far as possible. The picture is but poorly preserved, but retains enough of its
original perfection to command the admiration of the world.

The man who had charge of the room told us that the painting is 8.7 meterslong and 4.8
meters high, which would be about 34 by 18 feet. It has become the typical representation of the
sacrament of Christ's supper for the whole Christian world. | doubt not that every personinthis
congregation has seen a copy. The moment selected by the artist is just after the utterance of the



words: "Verily, verily, | say unto you, that one of you shall betray me." The picture expresses the
effect of the Savior's sad statement on the different auditors. Next to Christ, on hisright, is John.
He has just been addressed by Peter, who makes signs to him that he should ask of whom the Lord
spoke. John raises himself up to reply, with an expression of mingled sadness, sweetness, and
gentleness on his face. Peter, leaning from behind, isall fire and energy. Judas, next to Peter and
John, looks dark and hateful. With his right hand he clutches a bag of money. Knowing full well of
whom Jesus spoke, he starts back amazed, overturning the salt. Andrew, with hislong gray beard,
lifts up his hands, expressing the wonder of a ssmple-hearted old man. James the L ess, behind
Andrew, reaches over and lays his hand on the shoulder of Peter, while hisface exclams: "Can it
be possible? Have we heard aright?' Bartholomew, at the end of the table, has risen from his seat.
He leans forward, with parted lips and alook of eager attention. He isimpatient to hear more. On
the left of our Savior is James the Greater. His arms are outstretched, and he shrinks back, as
though he would repel the thought. Thomasiis behind James. He holds up his right hand
threateningly, as much asto say: "If there be such awretch among us, let him look out for himself."
Philip, young and handsome, lays his hand on his heart, as if to protest his innocence and love and
truth. Matthew is next. He has more elegance than the rest, as though he belonged to amore
educated class. He turnsto Jude, and points to our Savior asif he would say: "Do you hear what
he says?' Simon and Jude, both of them old men, are sitting together at the end of the table. Jude
expresses consternation; Simon, with both hands outstretched, a painful anxiety.

Of course the center of attraction in this picture is Jesus. Asyou look in hisface you see
intellectual elevation, dignity, purity, and Godlike majesty, suffused with the most profound
sorrow. Thereisthis difference between the Master's countenance and the countenances of his
disciples: The former expresses sadness and yearning love; the latter, surprise and indignation.
The former shows calmness and repose; the latter, the greatest agitation. The former is Divine; the
latter are nothing but the faces of good men. Between the best mere man who ever lived and our
Divine Christ there is adifference amost infinite. The head of Christ in that picture is better
preserved than any of the others, as though it had been miraculoudly saved from the sacrilegious
destruction of twelve generations.

That famous old painting, Which admiring thousands visit every month, represents the
institution of the chief ceremony of the Christian religion. That ceremony is called by various
names. "The Lord's Supper,” "The Eucharist,” "The Holy Communion,” and "The Mass." Different
theories are held concerning its nature and meaning. Some say that the bread and wine, after having
been duly consecrated by the officiating minister, are the actual flesh and blood of Christ. That is
called transubstantiation. Others hold that Christ isreally and truly present in the consecrated
elements, although they are -- as before -- nothing but bread and wine. That is called
consubstantiation. Others, still, affirm that the Lord's Supper is nothing but an act of
commemoration -- avisible sign of the body and blood of Christ. All Christians, however --
except the Quakers -- agreein this: The Lord's Supper is a sacrament; it was instituted by Divine
authority; it isbinding on all believers; every person who comesto the Lord's table in the right
condition of mind and heart meets his Savior, and receives a peculiar spiritual benefit.

My friend, if you have never been to the table of your adorable Redeemer, you do not
know how many and how great blessings you have missed. My most earnest and sincere advice to



you isto get into such a spiritual condition, by the help of God, that it will be right for you to come
to the holy communion, and then come whenever you have the opportunity.

Do you see that dark, Satanic face at the table, three places from the Savior's right hand?
Has the presence of Judas at the Lord's table any meaning for you? It has for me. It meansthat |
should not stay away from the Lord's table, or refuse to become a Christian, because there are
hypocrites and bad men in the Church. One in twelve of Christ's apostles was avillain of the
blackest dye. What wonder, then, that there are unworthy men among the professed followers of
Jesustoday! Their badness does not justify you in refusing to do good. Their treason against the
Divine Master does not excuse your disloyalty to him. Peter and John did not leave the table
because Judas was there. | will not leave the Church because there may be Judases among its
members. Whenever | am invited to the holy communion | will go, though | have to knedl at the
very side of the devil himself.

Leonardo da Vinci, the painter of that sublime picture, was one of the greatest men who
ever lived. Of al mankind he seems to have the best right to be called a universal genius. He was
the most accomplished painter of his generation, and one of the most accomplished of the world.
He was a distinguished scul ptor, architect, musician, and writer. He was a great mechanician,
engineer, anatomist, botanist, astronomer, chemist, geologist, geographer, and explorer. It isthe
fashion in these days to say that it makes no difference who a man'sfather is, if he only hasthe
right kind of a mother; that great men never transmit their greatness to their children; that great men
always have great mothers. It may therefore be interesting to know that Da Vinci's father was an
accomplished lawyer, while his mother was from the ignorant, degraded, peasant class.

A very interesting story istold of the origin of Da Vinci's most famous painting. In some
way he had incurred the hatred of a powerful and wicked priest, who procured his arrest and
condemnation to death. He was, however, promised life and liberty on condition that he would
paint a satisfactory picture of the Last Supper on the wall of the refectory of the monastery where
he was confined, within a certain time. He began the task, working for hislife. The painting
progressed. But could he finish it before the day appointed for his execution in case of failure? The
hateful old priest would come in every day, and tauntingly tell him that he could not -- that he must
die. The night before the fatal day arrived. The picture was completed except the head of Christ
and that of Judas. These the artist had attempted again and again, but could not executeto his
satisfaction. It was night. To-morrow morning he must die, unless he should receive help from
Heaven. So he prayed, long and earnestly. While at prayer he had avision. Christ appeared to him,
and he saw the Savior's face. He arose, and painted it without difficulty, and to hisentire
satisfaction. Then he thought that nothing would be so suitable for the traitor Judas as the face of
his enemy, the malignant priest. So he painted that, and his work was done. In the morning the
picture was pronounced perfect, and the artist's life was spared.

So that picture teaches alesson about prayer. It teaches us that God hears and answers
prayer, as the Bible declares, and that we may pray for temporal aswell as spiritual blessings.
Prayer isthe mightiest agency in the universe. It moves the Almighty hand that moves the world. It
has not lost one ounce of its power since the first man offered the first petition. God was just as
able and willing to answer prayer in Da Vinci'stimeasin Elijah's. Heisjust as able and willing
to answer prayer in our time asin Da Vinci's. If there is anything which you think you need, either



spiritual or temporal, ask God for it, with afirm faith in his goodness and power, and he will give
you the very thing for which you ask, or something else which his infinite wisdom sees will be
better for you. Every day God answers prayer for temporal blessings.

There were three or four copies of the Last Supper in the room with the original. One was
but just commenced. Ancther, less than half the size of the original, was offered us for the snug
little sum of two thousand dollars.

From the Convent of Santa Maria della Grazie we went to the far-famed cathedral. In
attempting to describe it to you, | have on my hands a most difficult task. How can | describe the
indescribable! How can I, with my poor gift of speech, do what has taxed the powers of the most
gifted word-painters in the world! Since childhood | had longed to see the Cathedral of Milan. |
wanted to see it more than any other building under the skies. My expectations had been raised
very high. Would | be disappointed? | had read many glowing descriptions. Would | find the
reality less glorious? | want to tell you, most emphatically, that | was not disappointed. When |
came to see that magnificent temple with my own eyes, | found that the half had not been told.

With two exceptionsit isthe largest church in the world. St. Peter's at Romeisthe largest;
and the Cathedral of Seville, in Spain, stands second in size. The Milan Cathedral was one
hundred and thirty-four yearsin building. It was completed, or nearly so, three hundred and ninety
years ago. Under Napoleon Bonaparte much additional work was performed upon it; and further
decorations and repairs are constantly going on. In shape, its ground planisaLatin cross. Its length
isfour hundred and eighty feet, and its width one hundred and eighty-three. The tower, which rises
from the junction of the arms of the cross, is three hundred and fifty four feet. It covers as much
ground as eighteen churches like this, put together. Looking at its exterior, you see nothing but
white marble of the purest variety. It isamountain of marble, carved into forms of the most
exquisite beauty and grace. Theroof is aforest of Gothic turrets, ninety-eight in number, each
adorned with the most elaborate carvings and with the most beautiful statues. The entire exterior is
avast assemblage of human forms in snow-white stone. Think of it! thirty-five hundred statues --
that is the count-on the outside walls and roof of the church! Wherever there is any place to put a
statue, there a statue is to be found. Every one of the side windows has eight large statues, on
brackets, on the outside casing.

The whole structure is so cut with the artist's chisel that it looks more like frost-work than
stone. Dazzling white in the noonday sun, and yet more beautiful in the silver light of the summer
moon, it isamarvel of workmanship. The Milanese, with pardonable pride, regard it as the eighth
wonder of theworld. It is apiece of jeweler's work magnified amillion times. It perfectly
astonishes and bewilders the beholder, from the moment his eye rests upon it until he climbs to the
highest attainable balcony of the tower, upon the summit of which stands the figure of Chrit,
commending the marvelous work to God.

The ascent to the roof is made by a broad, white marble staircase of one hundred and
fifty-eight steps. We went up, and walked about amid aforest of statues and an endless variety of
pinnacles, flying buttresses, carvings, and tracery. From the marble roof we went up the tower, and
looked down upon the mighty fabric, and asked ourselves: "Are we in the world, or have we been
transported to fairy-land?* We went through the interior. The floor is a stone pavement of mosaic



in marble of different colors. The ceiling is stone, supported by fifty-two stone columns, and is so
delicately carved that, asyou gaze up at it, it looks like the finest and richest lace. Asyou walk up
and down the aides, elegantly adorned chapels open on either side. The transepts are full of
statues. In al, the interior contains seven hundred statues. One of the most striking is St.
Bartholomew, the flayed martyr, with his skin thrown over his shoulder, the very marble seeming
to quiver with the fidelity of the artist's chiseling.

We went down under the floor into a crypt of octagonal shape, about twenty-five feet in
diameter. The walls of the room are solid silver, except the panels, which are tapestry of the most
expensive kind. It isthe tomb of St. Charles Borromeo, a Roman cardinal and” archbishop of
Milan, who died in 1584, and was written among the saintsin 1610. The attendant opened a silver
casket, embossed with gold and precious stones, and showed us, through glass, the embalmed body
of the archbishop, dressed in arobe of silver and gold, holding ajeweled staff. All we could see
of the body itself was the head.

What kind of a man was this Bishop Borromeo whose memory is honored with such a
splendid tomb? He was aman of great piety, virtue, and benevolence. He lived for the good of
those over whom he had been appointed a spiritual shepherd. Though occupying a position almost
as high as the proudest monarch, he was not ashamed to go about doing good. In the year 1576 the
city and diocese of Milan were visited by the plague, and tens of thousands died. The good bishop
went about giving directions for the care of the sick and burying the dead, shunning no danger and
gparing no expense. He also visited all the parishes where the contagion raged, distributing money,
providing accommodations for the sick, and reproving those priests who were cowardly and
remissin their duty. Worn out with these exhausting labors, he died at the early age of forty-six.
The love and gratitude of his people built for him this costly and magnificent tomb. It was richly
deserved.

Y ou can not expect such aburial; but -- better than that -- you may so live that, when you
die, your memory will be enshrined in the grateful, loving hearts of multitudes whom your good
deeds have blessed and saved. A thousand times better than a silver coffin in a marble mausoleum
is one soul which we have helped to win to Christ and everlasting life.

From the cathedral, or Duomo, as the Italians call it, we went to the "Palace of Science and
Art." There we saw an immense collection of paintings and statuary. Among the latter, the chief
attraction to us was a marble representation of Napoleon, in the costume of a Roman emperor, by
Canova.

Among the works on canvas we saw with admiration alarge number of fine paintings by
Luini; but the chief of the paintings were Rubens "Last Supper” and Raphael's " Sposalizio."
Before the latter of these | wish to detain you for afew minutes. It is one of Raphael's best works.
It is called the "Sposalizio." The word means marriage. It is the marriage of the Virgin Mary. Itis
not avery large picture; but it is exceedingly vivid in its conception, and rich in coloring; and
every stroke of the brush shows the hand of a consummate master. The place of the marriage is one
of the temple courts at Jerusalem. In the background is the central portion of the house of God -- a
fourteen-sided, two-storied, dome-roofed building. In the foreground is the bridal party. In the
center, facing you, isthe high-priest in gorgeous robes. At hisright isthe bride; at hisleft, the



groom... The bride looks young, modest, and beautiful. At her right, and a little advanced, stands a
beautiful matron, her mother. Just behind are four younger ladies. The groom is a noble, dignified
man, considerably older than the bride. In hisleft hand he carries a lender wand, or cane. At his
left are five young men, richly dressed. They are Mary's rejected suitors. Each carriesa stick like
the one in Joseph's hand. The suitor in front is breaking his wand across his knee, in token of
indignation or despair.

What, | asked myself, was the artist's purpose in painting this picture? My conclusion was,
to exalt and glorify the holy estate of matrimony. Next to the Church, marriage is the holiest
institution on earth. It was "ingtituted of God in the time of man'sinnocency, signifying unto us the
mystical union which is between Christ and his Church.” It is one of God's best gifts to the human
race. It isablessing to man. It is an equal blessing to woman. Without it, thisworld would be a
sink of pollution, too loathsome to be named. There are many ways in which marriageis
dishonored in these days. First, a set of so-called reformers are doing all they can to talk down and
write down marriage. Not long ago they brought about, in the newspapers and magazines, a
discussion of the question, " Is marriage afailure?' Some of them declare that marriageisa
failure; that it isacurse and adavery to woman; and that it ought to be abolished by law. This
sowing is springing up in a harvest of evil al over the land. Marriage is dishonored by the
prevalent instruction given to girls and young ladies, that alife of independence in business, or a
profession, isfar nobler than marriage and the presidency of a home.

Marriage is dishonored by the easy divorce laws and causel ess divorces, which prevail in
many of the States of this Union. The Bible names only one sufficient ground for annulling the
marriage contract. That man or woman who contracts a second marriage, so-called, while aformer
companion isliving, unless he or she be the innocent party in adivorce for adultery, isan
adulterer, and can not enter the kingdom of God. Every adulterer dishonors marriage, and grossy
insultsits Author, and, till he repents, the red-hot wrath of Almighty God abides upon him. We dl
dishonor marriage when we knowingly tolerate adulterers, seducers, and fornicators in our
Churches, admit them into our society, and vote for them when candidates for any office.

To dishonor marriage in any of these ways isto help to abolish marriage. When marriage is
abolished, thisworld will be aperfect hell. | think that Raphael painted the marriage of the mother
of our blessed Lord and Savior to honor marriage. If | could, | should like to hang a good copy of
Raphael’'s " Sposalizio” in every school-room and parlor and courthouse and church and office and
hotel and railway station throughout the land.

Wednesday afternoon my comrade and | spent another hour in the cathedral. | should like to
spend an hour there every day for the remainder of my life. Most reluctantly we tore ourselves
away. We had to leave that sublime temple behind us; but we carried away its gloriousimpressin
our hearts.

Thursday morning we took the cars for Genoa, which the natives call Genova. Theride
was long-one hundred and four miles -- dow, hot, and exhausting. We passed through no fewer
than twenty tunnels, one of them two mileslong. The last fifteen miles were almost one continuous
tunndl.



We did not see much in Genoa. There was not much to see. Near the station stands a noble
statue of Columbus -- who was born only five miles from the city -- presenting America, in the
form of an Indian maiden, to the Old World.

Some of the streets of Genoa are exceedingly narrow. | measured one -- a chief business
street -- and found it two and one-half times as wide as the length of my cane. Another was so
narrow that | could lay my hands on two opposite buildings at the same time.

Friday afternoon | began to be very sick with headache and fever. At about eight o'clock in
the evening we all walked down to the harbor near by, and were rowed along distance, in two
large boats, across the bay to the steamer Marsala. | noticed that all the oarsmen, in al the boats |
saw, rowed with their faces towards the bows. We had afine view of the city asweleft it.

We found the steamer quite alarge and well-built one; but it was dirty, and was crowded
with Italian steerage passengers of the filthiest description. They were human vermin. They
swarmed through their own quarters and al over the ship. They smelt and looked worse than an
average American hog. We sailed at nine. | wasin my berth before that, in the same stateroom with
five other men.

| was sick when | came on board. When we got well out to sea, the water was rough, and |
was terribly seasick. Every onein our party was seasick. The water dashed in at the ports, so that
they had to be shut. That made the air very hot and close. It seemed to methat | should die. | almost
wished that | might. The only thing that made life sweet was the hope of seeing loved ones far
away. At length | got some relief.

At half-past seven the next morning we were at Leghorn -- called by the Italians, Livorno --
where we lay till late in the day, taking on and putting off cargo. Soon after we sailed the
seasickness came back, and | passed another wretched night.

Nearly al day Sunday | lay on deck. Late in the afternoon the beautiful Bay of Naples
appeared; but it had little beauty for my sick eyes. The shore grew nearer, and ere long old
Vesuvius was in sight, sending up a cloud of smoke many hundreds of feet in height. We passed
through swarms of vessels of many kinds, and reached our anchorage. A boat rowed us to the dock,
and carriages took us through many fine streetsto a good hotel. | went to bed at once, and lay there
that night and al the next day.

During that Monday, while the rest of the company were enjoying avisit to Pompeii, | lay
on my back at the hotel in Naples, trying to say to God -- yes, saying: "Thy will be done." The next
morning, as gently and easily as possible, | was borne to the railway station, and given awhole
seat in agood car.

After ajourney of one hundred and twenty-five miles | was in Rome, as we had come,
seven hundred and sixty-six miles from Milan, and five thousand six hundred miles from home. |
could have been homesick and utterly discouraged. | was desperately sick. It was the bluest time |
ever saw. It looked as though | should never see a better day. Why had | not stayed at home? How



had | dared to comeinto that dreadful climate of Southern Italy, in July, against the advice of all
the guide-books?

But | had a Friend who could help me. | had been telegraphing to Him by the prayer-cable
nearly al the time for three days. At Rome | received an answer. It read: "All things work together
for good to them that love God." | accepted that message as from God to me. | believed it. | rested
upon it. It gave me peace and comfort.

In concluding this discourse, | commend these words to every one of you. God isthe
sovereign ruler of thisworld. If you love him, if you have given him your heart, every event in your
life, everything that is done to you, everything that happens to you, and all your honest blunders,
are parts of a complicated machine which the Almighty operates for your benefit. If you love and
trust him, you are as safe from all real harm as though you were in heaven. Outside the Bible, al
books put together are not worth one-thousandth part so much as that one sentence: "All things
work together for good to them that love God."

* * * * * * *

07 -- OLD ROME
"] must also see Rome." -- Acts 19:21

Paul was a great traveler. He was atraveling preacher. He was traveling and preaching all
the time. He had visited nearly al the great cities of the world. He was very familiar with
Jerusalem and Damascus and Antioch and Tarsus and Ephesus and Philippi and Thessalonica and
Corinth and Athens; but the queen of cities, the capital of the world, the center of universal
dominion, he had never seen. He felt greatly dissatisfied on that account. He longed to go and
preach the gospel on the docks of the Tiber, and in the Forum, and before the gates of Caesar's
palace. So he said to his companionsin travel: "I must aso see Rome."

| felt much as Paul did. When | first contemplated taking atrip acrossthe sea, | said to
myself: If | go to London and Edinburgh and Paris and Milan, "I must also see Rome." | would
rather see Rome than any other city, than all other cities put together. If | can not see Rome, my trip
will be a disappointment and a failure. When old travelers and al the guide-books said to me,
"Y ou must not go to Rome in the summer; if you go, it will be at therisk of your life," | answered:
"I must al'so see Rome." When we reached Italy, and found how hot it was, and knew that the
farther we went to the south the hotter it would be, | said: "I must also see Rome." When | was
taken sick in Genoa, and knew not but it was the Italian fever, and the question was rai sed whether
| should return to the healthful atmosphere of Switzerland and wait for the company there, or press
forward into unknown dangers, | still said" "l must also see Rome."

At last | wasin Rome, but could not see Rome. From Tuesday noon till the next Monday
morning | could not even look out of my window, but lay in bed in extreme weakness and severe
pain. Friday morning the entire party, save myself, departed for Florence.



Monday morning, July 28th, | was taken in acarriage, hardly able to hold up my head, to
the railroad station; and thence, by rail eighteen miles and carriage two miles, to Genzano, a
village of five thousand inhabitants, among the Alban Hills, near the ancient site of AlbaLonga |
felt the change of air, and was stronger and better ere | had been in the place twenty-four hours.

After nine days of good nursing, good air, good food, and good ret, | felt able to resume
my travels. Then | said: | will not try to follow the party in their wanderings through Germany. |
will go as straight as | can to London, and wait for my companions there; but, before | start for
London, "l must also see Rome." At half-past two, Wednesday, August 6th, | found myself again in
the "Eterna City."

In many respects Rome is the most wonderful city of all the world and of all the ages. Itis
wonderful in its antiquity, wonderful in the influence it has exerted upon the nations of the earth,
wonderful in its treasures of architecture and art, wonderful in its ruins, and wonderful in its
associations and memories. Rome was founded by a band of robber-shepherds seven hundred and
fifty-three years before the birth of Christ. It is therefore now two thousand six hundred and
forty-three years old.

The leaders of the men who built Rome were twins, named Romulus and Remus. If
tradition is to be believed, they were cast out to perish when infants, and were brought up by a
she-wolf, in place of her cubs killed by hunters. Whether that story is true or not, the chief emblem
of Rome has always been, and istoday, awolf nursing two little boys. Rome began on the Palatine
Hill, on the left, or eastern, bank of the River Tiber, about fifteen miles above its mouth. Thence it
spread until it covered six other hills and the intervening valleys, and was called the " Seven-hilled
City." The seven hills of Rome are the Palatine, the Aventine, the Capitoline, the Esquiline, the
Cadlian, the Quirinal, and the Viminal.

From the beginning Rome was engaged in amost constant war. She was a savage wolf,
rending the nations in pieces and devouring their flesh, till she grew so large that, when she
stretched herself out, she covered the whole world then known. Think of one city conquering and
ruling al other cities, and al the nations of earth. That seeming miracle was wrought by ancient
Rome. Her wars of conquest, with two brief intervals of peace, lasted nearly seven hundred years.
Then, under the Emperor Augustus, the temple of Janus was shut, and universal peace was
proclaimed. In the midst of that peace, the doors of heaven swung open on their golden hinges, and
while the angels sung, " Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good-will toward men,"
the Prince of Peace came down to earth, to establish his empire of love in the hearts of men. Soon
the two empires, Rome and the Church, met in deadly combat Rome fought with sword and fagot.
The Church used no sword but the word of God, no fagot but the torch of divine truth. The Church
was victorious. In the year 312 Constantine, the first Christian emperor, proclaimed Christianity
the religion of the Roman Empire.

Ere long the splendor of the Imperial City began to wane. The seat of government was
removed to Constantinople. In 395 the Empire was permanently divided into two parts. In 410
Rome was taken and plundered by northern barbarians. In 475 the Western Empire fell. Then
Rome saw five hundred years of invasion, famines, pestilences, and civil dissensions.



Meanwhile anew power had risen on the banks of the Tiber. In the place of the emperors
were the popes. In place of the civil power was the spiritual power. Upon the ruins of the ancient
Roman Empire there gradually arose a new Empire, which soon became more powerful than the
other, because it claimed control over the souls of men, aswell as their bodies, and extended its
dominion beyond this life into eternity. For long centuries the popes ruled the world; and temporal
sovereigns rose or fell, according to the will and nod of him whom they regarded as the successor
of Peter and the vicegerent of the Almighty. In the latter part of the fifteenth century many of the
nations declared themselves independent of the papal power. Since then the influence of the popes
in civil affairs has been constantly growing less and less. For centuries the head of the Catholic
Church was the absolute political ruler of the city of Rome and of the surrounding territory. But, in
1870, Victor Emmanuel came with his army, and made Rome the capital of free and united Italy,
and the pope a private citizen under his regal government.

There are two Romes -- the ancient and the modern. Ancient Rome lies on the eastern bank
of the Tiber, and is the most interesting series of ruins on the globe. Modern Rome lies on both
sides of theriver, and is Slowly creeping over the site of the ancient city. Since it became the
capital of Victor Emmanue's kingdom, Rome has enjoyed arapid growth, and has greatly
improved in every respect. It isreally aclean, beautiful, splendid city; and it is becoming more
worthy of itsillustrious name every year. Its population is three hundred and forty-five thousand
souls.

After lunch | started out to see the wonders. Thefirst object of special interest which | saw
was the Column of Marcus Aurelius, rising in the center of a square of the same name. Marcus
Aurelius was emperor from A. D. 161 to 169. He erected this column to commemorate his
victories over the Marcomanni and other German tribes on the Danube. It is ninety-five feet high.
A spiral band, ascending its cylindrical shaft, is covered with carvings of marching armies and
fighting warriors. Three hundred years ago it was repaired by order of Pope Sixtus V, and a statue
of St. Paul was placed upon its top.

| made along pause in the Forum of Trgjan. Here stands Trajan's Column, erected in the
year 114. It isthe most beautiful of all the historical columns, and the model for every similar
structure. It iswholly of white marble, and is one hundred and thirty-two feet high. Around it runs
aspiral band, three feet wide and six hundred feet long, covered with admirable bas-relief
sculptures, presenting a continuous history of Trajan's warlike achievements. No less than
twenty-five hundred human figures are delineated, besides horses, fortresses, and implements of
siege. In theinterior a staircase of one hundred and eighty-four steps ascends to the top. Beneath
this monument the body of Trajan was buried, and on the summit stood his statue. Many hundred
years ago the image of the emperor was taken down, and a bronze statue of St. Peter, fifteen feet
high, was put in its place.

As| stood looking, | said to myself, How comesit that the form of that high and mighty
potentate, who reared this column, has disappeared, and the statue of an obscure and unlettered
Galilean fisherman has taken its place? What power wrought that marvelous change? What has
made Peter, the fisherman, so much greater than Trgjan, the emperor? It was not the power of arms,
or diplomacy, or money. It was the power of truth. It was the power of Christ. It was the power of
God. God wasin Christ. Christ wasin Peter. Therefore, where there is one person who can tell



you who Trajan was, there are a hundred persons who can tell you who Peter was. Trajan was on
the losing side. Peter was on the winning side. | exhort you to get on Peter's side, which is Christ's
side; for thetime is coming when " at the name of Jesus every knee shall bow, of thingsin heaven,
and thingsin earth, and things under the earth, and every tongue shall confess that Jesus Christ is
Lord, to the glory of God the Father."

Passing on from Trajan's Forum and Column, | saw the ruins of atemple of the heathen
goddess Minerva, built, it is probable, nineteen hundred years ago. Nothing remains but a portion
of the front, in white marble, quite well preserved. | saw a doorway, and was about to enter, as|
supposed, the place where once the goddess of wisdom was worshipped; but immediately | started
back in disgust, with my hand at my nose. The place was the dwelling of a swarm of filthy Italians.

When this temple was built, the religion of Minervaarid Mars and Apollo and Jupiter was
universal, and seemingly ailmighty. It was deeply rooted in the superstition of a hundred million
worshipers, and was upheld by the power of the mightiest empire that ever stood on the earth. But
there came a band of humble missionaries, preaching the new religion of a crucified Jew; and, |o!
in afew years; the gods of Greece and Rome had gone to keep company with bats and owls, and
every pagan temple had been demolished or transformed into a Christian church.

Standing in front of that ruined house of her who was fabled to have been born from the
brain of the father of gods, | want to tell you that every false religion on the face of the earth is
destined to give place to the only true religion -- the religion of Jesus Christ. Christ isgoing to
conquer thisworld. The best thing you can do isto surrender to him at once, and let him make your
heart his spotless temple.

The next place which | visited was the Pantheon. Considering its age, we must pronounce
this the best preserved building in ancient Rome. It was erected twenty-seven years before the
birth of Christ by Marcus Agrippa, the prime minister of the Emperor Augustus. Its walls are of
brick, twenty feet thick, and were originally covered with marble.

Passing through a portico, seventy-two feet wide and fifty-four feet deep, supported by
sixteen Corinthian columns of granite, we find ourselvesin acircular room, one hundred and forty
feet in diameter and two hundred and eighty feet high. That is more than eight times the height of
this audience-room, and nearly twice its greatest length. The surface of the wall is broken by seven
large niches and many majestic columns. In the niches anciently stood statues of the gods of Rome,
including Mars, Venus, and Caesar. The ceiling is dome-shaped, with a circular opening in the
center, through which al the light enters which the room receives. When in its perfection, this was
amarveloudly grand and beautiful temple. The walls were covered with marble of many colors
and of the highest polish. The floor was asrich as the walls. The ceiling was covered all over
with gold. The outer walls were marble. The roof wastiled with gilded bronze.

More than half a century before the crucifixion of our Lord, the emperor and senators and
generas and priests of old Rome dedicated this temple to every deity whose name they knew, and
called it the "Pantheon,” which means the house of al the gods. These very walls, this very ceiling,
have re-echoed with the tread of sixty generations marching into eternity.



About fourteen hundred years ago the Pantheon became a Christian church. It isnow a
church and atomb. Here lie the mortal remains of Raphael and Victor Emmanuel, and many less
distinguished men. Here they may deep till the resurrection trumpet sounds through this vault, and
the swarming millions of pagan and Christian Rome, with all mankind, stand before the "great
white throne" of Him who was nailed to a Roman cross. When that day comes, you will be present,
my friend. Will you appear at the right hand of the Judge, or at his left? Will he say to you, "Come,
thou blessed of my Father,” or "Depart, thou cursed?"

On the eastern dope of the Capitoline Hill | visited alittle church, built over the old
Mamertine Dungeon. The Mamertine Dungeon is very old. It probably dates back twenty-five
hundred years. It iswholly underground. It is partly excavated in the solid rock, and partly built of
masonry. It consists of two chambers, one below the other. A priest, with lighted taper, conducted
us down aflight of stone steps, built in modern times, into a square stone chamber, very damp and
cold and dismal. In the floor is a hole, just large enough to admit a man's body, covered with an
iron grating. That used to be the only entrance to the lower room; and through it the miserable
prisoners were lowered with ropes, never expecting to be drawn out again. We went down a
modern stairway. The lower room is shaped like a haf-wheel, of which the straight side may be
twenty-five feet long. On one side is a place where prisoners used to be strangled. There are two
small holesin the wall, running back into a narrow passage dug out in the rock. The victim was
made to sit on the floor, with his head against the wall. A rope was placed around his neck, and the
ends were put through the holes. Then the executioner went around into the passage, drew the rope
tight, tied the ends together, put a stick into the loop, and twisted the noose till the prisoner's face
was black and his spirit had fled. On the other side begins a narrow passage, leading to an
immense sewer, into which the dead body of the prisoner was thrust as soon as life was extinct.

This horrible dungeon in which we stand is the place to which the historian Sallust refers,
when, in recording the execution of Catiline's confederates, he says: "In the prison is a chamber
named the Tullianum, about twelve feet below the surface of the ground. Thisis surrounded by
walls, and covered by avaulted stone roof; but its appearance is repulsive and terrible on account
of the neglect, darkness, and smell.” It is, indeed, repulsive and horrible. The chill and damp, and
thoughts of the cruelties practiced here, send icy tremors through the visitor's body and soul. Here
Jugurtha, king of Numidia, after adorning the triumph of Marius, perished by starvation. Here
Vercingetorix, king of the Gauls, met his fate; and many other noble captives, all dong the
centuries of relentless Roman tyranny.

But it was the memory of amore illustrious prisoner than any of these that brought me to the
Mamertine Dungeon. Here, as we have good evidence for believing, Paul was confined just before
his martyrdom. The Apostle to the Gentiles suffered two captivities at the capital of the world. The
first was comparatively honorable and pleasant. For two whole years he dwelt in his own hired
house, chained to a soldier who kept watch over him, and received visitors, and preached the
gospel to multitudesin his rooms and before his door. After being released, and having traveled
and preached several years, he was seized again, and cast into this noisome prison.

With what emotions thrilling my heart | stood within the walls which re-echoed the prayers
and songs of Christ's greatest minister, and where he wrote his last |etter to Timothy, his spiritual
son! Transgport yourself in imagination back through eighteen centuries, to Rome's oldest and most



dreadful dungeon. The floor is bare and cold. The walls are covered with a slimy sweat, almost as
cold asice. No light or fresh air ever penetrates the place, except when, now and then, the guards
above remove the stone to save the prisoner from absolute suffocation. The sun never looks into
thisinfernal pit. It isahorrible hole -- a place for malaria and fever and asphyxia and gloom and
despair and madness and death. As we peer around, by the dim light of asickly lamp, we see an
old man sitting on the floor. On his knees lies a piece of parchment which the guards have flung
down to him, and alittle horn of ink obtained in some way. He iswriting. Slowly and painfully he
forms the Greek |etters; for the light is poor, his posture is cramped, and his eyes are dim. Y ou
recognize Paul -- the greatest man whom God ever gave to the Church or the world. Getting down
on the floor behind him, and looking over his shoulder, you see that what he iswriting is addressed
to Timothy, the first bishop of Ephesus. Can you read what he iswriting this moment? Look sharp,
and tell uswhat itis. "The cloak that | left at Troaswith Carpus, when thou comest, bring with
thee, and the books, but especially the parchments.” Paul expects avisit from Timothy, if he shall
live so long. The cell is cold and damp. He wants his cloak. The hours are long and tedious. He
wants his books to while away the time. He is soon to be tried for hislife. The parchments are
some documents which he needs to establish hisinnocence of the crimeslaid to his charge.

While the priest, my guide, held hislight, | took from my pocket my little Testament, and
read aloud the fourth chapter of Second Timothy in the very spot where it was written. With
special interest | dwelt on the words: "1 am now ready to be offered, and the time of my departure
isat hand. | have fought agood fight, | have finished my course, | have kept the faith: henceforth
thereislaid up for me a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, shall give me
at that day; and not to me only, but unto al them aso that love his appearing.”

A few days after the writing of those words, one morning the jailers uncovered the round
hole in the ceiling of the cell, and shouted down: "Y ou are wanted, old man!" Then they put ropes
under his arms, and roughly hauled him up, and led him down the hill into the Forum, and past the
spot where Cicero used to thunder against Catiline and Antony, and close by the heathen temples --
which Paul knew would ere long be turned into Christian churches-and under the shadow of the
Palatine Hill and Nero's "golden house," and along the Ostian way -- where hundreds of
conquerors had marched, but none so great as he -- and out through the gate, which afterward took
his name and bears it today. Then they led him to one side, out of the crowd which was coming and
going; and while he bent his neck and breathed a prayer for the forgiveness of his enemies, one of
them, with his sword, struck off his head; and his liberated spirit flew up into the paradise of God.

That old Mamertine Prison suggested these thoughts to me, and taught me a lesson which |
wish to repeat to you. It is the lesson of how to be happy. Paul, in spite of all histrials and
tribulations, was a very happy man. The words which | read to you a few minutes ago prove that
he was happy when expecting death in that horrible dungeon. In one of hisletters he wrote: "I am
exceeding joyful in al my tribulations." What made Paul so happy? | think every onein this
congregation can answer that question. His religion made him happy. The religion of Jesus Christ
makes every one happy who possessesit in al its fullness. The only way to be happy isto be a
Christian. If you will give your heart wholly to God, he will take it and fill it with hisjoy.
Everybody isin pursuit of happiness. O that everybody would seek happiness along the path which
Infinite Wisdom and Love have marked out for al human feet! Then would their happiness be redl,



sure, permanent, above the reach of circumstances. Then, perfectly satisfied with the service and
companionship of Jesus, they could sing:

"Content with beholding his face,
My all to his pleasure resigned,

No changes of season or place
Would make any change in my mind:
Whilst blest with a sense of hislove,
A palace atoy would appear;

And prisons would palaces prove,

If Jesus would dwell with me there.”

On thefloor of the place where Paul was confined, the priest pointed out a hole in the floor
where tradition says the Apostle Peter, when confined here, miraculously caused a spring to burst
forth, that he might baptize his jailer, whom he had been instrumental in converting. My guide
showed me on the wall near the stairs, under a protecting network of strong wire, the impress of
Saint Peter's head and face, where he had leaned against the solid rock. | said the guide showed it
to me. He tried to; but my imagination was too feeble to see the apostl€'s profile, and my faith was
too weak to believe that such a miracle was ever wrought. The priest evidently took pleasurein
believing his story, and | had no time to waste in trying to argue him out of it.

Leaving the prison and the church which covered it, | looked down upon the Roman Forum,
lying many feet below. It is, or was, an oblong level area, running eastward from the base of the
Capitoline Hill, bounded on the south by the Palatine, and on the north by the Quirinal and Viminal
Hills. Along its sides were rows of magnificent temples and stately hails and courts of justice,
while its surface was sprinkled over with monuments and statues. It was the center of the political,
religious, financia, and socia life of the ancient city. More than any other spot under the skies, it
was the center of the world. Here was a marble column sheathed in gilded bronze, called the
"golden milestone," and inscribed with the names and distances of the chief towns of the Empire
on the roads which radiated from the thirty-seven gates of Rome.

In the Forum all elections were held; in the Forum al laws were enacted; in the Forum all
decrees were proclaimed; in the Forum all judicial trials took place; in the Forum al revolutions
were consummated; through the Forum al triumphal processions marched; in the forum great
Caesar fell by the daggers of Brutus and his fellow-conspirators; in the Forum the Republic died;
in the Forum the Empire was born; in the Forum ancient Roman life was extinguished and buried.
Next to the sacred places of Palestine, the Forum is the most interesting spot on earth.

For centuries the Forum was buried out of sight by rubbish and ruins, except as those
degraded Italians dug down in places to make lime of its precious marbles. The miserable
wretches called it the "Cow Field," and used it for every profane and ignoble purpose. Within the
past century it has been unearthed, and its pricel ess treasures exposed to the wondering gaze of
Scholars and tourists from every land.

| went down into the sacred place. | walked under the Triumpha Arch of Septimius
Severus. | stood on the Rostrum, where Cicero used to pour out such torrents of eloquence. |



walked along the Sacred Way, on the very stones over which the triumphal processions used to
pass. | traversed and retraversed the pavement of the Basilica Julia. | looked up at the few
remaining pillars of the Temples of Peace, of Saturn, and of Castor and Pollux. Farther east | saw
the Basilica of Congtantine, turned into a church, and the Temple of Romulus. | tried to print the
scenes on my physical and menta eye, and, in a measure succeeded.

As| walked among the sorrowful ruins of worldly glory forever passed away, | thought of
the eternal kingdom of Jesus Christ, and felt like praising God that | had aright to call myself a
citizen of that benign and perfect government.

At the eastern end of the Forum | passed under the Arches of Constantine and Titus. The

latter interested me most. It was built in the year 81 to commemorate the destruction of Jerusalem
by the armies of Rome under the general whose name it bears. It seemsin aremarkable state of
preservation, when we reflect that it is more than eighteen hundred years old. Under the arch, on
one side, isabeautiful carving of Titus, crowned by Victory, riding in afour-horse chariot, driven
by afemale figure representing Rome. On the opposite side we see a stone picture which almost
brings tears to our eyes. It isaband of captive Jews, marching in the triumphal procession of their
conqueror, bearing on their shoulders the golden table of shew-bread, taken from their demolished
temple, and the seven-branched golden candlestick.

As| looked, | thought of the time when Jesus sat on the Mount of Olives, weeping over the
approaching downfall of sinful Jerusalem, and saying: " The days shall come upon thee, that thine
enemies shall cast atrench about thee, and compass thee round, and keep thee in on every side, and
shall lay thee even with the ground, and thy children within thee; and they shall not leave in thee
one stone on another; because thou knewest not the time of thy visitation." And | thought, this
monument is a standing proof that Jesus of Nazareth was a true prophet, and that he was what he
claimed to be -- the True Messiah, the Son of the Most High God.

Near the Arch of Titusis the most celebrated ruin in Rome. It isthe Coliseum, or, asit was
originally called, the "Flavian Amphitheater." It was built by Titus, in the years 70 to 80, with the
enforced labor of hundreds of thousands of unhappy Jews, who had outlived their city and nation.
It isin the shape of an dllipse. Itslong diameter is 615 feet, and the shorter 510 feet. Its external
circumference is nearly one-third of amile. The arena measures 274 by 174 feet. On the outside it
has four stories, and is 156 feet high. Within, above the arena, rise four ranges of tiers of seats,
intersected by steps and passages. It has no roof; but in ancient times a huge canvas was stretched
above it, on stout masts, to protect the spectators from sun and rain. It could seat eighty-seven
thousand people. It is built of three different materials. On the outside it is composed of huge
blocks of brown limestone, originally held together by iron clamps. On theinsideitisbrick laidin
the most durable kind of cement. Between the limestone and brick is a volcanic sand-rock, called
tufa. | brought away specimens of the tufa and brick.

| saw brick walls, which have been exposed to the action of the weather for many
centuries, in which the brick isasfirmly held by the cement as though the masons had |eft it only a
week before. The old Romans planned and built for the ages. Only about one-third of the structure
remains. For many centuries it was a quarry, from which the lazy Italians dug materias for other



buildings. The soft stones are full of holes, where they bored in to extract the ore used in clamping
them together.

The Coliseum has ever been a symbol of the greatness of Rome, and gave occasion for a
prophetic saying: "While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand; When falls the Coliseum, Rome
shall fall; And when Rome falls, -- the World."

| was awed and charmed by this marvelous ruin. | dowly walked back and forth within the
circuit of its solemn and majestic walls, examining its stones and bricks and arches and stairways
and arena, and looking down into its two stories of dens and chambers under the arena, where the
wild beasts used to be kept. Then | climbed the stairs, and walked around the entire circumference
on the platform just above where the emperor and nobles used to sit at the shows and games.

My head and heart were hot with thoughts during the hour which | spent in that marvelous
ruin. | thought of the dedication, eighteen hundred and ten years ago, lasting one hundred days,
during which five thousand wild beasts were dain; and hundreds and thousands of gladiators
daughtered each other in the presence of Rome's best men and women; and the arena was flooded
with water, and agreat naval battle was fought, as though two hostile fleets were contending at
sea. Then | thought of the wonderful and blessed change which Christianity has wrought in human
society and human hearts, making such spectacles impossible now; and | thanked God that | was
born in the nineteenth century, in Christian America, rather than in the first century, in pagan Rome.
If there is an honest, consistent, and intelligent infidel in the world, he is very sorry that he was not
born in time to be present at the dedication of the Roman Coliseum, before Christianity came to
curse the world with its doctrines of peace, fraternity, and love.

| had another thought. It took full possession of my soul. It blotted out the present, and
carried me back seventeen hundred years. | want to seize every one of you, and carry you back
with me. Invisible to human eyes, we are standing in the arena of the Flavian Amphitheater.

It isabright summer afternoon. The seats above and all around us are filled with a noisy
and excited crowd. Eighty-seven thousand pairs of eyes are looking down on the sand where we
are standing. Up there, in the front row, on an elevated seat, is the emperor, the sovereign ruler of
the civilized world. On hisright and left are the senators and vestal virgins. Behind him are the
knights and nobles. On the highest and most distant rows are the ruffians and blacklegs of Rome.
Between are al classes and conditions of the better sort. Hark! what is that strange, muffled sound,
which seemsto come up through the solid earth, as though this arena were stretched over the mouth
of hell, and the demons were screaming with pain? Why, do you not know those sounds are from
the throats of hundreds of wild beasts, which have not tasted food for many days? Wild beasts!
Wild beasts, without souls, under us! Wild beasts, with souls possessed by the spirit of evil, above
and around us! Surely, if thereisahell on earth, thisisit!

While we are thinking, suddenly a door is thrown open from under one of the arches, and a
crowd of men, women, youths, and maidens enter the arena, pushed forward by the spears of a
cohort of soldiers. Standing in the center of the arena, around a gray-haired man, they begin to sing.
We do not understand the words, but from the tones and faces of the singerswe know that itisa
paean of joy and victory. They are Christians. The old man istheir pastor. Eighty-seven thousand



throats send up aydl of insult and hate; but we can hear the Christian song, rising to heaven like
incense from the golden atar in the temple of Jehovah. This seems a section of heaven let down
into the mouth of hell.

Suddenly atrumpet sounds. Immediately, through a score of open places under the arches, a
hundred ferocious beasts spring upon the sand. For a moment they glare up at the crowded seats
and forward at the singing martyrs. The song rises louder and more joyfully. With frantic yells the
beasts spring upon their prey. At once the song becomes lessin volume, but rises higher in
sweetness and triumph. All is confusion before our eyes -- clouds of dust, with the mingled forms
of bounding beasts and falling martyrs. The song grows softer and softer, but sweeter and sweeter.

The air grows clearer. We can see only one human form -- a beautiful maiden, clad in
snowy white, with clasped hands and upturned face, singing as mortal never sang before. For a
moment savage beasts and brutal men are awed into silence. Then, men yell and clap their hands,
and beasts yell and spring upon helpless innocence. Instantly the song ends in one triumphant note,
and nothing remains but the beasts on the seats shouting with delight, and the beastsin the arena
guarreling over afew white bones and blood-smeared rags.

That scene, enacted a thousand times in the old Roman Coliseum, means the victory of the
martyrs -- the victory of the truth. Truth can not be destroyed. Truth will prevail. The history of
eighteen centuries proves that Christianity can not be destroyed-that Christianity will prevail;
therefore, Chrigtianity is the truth.

The only wise and safe course for you, my friend, is to embrace Christianity, by
abandoning all your sins and giving yoursdlf by faith into the hands of Jesus Christ, to be hisin
time and in eternity. The martyrs overcame by the blood of the Lamb and the word of their
testimony. By faith in that blood, and by witnessing for Jesus, you shall overcome sin and desth,
and reign with God for ever and ever.

* * * * * * *

08 -- MODERN ROME
" Seest thou these great buildings?' -- Mark 13:2

These words will serve merely as amotto, while | proceed to tell you more about the great
buildings and wonderful sights of the most famous city in the world.

It was hard work to get away from the Coliseum. By its grandeur and its strange memories,
it seemed to entrance me and to hold me in willing captivity.

At length | succeeded in tearing myself away, and, taking a carriage, drove about
three-quarters of amile in a southeast direction, almost to the city wall. The carriage stopped in
front of the Basilicadi San Giovanni in Laterano, which, being interpreted, is the Church of Saint
John Lateran. Thisisthe oldest church in Rome. It outranks all othersin the Catholic world. Itis
the pope's church -- the cathedral of the bishops of Rome. They call it the " mother and head of all



the churches of the world." A Latin inscription on each side of the entrance so declares. The
coronation of every pope must take place here. It has been so for many centuries, perhaps from the
beginning of the papal power. Five Ecumenical Councils have been held within itswalls. The only
Council ever held elsewhere in Rome was the so-called Vatican Council, which proclaimed the
doctrine of papal infalibility in St. Peter's Church, in the year 1870.

In ancient times a palace stood on this spot belonging to a man named L ateranns. Being
implicated in a conspiracy against the Government, under the reign of Nero, his estates were
confiscated, and became the property of the emperor. When Congtantine the Great ascended the
throne, he gave the palace to Pope Sylvester, and built a church on the palace grounds close by.
The palace was the residence of the popes for nearly athousand years.

The church has been their peculiar charge ever since the donation of Constantine. And yet
the palace and church are not the same as at the beginning. Twice they have been destroyed by fire,
and once by an earthquake. They have been rebuilt, enlarged, embellished, and improved, times
almost without number.

The front of the church looks toward the east. Going up aflight of steps, you pass under a
portico, thirty -- three feet deep and one hundred and ninety-six feet long. There are five doors into
the interior of the church. One, called the "Holy Gate," iswalled up, and is opened only in the year
of jubilee, for the entrance of the pope. The central entrance has two splendid bronze doors,
adorned with garlands and other ornaments. To the left is an ancient statue of Constantine, found in
his bath-house.

Asyou walk up the nave -- or main aisle, as we would call it -- four hundred and
twenty-six feet long, you see twelve huge pillars of many-colored marbles, each of which cost as
much as this whole church. In the face of each pillar is aniche, wide and high and deep, and in
each niche is alarge white-marble statue of an apostle. As you walk back and forth, and gaze at the
stone images, they seem to be alive, and you almost fancy that the twelve most intimate friends of
your Savior have risen from the dead in their glorified bodies. Y ou distinguish them from each
other by the peculiar emblems which they bear, as well as by their countenances. For example,
Peter carries a bunch of keys, because Jesus said to him, or to the whole college of the apostles
through him: "1 will give unto thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven." Andrew bears an X-shaped
cross, because tradition says that he was put to death by being nailed to such an instrument. Simon
holds a saw, because, if we can believe reports, he was sawn asunder by the enemies of the truth.
Thomas aways lifts at along pike, or spear, indicating that he was killed with that kind of a
weapon, thrust through his body. The emblem of John is an eagle; of James the Greater, a pilgrim's
staff; of Jamesthe Less, afuller's pole; of Bartholomew, aknife; of Philip, along staff with a cross
a the top; of Matthew, a hatchet; of Jude, a club; of Matthias, a battle-ax.

While you are looking at those statues, | want to say something about the men whom they
represent. Those twelve men have done more to reform and purify and civilize and bless the world
than any other twelve men who ever lived, or ever will live. They founded the Christian Church.
As Saint Paul declared, "the household of God" is "built on the foundation of the apostles and
prophets, Jesus Christ himself being the chief corner-stone.” They founded the church, and founded



it so well that it has withstood the storms of eighteen centuries, and is stronger and more beautiful
today than ever before.

When we say that the Church is built on the apostles, one thing which we mean is, that the
whole Christian scheme depends on the doctrines which they taught and the facts of which they
were witnesses. They declared to the world that they were intimately acquainted and associated
with aman named Jesus, for the space of three years. They described his character and repeated
his teachings. They affirmed that they had seen him perform hundreds of miraclesin broad
daylight, in the presence of thousands of spectators, such as curing the leprosy, opening the eyes of
the blind, stilling the tempest, walking on the sea, turning water to wine, feeding crowds of hungry
men with a handful of bread, and raising the dead. They avowed that they saw him die; that they
witnessed his burial; that after three days they saw him aive; that during the space of forty days he
appeared to them, and conversed with them many times; that they put their hands upon him; that he
ate in their presence; and that, finally, having commissioned them to proclaim his doctrinesto al
mankind, he went up to heaven in their sight, in the daytime, from a mountain on the east of
Jerusalem.

Now, there are three theories in regard to the apostles and their Master, one of which we
must accept. Thefirst theory is, that they were weak-minded men -- that Jesus was a vile impostor,
and that they were his dupes. We can not, as rational men, accept that theory. Their subsequent
lives, and the wonderful work which they accomplished, prove that they were not fools. It is
impossible that twelve men, as clear-headed as we know them to have been, could be made to
believe the story which they told, if it was all alie.

The second theory is, that the apostles were cunning knaves, who invented this story on
purpose to deceive the world and make capital for themselves. What could they expect to gain by
such a course? What did they gain by insisting that Jesus Christ was crucified for the sins of the
world, and that he rose from the dead on the third day? They gained poverty, social ostracism, tail,
hardship, and persecutions of every kind. Did they gain anything else? Y es. Peter gained
crucifixion with his head downward. James the Less gained the privilege of being beaten to death
with afuller's pole. Andrew gained death on a cross of a peculiar form, which ever since has
borne his name. Bartholomew gained the satisfaction of having his skin stripped from his body
while he was yet alive. James the Greater gained the honor of having his head hewed from his
shoulders by King Herod's executioner. Thomas gained a spear through his body. Philip gained a
hangman's rope around his neck. Matthias gained a shower of stones bruising his flesh, and an ax
cutting off his head. Jude gained a shower of arrows through his heart. Simon gained the specia
distinction of being cut in two with a saw. Matthew gained martyrdom by sword or hatchet in a
distant corner of Africa. John was the only one of the twelve who did not win a martyr's fiery
crown. Do you believe that the apostles invented the story of Jesus and his miraculous works for
the sake of what they could make by deceiving the world? If you believe that, there is nothing
which you could not believe.

Only one theory remains -- atheory which every honest and intelligent person accepts. the
apostles told the truth. Jesus Christ is the Eternal Son of God. He laid down his life on the cross
for the sins of the world. He rose from the dead, and ascended into heaven. He is the Savior of



men. Hisreligion isthe only true religion. If you repent of your sins and believe in Christ, you will
have everlasting life. If you reject Christ, you will everlastingly perish.

In the last chapter but one of thisHoly Bible, | read that on the twelve precious stones
which compose the foundations of the jasper walls of the Celestial City are graven the names of
the twelve apostles of Jesus Christ. | understand that to mean that none can ever enter heaven who
willfully rejects the testimony and teaching of these twelve men, whose marble statues | saw in the
Church of St. John the Baptist at Rome.

Moving up the nave, we reach the center of the transept, where, raised four steps above the
richly inlaid floor, is the canopy, a beautiful work erected five hundred years ago. It covers
numerous highly venerated relics, including, it is said, the heads of the Saints Peter and Paull.
Beneath it also isthe high altar, believed to contain a wooden table used by Saint Peter asa
communion-table. At this altar no oneis ever permitted to say mass except the pope, or some
priest especially appointed by him.

Turning to the right, we leave the church through the door of the north transept. We arein
the Piazzadi San Giovanni in Laterano, or the Square of St. John Lateran. In front, in the center of
the square, is the largest obelisk in existence. It was erected in front of the Temple of the Sun at
Thebes in Egypt, thirty-five hundred years ago, and brought to Rome by Congtantine in the year
357. Itis of red granite, weighs six hundred tons, and, including the pedestal, is one hundred and
thirty-five feet high. What a mass of stone that is, to be hewed out of the quarry in one block!

At our left isan old baptistery, where, according to Roman tradition, the Emperor
Congtantine was baptized by Pope Sylvester, in the year 324. On our right, stretching far out, isthe
old Papal Palace, already mentioned. After "his holiness’ moved to the Vatican it became an
orphan asylum. Since 1843 it has been a museum for heathen and Christian antiquities. | did not go
in.

Around in the rear of the palace was something which | was determined to see. And | did.
It was the Scala Santa, or Holy Staircase. It is more generally known to tourists as "Pilate's
Staircase.” It issimply aflight of twenty-eight white marble steps, contained in alittle chapel
erected for the purpose. It is aleged by the Romans that thisis the staircase which led up into
Pilate's judgment-hall at Jerusalem, and that these identical stones were pressed by the feet of
Jesus four times, during histria by the Roman governor and by Herod, and after his condemnation
to the cross. It is also asserted that it was carried by angels from Jerusalem to Rome. The fact
seems to be that Helena, the mother of Constantine, brought it from Palestine in the year 326. But
whether Christ or Pilate ever trod it, no one knows, and no one ought to care.

You are told that if you ascend that staircase on our knees, kissing each step as you go up,
and then repeat a prayer at the top, you will receive a peculiar spiritual blessing. Millions have
tried the experiment, until the stones are almost worn through by their knees and lips. A wooden
covering has been placed upon them, and that is well-nigh worn away.

To me the chief interest attaching to Pilate's Staircase was the fact that Martin Luther
undertook to climb it, three hundred and seventy years ago, but could not reach the top. For years



he had been groaning under a crushing burden of conscious guilt. He had tried every way to obtain
the forgiveness for his sins, and the assurance of the love and favor of God; but the more he
scourged and starved and tormented himself, the worse he felt. At last he came to Rome. Rome
could do nothing for his sin-sick soul. One day, hoping for relief, he was crawling up this
staircase. Suddenly, when about half-way up, he heard a voice, seemingly as loud as thunder,
shouting in the ears of his soul: "Thejust shall live by faith." Asquick asaflash of lightning, he
saw God's way of saving the soul. He saw, and laid hold, and felt that he was saved. Springing to
his feet, he faced about, and walked down the stairs, and hurried home to Germany, a new man,
and began to preach the grand, old-fashioned, New Testament doctrine of justification by faith. He
preached what Christ and the apostles had preached -- "That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth
the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God raised him from the dead, thou shalt be
saved. For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness; and with the mouth confession is made
unto salvation." | turned away from the Holy Staircase, confirmed in that creed which says, in the
words of Paul in hisletter to the Romans: "Therefore we conclude that a man is justified by faith,
without the deeds of the law."

Y ou may ascend the Holy Staircase as many times as you please; you may be baptized in
the very place where Pope Sylvester baptized Congtantine the Great; you may receive the Holy
Communion at the high atar of the church which is styled "the mother and head of al the churches
of theworld;" you may keep all the rules of the Church with perfect exactness, -- still, if you have
not saving faith in the Lord Jesus Chrigt, these things will profit you nothing. When Christ
commissioned his ministers, he said: "Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every
creature. He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; trot he that believeth not shall be
damned;" and when the Philippianjailer said to Paul and Silas, "Sirs, what must | do to be saved?”
their instant answer was: "Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.”

From St. John Lateran, | went to the Church of St. Peter in Chains. It derivesits name from
the fact that it was built to contain some chains which tradition says were worn by the Apostle
Peter when he was a prisoner in the Imperia City. Thereis nothing very remarkable about the
church itself; but it contains something which is very remarkable. | do not refer to Saint Peter's
chains. | did not see them, or ask to see them, or care anything about them.

| went to the place smply and solely to see one of the most famous works of one of the
greatest sculptors the world has ever known -- the statue of Moses, by Michael Angelo. It did not
disappoint me. | gazed at it long and earnestly. It isthe figure of a mgjestic old man, in white
marble, with along flowing beard, holding the tablets of the law in his hands, and looking as
though he had just come down from forty days of communion with Jehovah on the summit of Mount
Sinai. Thereisafar-away expression on his face, as though he were looking into the unseen world,
and into the face of God.

Moses was one of the greatest and most successful men that ever lived. He was great and
successful chiefly because he lived in constant communion with the Almighty, and drew his
intellectual and spiritual life from him. If you would have your life a success, you must livein
God, and God must live in you.



There is one very singular thing about this statue of Moses. He has small horns growing out
of hishead. He is always thus represented by mediaeval artists, owing to an erroneous trandation
of the statement in Exodus that when he came down from the presence of God his face shone. The
Hebrew word to shine is karan. Horn is keren. The men who trandated the Bible into Latin
mistook karan for keren, and made the Bible say that M oses had horns on his head when he came
down from the mountain.

Perhaps you will be dissatisfied unless you hear more about the chains of Saint Peter. They
are kept in a cabinet under the high atar, behind bronze doors, and are exhibited only once a year;
namely, on thefirst day of August.

When | |€eft the church, it was amost night. So | went in pursuit of food and a bed. These |
found on the Via Cavour, in ahotel near where | lay sick during those wretched days which | shall
always remember with horror, yet with gratitude.

The next morning | visited, before breakfast, the neighboring Church of Santa Maria
Maggiore. Rome has about three hundred and sixty churches, eighty of which are dedicated to the
Virgin Mother of Christ. Of the eighty, thisis the largest; hence its name, Maggiore. It isone of the
oldest churchesin Rome, and, indeed, in Christendom. Its foundation dates back nearly fifteen
hundred years. A legend says that the Virgin Mary appeared at the same time to the pope and to a
devout layman, and commanded them to build her a church on a spot where they should find a
deposit of snow the following morning -- the fifth of August. Since first erected, it has many times
been restored, enlarged, and improved. It isavery grand and beautiful building; but, for lack of
time, | shall not attempt to describeit.

On thefifth of every August, aspecia serviceis held here to commemorate the miraculous
snow-storm by which the Virgin Mary indicated the place of her sanctuary so many centuries ago.
One part of this specia serviceisafall of snow. An American lady who was present on one of
these occasions told me what she saw. At a certain point in the ceremonies, the officiating priest
informed the assembled crowd that the time for the snow-stormhad arrived. Immediately, large
flakes of snow began to fall upon the pavement, within a circular railing, from the dome. Down
they cametill the floor was white. The people were greatly excited. By and by, the storm ceased.
Then the priest permitted the people to go forward and help themselves to pinches of the snow,
which they carried away to their houses, with every demonstration of joy. The American lady went
up and got a handful of snow. What do you think it was? It was the petals of white roses.

After breakfast, | secured a carriage and set out for St. Peter's and the Vatican, more than
two miles distant. | had a very enjoyable ride through many streets of old and new Rome. Some of
the streets were crooked; some were straight; some were narrow; some were wide. All were
clean. | saw uninhabited ruins, swarming hovels, mediaeval palaces, modern mansions, and all
kinds of unfinished buildings rising from new foundations.

All the while | was looking out for Rome's famous river, the yellow Tiber. Soon it
appeared, and yellow it was. It is aways yellow, with the mud which it carries down to the sea
from the lands through which it flows. | could not help contrasting it with another river, which
flows through another city. Thiscity, by afigure of speech, is called Eternal. That city is eternal.



No mortal has ever trodden its pavements of crystalline gold. But John saw it; and his angelic
guide showed him "a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding out of the throne of
God and of the Lamb." | have had one of my most ardent earthly desires gratified in seeing the
muddy river of Rome. Shall | ever see the pure River of Life, which flows through the City of
God? May that be the most intense longing and steadfast purpose of every one who hears my voice
tonight!

We crossed the Tiber by the Bridge of St. Angelo, right in front of the frowning castle of
the same name, which used to be the Mausoleum of the Emperor Hadrian, and, turning to the left,
were soon in the Square of St. Peter. | call it asguare, although it is nearly round. The Italians call
it apiazza. It is seven hundred and eighty feet in diameter from right to left. In its center isan
obelisk brought from Egypt by Caligula, fourth emperor of Rome. On either side of the obdlisk isa
beautiful fountain. The open space is nearly inclosed by two imposing colonnades, on the right and
left. Each colonnade consists of four series of Doric columns. These covered passages, the central
of which iswide enough for two carriages abreast, are formed by two hundred and e ghty-four
columns and eighty-eight buttresses. On the roofs are one hundred and sixty-two statues. The cost
of construction was $820,000. The pavement of the space which the colonnades inclose cost more
than eighty thousand dollars. The effect is striking, and the piazza forms afitting approach to the
largest church in the world.

At theright of the church, and closeto it, is the Vatican, with its gardens and grounds. The
Vatican is the palace of the popes -- the largest palace in the world. It is also the largest and
richest art gallery that ever existed. According to the most trustworthy estimates, it contains more
than ten thousand rooms; and a catalogue of its paintings and statues by the most gifted artists
would fill many ponderous volumes.

Passing around through the right-hand colonnade of the piazza, | came to the principal
entrance of that world of artistic wonders, my heart bounding with ajoyous expectation which had
lain there, wide awake, ever since | decided to take this European trip. Suddenly | found myself
confronted by two of the pope's guards, in fantastic mediaeval uniforms, armed with muskets and
bayonets, and was positively but politely informed that the Vatican was shut against all visitors
every afternoon, from the beginning of June to the end of September. My consternation and
disappointment and grief were greater than | can describe. Had | come through so many toils and
perils, and leagues of expensive travel, to be driven back by hostile steel from the very gate of
art's own paradise? | tried every kind of persuasion which I could invent, without effect. | have
since thought of one other thing, which did not then come to my mind. Perhapsif | had shown the
guards afew pieces of silver or gold, they would have relented and let mein. But | turned sadly
away, and shall never cease to feel the pangs of that, the greatest single disappointment of my life.

And yet thereisrarely a great loss without some small gain. In that case the gain was a
valuable spiritua lesson, which came with great weight to my mind and heart. | expect to get into
heaven, the palace of God, as much as | expected to get into the Vatican, the palace of the pope.
But | may be disappointed. By and by, when | come up to the celestia gate, | may be repelled with
the awful declaration that | can never enter -- that | am everlastingly too late. According to the
Bible, many will thus be disappointed.



| suppose everybody in this congregation expectsin some way to get into heaven. My
friend, on what do you base your expectation? Is it your Church membership? If that isall you
have, you have nothing. The Church can not save you. Isit the fact that you have been baptized and
have partaken of the holy communion? Baptism and the Eucharist will do you no good unless your
heart is right toward God. Do you depend upon the good works which you have performed? St.
Paul says. "Though | bestow al my goods to feed the poor, and though | give my body to be
burned, and have not love, it profiteth me nothing." Do you rely upon the money which you have
given for the support of the gospel ? Do not be so foolish as to imagine that you can buy your way
into the Golden City. Hear what Christ, the Great Bishop of souls, has said: "Strive to enter in at
the narrow gate: for many, | say unto you, will seek to enter in, and shall not be able. When once
the master of the house is risen up, and hath shut to the door, and ye begin to stand without, and to
knock at the door, saying, Lord, Lord, open unto us; and he shall answer and say unto you, | know
you not whence ye are: then shall ye begin to say, We have eaten and drunk in thy presence, and
thou hast taught in our streets. But he shall say, | tell you, | know you not whence ye are; depart
from me al ye workers of iniquity.” Again, the Savior said: "Not every one that saith unto me,
Lord, Lord, shall enter into the kingdom of heaven; but he that doeth the will of my Father whichis
in heaven. Many will say to mein that day, Lord, Lord, have we not prophesied in thy name? and
in thy name cast out devils? and in thy name done many wonderful works? And then will | profess
unto them, | never knew you: depart from me, ye that work iniquity." My great mistake at Rome
was, that | did not more carefully study the guide-books, and find out at what hour the V atican was
open. In that case | should have gone to the palace in the forenoon, instead of the afternoon, and
should have gained admittance. The great mistake of millions now is, that they do not with
sufficient care study the Great Guide-book which God has given them -- the Holy Bible. If you will
study this Book for yourself, and follow the directions which it gives, you will certainly get into
heaven.

In Europe you rarely meet a tourist who has not a guide-book in his hand. Frequently | saw
travelers reading in their guide-books while they were Walking along the streets. Y ou ought to
have the Bible in your hand every day, and meditate upon its precepts while you are busy with
your secular work. Y ou can not read the Bible much without making this discovery, that, in order
to gain admission to the palace of God, you must truly repent of al your sins; you must believe on
the Lord Jesus Christ; you must be born again; you must live alife of self-denial, honesty, virtue,
and purity.

Shut out of the Vatican, | went to the Basilica, or Church of St. Peter. Thisisthe largest and
most famous church in the world. Congtantine the Great, in the early part of the fourth century,
erected a church Oil this same spot, and gave it the same name. The site of both edifices had been
occupied by Nero's circus, where it is known thousands of Christians suffered martyrdom. Itis
claimed that the Apostle Peter was among the number. Some were sewed up in the skins of wild
beasts, and torn in pieces by dogs. Some were crucified. Some were smeared with pitch, and set
on fire to light up the place by night while a horse-race was in progress.

The present church was commenced about the year 1450, and dedicated in 1626. Several
architects assisted in its construction, among whom were Raphael and Michagl Angelo. The
building covers an area of one hundred and sixty-two thousand square feet, and yet it is so
symmetrical in its proportions that the tourist can not comprehend itsimmensity till he has studied



it many days. It covers nearly four acres. The ground which it occupies would hold thirty-two
churches as large as the one in which we worship tonight.

Crossing the portico, which is forty-three feet wide and two hundred and thirty-four feet
long, under a magnificently decorated ceiling sixty-six feet high, we enter the main portion of the
edifice. The floor is made of different colored marbles, laid in beautiful patterns. Before us
stretches the entire interior length of the church, six hundred and fifteen feet, or nearly one-eighth
of amile. On either side of this nave -- or main aisle, as you would call it -- which is eighty-seven
feet wide, are four enormous pillars, supporting the roof. The pillars are made of marble, in many
colors, exquisitely polished. Each pillar has alarge niche, fronting the nave, filled with marble
statues. Huge marble arches span the spaces between the pillars. Passing under these arches to the
right and to the left, we find ourselves in the aisles of the church, which are most elaborately and
richly adorned with pillars, and arches, and mosaic pictures, and hundreds of statues, and
monuments of deceased popes and other distinguished persons. Opening upon the aisles are
numerous side chapels, each gorgeoudly furnished with an atar and other apparatus of Catholic
worship.

The church contains twenty-nine dtars in addition to the high atar, one hundred and
forty-eight columns, and nobody knows how many hundreds of statues. It is a grand aggregation of
splendid churches, chapels, tombs, and works of art. If you look straight up as you walk along the
two aises, you will discover that the soft light which casts a sort of celestial glory upon every
object comes down through sixteen large domes, al finished in mosaics. Coming back into the
nave, we look up at the gorgeoudly coffered and gilded vaulting of the celling. How high do you
think it is? If you guess, you will not guess enough. It is one hundred and fifty feet.

Let uswalk up the nave. Halt! Now we are three hundred feet from the door. We are
opposite the fourth pair of columns. Do you see that bronze statue of a man sitting against the north
column, on athrone of white marble, under a canopy, with two large candelabrain front? That
represents Saint Peter. He extends his right foot for you to kiss his great toe. Millions on millions
have rendered that homage; and, if you go nearer and look, you will see that the soft lips of the
worshipers have worn away the hard metal till the apostle's toe is almost gone. If you run a
tape-line around the pillar against which Saint Peter sits, you will find that it istwo hundred and
thirty-four feet in circumference. The circumference of the audience-room of the Medina Methodist
Church istwo hundred and fifty feet. So you see that the base of St. Peter's pillar is nearly aslarge
asthe entire floor of the sanctuary where you worship. That pillar is one of four -- all exactly alike
-- which support the great central dome.

Come and stand under the dome with me. It is one hundred and ninety-five feet in diameter,
and six hundred and thirteen feet in circumference. Look straight up. From the pavement, where
your feet are, to the summit of the lantern the height is four hundred and three feet. Isit not grand,
majestic, sublime? It is the greatest monument to the genius of Michael Angelo, by whom it was
designed and partially completed. It is pictured all over, in mosaics, with figures of evangelists,
apostles, the Virgin, the Savior, and the Almighty Form looking down over al. Just think! That
domeis so largethat if it rested on the ground it would cover nearly half an acre. And yet the hand
of Michagl Angelo hastossed it up into the air so high that its base is two hundred feet above, the
earth.



Directly under the dome is the high atar, beneath a bronze canopy, where the pope alone
reads mass on high festivals. Under the high altar is the tomb of Saint Peter. To get to the tomb, |
went down aflight of stone steps, into alarge, oval, roofless apartment, which might be called a
depression in the floor of the church. Around the edge, resting on the church-floor, isamarble
railing supporting acircle of eighty-nine ever-burning lamps. A guide opened the tomb, and
showed me a casket, in which, looking through a pane of glass set initsface, | saw what issaid to
be two old wooden coffins in which the remains of Peter and Paul were found many centuries ago.
There rest the ashes of the two saints today, according to the guide, except their heads, which are
exhibited in the Church of St. John Lateran.

After several hours of sharpest inspection, | turned away, feeling that | had only begun to
see the world's grandest temple, which had cost at its dedication fifty million dollars, and on
whose maintenance thirty-seven thousand dollars are annually expended.

If an Atheist were to ask me who planned and built St. Peter's Cathedral, | think | should
reply-not intending to deceive him, but wishing to open his mind to receive the truth about God --
"No one built or planned it. It came by chance. Particles of dead matter, swirling about, happened
to shape themselves into these walls and domes and columns and statues and frescoes and altars.”
If then he should stare at me and exclaim, "impossible!” | should take him in imagination, if |
could, for awalk through aforest, on aJune morning. | should say: "Thisis nature's cathedral.
These overarching trees, from the study of which man first learned to rear the Gothic arch, are the
columns; the woodland road is the nave; the verdant vistas are the aisles; the emerald | eaves,
flecked with golden sunlight, are the frescoes;, moss and grass and flowers make up the mosaic
pavement, such as no mortal artist ever dreamed of making; heaven's bending canopy is the dome;
yonder brook, tumbling over the rocks in ceaseless melody, is the organ; countless forms of beast
and bird and insect life compose the congregation. Thisis a cathedral which far surpasses the
grandest ever reared by human hands.”

Can you believe that nature's temple came into existence by chance? "Every houseis
builded by some one; but he that built al thingsis God." A man who should say that the Basilica of
St. Peter at Rome came into existence without human hands would be afool. Heis a greater fool
who says that this world was not created by a being of infinite intelligence-who says, "There is no
God."

* * * * * * *

09 -- FROM ROME TO LONDON
"How long shall thy journey be?' -- Nehemiah 11:6

When | was at Genzano, and the time drew near when it would be safe for me to resume my
travels, this was the question which | put to myself: " How long shall thy journey be?" After long
deliberation and prayerful weighing of probabilities, | decided to go from Rome to London as
straight as | could. To the question, "How long shall thy journey be?' | found an answer in a
railway guide-book: "Eleven hundred and fourteen miles, and forty-three and a half hours.”



At the close of last Sunday evening's discourse, we had just come out of St. Peter's Church.
Using our imagination, we can say that we have just left St. Peter's. It is now about four o'clock.
Our train does not leave until 9.45. We have three or four hours more before dark, which we can
spend in viewing Rome. We could well use four weeks, if we had so much time.

That was my feeling that afternoon; but | was determined to see and remember all | could.
Getting into a carriage, | was driven over the Tiber, by the same bridge which | had crossed
before. Turning to the left, and keeping near the river for a distance of nearly a mile, we reached
the Piazza del Popolo. Crossing that famous sgquare -- with its Egyptian obelisk, standing in the
midst of four water-spouting lionesses -- we passed through Rome's most northern gate, the Porto
del Popolo, and soon were in the Borghese Villa.

The Borghese Villais simply a suburban park, of vast extent and extraordinary beauty. |
have not the time nor ability adequately to describe it. Beautiful lawns, majestic trees, magnificent
vistas, perfect carriage drives, lovely statues, crystalline fountains, graceful temples, and
fascinating ruins make up its endless charms. It seemed to lack but one thing to make it a perfect
earthly paradise. It was the dry season. No rain had fallen for many weeks; and every leaf and
flower and blade of grass, except in the vicinity of the fountains, was crying for water. What
would this physical world be without water? It would soon become a horrible desert of drifting
sand, without one speck of animal or vegetable life.

What material water isto the physical world, the water of life -- the pure religion of Jesus

Christ -- isto the moral and intellectual world. If Jesus, the Son of God, had not lived and died and
risen again, there would not be on this globe one particle of virtue, love, and truth. All would be
corruption, sin, and spiritua death. Every good thing under the skies owes its existence, directly or
indirectly, to "the glorious gospel of the blessed God." Nothing is needed to cure all the evil of this
world, and to make it a paradise of moral beauty, but a copious and protracted rain of gospel

grace, falling on al nations and cities and families and hearts. O God, when will this dry season
cometo an end, and the springtime of universal and everlasting greenness and beauty begin?

From the park we drove back into the city through the Porto del Popolo, turning to the left,
and ascending the Pincian Hill. This has never been counted among the hills of Rome. It stood
partly within and partly without the ancient city. It was called the "Hill of Gardens.” Here were
once the famous gardens of Lucullus. It is covered with elegant mansions, and charming little
parks, and groups of trees, and shaded walks, and statues of celebrated Italians. It is a fashionable
drive in the evening, when the wealthy citizens frequently pay and receive visitsin their carriages.
The projecting terrace at the summit commands a magnificent view of the entire city. On the right,
winding through the landscape from the farthest rear to the most distant front, isthe river. Far away
to the south, beyond the city walls, stretches and rolls the Campagna, the home of desolation, the
summer resort of malaria and fever and death. Toward the southeast, just within the walls, isthe
Church of St. John Lateran, styled "the Mother and Head of all the Churches of the World." Half a
mile west, in nearly the same line, rises the Palatine Hill, covered with the ruins of the palaces of
the Caesars. Immediately in front of that we catch afaint glimpse of the tops of some of theruinsin
the Forum. Close to the Forum, at the left -- | am not sure that your eyes are sharp enough to see it
-- isthe Coliseum. The intervening space in front is filled in with the spires and domes of scores



of immense churches, and an indistinguishable mass of buildings of every kind and size and shape.
Down here at our feet are the Piazza and Porto del Popolo, from which radiate three important
streets. The middie one, nearly amilein length, is the Corso, the great street of modern Rome --
the center every spring of that eight-day revel, called the Carnival, which ushers in the gloom and
blackness of Lent. Almost directly west are the Palace of the Vatican, covering more than twenty
acres of ground; the Castle of St. Angelo; and the Basilica of St. Peter. St. Peter's dome is the most
conspicuous object within the circumference of our vision. From whatever direction the tourist
may come, it signals his entrance into the Eternal City. Viewed from a distance, it seems
suspended midway between earth and heaven. It isto Rome what Vesuvius isto Naples, only a
greater wonder; for the Almighty threw up the mountain, while aman -- Michael Angelo -- hung
the dome.

Descending the Pineian Hill, | rode through the city in al directions. | can not begin to
name the interesting objects which | saw. One was a very odd-looking dwelling, where Rienzi --
known to every school-boy through a reputed speech of his, beginning, "l come not hereto talk™ --
used to live.

Another building which greatly interested me was St. Paul's Methodist Episcopal Church, a
small but beautiful stone edifice, the first Protestant house of worship ever erected in the
Seven-hilled City. There a congregation of native Italians meet every Sabbath, under a pastor of
their own nationality, and worship God with the same forms which we employ. Methodismisa
feeble plant in Rome, but is destined to grow, and fill al Italy with fragrance and beauty.
Methodism was once a feeble plant in America. One hundred and twenty-five years ago there were
only five Methodists in al this great country. Today, beneath the "Stars and Stripes,” there are
nearly five million persons who are actual members of the Methodist Church; and five million
more who belong to Methodist Sunday-schools, and regularly attend Methodist services. These
figures prove that the Methodists are the largest Protestant body in this country; and that if they
were to count their children, as our Catholic friends do theirs, they would be the most numerous of
al the American Churches. | have referred to the growth of Methodism in America, during the past
century and a quarter, to give you an idea of what it may bein Italy during the coming one hundred
and twenty-five years. There is reason to believe that in the year 2015 there will be more
Chrigtiansin Italy calling themselves by the name of Methodists than by any other denominational
title.

After driving around in an aimless kind of away for about an hour, we turned the horses
heads to the west and south, and |eft the city by the gate of St. Paul. Passing the Pyramid of Cestius,
and the Protestant Cemetery -- where deep the remains of Shelley and Keats, and of many other
distinguished pilgrims-we came, after riding about a mile, to the Church of St. Paul, beyond the
walls.

This sacred edifice stands on the spot where tradition says the Apostle Paul was beheaded.
It was founded in the year 388, but has been many times seriously damaged and extensively
restored. Most of the present edificeis nearly new. It is one of the most beautiful churchesin the
world, so far asitsinterior embellishment is concerned. | have not the time to give you a minute
description. | would like to have you notice afew of its chief attractions. Imagine yourself standing
in the nave near the front, or western entrance. Under your feet is an inlaid marble pavement,



almost as smooth as glass. Seventy-five feet above you isarichly coffered celling. Running down
each sideisarow of forty Corinthian columns, of Simplon granite. Each column is at least thirty
feet high, was hewed from a single piece of stone, and is so perfectly polished that you could use it
asamirror in combing your hair or shaving your face. Above each column is amedallion portrait
of apopein mosaic, five feet in diameter. Between the windows, in the upper part of the nave, are
pictures of scenesin the life of Paul, by distinguished artists. At the other end of the nave, about
three hundred feet distant, you see a huge arch, nearly as wide and high as the nave itself. On either
side of the arch, standing on a heavy pedestal, is a colossal statue. One represents Paul; the other,
Peter. Beyond the arch is the high dtar, under a canopy supported by four yellowish columns of
Oriental alabaster, standing on pedestals of Russian malachite. They are incomparably the most
beautiful columns| ever saw.

The wholeinterior of the church isrich, and brilliant, and gorgeous, and resplendent
beyond description. It was a great delight to me, because | was surprised by its exceeding beauty,
not expecting to find such a magnificent temple in such an out-of-the-way place.

Tearing myself away from what might have employed my closest attention for aweek, |
climbed back into the carriage, and was driven across the country eastward to the Appian Way.

Thisisthe most celebrated of the ancient Roman roads. It was constructed by Appius
Claudius, about three hundred and thirteen years before the birth of Christ. Origindly it extended
from Rome to Capua, one hundred and twenty-five miles. Subsequently it was continued across the
Italian Peninsulato Brundudum. It was built in a very expensive manner on a foundation of solid
concrete, and was paved with large blocks of the hardest stone, closdly fitted and laid in cement.
Those old Romans, if you do call them semi-barbarians, could not tolerate such wretched roads as
we have in Orleans County. The old pavement till remainsin many places, and | had the pleasure
of riding over the identical stones which were scratched by the wheels of Pompey's chariots and
pressed by the feet of Paul the apostle.

For along distance the road is lined with ancient Roman tombs, crumbling into dust. Back
in thefields | could see the ruined arches of old aqueducts, built when Rome was the imperial
mistress of the world. It was difficult to realize that it was the nineteenth century in which | was
living. If there were wonders about me, there were greater wonders under my feet. | wasriding
above the Catacombs. | passed near severa churches, built over the entrances to these
subterranean dwellings and cemeteries of the early Christians. | had neither time nor strength to
descend and explore.

The Catacombs are chambers and passages dug out in the soft rock underlying the soil of
the Campagna. It is estimated that the total length of al their galleries amounts to five hundred and
ninety miles. In them, during the days of cruel persecution, when it was a capital crime to profess
the Christian religion, the Christians lived and worshipped, and died and were buried. The number
thus laid to rest, where the light of the sun has never penetrated, is estimated at six millions.

What a hard time Christians had in those days! What an easy time Christians have now!
During the first two centuries, millions of men and women gladly lived in the Catacombs, and
cheerfully died by the most horrible torture, that they might honor the name of Jesus Christ and



spread his gospel through the world. Christianity was a mighty power then. Nothing could stay its
triumpha march.

In these days we have aweak, emasculated, kid-gloved, white-slippered, silk-and-satin
kind of Christianity, which whines and complainsif it is asked to suffer anything or do anything.
Think of the catacombs and the wild beasts of the Coliseum, and then blush with shame at your
weakness and cowardice. Those Roman Christians could face a hungry tiger for the sake of Christ.
Y ou can not go to church in the face of an April shower. They had courage to brave the wrath of an
emperor with a hundred thousand soldiers at his back. Y ou turn pale, and dare not confess Christ,
at a prayer-meeting Of fifty neighbors -- hisfriends and yours. They exultingly surrendered every
pleasure and honor, and life itself, that they might please God. Y ou think you make a tremendous
sacrifice if you pay ten dollars ayear for a sitting in some elegant church. At the call of their
Master, they waded through fire up to their chins. Y ou think so little of your Divine Lord that you
can not go to his sanctuary on his holy day, if the mercury drops to zero, or six inches of snow
coversthe ground. Their type of Christianity is represented by a maiden singing alone in the
Coliseum, with eighty-seven thousand wild beasts with souls yelling on the seats, and a hundred
wild beasts without souls yelling in the arena. Y our type of Christianity is represented by an
able-bodied man, in perfect health, sitting in front of a parlor grate, on a drizzly Sunday, reading
his Sunday newspaper, while his pastor isin his pulpit, a block away, preaching to almost empty
pews. When | say "you," | do not mean al nineteenth-century Chrigtians; | mean amajority, or at
least alarge minority, of the kind of Christians which make up our American Churches. If | have
painted the portrait of any Church member in this congregation, | hope he will look at it till he
despises himself, and becomes a better representative of the Savior who died to redeem him.

In the gathering twilight | rode back to Rome. A short distance south of the city | passed a
little church on the right called the Church of Domine Quo Vadis. It is so named from the legend
that Saint Peter, fleeing from the death of a martyr, here met his Master, and inquired of him,
"Domine, quavadis?' -- "Lord, whither art thou going?" -- to which he received the reply, "Venio
ilerum crucifigi” -- "1 am going to be crucified a second time." Then the apostle, ashamed of his
weakness, returned. It iswell for all Christians to understand that, when they are guilty of amean
or cowardly act, "they crucify the Son of God afresh, and put him to an open shame." On we drove
into the city, by the Gate of St. Sebastian, beneath the Triumphal Arch of Drusus, under the eastern
brow of the Palatine Hill, around the Coliseum and the Forum, and back to my hotel on the Vimina
Hill.

At 9:45, | bade good-bye to the Eternal City, and boarded atrain at arailway station not
far from the old Praetorian Camp. Travel by rail in Europe is not quite the same asin America.
The railroads over there do not differ from ours, except that, as arule, they are more thoroughly
built, are straighter -- running through hills by tunnels, instead of around them by sharp curves --
and sometimes have iron ties. But their rolling stock is very peculiar. The locomotives are much
smaller than ours; their shapeis very inartistic and odd; they have no cab for the protection of the
engineer and fireman; and they are destitute of cow-catcher and bell. The coaches over there are
the queerest things. | presume most of you know about them, and yet a description will do no harm.
They are much shorter than ours, and somewhat narrower and lower. Externally, they are shaped
and painted so as to look as much as possible like alot of stage-coaches stuck together. They have
but four wheels apiece. They have no doors or windows in the ends. Each car is cut up into about



five compartments or rooms, by solid partitions running across. Each compartment has two seats
facing each other, running across the car, about two feet apart. Each compartment has also two
doors -- one on each side of the car, opening outward -- with awindow on each side of each door.
The upper half of the door isaso awindow. The six windows al slide up and down, by means of
long leather straps. Thereis no ventilation, except what the windows afford. Into one of these
compartments you are securely locked, as though the railroad officials were afraid you would
jump out and run away. Y ou are liable to be one of ten passengers, wedged in so that you can not
move, exposed to the peril of filthy clothing, bad breaths, too much or too little ventilation,
contagious diseases, and even robbery and murder. There are some American palace and sleeping
carsin Europe; but | never rode on atrain which contained one of them. The British railroads
generally make better time than ours; the Continental not so good.

Thenight | left Rome, | had the good fortune to have clean and respectable traveling
companions. They were an Italian family of three -- father, mother, and little boy -- and a solitary
Italian gentleman. Asthere were five of us, we had alittle more than three feet apiece in which to
stretch ourselves out. As | am five feet and nine inches long, it was impossible for me to get myself
into a horizontal position. Consequently | got but little Sleep, and what | did get was very poor.
The night was very long; and | was very glad-when morning came.

| was busy with my thoughts nearly all the night. | thought how strange it isto be riding
behind an iron horse, with heart of fire and breath of steam, at the rate of twenty-five milesan
hour, where Etruscan, and Roman, and Carthaginian, and Gallic, and Gothic, and French, and
Spanish armies used to drag themselves dowly aong. It took Julius Caesar many months, and even
years, to get from Rome to England with his army, through dense forests, and disma swamps, and
trackless wastes, and savage tribes, while | expect to make the distance in forty-three hours,
through populous cities, and smiling gardens, and blushing vineyards, and every evidence of the
highest cultivation.

What, | ask myself, has wrought this wondrous change? | do not know how you would
answer that question; but the only answer which | could find was, the religion of Jesus Christ has
changed Europe from awilderness to a garden, and has transformed its scattered tribes of filthy
savages into dense populations of artists, poets, philosophers, merchants, bankers, and honest,
peaceful, happy artisans and tillers of the soil. The people of Europe still suffer from many
political and moral evils; but every one of these would disappear if all classes and individuals
would receive the gospel of Christin all itsfullnessinto their hearts. Then | thought of my dear
native land. Our ancestors, afew generations ago, were half-naked, beastly savages, roaming
through the forests of Northern Europe, till Christian missionaries came among them and told them
of Jesus, who died to make al men happy and good. Because they embraced Christianity, we are
what we are. There are many relics of barbarism and corruption from which Christian America
still needs to be cleansed; but not one of them would exist if every American were thoroughly
imbued with the principles of the Christian religion.

At 4:40, Friday morning, our train stopped in the city of Pisa. | regretted very much that |
had not time to look through the city and see its wonders; but | do not know why | may not tell you
something about the place. It isavery old town, of about fifty-four thousand inhabitants, situated
on the River Arno, seven miles from the sea. It is surrounded by an extremely fertile and beautiful



plain, the salubrity of whose climate draws invalids from all parts of the world. It has a cathedral
eight hundred years old; a noted art gallery; a university, in which Galileo -- the inventor of the
clock, the microscope, the thermometer, and the tel escope -- was a student three hundred years
ago; afamous baptistery; aleaning tower; and many other curious things. The Leaning Tower isits
best known attraction. It is one hundred and eighty-three feet in height, fifty in diameter, and leans
out of the perpendicular thirteen feet. Whether it was built to lean, or has assumed that position
sinceits erection, no one can tell.

At Pisathe solitary Itaian gentleman left the compartment in which | wasriding, and a
priest -- alarge, portly man -- took his place. These priests attract the tourist's attention, wherever
he goes on the Continent of Europe. They are seen in great numbers, in all public places,
especidly in Italy. They are known by their dress. Unless they belong to some order of monks, they
wear the same uniform -- along, black robe reaching to the feet, closely buttoned, and a rough,
black, broad-brimmed, round-topped hat. The ministeria brother who became my traveling
companion had a kindly, intelligent face; and, had his language and mine been the same, | think we
should have falen into conversation. He sat directly opposite to me, and, taking out his Latin
breviary, or prayer-book, began to read. Soon he added another occupation -- the taking of snuff.
From that time on, for severa hours, he took a good heavy pinch every fifteen or twenty minutes. |
have been told that the Catholic clergy in Europe are forbidden by ecclesiastical law to smoke or
chew tobacco, but are allowed. to use it in the form of snuff.

It seems to me that, if aman feels compelled to use tobacco, snuffing it is the least
objectionable mode, so far as the comfort of other people is concerned. If a gentleman smokesin
the presence of ladies, there is the smoke to choke them; if he chews, there is the spittle to nauseate
them; but if he puts the poisonous weed into his nose, he does not greatly injure any one but
himsdif.

That clergyman on the cars, between Pisa and Genoa, gave me alesson to bring hometo the
tobacco-using gentlemen of Medina. It isthis: When your heath requires you to use tobacco on the
street, or on the platform of a horse-car, or in the post office, or in a place of entertainment,
remember that people who do not use tobacco have rights as well as yourself, and snuff your
weed, instead of smoking or chewing it. Imagine a gentleman, walking the street, puffing acigar in
the face of awind which carries his smoke directly into the teeth of alady walking behind. Can a
gentleman do such athing as that? Many, who are considered gentlemen, do. The Methodist
Episcopa Church has advanced beyond the Catholic Church of Italy, and has made alaw that no
man shall be admitted to her ministry who will not take a vow wholly to abstain from the use of
tobacco.

Nearly al the way from Pisato Genoathe railroad runs along close to the sea, and for
most of the distance is cut into, or through, the solid rocks which line the shore. More than half of
the time we were in tunnels. We would run in total darkness for ten or fifteen minutes; then, flash
out into the light, and see the beautiful, blue Mediterranean, flecked with white-winged ships; and
then plunge again into midnight blackness. It was a strange experience.

| said to myself: Suchisour earthly life. It is made up, ailmost from the cradle to the grave,
of aternate day and darkness, light and shadow. For awhile everything goes well with us. The sun



of worldly prosperity shinesin acloudless sky. The argosies of pleasure bring us every blessing
over seas of liquid silver, rippled with burnished gold. We think we would liketo livein such a
world forever. Then, without a moment's warning, we are plunged into a black, smoking tunnel of
disease or poverty or bereavement, and we cry out in an agony of terror, and wish we could die.
But we hold on to life and to God, and ere long we are in the bright light again. Bright days come
and go, till we begin to think they will continue to the end, when suddenly we are in the midst of
another sorrow, blacker, if possible, than the first. And so it will be till the day when we shall step
off the train of Divine Providence in the city of Eternal Brightness and Glory.

Why isthis so? Why is our course through earth to heaven like the tourist's route from Pisa
to Genoa? There are two reasons. Firgt, it must be so -- such is the nature of the country through
which our journey lies. Second, God is an artist; each human life is a picture, which heis painting
for our eternal enjoyment; and every picture necessarily consists of blended light and shade.

About the middle of the forenoon we reached Genoa, whence | had sailed for Naples three
weeks before. At one o'clock in the afternoon we were in Turin, four hundred miles from Rome.
There | had to change cars, and wait about an hour. | had a strong desire to see the city, but could
not stop. Turin -- called Torino by the Italians -- is a beautiful city of two hundred thousand
inhabitants. It contains many splendid churches; a magnificent palace, once the residence of Victor
Emmanue and his predecessors, the kings of Sardinia; numerous works of art; and many large
manufacturing establishments. Without taking time to alude to any other, | will say that thereis one
factory which employs four hundred and fifty laborers in producing nine million matches a day.

While waiting at the railway station in Turin, | picked up an Italian newspaper containing
an illustrated account of the execution, by electricity, of Kemler, at Auburn, New York. | never
studied Italian, but | could make out a good part of the article.

Onleaving Turin | fell in With a young English gentleman going to London, and found him a
very pleasant companion al the rest of the way. Soon after starting we were among the mountains
-- the Italian Alps. They kept getting larger and grander, and we kept climbing higher and higher.
By and by | could see peaks whose summits were streaked with snow. We passed numerous
Alpine villages, and saw many peasants at work in the fields, or driving cows or goats along the
roads. We threaded numerous tunnels, and thundered aong the edge of awful precipices. At
twenty-five minutes past five o'clock we plunged straight into the face of the mountain, and werein
darkness just twenty-seven minutes. We were in the Mont Cenis Tunnel, which was begun in 1857
and finished in 1870, at a cost of fifteen million dollars. It is eight mileslong. It isamarvel of
engineering skill and perseverance. The passage was dark and disagreeable. It seemed long, and
much longer than it was. But | had no doubt that it would end -- that there was light ahead -- that,
having left the Kingdom of Italy behind, | should soon be in the Republic of France. And so it was.
Suddenly the darkness was past, and | wasin the midst of glorious day.

That tunnel seems to me to represent death. Some persons -- infidels -- say that death ends
all; that there is no life beyond the tomb; that this black, sooty tunnel, which runs into the mountain,
never comes out. Faith says. "Beyond death is unending existence. This tunnel leads to the kingdom
of eterna day." My friend, which statement seems the most probable? Y ou see the tunnel of death
right before you. Y ou have seen hundreds of trains go in. Isit reasonable to suppose that not one of



them has ever come out on the other side? | tell you, nay. To the Chrigtian, death is the gate to
endlessjoy. If you will get on board the gospel train, you will be delivered from the fear of death.
When the cars dash into the tunnel, there will be one short pang; and then the brightness and glory
and bliss of heaven for ever and ever.

A few minutes after leaving the tunnel we were at the French town of Modane, and had to
have our baggage examined by the custom-house officials. Ere long darkness came down upon us.
There were just four men of usin our compartment, and we had room to lie at full length; so that |
dept pretty well. When morning came, we were flying through the smiling fields of beautiful
France, where everybody was busy gathering in the wheat. At five minutes past seven we werein
Paris, nine hundred and fifty miles from Rome.

After alittle delay, and a change of cars, we started for Calais. Through a pleasant country,
many villages, and the city of Amiens, we rode one hundred and sixty-seven miles to that famous
town. For more than two hundred years Calais belonged to the English. It was retaken by the
French during the reign of Queen Mary, who, when she heard of its capture, was so overcome with
grief that she declared that, if her heart should be examined after death, the name of her beautiful
Calais would be found written thereon.

Immediately we went on board a steamboat to cross the Strait of Dover. We were two
hours and twenty minutes in making the passage of twenty-one miles. The sea was rough, and the
boat was small and mean. | might have been seasick but for the fact that | stretched myself upon a
couch in the cabin and slept all the way over. In due time | was on the cars at Dover.

A pleasant run of seventy miles, through Chathamand Canterbury and the intervening
villages and country, brought me to London at fifteen minutes past seven, two hours late.

It was Saturday night. | was atotal stranger in the largest city in the world. But | wasin the
land of my ancestors, where | could hear my mother-tongue, and so | felt perfectly at home. |
thanked God, from the depths of my heart, that my long journey of eleven hundred and fourteen
miles was at an end, and that | was where | could rest, free from all danger of the Italian fever.

Something like that, only infinitely more delightful, will be the emotions of the weary
pilgrim when the journey of this mortal lifeis over, and his feet press the golden pavement of the
capital of the universe. He will not feel like a stranger. The countless millions of angels and
redeemed human spirits whom he meets, will seem to him as familiar friends, because the language
which they speak will be the language which he learned in the Church on earth. They will hail him,
"Brother!" Through their shining ranks he will make his way to the Father's house, the pal ace of
God; and Jesus, his Adorable Lord, who bore his sins on the cross and cleansed him from all
unrighteousness, will conduct him to the mansion which infinite wisdom and love have long been
preparing as his everlasting habitation.

* * * * * * *

10 -- LONDON



"Now Nineveh was an exceeding great city of three days, journey." -- Jonah 3:3

These words seem to mean that Nineveh was so large that it would take a man three daysto
walk around it. The same statement could be truthfully made of the city of London. Londonisan
exceeding great city of three days journey. In the areawhich it coversit is smaller than old
Nineveh was, and still smaller than ancient Babylon; but in population it is probably the largest
city on which the sun ever shone. When the last census was taken, in 1881, it had three million
eight hundred and fourteen thousand five hundred and seventy-one inhabitants. Its present
population is varioudly estimated at from five to seven millions. It is the political capital and
commercial and financial center of Great Britain, and of an empire which covers more than eight
million square miles of territory, and includes two hundred and sixty millions of inhabitants.

London derives its greatness from England and the English. With all their faults and sins,
England is awonderful country, and the English are awonderful people. England proper isa
portion of arockbound isdand, only alittle larger than the State of New Y ork. And yet, beginning
six hundred years ago with half the present population and a small fraction of the wealth of our
Empire State, she has stretched her boundaries, and extended her conquests, and multiplied her
power, till now she rules one-seventh of the entire territory and one-sixth of the population of the
globe. In territory, in population, in commerce, in wealth, and in military resources and prowess,
England (I now use that word to include everything over which floats the English flag) isthe
mightiest Empire that has ever existed.

We can hardly help asking the question: "What is the secret of England's greatness?' An
African prince, many years ago, sent an embassy to the Court of St. Jamesto put that question to
Queen Victoria. The queen did not bring out her jewels, nor display her ships and armies and
munitions of war; but handing the ambassador a beautifully bound copy of the Bible, she said:
"Tell your master that thisisthe secret of England's greatness.” England is great chiefly because
sheisaChristian nation, and because her Christianity is of that type which permits and commands
the reading of the Bible by the common people. Thereisagreat deal of wickednessin England,
and the English Government, managed by wicked men, has committed many political crimes; but
the masses of the English people are Christians, and their hearts are imbued with the principles of
the gospdl.

London is agreat and wonderful city because it is the capital of England and of the British
Empire. London is situated on both sides of the River Thames, about sixty miles from its mouth. In
itswinding course through the city, the width of the river varies from seven hundred to twelve
hundred feet. For along distanceit is confined by embankments of solid masonry, and it is spanned
by a great number of magnificent bridges, of which the most important are London Bridge,
Waterloo, Westminster, and Blackfriars. Several tunnels under the river connect the two banks.
The oldest and largest of these is twelve hundred feet long, and has two arched passages, fourteen
feet wide and sixteen high, separated by abrick wall four feet thick. By far the larger and better
part of London is on the left or northern bank of the river.

Before the Romans conquered Britain, London was nothing but a collection of huts, on a
dry spot in the midst of a marsh, surrounded by a ditch and arampart of earth. The Romans built a



stone wall around the place, inclosing a space one mile long and half amile wide, and called it
Londinium. Portions of that old wall are standing today, after the lapse of fifteen hundred years.

After the Romans came the Anglo-Saxon kingdom; and London, asits capital, grew in size
and importance. Under William, the first of the Norman kings, it had a population of forty thousand
souls. During the succeeding six hundred years, with many fires and famines and pestilences and
riots, nevertheless, it enjoyed alarge and substantial growth. In 1664 it was turned into a city of
mourning and woe by the ravages of the Great Plague, by which it lost one hundred thousand
citizens. Treading closely on the heels of the plague, came the Great Fire, which destroyed thirteen
thousand houses, in September, 1666. But the fire was really a blessing, for it burned up the germs
of the plague, and prepared the way for the rebuilding of the city in much better form and style. It
was not, however, till the reign of Queen Anne that London began to put on its present appearance.
Since then, and from a population of seven hundred thousand, it has steadily and rapidly grown to
its present enormous proportions and extraordinary splendor. Its population has almost exactly
doubled within the last forty years; and, within the same period, about two thousand miles of new
streets have been constructed.

There are in London more Scotchmen than in Edinburgh, more Irish than in Dublin, more
Jews than in Palestine, and more Roman Catholics than in Rome.

The people of London eat, every year, ten million bushels of wheat, four hundred thousand
oxen, one and a half million sheep, quarter of amillion swine, one hundred and thirty thousand
calves, and four hundred million pounds of fish, besides enormous quantities of other kinds of
food, washing it all down with two hundred and nineteen million quarts of acoholic liquors. The
total value of the trade of this great metropolis of the world amounts to one thousand million
dollars ayear.

The principal streets of London are paved in the most perfect manner, and are kept clean by
labor performed every minute in every day except Sunday; but are not yet furnished with electric
lights. The public buildings are large and magnificent. The private edifices are less stately and
beautiful than those of our largest American cities. The policeis the best in the world.

London consists of ten independent boroughs, or corporations, each of which isacity by
itself. They are the city proper -- the old city, presided over by the lord mayor -- Chelsea,
Finsbury, Greenwich, Hackney, Lambeth, Marylebone, Southwark, Tower Hamlets, and
Westminster.

| established myself in the old city, on Giltspur Street, at the Queen's Hotel. It was a most
excellent starting-point from which to visit and view the places which | had come to see. Within
half amile of my bed and board were St. Paul's Cathedral, the Bank of London, the Mansion
House, Guildhall, the General Post office, Smithfield, Charterhouse, Temple Bar, and Blackfriars
Bridge.

| arrived in London Saturday night. Therefore the first place to which | went was the house
of God. In the greatest of cities there are fourteen hundred churches, of which eight hundred are



Episcopal, one hundred and fifty Methodist, one hundred and thirty Baptist, fifty Catholic, and two
hundred and seventy Congregationa and Independent.

Of all the great preachersin London, the one whom | most wished to hear was the Rev.
Charles H. Spurgeon. Accordingly, in company with an American gentleman whom | found at the
hotel, | went directly south alittle less than half amile, crossed the Thames, and went a mile south
on the other side. That brought us to a part of the city called Newington Butts, where, near aninn
named the "Elephant and Castle,” we fell in with a dense crowd moving toward alarge, plain
brick, building. Entering, we found ourselves in the Tabernacle, the largest Baptist church in the
world.

The auditorium is an immense and grand, but somewhat dingy room, oval in shape, with
vaulted ceiling supported by iron columns, and with two galleries running entirely around. The
pulpit platform projects out into the room from the first gallery. The placeis so perfect in its
acoustic conditions that a voice in the pulpit can be distinctly heard in every pew. The guide-book
says that there are seats for six thousand persons. One of the ushers told me that there was room for
seven thousand.

Although it was raining very hard when we went in, there must have been five or six
thousand people present. A seat was given us on the main floor, about one-third of the distance
from the door to the pulpit. As| glanced around, | said to myself: This does not compare at al with
the cathedrals which | have been visiting in Belgium and France and Italy. What St. Peter's at
Rome cost would build two hundred churches like this. | see 110 polished marbles, no golden
candelabra, no rich mosaics, no tombs of saints, no statues, no pictures, no atar, no organ. The
place seemed bare and cold and dreary. But | soon became sure that God was there, as | had not
felt his presence in any other house of worship since | left my native land, and | thought, What does
the Almighty care for the place where we worship him, if only our hearts are honest and pure?

When we went in, the great preacher wasin his pulpit -- where he had stood for thirty
years -- reading and expounding the third chapter of the Gospel of John. Next a hymn was sung, the
minister standing to read the first stanza, and sitting to read each succeeding one separately. Then
he prayed -- aprayer of great ssimplicity and childlike faith, which lifted us al nearer to God. He
prayed especially that no one might go out from that service unsaved. The second hymn followed
the prayer. There was no choir, and no instrument. A man stood on the platform with Mr.
Spurgeon, and acted as leader, and all the people sung. The singing was like the voice of many
waters.

The sermon was based on John 3:33: "He that hath received his testimony hath set to his
seal that God istrue," -- and was just fifty minutes long. It was smple, earnest, spiritual. It was
full of the most pathetic appeals and warnings to sinnersto repent and give their heartsto God. He
did not confine himsdlf to the text, but made much of the last verse of the chapter: "He that
believeth on the Son hath everlasting life: and he that believeth not the Son shall not see life; but
the wrath of God abideth on him." Again and again he thundered out those solemn words: "The
wrath of God abideth on him." Hetold his hearers plainly that if they did not believe in Christ they
would go to hell, and suffer there forever. That great preacher believesin hell aswell asin
heaven; and when he means hell, heis not afraid to use that word. All the great preachers of the



ages -- al who have had eminent success in winning souls and building up truth and righteousness
-- have been firm believers in the doctrine of eterna punishment, and have boldly and constantly
preached that doctrine.

Mr. Spurgeon's wonderful power and success liein the fact that he can see men hanging on
the crumbling edge of the "lake of fire," and his great, loving heart, filled with the Divine Spirit,
will not let him rest, nor hold his peace, so long as there is one whom he can reach and save. In
thirty years he has recelved twenty thousand personsinto his Church; educated hundreds of
ministersin histraining college; built thirty-six chapelsin different parts of London; founded and
endowed alarge orphan asylum; edited an influential religious paper; and written and published
many valuable books, which have had aworldwide circulation.

Monday morning, August 11th, with my American friend, | started for the Tower of
London. The distance was about a mile and a half. We walked, going most of the way aong the
river bank, on the north side, down toward the mouth. On the way we passed through the
Billingsgate Fish-market. On account of the vile language which the fish-women there used to
employ, the word "billingsgate" has come to mean "foul or profane language.” That is Webster's
definition of the term. The talk of the fish-wivesisnot so rank asit was in the olden times, but | do
not believe that the smell of the place has much improved.

In due time we were at the Tower. Thisis perhaps the most interesting and widely known
of al the buildings of London. It consists of a bewildering mass of towers, forts, batteries,
ramparts, barracks, and storehouses, covering an area of thirteen acres. The oldest part of the
building is the White Tower, built by William the Conqueror, eight hundred years ago. At first it
was aroyal residence: then it was a State-prison; now, it isan arsenal, afortress, and a museum.
Asaprison it isidentified with the most thrilling portions of English history. No one who has read
that history can walk through its gloomy apartments without shuddering as he recalls its dark and
bloody memories. Here scores of the purest and noblest of England's sons and daughters have
groaned away their livesin horrible captivity, or poured out their blood on the reeking scaffold. If
dead matter could be endowed with sight and hearing and memory and speech, it seems to me that
every separate stone and brick in these grim and frowning walls would utter awail of sympathetic
terror and agony which would be heard in every house in London.

We went in through the Lion's Gate. We saw the Traitor's Gate, leading up from the
Thames, through which persons accused of treason used to be conducted, having been brought
thither by boat.

We saw the Bloody Tower. Every tower in thisold pileis bloody, but this one deserves
the name more than al its fellows. Do you know the story? Richard Plantagenet wanted to be king
of England. His brother -- Edward IV -- was king, and had two little sons, one of whom, by law,
would be his successor. When Edward died, Richard was made protector of the little princestill
the older one should be of age. Richard said to himself: "If these boys were out of the way, |
should be king of England.” So he had them shut up in the Tower, and one night, when the little
innocents were soundly sleeping in their bed, locked in each other's arms, a heartless minion of
their cruel uncle stole in, and smothered them with pillows. Twenty years after, their bones were
found in an old chest under the stairs of the White Tower, and were buried in Westminster Abbey.



Ever since, the tower where they were murdered by their uncle's orders has been called the
Bloody Tower.

Richard seized the coveted crown; but after the murder of his nephews he never had a night
of peaceful deep. He had horrid dreams, which tormented him beyond endurance. He would
frequently jump out of his bed in the dead of night, seize his sword -- which he always kept near
his pillow -- and run round the room, striking at imaginary ghosts and devils, and howling in an
agony of terror. That was remorse. That infamous king was having a foretaste of the torments of
hell, into which he entered, about two years after he began his usurped reign, from the battle-field
of Bosworth, where he lost hislife. Conscience is a stern judge, and a relentless executioner.

We went through the White Tower. Here, on thefirst floor, Sir Walter Raleigh was
confined thirteen years, for no crime a all; and here he wrote his "History of the World." Going up
the stairs, we were in the Chapel of St. John, built in the old Norman style, where pretended
followers of the gentle Jesus used to come to worship God, with murder in their hearts and their
fingers dripping with innocent blood.

Beyond the chapel we entered the Banqueting Hall, once the scene of royal feasting, now
the resting-place of old cannon, its walls and ceiling adorned with trophies of arms, skillfully
arranged in the form of stars, flowers, shields, and other similar figures. On the third floor isthe
old Council Chamber, where many a dark and bloody deed has been contrived, now converted into
an armory, or museum of arms.

Imagine to yourselves aroom about fifty feet wide and one hundred feet long. The floor, the
walls, the celling, all are stone. Hereis displayed ailmost every kind of deadly weapon ever used
in ancient, mediaeval, or modern times. Down through the middle runs a broad aisle, bounded by
two fences, in which the pickets are swords and the rails are chains of pistols. Beyond the fences
are glass cases filled with various small objects of interest. Between the cases are stands of arms
and instruments of torture and execution. Among these we saw a block on which they used to chop
off human heads, and, leaning against it, a beheading-ax. On the block we could see the marks of
the ax and stains of blood.

Beyond each row of casesis another fence of swords and pistols; and beyond the second
fence, along either wall, isarow of wooden horses, which look just like horses of flesh and
blood. On each horseis the image of aman clad in complete armor. Each suit of armor represents
some particular period in the history of the art of human butchery. Each martial figure represents
the king or knight who wore that particular suit in battle or tournament or parade. Most of the
armor is of the most perfect finish. Some suits are plated all over with shining silver; others are
inlaid with rich enamel and burnished gold. Interspersed among the horsemen are mail-clad
footmen, bearing aloft in their gauntleted hands, spears and pole-axes and halberts. The scene
looks like redlity. It seems as though we were about to be crushed between two opposing lines of
charging warriors.

We do not careto linger long in such aplace. | left the Tower Armory with ahorrible
redization of the fact that man's chief occupation for six thousand years has been the shedding of
human blood. Who, | asked myself, have been the great men of history? | am compelled to answer,



chiefly those who have surpassed their fellowsin their skill to inflict torture and death on their
fellow-men. All history, down to recent times, is a sickening recital of carnage, massacre, and
rapine. | do not understand how any man can read history and say: "I do not believe in the doctrine
of human depravity.” | left that chamber of death, hating war as | never did before, thanking God
that more peaceful times have dawned upon the nations, and earnestly praying for the coming of
those days, so long foretold, when " nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they
learn war any more."

Crossing an open space to the west, we entered Beauchamp Tower, where the victims of
royal hate and cruelty used to be confined before they were brought to the block. The interior walls
are adorned with inscriptions, in which the unhappy and hopel ess prisoners poured out their
longings and their despair. Here is one over the fireplace: "The more suffering for Christ in this
world, the more glory with Christ in the next." The man who carved that was imprisoned and
beheaded for wishing to marry a certain lady when Queen Elizabeth wished him to marry another
lady, or not to marry at all. In the northwest corner isthe single word "Jane," repeated in the
window. It represents the gentle and accomplished young Lady Jane Grey, whose head was hacked
off by command of Queen Mary because one of the political parties had sought to make her queen
after the death of Mary's predecessor.

In the open court, alittle north of Beauchamp Tower, a stone in the pavement marks the
spot where executions used to take place. Here Anne Boleyn, the wife and queen of Henry VI,
stood on the scaffold with bowed head while the executioner of Calais divided her slender neck
with one blow of his heavy sword. Catharine, the fifth wife of the same old monster of cruelty, met
her fate in the same manner.

Everywhere | went in England, in every palace and gallery and museum, | saw the portrait
of that combination of hog, hyena, and tiger -- Henry VII1. | was righteously angry whenever | saw
it. If ever the British people are wholly cured of their national brutality, they will tear those
pictures down.

Henry'sfirst wife was Catharine of Aragon. Growing tired of her because she was not
handsome and was older than himself, and falling in love with another woman, he applied to the
pope for adivorce. Being refused, he seceded from the Catholic Church, compelled his subjects to
do the same, organized the Church of England, made himself the pope of England, granted himself
adivorce, and married Anne Boleyn. He soon tired of her, and had her executed on a charge of
adultery and treason.

On the nineteenth of May, 1533, Anne Boleyn went to the Tower, as England's queen, ina
barge on the River Thames, surrounded by fifty other barges, all blazing with gold and banners;
and on the nineteenth of May, 1536, in the same Tower, she lost her head. The next day the happy
widower married his new love, Jane Seymour, who escaped the ax by dying in her bed one year
after her wedding. Henry's fourth wife was Anne of Cleves. He got sick of her the first day. Not
daring to cut off her head, because she was the daughter of aforeign prince, he divorced her six
months after the marriage. The same year he married Catharine Howard. He let her live five years.
Then he snapped his fingers, and off flew her head. His sixth and last wife was Catharine Parr,



who had the unspeakabl e happiness of attending the funera of the royal brute whom she had been
compelled to call husband.

| was very anxious to see the interior of St. Peter's Church, which stands within the
inclosure of the tower, just north of the old beheading place. So | approached one of the
fantastically uniformed guards, called " Beef-eaters,” and asked him if | could go in. He answered,
"No." He assured me in the most positive terms that no visitor was ever alowed there. | turned
away, but soon returned with the same request, at the same time showing a shining English shilling.
Immediately his stern countenance relaxed, and, with the greatest suavity, heled meinto St.
Peter's, and explained everything that | wished to see. In the land of our forefathers money has
wonderful power.

St. Peter's contains the tombs of thirty-five victims of royal cruelty, who died by ax or
poison or exhausting imprisonment. Of the place Lord Macaulay saysin his"History of England...
Thither have been carried, through successive ages, by the rude hands of jailers, without one
mourner following, the bleeding relics of men who have been the captains of armies, the leaders of
parties, the oracles of senates, and the ornaments of courts. In truth, thereis no sadder spot on earth
than this little cemetery.”

As| stood among those graves, | said to myself, How could human beings be so cruel ? |
want to tell you something, which perhaps you do not know. Our ancestors were terribly brutal.
Our Anglo-Saxon race has many good qualities; but, unrestrained by the humanizing influences of
the Christian religion, it is coarse and beastly and cruel. Naturally it is strongly inclined to
drunkenness, and selfish ambition, and ruthless cruelty. It isfar less mild and gentle than some of
the races which we deem inferior. We see frequent outbursts of these ingrained qualities, even in
this age and thisland. If you ask what | mean, | point you to our treatment of the Indians, the
Negroes, and the Chinese, and to the criminal records of our public journals. To keep down and
cast out this Anglo-Saxon devil, which has made English history so awfully bloody, we need, asa
Nation and as individuals, the mighty, sanctifying power of the gospel of Jesus Christ.

| fear you have not enjoyed our visit to the Tower of, London, with the blood-curdling
memories which it has awakened. Come with me, and | will show you something beautiful before
we leave the dismal old fortress-prison. Near Bloody Tower, in Wakefield Tower, in aglass,
under a double iron cage, are the splendid objects which compose the Regalia of England, or the
Crown Jewels, as they are generally called. They consist of crowns, scepters, and other things
worn or carried at the coronation ceremony; sacred vessels used in Westminster Abbey on the
same occasion; the gold table-plate used at the coronation banquet; and a set of the insignia of the
various British orders of knighthood.

The crown of Queen Victoria occupies the highest place in the case. It was used at her
coronation in 1838. It is gorgeous and magnificent in the extreme. It weighs three pounds and a
half. The circlet consists of agold band, surrounding a crimson velvet cap bordered with ermine.
The band supports four golden branches, which, meeting in the center, form two arches, from
which rises amound of diamonds, over which isthe cross, also composed of diamonds, with a
magnificent sapphire in the center. Round the band or circlet, and aternating with the springing of
the arches, rise four fleurs-de-lis, composed of brilliants. The arches rise from four crosses, each



of which is completely covered with diamonds and other precious stones. The circlet, or band,
which forms the base of the crown, is edged above and below with pearls. | can not describe this
most perfect specimen of the jeweler's art. | will merely add that it contains five rubies, eleven
emeralds, seventeen sapphires, two hundred and seventy-seven pearls, and two thousand seven
hundred and eighty-three diamonds.

As| stood gazing at that crown, amost paralyzed with wonder, | remembered the words of
Jesus to me and to every disciple, "Be thou faithful unto death, and | will give thee a crown of
life;" and | said to myself, If | am true to my Divine Master, and hold out to the end, after the toil
and care of thislife are over, God will place on my head a crown as much more glorious than that
as the unclouded noonday sun is brighter than the tiniest glow-worm's spark. A crown of gold and
precious stones is hothing compared with a crown of eternal life. Be thou faithful unto death, and
Christ will give thee a crown of life.

Besides the crown which | have so poorly described, the regalia of England contains the
Prince of Wales's crown; the Queen Consort's crown; the Queen's crown; St. Edward's crown; St.
Edward's staff, which contains ninety pounds of gold; the royal scepter; the Scepter of the Dove;
Queen Victorids scepter; the ivory scepter; the scepter of Queen Mary; the Orbs of the King and
Queen; the pointless Sword of Mercy; the swords of justice; the coronation bracelets; the roya
spurs; the coronation oilvessel in the form of an eagle; the anointing spoon; the salt-cellar of state,
in the form of amodel of the White Tower; the baptismal font for the royal children; the wine
fountain; and the insignia of the orders of the Bath, Garter, Thistle, St. Michad and St. George, and
Star of India. All these are made of the most costly materials and the finest workmanship. The total
value of the regaliais estimated at fifteen million dollars.

From the Tower we went down to the river, and took a steamboat for Chelsea, a portion of
the city five or six miles up the stream. If you will take your stand with me oil the deck of the boat,
| will point out some of the objects of interest. The general courseiswest. On our right isthe
north. Now we are passing under London Bridge. Down to one century ago, this was the only
bridge across the Thames. It is nine hundred and twenty-eight feet long. It is borne by five granite
arches, of which the central one has a span of one hundred and fifty-two feet. It is estimated that
fifteen thousand vehicles and one hundred thousand pedestrians cross it every day. It cost ten
million dollars.

Now we are under Southwark Bridge. It consists of three iron arches, on stone piers. It cost
four million dollars. Over there, quarter of amile up from the bank, is St. Paul's Cathedral, the
grandest building in London, dedicated one hundred and eighty years ago. | hope we can visit it
before we leave the city.

Now we are right under the Blackfriars Bridge. It is built of iron, and is twelve hundred
and seventy-two feet long. It derives its name from an ancient monastery of the Black Friars, or
Monks, which used to stand here on the river's bank. Straight down there, south two miles, is
Spurgeon's Tabernacle. That huge building, standing right on the bank of the river, is alaw-school,
called the Temple. This building, standing amost at the water's edge, is an old palace, called
Somerset House. It is now full of Government offices, employing nine hundred officias. The
building contains thirty-six hundred windows.



Thisis Waterloo Bridge, one of the finest structures of the kind in the world. It consists of
nine arches, is thirteen hundred and eighty feet long, and cost five million dollars.

Now we are under Chafing Cross Railway and Foot Bridge.

Another Bridge? It is Westminster Bridge. Like all the others, it is substantial and el egant.
We are between two immense buildings, which seem to rise right out of the water. Each presentsa
front of about one thousand feet. The one on the left, or south side, is St. Thomas's Hospital. The
other isthe Houses of Parliament. Just over beyond rise the towers of Westminster Abbey.

Now we are gliding under Lambeth Bridge. Right here is Lambeth Palace, the city
residence of the archbishop of Canterbury. Thislarge, six-sided building is Millbank Penitentiary.
Just beyond is Vauxhall Bridge. Now it is over our heads.

For about a mile there is nothing worth looking at on either bank. Now, at almost the same
instant, we glide under the Victoria Railway Bridge and the elegant Chel sea Suspension Bridge,
and are at Chelsea. Here we will get off.

My chief object in going to Chelsea was to hear a grand concert, given by four military
bands combined-those of the Grenadier Guards, the Household Brigade, the Coldstream Guards,
and the Scott Guards -- led by the celebrated Dan Godfrey, the Gilmore of England. There were
about two hundred musicians. The music was grand, overpowering, unequaled by anything of the
kind that | ever heard before.

An Exposition was being held at Chelsea, called "The Royal Military Exhibition.” It
included everything pertaining to the military life and history of Great Britain. | saw every kind of
warlike implement ever used by Englishmen; every style of uniform ever used in the British Army;
pictures of battles; portraits of distinguished English generals; and war relics of various kinds, too
numerous to be mentioned. | was not greatly interested in these things. Since | landed on European
soil | had seen so many soldiers -- every European city swarms with them -- so many military
monuments, So many pictures of battles, so many instruments of death, that | was heartily sick of the
very thought of war.

But | saw one collection of relics which did interest me, and which suggested a lesson
which | wish to repeat to you. It was the portrait, saddle, sword, and pistol of the unfortunate

Prince Imperial, the son of the late Emperor Napoleon |11, killed in Zulu Land, in 1879.

The lesson which these relics taught was the danger of procrastination. They were a
powerful comment on the text: "Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of
salvation." The young prince, to whom they belonged, had joined the English army fighting the
Zulus. One day he was with a squad, riding outside the camp. It was a dangerous situation. One of
the company said: "Let us return. If we do not hasten, we may fall into the hands of the enemy.”
"O," said the prince, "let us stay here ten minutes, and drink our coffee!" Before the ten minutes had
passed, a company of Zulus came upon them, and in the skirmish the prince was killed. When his
mother was informed of the facts, in her anguish she said: "That was his great mistake from



babyhood. He never wanted to go to bed at night in time, nor to arise in the morning. He was
always pleading for ten minutes. When too seepy to speak, he would lift up histwo little hands,
and spread out his ten fingers, indicating that he wanted ten minutes more. On that account |
sometimes called him Mr. Ten-Minutes."

The habit of procrastination caused the death of that young prince. There is great danger
that the same habit will cause the eternal death of some of you. For years you have intended, at
some time, to give your heart to God, and become a Christian; but all the time you have been
saying, "Not now." When God has said, "Now is the accepted time-now is the day of salvation,”
you have said, "Not now. Some other time." Thus the habit of procrastination has firmly fastened
upon you. It is growing stronger and stronger every day. It isamost second nature to you to say,
"Not now; not now." The longer you defer the work of repenting and seeking God, the harder it
will be. Now is the best time you will ever have to commence a Christian life. O, settle the great
question of your soul's salvation tonight! To-morrow may be too late. "Now is the accepted time;
now isthe day of salvation." Do not close your eyesin deep till you know you are saved. If you do
not seek the Lord now -- tonight -- he may cut you off before you have another chance.

In the presence of these sad relics of a promising young man, who lost hislife through the
habit of saying, "Not now -- wait ten minutes,” | want to shout in your ears the words of God:
"Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation!™

* * * * * * *

11 -- MORE ABOUT LONDON
"What city islike unto this great city?' -- Revelation 18:18

| am well aware that when the inspired prisoner of Patmos penned these words, his mind
was not on the city about which | am to talk to you tonight. And yet | venture to take them as my
text, because they exactly express the feding which filled my mind al thetime | wasin the
metropolis of the British Empire. "What city is like unto this great city?"

London is so great that | could talk to you every Sabbath evening for two months about its
wonders, without any fear that you would lose your interest in my theme. To give but one evening
to the greatest city in the world would amost seem asin. To give more than two or three, at this
season, would not be wise. Therefore you will have nothing but London tonight, and not much
about London after tonight.

In the immediate vicinity of my hotel were several points of minor interest, at which we
will briefly glance. About five minutes walk to the north was Smithfield. In old times, Smithfield
was an open common, just outside the city walls, where tournaments and fairs were held, and
where executions took place. Subsequently, during along period, it was London's only
cattle-market. Now it is occupied on its north side by the Central London Meat-market, covering
three and one-half acres, and by a market for poultry and provisions and fruit and vegetables,
covering two acres more. It is worth the cost and time of along journey to walk through these
markets, and see the enormous quantities of provisions which are exposed for sale. | had never



seen anything of the kind which would bear a moment's comparison with this. Beneath the
meat-market is an extensive depot of the Great Western Railroad, to which the meat is brought in
cars, and from which it is lifted up into the market by means of elevators.

But | did not go to Smithfield to see the beef and pork and poultry and vegetables. In front
of the market is alarge open space, in the center of which isasmall circular garden, with a
handsome fountain. Right where the fountain stands, martyrs used to be burned at the stake in the
days of Bloody Mary. On the opposite side of the park from the market, on the wall of St.
Bartholomew's Hospital, is atablet bearing the inscription” "Within afew feet of this spot, John
Rogers, John Bradford, John Philpot, and other servants of God, suffered death by fire for Christ's
sake, in the years 1555, 1556, and 1557."

| read that inscription with very great interest. John Rogers was one of the most learned
and pious men that England ever produced. He was arrested, and condemned to be roasted alive,
simply because he declared that Christ was the only Head of the Church. On the 4th of February,
1555, early in the morning, in Newgate Prison -- three minutes walk from my hotel toward the
south -- where he was confined with thieves and murderers, he was awakened out of a sound
deep, and commanded to prepare for the fire. He begged that he might speak afew words with his
wife before burning, but this was refused. He was immediately conveyed to Smithfield. On the
way he sang a psalm, and the people were astonished at his constancy and firmness. His wife and
ten children-one an infant at the breast -- met him on the way to the stake. It was a piteous
gpectacle. His heart was wrung with anguish at the thought of leaving his darlings to the cruelty: of
acold and heartless world. But when his persecutors offered him life and liberty if he would
recant, he said: "Go on; | will not recant.” And so they burned him. As he was burn-. lug, he bathed
his hands in the flame, and thus, after lingering agony, rendered up his life in defense of the gospel
of Christ.

At Smithfield | got a better ideathan | ever had before of the cost of the religious liberty
which we Americans enjoy. God help us to maintain what our English forefathers purchased with
their lives!

A short distance east of Smithfield | visited St. Giles' Church. Benesth the chancel lie the
remains of John Milton, one of four or five men -- the greatest poets who ever lived. In another
part of the church is atablet on the wall bearing the inscription: "John Milton, Author of Paradise
Lost. Born December, 1608; died November, 1671. Hisfather died March, 1641. They are both
interred in this church.” Many other distinguished men lie buried here, among whom | noticed
Martin Frobisher the discoverer, and the author of "Fox's Book of Martyrs." Oliver Cromwell was
married in this same place.

From St. Giles' Church | went north afew rods to the Charterhouse, where John Wedley
and many others of England's greatest men were fitted for the university. The building wasfirst a
monastery, then a palace; then, by the purchase and endowment of Thomas Sutton, a school for
forty poor boys, and arefuge for eighty poor men. In 1872 the school was removed, but the refuge
remains. | was shown the park around which Wesley used to walk three times every morning
before breakfast.



Returning past my hotel, and going alittle distance to the south, | was at the corner of
Newgate Street and Old Bailey, where stands Newgate Prison. Within itswalls al executions for
the city take place. When a man commits murder in England, he isimmediately put on tridl, if he
can be caught, and is speedily brought to punishment. Whether he is abeggar or alord, a pauper or
amillionaire, he soon swings by the neck. In this country it usually takes from one to three years to
convict and execute amurderer; and if the guilty party has plenty of money, he snaps his fingers at
justice, and goes scot-free. Crimes of violence are alarmingly on the increase in the United States.
The chief cause is the tardiness and uncertainty with which American justice pursues the guilty.
Crime, among us, is lynx-eyed, and travels by lightning-express; while justiceis blind, or
near-sighted, and travels by stage-coach or canal-boat. Because wicked men, who have no fear of
God, have little fear of human vengeance, they hesitate not to shed the blood of their fellow-men. If
there were a reasonable certainty that death would speedily overtake the mandayer, there would
not be one murder where now there are three. To make a bad matter worse, a strong effort is being
made all over the land, by people of sickly sentimentality, to abolish capital punishment.

| believe in capital punishment for many reasons, chiefly because the Bible says, "Whoso
sheddeth man's blood, by man shall his blood be shed; for in the image of God made he man." |
would not ordain any cruel or barbarous mode of execution, but, in some form, death should
speedily be visited on every one who intentionally and maliciously takes a human life. It will not
do to say that the divine statute, which | quoted, has been repealed. It is not a Jewish ordinance
which Christianity has supplanted. It was enacted long before the Jewish dispensation, in the
infancy of human history, and will be in force as long as the world endures.

Diagonally across the street from Newgate Prison stands St. Sepulcher's Church, from
whose square tower aknell istolled whenever an execution takes place at Newgate. In old times,
when Tyburn was the place of execution, every criminal on hisway to death was presented with a
nosegay at the door of this church. | wonder if that was the origin of the American custom for
ladiesto fill the cells of condemned malefactors with costly bouquets, especialy if the hapless
victims of murderous rage happened to belong to their own sex?

| went into St. Sepulcher's, and reverently stood above the grave of the gallant Captain
John Smith, whose life was saved in Virginia by Pocahontas, the Indian maid. The first line of the
now nearly illegible epitaph runsthus: " Here lies one conquered that hath conquered kings."

From St. Sepulcher'sit is only ashort walk to St. Paul's. Thisisthe grandest building in
London. It was designed by Sir Christopher Wren, and was begun in 1675 and completed in 1710.
It is an interesting fact that the whole edifice was erected by one architect and one master-mason,
under one bishop. The cost of construction, nearly four million dollars, was defrayed by atax
levied on the coa brought into London during the period of its erection. The ground plan of this
cathedral isaRoman cross. It is five hundred feet long, and one hundred and eighteen broad, and
the transept is two hundred and fifty feet long. The dome, from the pavement to the top of the cross,
is three hundred and sixty-five feet high. Its circumference is three hundred and fifty-two feet.

St. Paul'sisthe fourth largest church in Christendom, being surpassed only by St. Peter's at
Rome, the Cathedral of Seville, in Spain, and the Cathedral of Milan. St. Paul's resembles St.
Peter's, with this difference, however, that Rome's cathedral covers twice as much ground as



London's, is seventy feet higher, has a much larger dome, and cost more than twelve times as much.
| ought to add that the interior decorations of St. Peter's are as much richer and more beautiful than
those of St. Paul's as you could imagine. Thereis no comparison whatever between the two in this

respect.

We approach the front of St. Paul's from the west. Here is a semicircular paved court, with
arow of forty large stone posts running around it. Just within the court, surrounded by a high fence
of iron pickets, isamarble statue of Queen Anne. Around the base of the lofty pedestal on which
she stands, sit four emblematic figures, representing respectively England, France, Ireland, and
America.

Now look at the church. Its material is white marble. But two hundred years of London
smoke and fog have covered most of it with a coat of paint dmost as black asink. Thereis enough
of the white stone in sight to enable you to imagine how beautiful the building must have been
when it was new. The front, or facade, as the architects call it, presents a double portico,
consisting of twelve Corinthian pillars below, and eight composite pillars above, a pediment and
two campanile towers, each two hundred and twenty-two feet in height. The tower on our left has a
fine peal of twelve bells. The other tower contains the largest bell in Great Britain, called "Great
Paul," weighing more than sixteen tons. When that bell speaks, all London is compelled to listen.

Look up at the pediment -- you would call it the gable -- between the towers. It isfilled
with statues, or figuresin very high relief. Y ou see agroup of horsemen. The animals are rearing
and plunging, so that the riders can hardly keep their saddles. One, in the middle of the group, has
fallen to the ground, under a blaze of glory which is flashing down from the parted heavens. That
represents the conversion of Paul. You are familiar with the story. The name of the man was called
Saul at thefirst. He was a Jew. He was a man of gigantic intellect, of prodigious learning, of
unconquerable will, of tireless energy. In short, of the legions of great men whom the Jewish race
has given to the world, he was the greatest. He was a Jew. He was not a Christian. He hated
Christianity. He honestly believed that Jesus of Nazareth was an impostor, and that hisreligion
was atissue of impositions and lies. His mistake was that he had not carefully and prayerfully
investigated the subject without rancor or prejudice. But, believing that Christianity was a fraud,
he was determined to destroy it, branches and root. So he organized a persecution, which began
with the martyrdom of Stephen, in whose murder he had a hand. From that he went on, making
havoc of the Church, and casting both men and women into prison. " Breathing out threatenings and
daughter against the disciples of the Lord," and being " exceedingly mad against them," he started
for Damascus with a company of armed men, clothed with authority to arrest and bind, and bring to
Jerusalem for trial, any Christian whom he might find in that foreign city. Just as the caval cade had
reached the top of a hill overlooking Damascus, at the hour of noon, when the sun was shining in
that Syrian sky with a dazzling brilliancy such asit never wears in this humid climate, suddenly a
light from heaven shone round about them so intensely bright that the sun turned pale like the moon,
and every horseman was hurled to the ground. With the light came a voice, speaking in the Hebrew
language: " Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?' The disarmed and blinded persecutor answered:
" Who art thou, Lord?' The answer came: " | am Jesus, whom thou persecutest.” Looking up
through the parted heavens, Saul saw Jesus sitting on the right hand of God, the Father. He saw his
mistake. He saw that the Christians were right. He saw that Jesus was the Messiah foretold in the



Old Testament Scriptures. Like an honest man, he acknowledged his error, and humbly asked: "
Lord, what wilt thou have me to do?'

| have not time to continue the story. Y ou know that Saul became a Chritian; that he was
called Paul; that he did more to build up the Church of Jesus Christ than any other man who ever
lived; that he showed the sincerity of his conversion by sacrificing every worldly advantage, and
by laying down hislife for the sake of the truth, as his great intellect and heart saw and felt the
truth. The conversion of such amail as Paul, and his subsequent life, prove that the Christian
religionistrue. | believe that every man who honestly, carefully, persistently, and prayerfully
seeks to know the truth, will come to the conclusion that Jesus is the Son of God and the Savior of
the world.

Look up at the cathedra again. On the apex of the pediment you see a statue. It isfifteen
feet tall. It is St. Paul. On hisright is St. Peter; on hisleft St. James. At the bases of the towers are
the four evangelists -- two on the north tower and two on the south. Look still higher. Y ou see the
dome rising, from the junction of the arms of the cross, three hundred feet back from the front. Do
you see the ball and cross surmounting the lantern at the top of the dome? Together the ball and
cross weigh 8,960 pounds. The ball is hollow, and will hold twelve men at once.

Let usgo in. We must ascend aflight of twenty-two marble steps. Passing under the portico
and through one of the doors, we find the interior imposing from the vastness of its proportions; but
it strikes us as being bare and dark. It is thickly lined with statues and monuments of England's
great men, many of whom are buried here.

| went down into the crypt. Directly under the dome is the sarcophagus of Lord Nelson,
Britain's greatest sea-fighter. Near by, with lights always burning around it, is a larger and more
beautiful sarcophagus of the Duke of Wellington. Wellington and Nelson, two little men (I mean
physically), conquered Napoleon, who was physically alittle man, at Waterloo and Trafalgar.
Those three little men shook the earth and the sea, proving that it does not take a great mass of flesh
and bones to make a great man.

Among those deeping under the great church | noticed the name of one American --
Benjamin West-formerly president of the Roya Academy of Painting and Sculpture, born in the
State of Pennsylvania.

Every stone in the floor of that great subterranean chamber covers the remains and bears
the name of some distinguished person. | must not fail to mention the architect of the cathedral, Sir
Christopher Wren, who here reposes, with hiswife by hisside. A memorial tablet, upstairs, over
the entrance of the north transept, has his name, and age at death-ninety years -- with the Latin
inscription: "Lector, Sk monumentum requiris, circumspiec,” -- "Reader, if you seek his monument,
look around you." | left St. Paul's saying to mysdlf, If | had not been to Milan and Rome, | should
call thisamost magnificent church.

Wednesday morning, August 13th, between nine and ten o'clock, | started for Westminster
Abbey. | rode on top of a'bus asfar as Chafing Cross and Trafalgar Square. A part of the route lay
along the Strand, one of the busiest and most celebrated of London's streets. Chafing Crossisthe



place where the bier of Queen Eleanor, the wife of Edward I, was set down for the last time on its
way to Westminster Abbey. On the spot now stands an equestrian statue of King Charles|.

Immediately north of thisis Trafalgar Square, one of the finest open placesin the world. It
is dedicated to Lord Nelson, and commemorates his glorious victory at the battle of Trafalgar,
gained by the English fleet over the combined armaments of France and Spain. This victory saved
England from invasion by the armies of Napoleon, and gave Nelson the title of savior of his
country. In the center of the square rises a massive granite Corinthian column, one hundred and
forty-five feet high, crowned with a statue of Nelson, seventeen feet in height. The pedestal is
adorned with reliefs in bronze, cast from cannon captured from the French. On the north faceisa
scene from the battle of Aboukir, representing Nelson wounded in the head, declining to be
assisted, out of histurn, by a surgeon who has been dressing the wounds of a common sailor. On
the east Side is the battle of Copenhagen. On the west side is the battle of St. Vincent. On the south
sideisthe death of Nelson at Trafalgar.

On the morning of that battle the great admiral displayed from the mast of hisflag-ship a
signal, on which every sailor, in every one of his thirty-five men-of-war, read the inspiring words:
" England expects every man to do his duty.” In the hour of victory Nelson was mortally wounded
by amusket-ball from the rigging of a French ship; but his last message to his men, inscribed on his
monument in Trafalgar Square, will be remembered to the end of time.

That would be a good motto for us, who profess to be Christians, only putting God in place
of England: "God expects every man to do his duty." Because every man in the English fleet did his
duty at Trafalgar, England won a glorious victory. If every member of the Church, in any place,
would do his duty, that Church would ,be grandly successful in every department of effort. But the
trouble in all Churchesisthat there are so many dead-heads, who expect some one else to do their
work and pay their bills. My brother, God expects every man to do his duty; he expects you to do
your duty. Will you do your duty like aman, or will you shirk like a craven and a coward?

At "the base of the Nelson Monument are four colossal bronze lions, modeled by Sir
Edwin Landseer, crouching upon pedestals running out from the column in the form of across. The
monument was erected in 1843 by voluntary contributions, at a cost of two hundred and twenty-five
thousand dollars. North of the monument are two fountains and severa statues.

North of the square isthe National Gallery of Fine Arts. Noble buildings surround it on the
east and west. From the south side runs Whitehall, a broad street, named from a palace which used
to stand there. Walking down Whitehall, you pass a variety of uninteresting buildings. On the left,
over beyond a short distance, out of sight, flows the river in an opposite direction to that which
you are taking. On the right you pass the Horse Guards, the headquarters of the British Army; the
Treasury Building; the head of Downing Street; and the Public Offices, alarge pile of buildings,
which cost two millions and a half of dollars. Over back of the Horse Guardsis St. James Park,
full of beauty, covering fifty-nine acres. On the north of St. James ,Park is St. James Palace. On the
west is Buckingham Palace. The latter is the Queen's city residence, and the place where she.
holds her drawing-rooms. The former is used only for levees. The difference between alevee and
adrawing-room is that, at the former, gentlemen only are presented to the sovereign, while at the
latter it is amost entirely ladies who are introduced.



You and | could not get into either of these palaces, into the presence of the sovereign of
the British Empire. If we should try to enter, armed guards would push us back with the points of
their bayonets. But hear what the Sovereign of the Universe has said: " Thus saith the high and lofty
One that inhabiteth eternity, whose nameis Holy, | dwell in the high and holy place, with him aso
that is of a contrite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble, and to revive the heart of
the contrite ones." The Queen of England will not let yon come into her house. The King of Heaven
will come unto your home and your heart.

If you should go through St. James Park and past Buckingham Palace, you would find
yourself in Green Park, which covers sixty acres. Just beyond that, to the west, is Hyde Park,
which covers four hundred acres. While | am on the subject of parks, | might as well tell you that
London has three other large parks -- Victoria, Regents, and Kensington Gardens -- which cover
nearly athousand acres, besides a great number of smaller ones. All these are right in London's
heart. Surely we may well exclam: "What city is like unto this great city!"

But | was on the way to Westminster Abbey, and was almost there, when | stopped to tell
you about the palaces and the parks. However, we will not go into the Abbey tonight. If we do, we
shall stay too long, and unduly protract this service; or we shall not be able to remain long enough
to get any satisfaction. We will go across the street, eastward, to the Houses of Parliament, or
Palace of Westminster, asit is sometimes called. It is an immense building, in the late Gothic style
of architecture, covering eight acres, and costing fifteen million dollars. Its imposing river front is
nine hundred and forty feet long, and is adorned with statues of all the English monarchs from
William the Congueror down to Queen Victoria. It has three towers -- St. Stephen's, Middle, and
Victoria-whose respective atitudes are 318, 300, and 340 feet. In St. Stephen's Tower isaclock
with four dials, each twenty feet in diameter. It takes five hours to wind up the striking parts of this
clock.

This enormous building, with its eleven courts, one hundred staircases, and eleven hundred
rooms, does not excite one's admiration, when viewed from the outside, as much as our Capitol at
Washington. It stands too low to show what it really is. | walked through the Queen's
Robing-room, the Royal Gallery, the Prince's Chamber, the Central Hall, the House of Peers, the
House of Commons, and Westminster Hall, besides many smaller apartments. Each one of these,
with its pictures and statues and costly furnishings, deserves half an hour of description.

The last named -- Westminster Hall -- is seven times as large as this audience-room, and
about three times as high, and has no columns to support its ceiling and roof. It has been the scene
of many memorable events. Here Charles | was tried and condemned, as also Wallace, Sir Thomas
More, Guy Fawkes, and scores of other noted historical characters. Here Warren Hastings was
acquitted, after atrial running through seven years. Here Oliver Cromwell, wearing the royal
purple lined with ermine, and holding a golden scepter in one hand and a Bible in the other, was
saluted as Lord Protector. Eight years afterward the Protector's body was dragged from its
restingplace in Westminster Abbey, and thrust into a pit at Tyburn, while his head was exposed on
one of the pinnacles of this same Westminster Hall, where it remained thirty years. What a
commentary on the fickleness of fortune and the barbarity of those times!



| visited the Royal Mews (so-called), in the rear of Buckingham Palace, where the Queen's
horses and carriages are kept. There are one hundred and ten horses in that place. They were all
bred and raised there, and none are ever sold. The attendants showed me an immense array of
harness and trappings, heavy with gold, used by the present monarch and by her predecessors. |
saw the Queen's carriages. | saw one, seldom used, which cost $38,000, and weighs four tons. It is
areal work of art, builtin 1762. | was also shown eight beautiful cream-colored horses, just aike,
with long, silvery tails sweeping the floor, which are never used except when the Queen rides
from Buckingham Palace to Westminster, to open Parliament.

The Queen's equipage, | said to myself, is nothing compared with God's horses and chariot
of fire which took Elijah to heaven, and which will come to get the soul of the poorest and most
despised Christian pauper when the hour of his departure shall have arrived. This book declares
that "the chariots of God are twenty thousand, even thousands upon thousands: the Lord is among
them, asin Sinai, in the sanctuary."

| wish | had timeto tell you all about the South Kensington Museum and the National
Gallery. But | should need awhole evening for each, and then my subject would only be begun. In
the latter place, | lingered longest in the Turner Room. It contains sixty of the best pictures of
England's greatest painter. Most of them are large. | did not like them at first -- they are so
peculiar. But they grew upon merapidly. | consider hisfavorite, "The Fighting Temeraire Towed
to her Last Berth," the best. After | had seen that, | could hardly look at any other. My eyes kept
going to it, in whatever part of the room | might be. It seemed to have a magnetic power which it
was amost impossible to resist.

So, | thought, it will be with the face and glorified form of our Savior in heaven. There will
be ten thousand things to attract our attention there -- the angels, the prophets, the apostles, the
martyrs, our friends whom we knew on earth. But when once we have looked in the face of him
who died for our redemption, all other things will seem nothing in comparison, and so, through
eternity, our eyes will follow him whithersoever he or we shall move. To him whose vision has
been clarified by the regenerating power of the Holy Ghost, Jesus is, and always will be, "the
chiefest among ten thousand,” and the "one atogether lovely."

To astudent, the greatest thing in London is the British Museum. It is the greatest institution
of the kind in the world. | spent an entire day there, and part of an afternoon some days later. The
building covers seven acres of ground, and has thirty acres of floors. It isfilled with antiquities,
for many of which fabulous prices have been paid, the whole forming a collection which al the
wealth of the world could not buy. It is visited every year by nearly haf amillion persons. Itisa
world of wonders. | went through the whole, but spent most of my time in the "Elgin," "Ephesus,”
"Mausoleum,” "Assyrian," and "Egyptian” rooms. In the first named are the "Elgin" marbles --
nearly al the sculptures of the Parthenon at Athens, full of fascinating interest to every Greek
student. The "Ephesus' room contains remains, not very extensive, of the Temple of Diana at
Ephesus, one of the" Seven Wonders of the World." The" Mausoleum " room contains very
extensive remains of the Mausoleum of Carla, which was built twenty-two hundred years ago, and
was counted among the " Seven Wonders." With what interest and reverence did | gaze upon the
colossal statue of the old king which once crowned the summit of that famous monument! It must be
about fifteen feet tall. One of the chariot horses remains, in two pieces. It is of white marble, about



as large as a good-sized elephant. It once stood on the summit of a marble building one hundred
and eighty feet high. That marvel ous tomb, of which these are the shattered fragments, was built by
awoman, to express her love for a noble husband, snatched away by cruel death. The strongest
human love is that which binds together the hearts of husband and wife, truly wedded, according to
the original plan and purpose of God. Fraternd, filial, paternal, and even maternal affection are far
less strong than the purest conjugal love.

Among millions of articles in the British Museum one of the most highly prized and eagerly
visited is the Portland Vase. It is made of blue glass, covered with an enamel of white glass, and
cut in cameo so as to show afinely artistic group of the wedding of Thetis and Peleus. It once held
the ashes of arelation of the Emperor Alexander Severus, perhaps his mother, or those of the
Emperor himself. That was over sixteen hundred years ago. Twelve hundred years after it came
from the potter's hands, it was found in atomb in Rome. In 1810 it became the property of the Duke
of Portland. Although it isonly ten inches high, it is one of the most valued relies of antiquity.
Millions of money would not buy it. Mr. Wedgwood, one o the most distinguished manufacturers
of ceramics, spent twenty thousand dollars in trying to make a vase like it, and confessed that he
could not. In 1845 the Portland Vase was wantonly broken by a madman, named LIoyd; and the
world sent up a cry of agony. But the numerous pieces have been so carefully reunited that you
would hardly notice that it had ever been broken.

It was my fixed purpose, when | went to London, to see the Portland Vase; and yet | did
not. Thefirst time | went to the Museum, | thought | had plenty of time and would look it up at the
next visit. The day before | bade good-bye to London, | went to the Museum for the second and last
time. It usually closes at five o'clock. That day | saw a notice posted at the door that it would not
closetill six. | supposed that the whole museum would be open till six, and thought to myself, |
will gotothe" Gold Room " and see the Portland Vase between five and six. So | lingered in
other gpartments two or three hours, and when | came to the Gold Room, at about fifteen minutes
past five, it was locked for the day. As| wasto leave London, with the party for Scotland, before
that door would again swing on its hinges, I must go back to America with the shameful confession
that | had not seen the Portland Vase.

That was alesson for me. The lesson was. Never put off till the next day, or the next hour,
what ought to be done now. | ought to have made sure of seeing the British Museum's choicest
single treasure the first hour | was there.

Y ou can easily make a spiritual application of this thought. Y ou intend, at some time, to
attend to religion and the salvation of your soul. But you think it will be just aswell, if not better,
to defer it to some future period -- perhaps the evening of life. Y ou think: "The last thing, just
before death, | will repent, and give my heart to God, and so enter heaven.” But | want to tell you
that when you are ready, God may say: "Too late. Y ou can not enter now." Therefore | close this
sermon, as| did the last: "Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is the day of salvation!”

* * * * * * *

12 -- WESTMINSTER ABBEY AND WINDSOR CASTLE



"The two houses, the house of the Lord, and the king's house." -- | Kings 9:10

The two houses referred to in this text were built by Solomon, and were atemple, or
church, in which the people assembled to worship God; and a palace, or castle, in which the king
and royal family resided. | am to speak to you tonight about two houses -- " the house of the Lord,
and the king's house." The house of the Lord which | have in mind is a church -- Westminster
Abbey; the house of the king is Windsor Castle, the chief residence of England's monarch.

Westminster Abbey is a church and a mausoleum, a place of worship and a place of burial,
ahouse of God and ahouse of death. It stands facing the west, with its back about eight hundred
feet from the River Thames, between which and itself rise the walls and the towers of the Houses
of Parliament. Its official name isthe Collegiate Church of St. Peter. Its foundation dates back
more than twelve hundred years. It has been severa times demolished, rebuilt, and improved. The
present edifice, or the greater part of it, is six hundred years old. Its externa appearanceis grand
and imposing, although age has greatly marred its beauty, the wallsin many places being perfectly
black. In front it shows two massive towers, just alike, each two hundred and twenty-five feet in
height. The total length of the edifice, from west to east, is five hundred and thirteen feet. The
length of the transept, from north to south, is two hundred feet. The width of the nave and aidesis
seventy-five feet; of the transept, eighty feet. The entire area covered by the Churchisalittle less
than one-third of that of St. Peter's at Rome, and nearly ten times that of the building in which we
are now assembled.

Withitsroyal burial vaults, and long rows of monuments to celebrated men, Westminster
Abbey isregarded by the English astheir national temple of fame; and interment within itswallsis
considered the last and greatest honor which the nation can bestow on her most deserving children.
"Victory or Westminster Abbey!" was the cry of Lord Nelson on the eve of the battle of Cape St.
Vincent. "Victory and Westminster Abbey!" has been the inspiration and hope of thousands of
Englishmen in fighting against the difficulties which stand in the way of worldly success.

The shape of Westminster Abbey, on the ground, is that of a Roman cross. The lower part
of the cross, if you imagineit to stand erect, isthe nave and aisles. The cross piece is the transept.
The upper part, above the horizontal beam, isfilled in with nine chapels, named after kings and
saints, and lined with splendid tombs.

| entered the place through the door of the north transept. | found areligious service in
progress. The clergyman and singers occupied the "choir, which extends down into the nave from
the junction of the arms of the cross, and the congregation were sitting in the north transept. | sat
down among the living and the dead -- the former less numerous by far than the latter -- and drank
in the spirit of the songs and prayers and Scripture lessons. It was an hour of rare, strange, and
fascinating enjoyment.

When the service was over, | arose, and for about five hours wandered through that grand,
old, historic place, which, since in early childhood | read Irving's " Sketch Book," | had longed to
see. For five hours the nineteenth century was in the future, and | lived in the distant past. | seemed
aghost, walking unterrified among the giant spirits of the generations gone.



With the help of your imagination and mine, | want to take you by the arm, and conduct you
through this temple of earthly fame and grandeur. We are now standing with our backs to the door
of the north transept. We look south, to the end of the other transept, two hundred feet away. The
transept has a broad aisle, and two side aidles, with rows of columns between, supporting the roof.
The ceiling is one hundred and two feet above our heads. Against the columns and walls of the
transept stand statues and tombs of illustrious men. The statues all look like life. Some of the
monumental tombs are rare, and rich, and costly; others are cheaper, and more simple and plain.
Most of the great names commemorated in this north transept belong to statesmen and warriors. A
few, out of scores, | will point out.

Here, on our right, is alarge monument to William Pitt -- Lord Chatham-- built of snowy
marble. Above, in aniche, Chathamis represented in the attitude of an orator, with his right hand
outstretched. At hisfeet sit two female figures -- Wisdom and Courage. In the center is Britannia
with atrident. To the right and left are Earth and Sea. As an American, | was interested in this
monument of Pitt, because our city of Pittsburgh was named after him; and because, when the
English aristocracy undertook to rob and endave our fathers, he took our part, and when the War
of the Revolution came on, though sinking under the infirmities of age, herallied all the great
powers of his eloquence to oppose the cruel and oppressive measures which were put in practice
to crush us. Pitt came up from among the people. Therefore he was our friend. We should never
forget that while the aristocracy of England have always been our enemies, and wish us all manner
of evil now, the English people are, and aways have been, our friends.

Over there, on the l€eft, is the statue of Lord Beaconsfield, whose real name was Disraeli,
the great Hebrew scholar, writer, and statesman, who became prime minister of England and
virtual ruler of two hundred and sixty millions of people.

Nearly opposite Disraeli is another British premier, Lord Palmerston.

Still farther down, on the same side, are the monuments, statues, and graves of two riva
statesmen and bitter political enemies -- Charles James Fox and the younger William Pitt. They
were both men of extraordinary genius, consummate eloquence, and commanding influence. But
Fox was an inveterate gambler, a hard drinker, an unprincipled profligate, and the greatest
spendthrift of his day; while PFitt, though possessed of many virtues, selfishly kept England in a
needless war of twenty years duration, which cost rivers of blood and mountains of money.

While we stand by the graves of these inveterate enemies, we recall the well-known lines
of Scott:

"Drop upon Fox's grave a tear,
T will trickleto hisrival's bier,"

and we fedl like saying, since we are all going to lie down together in the grave, we can not afford
to be enemies. Let us all be friends; let us do each other all the good we can; let us never speak
into each other's faces, or behind each other's backs, an unkind word which we shall regret on a
dying bed or before the judgment throne.



But we must not linger longer in this transept. Let us turn the corner to the right, and walk
down the north aide of the church. We are between two long rows of tombs. Those on the right are
against the wall, while those on the left are against the columns which divide the aisle from the
nave. Nearly every tomb or monument is adorned with one or more statues. Above, on the walls
and columns, are memorial tablets. Still higher up the pictured windows are filled with names and
mottoes, reminding us of men who became great in war, or statesmanship, or art, or science, or
law, or philanthropy. The south aisle is like the north. The naveis as full of tombs and tablets and
statues as either aisle. The very stones on which we tread cover the ashes and bear the names of
departed greatness.

| have not time to describe one hundredth part of all that this most wonderful of
mausoleums contains. We will merely glance at afew of the tombs and statues and names. Here in
the north aide, Sitting on his sarcophagus, is the statue of William Wilberforce, the Christian
statesman, who distinguished himself by his self-denying efforts for the dissemination of the
Scriptures, the Christianizing of India, the granting of their rights to the American Colonies, and the
abolition of davery. For the last of these -- the abalition of African davery in the British Colonies
-- heintroduced a bill in Parliament, one hundred years ago, and stood almost alone in its defense.
Defeated at first, he renewed his efforts and persisted, till, after a struggle of twenty years, he had
the joy of seeing the Emancipation Bill pass both Houses.

Out in the nave, in front of the choir, is the monument and tomb of Sir Isaac Newton. The
hal f-recumbent figure of the great philosopher reposes on a black marble sarcophagus, beside
which are two small cherubs unfolding a. scroll. Below is abass-relief illustrating the labors of
the deceased. Aboveisan alegorical figure of astronomy upon alarge globe. Newton was one of
the greatest scientists that ever lived. He discovered the principle of the attraction of gravitation,
and demonstrated the laws by which it operates on earth and among the stars. He was the father of
the science of optics, and was the first to show to the world that the white light of the sun consists
of seven colors blended together. He found out more of nature's great secrets than almost any other
man who ever lived. And yet he was a meek and humble follower of the lowly Jesus. He laid
down his heart, and all the riches of his gigantic intellect, at the pierced, bleeding feet of the Man
of Calvary. He, the prince of philosophers, used to say: "We account the Bible -- the Scriptures of
God -- to be the most sublime philosophy.”

There are some ignorant and weak-minded persons who think that the scholarship and
intellect of the world are arrayed against Christianity. Standing in Westminster Abbey, in front of
the mausoleum of Sir Isaac Newton, | want to tell you that that statement is the farthest from being
the truth. The truth is that most of the great scientists and sages, the brainiest men in the world,
have been and are Christians, at least in theory and belief.

Copernicus, the father of the modern science of astronomy, and the discoverer of the true
motion of the sun and earth, was a minister of the gospel. Galileo, the inventor of the clock, the
thermometer, the microscope, and the telescope, and the discoverer of the moons of Jupiter, was a
member of the Church. Kepler, who wrought out the stupendous problem of the planetary
movements, was a Protestant Christian. Sir Humphrey Davy, a physician, chemist, and discoverer
of marvelous ability, was an earnest Christian. Faraday, the greatest of English chemists, declared
himself afirm believer in the Christian religion. Humboldt, the famous German naturalist and



geographer, used, admired, praised, and believed the Bible. Hugh Miller, a prince anong
geologists, was a member of the Presbyterian Church. Morse, the inventor of the electric telegraph,
was the son of a Congregational minister, and himself a Christian. Mitchel, the greatest of
American astronomers, was an ardent believer in, and defender or, the Christian faith: Lieutenant
Maury, the greatest of geographers and meteorologists that America ever produced, was a
Christian scientist, and once declared that the study of the Bible was agreat help to him in his
scientific researches. Agassiz, whose fame has filled the world, was the son of a Protestant
clergyman of Switzerland, and a champion, on scientific principles, of the doctrines of a personal
God, as set forth in the Holy Scriptures.

He once formed one of asmall circle of literary guests at a private dinner. The
conversation turned upon the subject of religion, which was treated with derision and raillery.
Each one had his own jest, except Agassiz. He was silent and thoughtful. At last therewas alull,
and all seemed waiting for him to speak. With most impressive seriousness of expression, he said:
"Gentlemen, | once thought and spoke as you do now; but | have read the Bible, and | know that it
istrue. If you ask me how | know that it istrue, perhapsthe best reason | can giveis' -- laying his
hand upon his breast -- "'l fed that it istrue."

And what shal | more say? for the time would fail meto tell of Dante, and Tasso, and
Milton, and Shakespeare, and Cowper, and Bryant, and Tennyson, and L ongfellow, and Herschel,
and Guizot, and Prescott, and Carlyle, and Washington, and Adams, and Lincoln, and Grant, and
Garfield, who, believing in the gospel, wrote poems, composed histories, originated philosophies,
framed congtitutions, governed nations, and emancipated races. Surely he who affirms that the
brains of the world are against the Bible and Christ, has small brains himself, or has little regard
for the truth.

Some distance in front of Newton's tomb, not far from the center of the nave, isalarge
stone in the floor covering the remains and covered with the epitaph of David Livingstone, the
great explorer and heroic Christian missionary, who penetrated the heart of Africalong before the
world ever heard of Stanley and Emin Pasha.

Over in the south aide are scores of beautiful and interesting monuments, statues, and
tablets. Asa Christian and a Methodist, | was greatly interested in the memoria of John and
Charles Wedley. It consists of alarge marble dab against the wall, with a medallion of the two
brothersin the upper section, and a bass-relief of John preaching on his father's grave, in the
lower. Above the medallion are the names of the brothers, with the date of the birth and death of
each. Under the medallion are John's dying words: " The best of all is, God iswith us." Under the
bass-relief isthe motto which he took for himself when he was denied the privilege of preaching in
the churches: "The world is my parish."

The Wedleys came to the front when religion in England was almost dead. When they
began to preach, religion began to live. But the bats and owls, who made their vile nests under the
shadow of the tomb of adead Christianity, did not like to be disturbed, and at once stirred up a
bitter persecution against the evangelists. Although they were both ordained ministers of the
Church of England, every place of worship was shut against them, and they were compelled to
preach in the fields and streets. In the face of curses and yells of hate, and stones and rotten eggs,



they persevered, till now their spiritua children are counted by many millions, and their faces,
carved in enduring stone, are deemed worthy of aniche in England's grandest temple of fame.
Charles Wedley was the greatest sacred poet since King David; and John was the greatest gospel
minister since the Apostle Paul. The doctrines which they preached and sung were chiefly these:
Everybody can be saved if he will; everybody must be born again; everybody may know that his
sins are forgiven; everybody can be cleansed from al unrighteousness, and made holy in heart and
life. These are the doctrines which Methodism is proclaiming throughout the world. | proclaim
them to you tonight. Every one of you may be saved, and be saved tonight. Every one in this house
who has not aready been, must be born again. Every one of you may know, beyond the shadow of
adoubt, that your sins are all forgiven and your name is written in the Book of Life. Every one of
you can be saved through and through -- saved from the least and last remains of sin.

Passing up the south aide, and around the corner into the south transept, we find ourselves
in the Poet's Corner. It contains monuments and memorials of Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Ben
Jonson, Spenser, Goldsmith, Addison, Dickens, Thackeray, our loved Longfellow, and hundreds of
others who have enriched the world with the treasures of their genius. The Shakespeare monument
isafull-length statue of the poet, with one elbow resting on a pile of books, the other hand holding
ascroll on which is carved a quotation from the "The Tempest.”

"The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, The solemn temples, the great globe
itself, Yea, al which it inherit, shall dissolve, And like thisinsubstantial pageant faded, L eave not
arack behind. We are such stuff As dreams are made of, and our little life Is rounded with a

deep.”

The Longfellow memorial is abeautiful marble bust of the poet, as white as snow, with the
inscription: "This bust was placed among the memorias of the poets of England by the admirers of
an American poet."

Perhaps the most interesting portion of the Abbey is that which the nine chapels occupy.
Within them are buried thirteen kings, fourteen queens, and scores and scores of princes, dukes,
lords, bishops, and men and women of lower rank.

The largest and most beautiful of al the chapelsis that which was built by King Henry VI,
and bears his name. Y ou enter it by ascending aflight of twelve black marble steps, and passing
through a deep, gloomy but magnificent arch, where gates of brass swing heavily upon their
ponderous hingesto receive you. Y ou notice that the gates are adorned with roses, in alusion to
the fact that the marriage of Henry V11 with Elizabeth, daughter of Edward 1V, united the houses of
Y ork and Lancaster, and put an end to the Wars of the Roses.

The architectural beauties of this place can not be adequately described. It is a superb
structure. It consists of a nave and aides, with five small chapels at the east end. The chapel
contains about one hundred statues and figures. On each side are carved choir-stalls in dark oak,
most beautifully designed and executed. Each stall is appropriated to a knight of the Order of the
Bath. Each seat bears the armoria bearings of its occupants in brass, and above each are a sword
and banner. Thisisthe place where the knights are installed, or initiated. Among the banners | saw
that of the unfortunate Dora Pedro, the banished Emperor of Brazil.



It will interest our Presbyterian friends to know that their Church Creed, which they are
now trying to revise and amend, was drawn up in this chapel by the Westminster Assembly, in
1643. The most conspicuous object in this marvelous chamber is the tomb of Henry VII and his
wife, Elizabeth of Y ork. It occupies the center of the eastern part of the chapel, and is surrounded
by an ,elegant lattice-work of brass. On the double sarcophagus lie, on their backs, the figures of
the roya pair in their robes.

Other royal personages buried here are Edward V1, James |, Charles I, William 111, the
two Marys, Anne, Elizabeth, Mary of Scotland, and the two little princes who were murdered in
the tower. | was struck with the fact that those two royal dames, who in life hated each other so
intensely -- Elizabeth of England and Mary of Scotland -- here deep, but afew feet apart, in tombs
amost exactly dike. How they will stare at each other when they wake up on the morning of the
resurrection and walk side by side to the judgment throne of God! There they will stand just like
common sinners, Mary to answer for the murder of her husband, and Elizabeth to answer for the
murder of Mary. | was greatly pleased to learn that Westminster Abbey was not polluted with the
ashes of the infamous Henry VIII.

The second largest chapel isthat of St. Edward the Confessor, immediately back of the
high atar. | have not time to describe it. It contains the tombs of six English kings and three queens.
In this same chapel is kept the old Coronation Chair, made by Edward I, six hundred years ago. |
gazed at it with rapt attention and reverential wonder. It is a clumsy-looking affair, of carved oak,
with high arms and Gothic back. It stands on four lions. The seat is double, and contains, plainly
revealed, alarge mass of sandstone, called the Stone of Scone. On that stone-believed to have
been used as a pillow by Jacob, at Bethel -- the kings of Scotland, through long centuries, sat to be
crowned. King Edward stole it, brought it to London, and had this chair made to contain it.

Only think! -- in this chair, standing out in yonder choair, in front of the atar, and covered
with gold brocade, twenty-six English sovereigns have sat to be anointed and crowned. It isthe
grandest throne on this earth -- the throne of the monarch who rules one-seventh of the territory and
one sixth of the population of our globe.

What would be your fedingsif you knew that some day, in England's great temple of fame,
surrounded by the pride and pomp and power of earth's mightiest Empire, you would sit on that
throne in royal purple, anointed, crowned, and sceptered, with princes, dukes, lords, statesmen,
generas, and bishops kneeling at your feet? | want to tell you that, if you are a Christian, an
infinitely higher honor than thisisin store for you. In the book of Revelation | read the words of
Jesus Chrigt, the Eternal Son of God, who says to every one of you: " Behold, | stand at the door
and knock: if any man hear my voice and open the door, | will comein to him, and will sup with
him, and he with me." All that isin thisworld, Jesus is now knocking at the door of your heart,
unless you have already admitted him. If you will open the door, he will come in, and cleanse and
beautify your soul, and spread a feast more sumptuous than any earthly monarch ever saw, and be
your abiding guest, and fill you with "joy unspeakable and full of glory."

Now hear what he has promised for the life to come: "To him that overcometh will | grant
to sit with me in my throne, even as | also overcame, and am set down with my Father in his



throne." The ssimple meaning of thisis, that if you become atrue disciple of Jesus Christ and hold
out faithful to the end, in heaven you will be exalted to a seat with Jesus Christ on the throne of the
universe -- athrone as much higher and more glorious than England's throne as Mont Blanc
overtops and outshines the little anthill at its base.

Built up against the southwest corner of the Abbey is the Jerusalem Chamber. It isso caled
because its wood-work of cedar and its stained-glass windows were brought from Jerusalem, also
because it contains tapestries depicting the history of that city. Henry IV died in this chamber, in
1413. Here dl the work of King James's trandlation of the Bible and of the recent revision was
performed. Hither are brought the crown jewels from the Tower on the day preceding the
coronations, and on al public occasions. Here many other important events have taken place,
which | have not time to mention.

We must immediately leave this™ house of the Lord,” and hurry away to "the king's house.”
We must leave Westminster and London, and go to Windsor and its castle. In Westminster Abbey
twenty-seven kings and queens are buried. In Windsor Castle many kings and queens have lived.
Wednesday, August 13th, | spent in Westminster Abbey. Thursday, August 14th, | took atrain on
the Southwestern Railroad, at Waterloo Station, and rode twenty-five miles west, to Windsor. The
route lay through as fine arural landscape as can be imagined. Windsor is a beautiful town of
twenty thousand inhabitants, on the south side of the Thames. The Castle -- the chief residence of
Queen Victoria stands on a hill, surrounded by athick and high ivy-draped wall, inclosing perhaps
twenty-five or thirty acres. Its erection began under William the Conqueror, eight hundred years
ago, and more. It was enlarged and improved by succeeding monarchstill the present one, who has
expended, to make it one of the most magnificent royal residences in the world, the sum of four and
ahalf million dollars.

| first visited, within the castle wall, St. George's Chapel, begun in 1474. It looks quite
fresh and new. In it are buried the Queen's father, Henry V111, Jane Seymour, Henry's third wife,
Charles|, Georgelll, George IV, William IV, and other royal personages. It contains splendid
monuments of persons whose graves are elsewhere, among whom are the Prince Imperial of
France, the son of Napoleon I11. The choir contains the stalls of the Knights of the Garter, with
their coats of arms and banners. Here they are installed.

This order, founded by Edward 111 in 1344, isthe highest in Great Britain. Its membership
includes the reigning sovereign, other members of the royal family, the principal foreign rulers,
and English peers. Its principal emblem is the garter, worn on the left leg just below the knee. It is
made of dark-blue velvet, edged with gold, fastened with a buckle, from which is suspended a
pendant, both of gold. On the velvet is the motto of the order in gold letters. The origin of the order
issaid to bethis: At agrand ball, the Countess of Salisbury, who was dancing with King Edward,
lost her garter. The lords and ladies, seeing it lying on the floor, began to look at each other with
indecent glances and laughter. Seeing this, the king picked up the garter, and, holding it aloft,
exclaimed: "Shame to him who evil thinks!" On the spot he instituted the "Most Noble Order of the
Garter," and gave it for a motto the words which he had just uttered.

Next | visited the Albert Chapel, smaller than St. George's, but richer and more beautiful. It
isamagnificent monument of the Queen's love for her deceased husband. Initsinterior it is one Of



the most beautiful buildings | have ever seen. It is as beautiful as marble of every variety and
sculpture and carving and gilding can make it. Its Size is sixty-eight feet by twenty-eight, and its
height sixty feet. It contains a most exquisite cenotaph of the Prince Consort, whose body lies at
Frogmore, amile or two away.

Next | ascended the Round Tower. it stands on an eminence forty-two feet above the
court-yard of the castle, and rises eighty feet above that, commanding afine view of a perfect
English landscape covering twelve counties. From the top of the main tower rises a smaller one,
thirty or forty feet higher.

There was agreat crowd on the lower tower with me. We al noticed a company of fifteen
or twenty persons on the higher tower, and wished to join them. But a policeman forbade us,
saying that they had obtained a special permit. | asked him who they were. He said they were
Americans. Then he asked meif | was not from America. | said yes. "Well, then," he added, "if you
will wait till the crowd gets away, | will let you go up.” | waited, and went up. So it seemsto be
everywherein England. To say, " | am an American,” is a passport into many places. which an
Englishman can not enter.

The view from that elevation -- some two hundred feet above the city and surrounding
country -- is very delightful. Come and stand with me, and see what | see. Running your eyes
around the horizon, you take in parts of twelve counties. Here at the west, among the trees, isthe
city of Windsor. Through the picture, from west to east, runs the silver river. Just across, on the
northern bank, is Eton College, one of the most famous of English schools, founded by Henry VI in
1440. It has about one thousand students, who wear a uniform of short jackets, broad collars, and
tall hats. Far away beyond Eton, above the trees, you see a church-spire. That is Stoke Pogis, the
scene of Gray's famous "Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard." Down at our feet, at the northeast
and eadt, lies the Home Park, about four milesin circumference, surrounded on three sides by the
winding river. Through the trees to the southeast we see Frogmore L odge and the magnificent
mausoleum erected by the Queen to her husband, Prince Albert. To the south lies the Great Park, of
eighteen hundred acres, stocked with several thousand deer. Right down here, from George [V's
Gateway, into Great Park, runs the Long Walk, an avenue of majestic elms, three miles long.

Miles away beyond the park we see alittle plain, bordered with forest. That isthe
far-famed Runnymede, where, in 1215, King John signed the Magna Charta, the foundation and
beginning of the political liberties of all English-speaking communities.

West of Great Park lies the famous Windsor Forest, fifty-six milesin circumference. Its
trees are of magnificent growth and great age. It isfull of game. Here roamed, in the days of yore,
the Saxon and the Dane; these glades have echoed to the shouts and horns of royal hunting parties
for eight hundred years; hither came Shakespeare to gather material for his"Merry Wives of
Windsor;" and here Queen Victoria, when living at the castle, takes her morning rides.

Description of such asceneisimpossible. | can see it now with the eyes of memory, but
can not picture it in words. Y ou must cross the ocean and see it yourself.



From the Round Tower | was conducted through the state apartments of the castle. | can not
begin to describe what | saw. It was splendor, splendor, splendor -- magnificent rooms, sumptuous
furniture, precious relics, and paintings by the most eminent artists. Chief among the rooms are the
Guard-room, itswalls hung with suits of old armor; St. George's Hall, two hundred feet long and
thirty-four wide; the Grand Reception-room, hung with tapestry representing the story of Jason and
Medea; the Queen's Audience and Presence-chambers, adorned with tapestry, representing the
story of Esther and Mordecai; the Old Ball-room, filled with portraits by Vandyke; the Rubens
Room, containing eleven pictures by that illustrious artist; and the Throne-room, flashing with
slver and gold. The private apartments, which the public are not permitted to see, are still more
gorgeous and magnificent.

As| roamed through the magnificent halls, where the successive monarchs of earth's
mightiest Empire have dwelt for centuries, | said to myself: What do all this splendor and wealth
and power amount to, to their possessor, if she has not "the pearl of greatest price?' Then the
words of the Great Teacher came to my mind: "What shall it profit aman, if he shall gain the
whole world, and lose his own soul?* Very few persons have ever come as near gaining the whole
world as Queen Victoria. We believe that she has aso gained atitle to a heavenly inheritance. But
if that were not the case, what would al her possessions profit her? What would Windsor Castle
profit her, if when she leavesit -- as she must very soon -- she should be compelled to remove into
the gloomy regions of eternal darkness and despair?

Asl close, | want to leave this question with every one of you: "What shall it profit a man,
if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?' There are men in this house tonight who
are striving to gain the whole world, or as much of it asthey can, and are giving no attention to the
salvation of their souls. | want to ask them, in al seriousness and candor, if they think such an
investment will pay. They are throwing away every chance for eternal happiness, and running
every risk of eternal misery, for the sake of collecting afew earthly treasures which they know
they must soon drop at the door of the tomb. In pursuing such a course, do they act like
clear-headed business men?

My friend, in afew years, at the farthest, you will bein your coffin; that is, your body will
be. Y our coffin will be lowered into the dark earth, and the sods will be piled above your grave.
The spot will be marked with a stone, bearing your name. Y ou will not be there to see whether
your grave monument cost ten dollars or ten thousand. Y ou -- your immortal part, your soul -- will
be far below the grave, in eternal darkness, or far above, in eternal light and glory and bliss. These
are facts which you can not dispute. In view of them, | ask you once more: "What shall it profit
you, if you shall gain the whole world, and lose your own soul ?'

* * * * * * *
13 -- OXFORD AND STRATFORD
"Let us go into the next towns." -- Mark 1:38

At the close of last Sunday evening's discourse we were in the town of Windsor. The next
towns to Windsor which are of any special interest to the tourist are Oxford and Stratford. So



when | say, "Let us go into the next towns," | mean, Let us go to Oxford, the seat of England's
greatest university, and Stratford, the place where England's greatest poet was born and died.

Oxford is forty-two miles northwest from Windsor, at the junction of the Isis and Cherwell.
| arrived there at five o'clock on the afternoon of August 14th. Leaving the railway station without
delay, | hurried in what | supposed to be the direction to the college buildings, knowing that after
six o'clock every door would be closed. By accident | soon found myself in front of Christ Church
College, the most extensive and magnificent establishment in the city, founded by Cardinal Wolsey
in 1525, and refounded by Henry VIl in 1532.

| passed through the lofty and massive tower, under "Great Tom," the thirty-first largest
bell in the world -- which for more than two hundred years has closed every college gate in
Oxford, at five minutes past nine at night, by striking one hundred and one strokes -- and found
myself in the great quadrangle.

Every college in Oxford hasits quadrangle -- or "quad," asit iscalled for short -- whichis
simply aplat of grassor gravel, of greater or less extent, adorned with flowers and fountain, or
unadorned, surrounded by the buildings of the ingtitution. Christ Church quad -- two hundred and
sixty-four feet by two hundred and sixty-one -- is the largest and noblest of al. Let us stand herein
the center, near this fountain-which, like the students, is enjoying a vacation-and ook about us.
Right at our feet isalarge, granite-bordered pool, which catches the returning water when the
fountainis at play. Now it is as motionless and glassy as the most perfect mirror, reflecting our
forms and features, and supporting around its center acircle of leaves and blossoms of the
water-lily. From the pool radiate graveled walksin all directions, cutting into many parts what
looks like a carpet of exquisite green velvet, but which in redlity is English turf, an article as much
superior to our best American turf as the best Brussels carpeting is superior to the poorest ingrain.

Completely surrounding the square isalong line of massive, old, gray stone buildings, with
battlemented roofs and clustered chimneys, and many doors and windows -- large and small. Here
are suites of apartments for the president and faculty of the college, and rooms for lectures and
other college exercises. Facing westward, you see the great tower, with its arched gateway,
through which we entered. | must tell you more about the great bell up there, of which | briefly
spoke afew minutes ago. | gave you its name -- "Great Tom." It weighs seventeen thousand six
hundred and forty pounds. It is three hundred and sixty years old. It was melted down and recast, to
cure a crack, in 1680. For more than two hundred years it has never once failed to strike one
hundred and one strokes every night at five minutes past nine o'clock. It strikes one hundred and
one times because that was the number of students belonging to the college when it received its
charter.

Likethat bell all Christians ought to be, and some are. Great Tom is a perfect pattern of
Christian fidelity. First, heis alwaysin his place, day and night, summer and winter, in sunshine
and storm, year in and year out. The faithful Christian is always in his place, unless circumstances
absolutely beyond his control positively forbid. Heisin his place at the Sunday service and the
week-evening prayer-meeting. He does not stay away because the weather is bad, nor because he
has company, nor because he got so tired on Saturday, nor because a collection is going to be
taken. If his place in the house of God ever is empty, everybody at once concludes that he must be



serioudly sick. He never gets off the hooks because the minister does not call upon him often
enough, nor because he hears something from the pulpit which he can not fully indorse. Y ou aways
know where to find him in his religious experience. Every day in the year heis up in God's belfry,
above the smut and dust of worldliness and sin, and his voice is always clear and strong for Christ
and for the truth. Everybody likes to hear him speak, because there is perfect agreement between
his profession and hislife.

There are some Church members who are not so. Y ou never know where to find them. You
can not depend upon them anywhere. They come to church when the weather is perfect, and they
have nothing else to do, and they happen to fed just like it. They are continually flying off the
handle on account of something which the minister, or somebody else, has done, or failed to do.
There is no stability in their religious experience. Today they are up in the top of the highest
bell-tower, making as much noise as ten good, honest, gospel bells ought to make. Tomorrow you
will find them down in the back alley of sinful association, with the word "hypocrite” chalked
upon them by the honest judgment of the world. On the third day they will be found in some
underground receptacle for old iron and brass, sending out, when struck, a voice which reminds
you of the old hymn:

"Hark! from the tombs a doleful sound."

Nobody has any confidence in their piety, and unbelievers say: "If that is Christianity, | never want
to be a Christian; | am mean enough already."

Again, Great Tom at Oxford knows when to speak and when to be silent. He is not ringing
all the time, like the bell on a switch engine in arailroad yard. But when the clock hands on the
dia mark 9.05 past meridian, he speaks out one hundred and one notes so loud and clear that
everybody in Oxford can hear. He has not failed to do this once in two hundred and six years.

So it iswith the faithful Christian. He knows how to hold his tongue and when to hold his
tongue. Thereisno brag, nor bluster, nor dander, nor tattling, nor vituperation in his mouth. But
when it isthe time and place to speak, he aways speaks for God, and Christ, and virtue, and
righteousness, in tones which can not well be misunderstood, and everybody listens with profit and
delight.

One thing more about Great Tom. When he was worn out by a century and a quarter of
faithful work, he was melted down, and recast into a new and better bell. So it will be with the
faithful Christian. When he has served his generation on earth, and has worn himself out in his
Master's cause, the Great Artisan who created the universe will melt him down in the crucible of
the grave, and recast him in the glory of the resurrection morning, and place him in heaven's highest
tower, with an innumerable multitude of other bells, to ring out the praises of redeeming love
through al eternity.

My brother, will you not make up your mind to be afaithful Christian from this night
forward -- always in your place, speaking for God at the right time, filling the sphere in which
Providence has placed you, with the sweet melody of a consistent religious life? Y ou may not be
able to accomplish any great thing; but you can be faithful; and, if you would dwell among the



redeemed in heaven, you must be faithful. The life which some Church members are living, if
persisted in, will land them in some other place than the city with jasper walls and golden streets.

Without a guide, and aiming at nothing in particular, | crossed the quad and entered the
college chapel -- agrand old church, the cathedral of the diocese of Oxford. A servicewasin
progress, and | sat and tried to worship with alittle company led by afine choir and an intoning
priest. After the service | roamed around the grand, solemn, six-hundred-year-old church,
examining the mortuary tablets and the tombs, and trying to realize where | was and what changes
had taken place since those stones were laid. One of the most beautiful objectsin Christ Church
Cathedral is the bishop's chair, of carved walnut wood, which cost five thousand dollars.

Leaving the cathedral, | passed through a massive gateway, out upon Christ Church
Meadow, the pride of Oxford and the delight of all tourists. It includes fifty acres of luxuriant
grass, surrounded by a shady walk amile and a quarter in extent. Skirting the meadow on the
western side, | reached the Thames-here called the Isis -- at the point where the students have their
floating club-houses, their boats, and their water-arenafor practice for the races, and paid an old
boatman a penny to ferry me over.

| returned, by the way of Folly Bridge, to the street which had led me from the station to the
college, and found lodging in a bumble inn bearing the sign " Temperance Hotel." The landlady
(the chief hotel managers and bartendersin England -- so far as| saw -- are ladies) asked me what
| would have for supper. | did not know. What could | have? She suggested mutton-chop, saying
that the mutton of Oxford was celebrated for its goodness al over England. So | took mutton-chop,
with other things, and found that what the old lady had said was worthy of belief, if the word
toughness were only substituted for goodness.

The next morning, as early as| supposed the college gates would be open, | set out to do up
Oxford. | went back to Christ Church College, passed under Great Tom, crossed the great
guadrangle, and ascended to the hall, or dining-room.

While we are going up the broad oak staircase, | will answer some questions which arein
your mind, at the risk of telling you many things which you aready know. How large aplaceis
Oxford? It isacity of. nearly fifty thousand inhabitants, without manufactures, living by trade with
the surrounding farming country, with members of the university, and with others whom the
university drawsto the place. The university isa collection of twenty-four colleges. It hasits
officers and governing boards, conducts examinations, and confers degrees, but gives no
instruction.

The colleges -- two of which, however, are called halls (a hall is a college without
incorporation or endowment) -- were founded all the way down from 1264 to 1887. The
government of each collegeis vested in a presiding officer -- called head, dean, master, or
otherwise -- and several persons called fellows. The undergraduate members of the college live
within college walls; pay for and furnish their own rooms; eat dinner together, at twenty-five cents
apiece, in the college refectory; have their other meals from the college kitchen in their rooms,
paying for what they order; wear gowns and mortar-board caps; attend chapel and lectures; take



and pay for private instruction from self-appointed tutors, called "coaches;" pass the university
examinations and get their degrees, if they can.

| could not discover that the colleges of Oxford are much else than boarding-houses or
dormitories. There are other students belonging to no college, who live in the city, and study for
university examinations and degrees. The membership of the colleges ranges from two hundred and
fifty students at Christ Church down to twenty-five at some of the less popular institutions. | was
told that the entire number of students during the past academic year was three thousand. Every
college has, and seemingly must have, these three things: a chapel, ahall, and alibrary.

While we have been talking, we have been walking, and now are at the door of the hall of
Christ Church College, which we will take as a sample of al the "halls,” only it isthe largest and
grandest of the twenty-four. It was built in 1529. It measures one hundred and fifteen feet by forty,
and isfifty feet high from floor to carved and decorated ceiling. The walls are adorned, and
well-nigh covered, with the portraits of distinguished graduates and patrons of the college. Among
the latter | noticed Henry V111 (full length, wearing the "garter" around his left knee), Queen
Elizabeth, and Cardinal Wolsey; among the former, John Locke, the present Prince of Wales, and
Gladstone. The portrait of King Henry was painted in 1520. Many pictures of graduates are nearly
as old. Here the students eat their dinners, sitting at long tables running lengthwise through the
room, while the fellows eat on a platform which crosses the hall at its upper end.

As| was leaving the place, | had the delightful surprise of meeting an old friend from the
State of New Y ork, with alarge party whom he was conducting through Great Britain and the
Continent. By invitation, | kept with them till | returned to London three days later.

During that Friday, | visited eleven colleges, and saw the outside of all the others. The
ones whose interiors | inspected were Merton (the oldest), Baliol, Exeter, Oriel, New (more than
five hundred years old), Lincoln, All Souls, Magdaen, Brasenose, Corpus Christi, and the one
already described. | aso passed through the Bodleian Library, with its four hundred thousand
volumes, and saw, externally, the University Museum, the Sheldonian Theater (where the degrees
are conferred), and an immense modern building where the university examinations are held.

Each of these colleges has some one or more thingsin its buildings, grounds, or history to
make it famous. Merton has apartments in which King Charles | and his wife once resided. Baliol,
founded by John Baliol, King of Scotland, to purchase exemption from public scourging at priestly
hands, standsfirst in literary distinction. Exeter isfamed for its beautiful chapel, like La Sainte
Chapellein Paris. Lincoln is dear to all Methodists, because John Wesley, a graduate of Christ
Church, was once numbered among its fellows. Magdalen is prominent for its massive and
beautiful tower, and for a delightful walk along the river Cherwell, in its garden, known as
Addison's walk. Brasenose is remembered for a huge brass human, or inhuman, nasal organ, which
projects from over its chief portal.

A cross in the pavement in front of Baliol College marks the spot where the Christian
martyrs, Latimer, Ridley, and Cranmer, were burned at the stake in 1555 and 1556. In St. Giles
Street, not far away, a beautiful triangular Gothic monument, seventy-five feet high, and costing
twenty-five thousand dollars, holding aloft the statues of the three men, commemorates the event.



Latimer and Ridley were burned in 1555. They were bishops of the Church of England, the
former of Worcester, the latter of London. When Bloody Mary, the daughter of Henry V111 and
Catharine of Aragon, came to the throne, she had these prelates arrested and sent to Oxford for
trial. Their crime was that they differed from the Queen in their religious opinions. The issue of the
trial was determined beforehand. Of course they were found guilty, and were condemned to be
roasted alive. They might have saved their lives by recanting their opinions. This they would not
do.

The evening before the execution, some of Ridley's friends were permitted to visit himin
his prison cell. One of them offered to sit up with him al night. But he refused, saying: "I mean to
go to bed, and, by God's will, to eep as quietly as ever | did in my life." The next morning, as he
was being led to the place of suffering, he saw his fellow-martyr Latimer approaching. Heran to
meet him, and, embracing him, exclaimed: " Be of good cheer, brother, for God will either assuage
the fury of the flames, or else give us strength to endure them!" Reaching the stake, they both kissed
it, and prayed earnestly. When they were bound to the stake, and the flames were devouring their

flesh, Latimer said: " Be be of good comfort, Master Ridley, and play the man. We shall this day
light such acandle, by God's grace, in England, as| trust shall never be put out." And so their
heroic souls went up to heaven.

Thomas Cranmer was "Archbishop of Canterbury, the highest dignitary in the English
Church. He was arrested at the same time as Latimer and Ridley, and for the same crime. But his
execution did not take place till five months after theirs. When threatened with death by fire, he
weakly yielded, and signed a recantation of the doctrines which he firmly believed. The night
following his recantation, he suffered the tortures of the stake ten times multiplied. In his prison
cell he writhed in the flames of aremorseful conscience, almost as bad as hell itself.

The next day he was led into the church of St. Mary Magdalene, which was filled with
people who had come to hear his public recantation. But, to their amazement, he recanted his
recantation, and firmly protested his alegiance to Jesus Christ as the only head of the Church.
Immediately the enemies of the truth dragged him to the stake, filling his ears, on the way, with
insults, jeers, and imprecations. On the very spot where Latimer and Ridley had died, they chained
him to the stake, and piled the dry fagots up to hiswaist. But he felt no fear. The mighty power of
God filled his soul. When the flames were dancing and hissing around him, he stretched out his
right hand, which had signed the recantation, and, without flinching, held it in the hottest fire till it
was burned to a cinder and fell from his arm, repeatedly saying as he did so: "This hand hath
offended -- this unworthy right hand." Thus he died, sustained by the omnipotent power of the Holy
Ghost.

Wheat, think you, were my feelings as | stood on the very spot where those hideous acts of
cruelty were perpetrated, and as | looked up at the statues of those heroic men of God? | felt like
praying that the spirit of Latimer and Ridley and Cranmer might come on me, and on my dear
people in America, and on the entire American Church. Brethren, if we had that spirit, there would
be no complaining among us of heavy Church burdens, and hard work for Christ, and too much
money to be raised for the support of the gospel. If we had that spirit, revival flames would sweep
through our congregation and through our village.



Before we leave Oxford | want to remind you that it is the birthplace of Methodism.
Methodism, as alife, asaprinciple, asadoctrine, is asold as Christianity. As an organism, it
came into being in the city of Oxford in the year 1728. At that time John Wedey, who was a
fellow, or professor, in Lincoln College, and a priest of the Church of England; his brother
Charles, astudent in Christ Church College; George Whitefield, a student in Pembroke College,
and about twenty others, students and teachers, formed themselvesinto a society to read the Bible
in the original languages, and to aid each other in mutual spiritual improvement. They received the
Lord's Supper weekly, and fasted twice a week; they spent much timein prayer and
self-examination; they scrupulously attended public worship and all the ordinances of the Church;
they visited the inmates of prisons and almshouses; they labored for the salvation of their
fellow-students; they stroveto live holy lives, and to do all the good they could. Their fellowsin
the university ridiculed their piety, and called them " Bible Bigots,” the" Godly Club," and the "
Holy Club." Because of the methodical way in which they did everything, they were also
nicknamed " Methodists.”

That was the humble origin of an organization which has been so blessed of God that it has
grown and expanded till now there are nearly six million Methodists in the world, and the
Methodist spirit and fire have largely permeated al the other Churches. The Methodists are
sometimes charged with being an ignorant people. That is adander. The Methodist Church was
born in the University of Oxford, and it has always been the friend and patroness of the broadest
literary culture. If you ask what Methodism is, | answer, it is cultured intellect set on fire from
heaven. The tourist company, of which for the time | was one, arrived at Stratford-on-Avon at
about noon, Saturday, August 16th. On the way from the station to the hotel we passed, after a brief
pause before it, the exquisite fountain and clock-spire erected at the junction of severa streets by
George W. Childs, of Philadelphia, as a tribute from Americato the memory of the Bard of Avon.

Our hotel was the Shakespeare House, a quaint building, part old, part new; the oldest
portion, including the dining-room, being a well-preserved relic of the fourteenth century. The
guest-rooms are named from the titles of Shakespeare's plays. I, with two other masculine
members of the party, was assigned to a spacious and very comfortable apartment, bearing over its
door the words, "Two Gentlemen of Verona." It a once became a very momentous question with
al, which of usthree were gentlemen, and who was the esquire, valet, or what else? That question
has not been answered, and probably never will be.

After agood lunch -- dinner rarely comesin Europe till the close of the day -- we started
out to see the wonders. Of course, the first place was the " Shakespeare House." Thisis the place
where the poet's parents lived, where his father carried on the wool business, and where he was
born. The building -- an elegant one, probably, for the time in which it was erected -- existsin
substantially its original condition. A few timbers and stones have been put in here and there to
preserve the structure, and much of the plastering has been renewed. It is national property, and is
preserved and guarded with the utmost care. To prevent destruction by combustion, no fire or light
isever permitted within itswalls.

A sixpence purchased us admission to all the rooms. With something very nearly
approaching awe, we stood uncovered in the chamber where, April 23, 1564, the world's greatest



literary geniusfirst saw the light. We were assured that, excepting the window sash and glass, and
iron straps fastened to the ceiling to keep the plastering from falling off, the room was in the same
condition as three hundred and twenty-six years ago. The panes of glass in the windows are
scratched all over with autographs by the diamond rings of visitors, among which that of Sir
Walter Scott is conspicuous.

One of the rooms is a museum, filled with Shakespearean relics, too numerous even to be
named. We gazed long and closely at a portrait said to have been painted directly from the bard.
We saw the jug from which he used to drink water, or something stronger. We were permitted to
sit half asecond in achair which he used to occupy as president of aliterary and social club. With
all gravity and simplicity the guide showed us an old tobacco-pipe, which he said Shakespeare
would have used had he been a smoker. On the wall, in aframe under a glass, we saw a sheet of
letter-paper on which Washington Irving had written, in the birth-room, these lines:

"Of mighty Shakespeare's birth, the room we seg;
That where he died, in vain to find we try.
Usdess the search; for all Immortal he;

And those who are Immortal never die.

W. 1., Second Visit, October, 1821."

Aswe |leave the "Shakespeare House," perhaps you would like to take alook at its
exterior. It isbuilt of brick. Y ou can not see the bricks, however, asthe walls are plastered all
over and paneled with wood, painted black. It has three dormer-windows, three doors, and a
projecting porch on the side toward the street. Adjoining the house is a garden, in which are
carefully cultivated the flowers mentioned in Shakespeare's plays.

Y ou see that the world's greatest literary giant was not born in a palace. When the great
All-Father comesinto the world, bringing a soul of transcendent genius which is destined to shine
for ages as a star of the first magnitude, he usualy putsit into the arms of a poor woman in a
humble dwelling. His own Son, equal to himself, when made in the likeness of sinful flesh, first
appeared to human eyes in a manger-cradle, in a stable among the cattle and sheep, in the village
of Bethlehem.

This ought to teach us not to despise the poor. The Holy Book says: "Hath not God chosen
the poor of thisworld, rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom which he hath promised to them that
love him?' The men and women who are to hold the places of power and mold society,
twenty-five years hence, are now children in poor families. Y ou see, then, how suicidal, aswell as
unchristian and wicked, it is for a Church to despise and neglect the poor. The Church which does
the most for the poor today will hold the most commanding place in the community tomorrow.

From the " Shakespeare House" we struck across several streets and out into the country,
where, after following the narrow path which "Will" used to take when he went courting, we came
a the end of amile to Shottery, and to the Anne Hathaway cottage. The house stands embowered in
green, thatched with straw, presenting avery old-time appearance. It is occupied by an old lady --
who holds alife lease-and her son and family, and a younger lady who acts as guide to visitors.
The old lady, seventy-seven years old, has lived here seventy years, during which period she has



but once been on arailway train, and then only for avery short journey. Sheisa
great-granddaughter of a niece of Shakespeare's wife. She showed us an old Bible, handed down
through her father, printed in 1776.

We saw, by the chimney-side, the "courting bench," so-called, the very same on which Will
and Anne used to sit more than three hundred years ago. We sat upon it by turns; asalso in achair
in the huge old-fashioned fireplace, where we could look up through the sooty flue and see the blue
sky. Since the young lovers ended their courting, hundreds of thousands of visitors, like ourselves,
have sat on that rude, unpainted settee. The number amounts to more than twenty thousand every
year.

Up-stairs, in Anne's room, we saw a curiously carved bedstead, four hundred years old,
which Anne used before and after she became Mrs. Shakespeare; and the very same sheets and
pillow-cases, we were assured, on which she slept.

We looked out through the window where Anne used to hang out the signal for her Will,
when the coast was clear.

Y ou must know that Anne's parents considered themselves the socia superiors of the
Shakespeares, and were determined that their daughter should not marry nor keep company with
such alow-born fellow as the son of awool-comber. So Will was forbidden to step foot on Squire
Hathaway's premises. But he was lying around in the hedge nearly al the time, day and night; and
whenever the old folks were gone, Anne would hang out the signal, and he would enter and enjoy
the delights of paradise. | doubt not that the young people found their courting all the sweeter
because of the difficulties which they had to overcome to enjoy it. How absurd it seems now that a
man should object to becoming the father-in-law of William Shakespeare!

Do you suppose that young man found the distance long which divided his home from the
cottage at Shottery? Do you suppose that the rain and mud, or cold and frost, ever hindered him
from keeping his engagements with Anne? Do you imagine that he found the hours long which he
spent lying under the hedge, watching his sweetheart's window? " No, No, NO!" everybody
exclaims. Why? One word answers that question -- love. Love makes all distances short, all
hardships easy, al burdens light.

Hear that, Christian! If you loved your Savior as you ought, and as you profess, long
distances and bad weather would not keep you from his sanctuary on his holy day; you would not
complain of heavy burdens borne in the support of his Church; your constant question would be:
"What more can | do for Him who has done so much for me?"

Returning to Stratford, we went to " New Place," where the poet spent his last days, and
where he died, April 23, 1616. The house has disappeared, having been demolished in 1759 by its
owner -- achurlish clergyman-to rid himself of paying taxes on so old and poor a building. He had
previously cut down " Shakespeare's mulberry-tree," to save himself annoyance from the multitude
of pilgrims who came to pluck its leaves. The name of that man -- Gastrell -- has become a
byword and an execration. But the tree has shot up again; and the foundations of the house remain,
covered with wire gauze.



We ate fruit from the tree, drank from the poet's well, and stood opposite where a
bay-window had been, just within which the bard wrote hislast play, "As You Like It," and died.

Sunday morning, August 17th, dawned clear and bright. A more delightful placeto spend a
beautiful Sabbath | never saw. We attended service at the Church of the Holy Trinity, where
Shakespeare is buried. The sacred edifice is beautifully situated in a beautiful cemetery, on the
banks of the lovely Avon, approached through the most charming avenue, four or five hundred feet
long, overarched by a double row of ancient linden-trees. Unable to gain admission at that time to
asight of Shakespeare's grave, we returned at four o'clock. Then the great object of our visit to
Stratford-on-Avon was realized, when, standing reverently at the spot in the choir whereitis
certain Shakespeare was buried, we read, on adlab in the floor, this strange inscription:

"Good friend for Jesus sake forbeare

To digg the dust encloased heere.

Blest be the man that spares these stones,
And curst be he that moves my bones.”

That epitaph, written by the man himself, proves that mighty Shakespeare believed in the
immortality of the soul and the resurrection of the body; for surely no sound-minded man would
care a copper what might become of hisbody, if he realy believed that death ends all.
Shakespeare believed the old Bible doctrine as it is taught in the Old Testament and the New, that
there shall be aresurrection of the dead both of the just and the unjust. Job said: "I know that my
Redeemer liveth, and that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth; and though after my skin
worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall | see God; whom | shall see for myself, and mine
eyes shall behold, and not another.” And Jesus said: "The hour is coming, in the which all that are
in the graves shall hear my voice, and shall come forth; they that have done good unto the
resurrection of life, and they that have done evil unto the resurrection of damnation.”

Thetimeisnot very far distant when the awful blast of the resurrection trumpet shall
reverberate through the solemn arches of Westminster Abbey, and Avon's ancient church, and
every burial vault, and every cemetery, and every battlefield, and every ocean cavern; and every
human being who has ever lived, will stand, in the same body that died, before the great white
throne. Some will stand on the right, and some on the left. "Then shall the King say unto them on
his right hand, Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the
foundation of the world. Then shall he say aso unto them on the left hand, Depart from me, ye
cursed, into everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his angels. And these shall go away into
everlasting punishment; but the righteous into life eternal.”

* * * * * * *
14 -- WARWICK AND KENILWORTH

"In the forests he built castles." -- 2 Chronicles 27:4



It was Jotham, king of Judah, who built castlesin the forests. The same statement might be
made concerning many of the early kings of England. " In the forests they built castles.”

In the days of the Romans, of the Saxons, of the Danes, and of the Normans, England was a
vast area of forest and marsh, with here and there an infant city surrounded by a patch of cultivated
ground. Through the forests roamed savage beasts, and bands of marauding men still more savage.
As places of protection and as rallying points against these enemies, the kings and nobles and great
men built castles in the forests. They could once be counted by hundreds, scattered all over the
kingdom. The great mgjority of these buildings have entirely disappeared, so that not even their
sites are known. A few remain. Of these, most are in ruins. Here and there one, by frequent repairs
and improvements, has been preserved in more than its original symmetry and beauty.

England is still aland of magnificent forests, preserved from ancient times, to beautify the
landscapes and to shelter game for the amusement of royalty and aristocracy in the noble sport of
hunting. Y ou remember Windsor Forest, fifty-six milesin circumference. Most of the castles of
England, like that at Windsor, are surrounded by wide stretches of land from which the trees have
never been cut, thusillustrating the text: "In the forests he built castles.”

From boyhood | had longed to see a castle. Asthere are two famous castles in the vicinity
of Stratford, | resolved that | would not return to London till 1 had seen them. Monday morning,
August 15th, in the tourist company of my Syracuse friend, | started for Warwick and Kenilworth
castles, eight and thirteen miles distant.

We rode, under a bright sky, in two carriages, through a beautiful section of country, and
along a perfect road. O those English roads! Y ou can hardly imagine what they are. | wish you
could see one of them. It would make you ashamed of the so-called roads of your native land, and
amost of your native land itself. Why, the poorest back-country road in Great Britain is almost, if
not quite, as good as our best asphalt pavement -- without a stone, or arut, or an uneven place, or a
pool of water, or a spoonful of mud -- smooth, solid, hard. Y our carriage glides along with hardly
avibration, or a sound, and, seemingly, with no effort on the part of your plump and glossy steeds.

In this country, when you take aride, it is one continuous jar, and jolt, and quiver, and
guake, and plunge, and lunge, and rattle, and roar; while your garments are coated with dust or
gpattered with mud, the breathless horses are covered with foam and sweat. Usually the chief
pleasure of adrive in the country, in America, is the getting to the end of your journey. How long
will our intelligent farmers endure to drag their produce to market over our wretched apol ogies for
roads, when a dlight increase of taxation would secure scientific road-building, and enable them to
haul double loads with half the cost of time and wear and tear?

We often speak of the Christian life asaroad -- aroad to heaven. The Bible does also. It
saysin one place: "A highway shall be there, and away, and it shall be called The way of
holiness; the unclean shall not pass over it; but it shall be for those: the wayfaring men, though
fools, shall not err therein." The process of building this road is described in another placein
these words. "Prepare ye the way of the people; cast up, cast up the highway; gather out the
stones." These comparisons and simileslose nearly all their meaning to those who have never seen



anything better than the ordinary American highway; but, to one who has traveled in the rural parts
of England, they are very full of force and beauty.

Many persons think that the Christian life isterribly hard and difficult and painful. They
think that it is like an American highway, full of ruts and stones and mud. They are grievoudy
mistaken. The true Christian lifeis like an English road. If you will once get into it, and walk in the
middle, as far from sin and the world as you can, you will find that the author of the Book of
Proverbstold the truth when he said of purereligion: " Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all
her paths are peace.”

On theway from Stratford to Warwick, about four miles from the former place, we passed,
on the left, alarge and elegant estate, called Charlecote. Back from the road, peeping through the
trees, we could see the mansion, built more than three hundred years ago. Farther along, bordered
by the highway, we saw an immense meadow, or park, dotted over with groves and clusters of
majestic oaks, among which were droves of red deer, numbering many hundreds, feeding as quietly
and fearlesdly as though they had been cows or sheep. It was a beautiful sight.

This Charlecote estate is forever linked with the name of Shakespeare. In those old days
the place belonged to Sir Thomas Lucy, a knight and justice Of the peace. William Shakespeare
was arrested for killing deer in Sir Thomas's forest. The accuser was a so the judge, and imposed
on the offender a heavy fine. The young poacher paid the fine, and then, to get even with his
prosecutor, wrote a stinging lampoon in rhyme, and nailed it to Sir Thomas's gate-post. For thisthe
enraged knight made Stratford too hot to hold the saucy poet, who was obliged to flee to London.
But he had his revenge by holding Sir Thomas Lucy up to everlasting ridicule and contempt, under
the name of Justice Shallow, in the play which bears the title of the "Merry Wives of Windsor."
The descendants of Justice Shallow still reside at Charlecote.

The crime which young Shakespeare committed is still common in England. It grows out of
the wretched and cruel 1and-system which has always been in vogue in that poor, rich country. |
call England a poor, rich country because, with immense aggregate wealth in the hands of afew
lords and aristocrats, the masses of the people are miserably poor. The soil, of which every man
ought to have a portion, is held by afew selfish lords-of-the-land; and immense areas, which ought
to give bread to the toiling millions, are kept as forests, stocked with game for the amusement of
kings, and queens, and princes, and dukes, and earls, and counts, and knights, and so-called
gentlemen and ladies of the realm. To preserve their game from capture by the starving people, the
ruling class have been obliged to enact and enforce the most barbarous laws.

Poaching used to be a capital crime. A caseison record like this: A poor man, who could
not find employment, going home to his starving family along aforest road, saw arabbit bounding
across his path. He caught up a stone and killed the animal. For that he was put to death by hanging.
Today if aman kills arabbit in England after dark, the penalty, for the first offense, is
imprisonment at hard labor for three months; for the second, six months; and for the third, seven
years. If hekillsadeer, of course the punishment is correspondingly more severe. If the nourishing
bosom of old Mother Earth could be divided up among her children, as it ought, England would
become, what she has long been falsdly called, "Merry England.”



The best land-system ever invented is that which God gave to the Israglites, through Moses,
more than three thousand years ago. When Canaan was divided among the sons of Jacob, every
man received an equal share of the soil. What God gave him he could never sell. He might pawn it
for amoney consideration, but it came back free in the next jubilee year. These thoughts came to
me, as we rode past the mansion and deer-parks of beautiful Charlecote.

Erelong we were at Warwick. It isafine old borough of twelve thousand inhabitants, the
capital of the county of Warwick, situated on the River Avon. We drove directly to the Church of
St. Mary, where we saw, besides many other interesting sights, the tomb of Robert Dudley, Earl of
L eicester, who figures so prominently in Scott's novel called "Kenilworth." On the earl's
sarcophagus lies his sculptured form in white marble. They say that the face very closely
resembl es the face of the real, living man. | carefully eyed the marble, and thought of the man who
disowned his beautiful and faithful wife, Amy Robsart, in the vain hope of becoming the husband
of Queen Elizabeth and virtua King of England. His love of power brought anguish and death to
Amy, and shame and misery to himself. We did not spend much time in the church. We had come to
Warwick to seeits famous old castle, which the son-in-law of King Alfred the Great built in the
forest, nearly athousand years ago. It isin a perfect state of preservation, and is the home of
George Guy Greville, Earl of Warwick. It is regarded as the most magnificent of the ancient feudal
mansions of the English nobility still used as aresidence.

The castle and its grounds are beautiful beyond description. | wish | could put into words
the picture which now rises before my mental vision. Up from the right or western bank of the
Avon rises an enormous rock. Its sides are precipitous or overhanging. Itstop isanearly level
area of perhaps twenty-five acres. Surrounding this area, and running around the edge of the rock,
isthe castl€'s outer wall -- thick, high, old, gray, gracefully irregular, hung with creeping ivy,
crowned with battlements, and pierced with embrasures. Of the space thus inclosed, apart is
occupied by the inner walls and towers and various buildings of the castle, while other portions
are devoted to lawns, and shaded walks, and gardens of exquisite delight, and little groves of
venerable trees, and a variety of structures deemed essential to the comfort of an English lord. The
whole is a paradise of beauty, cut off from the noise and smut and hurry and worry of the toiling,
groaning world, where you would almost be willing to spend your lifein pleasure and rest.

We approached the castle through an embattled gateway called the Porter's Lodge.
immediately we found ourselves in a broad, ascending road, three hundred feet long, deeply cut
through the solid rock, lined with clinging moss and creeping ivy, and overarched with the dense
foliage of a double row of noble trees springing from the top of the ledge. At the end of the road
we stood on an arch of stone, spanning the unused moat, where once a drawbridge rose to shut out
enemies, and fell to let in friends. To the right and |eft stretched a stupendous line of fortifications,
firmly rooted to its rocky foundations, and bidding defiance to the al-subduing power of time. On
the left was the venerable Caesar's Tower, said to. be as old as the Norman conquest. Although it
has braved the ravages of time and the depredations of man for more than eight hundred years, it
still stands as firm as the everlasting rock, from which it lifts its hoary head one hundred and
forty-seven feet toward the sky. Away at the right is Guy's Tower, with walls of solid masonry ten
feet thick, one hundred and twenty-eight feet in height.



Directly in our front was an enormous arched gateway, flanked with towers, and succeeded
by a second gateway, with towers and battlements rising far above the first. These were formerly
defended by two portcullises -- huge gates of timber and iron, diding up and down in grooves cut
in the stone.

Passing the double gateway, where ten brave men could withstand ten thousand of their
equals, we find ourselves in the inner court. The spacious areais covered with a carpet of the
richest green. On the left stands the grand, irregular, castellated mansion of the feudal barons of
Warwick. In front is the mount, or keep, clothed from base to summit with trees and shrubs. On the
right appears the Bear Tower and another unfinished tower. The whole range of towers and
buildingsisjoined by ramparts and embattled wails of amazing thickness, mantled with that
luxuriant ivy which no country but England can grow in its perfection. Open flights of steps, and
broad walks on the top of the walls form a means of communication throughout the whole fortress.

The sceneis so grand and so perfectly fascinating that the imagination could suggest no
possible improvement. We were conducted through the public rooms of the castle, entering first a
broad hall, through a massive door, where is displayed the ancient emblem of the Earls of
Warwick -- ablack bear standing erect, grasping aragged staff.

The rooms which we visited are elegant in their construction, magnificent in their
furnishings, and rich in their relics and works of art. | will mention afew of the rooms, and onein
five hundred of the objects of interest. In the Great Hall they showed us the sword, shield, helmet,
breastplate, walking-stick, and tilting-pole of Guy, Earl of Warwick, who flourished a thousand
years ago, if he ever lived at al. The sword is a huge affair which an ordinary man could hardly
lift. The other articles named correspond in size with the sword. We also saw Guy's
"porridge-pot,” about as large as the largest wash-tub of a modern housewife. Standing in the
Great Hall, and looking west, we could see at a glance a grand suite of staterooms extending in a
straight line three hundred and thirty-three feet. Far away at the other end, we seemed to see aman
on horseback riding down upon us. Going forward to meet him, we found that it was an equestrian
portrait of King Charles|, by the greatest of all portrait-painters -- Vandyke. The illusion was
perfect. It did not look like a picture. From every position, near and remote, it looked like a real
man, on areal horse. Vandyke has about twenty picturesin Warwick Castle.

In the Red Drawing-room are many paintings by such artists as Vandyke, Rubens, and
Raphael, and much exquisite furniture. The Cedar Drawing-room is filled with mirrors and vases
and paintings and statues. Chief among the last, | noticed with pleasure and pride an exquisite bust
of Proserpine, by Hiram Powers, the great American scul ptor who carved the famous Greek Slave.

The Great Dining-room is a magnificent apartment, where any monarch might be proud to
banquet. Its wall and ceiling flash with gold. Among the many works of art which it contains are
two tawny lions, created by the brush of the immortal Rubens, which seem about to spring upon
you from the canvas, where they have been crouching for more than two centuries. What a
wonderful artist he was who gave such life to these painted brutes, transforming coarse cloth and
earthy pigmentsinto bristling hair, and vibrating tails, and throbbing chests, and fire-flashing eyes!
Rubens was a most busy and prolific worker, aswell as amost transcendent genius. When he died,
he left behind him eighteen hundred pictures-most of them very large -- embracing amost every



conceivable subject. The boudoir isalovely little room, forming the western extremity of the suite
of rooms. The prospects from the windows are extremely fine, and the walls are studded with rare
paintings. There were two which made a very deep impression upon my mind. They were portraits
by Holbein. One was a beautiful, innocent boy, who looked the very personification of gentleness,
purity, and love. It would do your soul good to look at such aface. It would awaken all the good
influences which might be slumbering in your heart. The other picture was a coarse, corpulent,
brutal, cruel man. In hisface you could see alittle of the man, with much of the hog, the hyena, and
thetiger. It was amost repulsive face, from which you would quickly turn away in horror and
disgust. What was my amazement when | learned that the two were one! They were both portraits
of King Henry VII1. They were Henry Tudor as aboy and as aman. What a contrast! What a
transformation! What was it that changed the beautiful boy into the beastly man; the gentle prince
into the crud tyrant; the angel into the devil ? It is the unanimous verdict of the most reliable
historians that Henry was a most amiable and promising boy, and a most unprincipled and
infamous man. What was it that wrought such a marvelous change? | think you can al answer that
guestion. It was sin. Sin changed the bright, pure, angelic child into the ugly, wicked, devilish man.
Sin will work asimilar change in your character, if you give yourself up toits cruel domination. It
will blast and blacken and destroy your immortal soul. It will obliterate the image of God, and
through all eternity transform you more and more into the likeness of the prince of devils. The
supreme need of every human soul is deliverance from the guilt and power and pollution of sin.

Denied admission to the private rooms of the Earl and Countess of Warwick, we roamed
through the extensive lawns and gardens, which are bounded by the outer castle walls. In the
conservatory we saw the largest vase in the world. A man was thereto tell us all about it in the
broadest English brogue. He called vase, "Vaws." He had it over and over again, "Vaws," "vaws,"
"vaws." Thisvaseis one of the greatest wonders of the kind in the world. It was found at the
bottom of alake at Hadrian's Villa, near Tivoli, in Italy, by Sir William Hamilton, then
ambassador at the Court of Naples, and by him presented to the Earl of Warwick, who placed it in
its present position. It iscircular in shape, and is capable of holding four barrels. It has two large
handles, formed of interwoven vine-branches, from which the tendrils, leaves, and clustering
grapes spread around the vessel's brim. The middle of the swelling body is enfolded in the skin of
a panther, with the head and claws perfectly finished. Above these are the heads of satyrs, bound
with garlands of ivy. The whole rests upon vine-leaves, which climb high up its sides. All that |
have described is carved as delicately as any vase on alady's drawing-room table. And the
greatest wonder is, that the whole is cut out of one piece of snow-white marble. It isavessd of
honor, gazed at in admiration by tens of thousands of visitors every year. It reminds me of St.
Paul's words to Timothy: "In agreat house" -- that is, in acastle like that at Warwick -- "there are
not only vesseals of gold and of silver, but also of wood and of earth; and some to honor, and some
to dishonor. If aman therefore purge himself from these”" -- that is, from the sins which the apostle
has been enumerating -- " he shall be avessel unto honor, sanctified, and meet for the master's use,
and prepared unto every good work." It ought to be the ambition of every Christian to be such a
vessel in God's Castle, the Church -- | mean, in spiritual dimensions, and beauty, and perfection --
as the Hamilton Vase isin the castle of the Earl of Warwick. My brother, why should you be
willing to remain alittle, shallow basin, as you were at your conversion, when, by the grace of
God, and by watching and prayer and earnest work, you might grow up into the largeness and
beauty and usefulness of avessel of honor, "meet for the Master's use, and prepared unto every
good work?"



We descended into the deep, dark, dismal dungeons of the castle, under Caesar's Tower,
and thought of the wretched victims of tyranny who had there dragged out their lives, hidden from
friends and the light of day. Many rude drawings traced on the walls sent a pang through my heart,
as | imagined the poor wretches thus trying to amuse themselves, and to while away the long days
and years of an ailmost hopeless captivity. | thanked God that the world has grown better, and is
growing better, under the purifying influences of Christ's religion of gentleness and love.

Then | thought of another dungeon, deeper and blacker and viler than the dungeon of
Warwick Castle. Init is confined every drunkard, and every gambler, and every profane swearer,
and every libertine, and every impenitent sinner. The name of that prison is Sin. Thejailer is
Satan. The chains with which he binds his captives are evil habits. Their condition iswretched in
the extreme; but as long as life lasts they are prisoners of hope. Jesus Christ has ransomed them --
every one. He died to make them free. If they will assert their right to be free, and cry to him for
deliverance, he will come and set them free. As his messenger, | come to the prison today, and,
putting my mouth close to the only loophole through which any light or sound can penetrate, | shout
down to them:

"Yedavesof sinand hell,

Your liberty receive,

And safe in Jesus dwell,

And blest in Jesuslive:

The year of Jubileeis come!

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home."

From Warwick we drove to Kenilworth. On the way we passed Blacklow Hill, on whose
summit, through the trees, we saw a white monument, marking the spot where Piers Gaveston, Earl
of Cornwall, the unprincipled favorite of Edward 11, was beheaded, five hundred and eighty years
ago, by the Earl of Warwick, who hated Gaveston for having fixed on him the epithet of "The
Black Hound of Arden." Lust, and avarice, and selfish ambition, and revenge, were the motives
which impelled amost everybody in those old bloody times. That we are less wicked than our
forefathers is because the principles of the gospel of Christ have awider and deeper influence
now than they had then.

From Warwick to Kenilworth the distance is five miles. We dined in the village at "The
King's Arms Hotel," where we saw, unchanged, the room in which Scott planned and partly wrote
his"Kenilworth." Then we drove about amile to the castle. Althoughiitisinruins, itis
surpassingly beautiful. It isfull of interest to the student of history. Founded among the forests,
nearly athousand years ago, and restored and improved times almost without number, it has
witnessed princely and royal pageants, rung with the songs and shouts of bridals and banquets,
smothered the shrieks and groans of illustrious prisoners, resounded with the tramp of embattled
warriors, and hurled defiance and death at besieging armies.

Kenilworth's most lasting fame comes from the story of Lord Leicester and Amy Robsart.
L eicester, whose real name was Robert Dudley, was the favorite of Queen Elizabeth. She gave
him Kenilworth Castle, and made him Earl of Leicester; and gave the world and him reason to



believe that she intended to ask him to share her throne. Meanwhile, he had decoyed from her
home and married Amy Robsart, the beautiful daughter of a country squire, whom he kept in
concealment in Cumnor Castle, near Oxford. Love prompted him to acknowledge her as his wife;
ambition and his servant Varney prompted him to hide or kill her, that he might be free to marry the
queen.

Leicester entertained Elizabeth and her court at Kenilworth many days with more than
royal splendor. Amy went to the castle in disguise during the festivities. In the garden, one
morning, she met the Queen, and implored her protection againgt Varney, who, to screen his
master, claimed to be her husband, Amy denied this relationship, but dared not tell the whole truth,
lest she should displease and endanger her lord. The Queen was enraged at Leicester, who, by his
silence, had assented to Varney'slie, and threatened to cut off his head; but was appeased with the
story that Amy was insane.

Varney, without Leicester's knowledge, hurried Amy back to Cumnor Castle, and confined
her in a chamber at the summit of atower. Between the chamber door and the top of the stairs was
a section of flooring hung on hinges over a chasm which went down, perhaps a hundred fet, to the
castle's vaults. Varney left the door unlocked, telling Amy that her husband, Lord Leicester, would
soon come to see her. Leicester had a peculiar whistle with which he was accustomed to signal his
approach. Dropping the drawbridge and hiding near, Varney whistled like Leicester. With a cry of
joy, the loving woman threw open the door and bounded out, to cast herself into her husband's
arms. It was not aloving husband, but grim death whose embrace she felt. There was a rushing
sound, a heavy fall, afaint scream, and all was over.

| had seen Amy's grave in the Church of St. Mary, at Oxford. Now | was at the gate of the
ruined castle, over which, in its splendor, she ought to have presided asits lawful mistress. Above
the gate | read theinitials"R. D." -- Robert Dudley. Within, covering an area of seven acres, | saw
the most beautiful desolation. There were long lines of crumbling walls, half-demolished towers,
scattered columns, and huge masses of shapeless stones. And then Nature, as if ashamed of the
nakedness of ruined art, had hung every turret and buttress and wall with a luxuriant growth of the
most beautiful ivy.

Against one wide expanse of masonry | saw a mantle of green, which must have been
seventy-five feet high and fifty feet broad, growing from a stem as large around as the body of a
man.

On the right we saw Caesar's Tower -- a perfect example of ruined grandeur. Further on
was the kitchen, now represented only by two or three arches and parts of foundations. Still
beyond, we climbed what remains of Mervyn's Tower. We stood in the chamber where poor Amy
Robsart was concealed during the festivities, and, looking through a narrow window, down upon
the ground where Leicester had his Garden of Eden, saw the place where she threw herself upon
her knees, imploring the protection of the Queen.

Adjoining Mervyn's Tower on the south, we saw the great banqueting-hall where L eicester
feasted Elizabeth and her court so many days. It must have been anoble room. The floor is gone,
although arow of huge pillars on which it rested remains. The lofty windows are there, filled with



tracery, the paneled spaces between, and the richly ornamented fireplaces on both sides. Where
are the hundreds and thousands who used to roam over these grounds, and feast in this
banqueting-hall, and lodge in these ruined chambers -- kings, queens, lords, ladies, knights, and
men at arms? Gone, gone, forever gone! Gone to answer at the judgment-bar of God for the deeds
done here in the body. We are part of an endless procession, following them into the dim realm of
shades. Let uslive as those who realize that we must answer before the Eternal Judge for every act
and word and thought. Thoughts too big for utterance filled my soul as| left Kenilworth that
evening, and rode back to London behind the iron horse.

Speaking of the castles of old England, | am reminded that God has a castle. It islarger,
and grander, and stronger, and more beautiful than any that man can build. In the forests, kings and
barons, long since dead, built the castles of England. The ever-living God built his castlein the
midst of the forest of sin. You call thisworld beautiful, and physicaly it is. But in amora and
spiritual sense it is overgrown with adense forest of the upas-trees of sin. There are many large
and small clearings of cultivated fields; but the forests are much larger than the vineyards and
gardens. Through the forest swarm vast numbers of ravenous beasts, among which is one of
gigantic size and marvelous cunning and power, named the Devil, that "as a roaring lion walketh
about, seeking whom he may devour.”

In thisforest of sin we were all born, and here we must perish, had not a God of infinite
love and power provided us a place of refuge and defense. On the rock of eternal truth he has
builded a castle, into which we are invited and entreated to flee. Its walls are righteousness. Its
towers are salvation. Its encircling moat isthe River of Life. Itsonly gate is Christ. Its drawbridge
is repentance. Its portcullisis faith. The banner which floats above its highest turret is emblazoned
with the blood-red cross of universal redemption. Within itswalls, which all earth and hell can not
batter down, or scale, or pierce, or undermine, or shake, every soul may find salvation from the
guilt, and power, and pollution, and consequences of sin; from the dread of death; from every
tormenting fear; from every gnawing care; from every form and shape of real, essentia evil.
Abiding there, you will be as safe as though you were actually within the jasper walls of heaven
itself.

| am sent out to invite you to come into the castle of God tonight. Leave all behind.
Abandon the dark forest of sin. Throw down the burdens of self and the world which you are trying
to carry. Plant your feet firmly on the drawbridge of evangelical repentance. Pass under the
portcullis of faith. Enter the gate -- Christ; and be at rest. Behind you are the wild beasts and
robbers of lust and temptation. Y ou have not amoment to lose. Hell is barking at your heels. Fly
for your lifel Fly! fly! fly!

* * * * * * *
15 -- EDINBURGH AND SCOTLAND
"A city that is set on ahill can not be hid." -- Matthew 5:14

That this statement applies to Edinburgh, the capital of Scotland, you must believe on my
testimony, till | can get you there and let you see for yourself.



| returned to London, from Kenilworth, Monday evening, August 18th. The next day the
tourist company, which had left me at Rome twenty-five days before, arrived from Holland. The
sight-seeing of the succeeding five days | have already given in my second discourse upon London.

Sunday morning, August 24th, my ministeria traveling companion and myself went to City
Road Chapel, the mother of al the Methodist churches of the world. There were Methodist
churches before this; but it took the place of the first one ever erected. It was the acknowledged
center of the work which John Wedley carried on, and it is the oldest existing Methodist house of
worship. It was erected in 1778, under the direct supervision of Mr. Wesley himself. It isalarge,
plain, stone building, without spire or tower, with galleries on two sides and one end. Back of the
pulpit is acurved recess, divided into an upper and lower section. In the upper section are three
pictured windows of stained glass. In the one at the left hand is Paul preaching before Agrippa.
Y ou remember the story. Paul preached with such earnestness and divine power that the king cried
out: "Almost thou persuadest me to be a Christian!" Paul's reply was. " | would to God that not
only thou, but aso all that hear me this day, were both amost and altogether such as1 am, except
these bonds." On the right-hand window is Elijah going up to heaven in a chariot of fire, while his
mantleisfalling upon Elishain the person of our Bishop Simpson. This window was erected by
the contributions of many American Methodists. In the center is John Wedey preaching to
representatives of al the nations of the world. On the right of the recess are memorial tablets --
Charles Wedey, the poet of Methodism; Adam Clarke, its greatest commentator; and Thomas
Coke, the first American bishop. At the left are similar tablets -- John Wedley, at the top; John
Fletcher, in the middle; and Joseph Benson, at the bottom. The walls nearly all around the room
are lined with memorial tablets. The service was conducted by an old supply minister, who read
the Church of England service very fedlingly, and preached a good spiritual sermon.

After service we introduced ourselves to the preacher, and were led into the vestry, where
we were invited to sit by turnsin a chair which Wesley once owned and used. In the rear, and on
either side of the church, is an old cemetery. Next to the street is a monument to the mother of the
Wesdleys, one of the most gifted women who ever lived. Her body rests in another place. John
Wedley isburied in the rear of the church.

With emotions of the deegpest reverence and gratitude, |, a Methodist of the fourth
generation, stood at the grave of the founder of Methodism and my spiritual ancestor. There deeps
the mortal part of aman who, during the fifty years of hisitinerant ministry, traveled two hundred
and twenty-five thousand miles, preached more than forty thousand sermons, and wrote and
published books enough to fill the shelves of a good-sized library. Looking at histraveling, we
wonder how he found time to write; looking at his books, we wonder how he found time to preach.

Of course, we Methodists call Wesley a great man. Lord Macaulay, the great historian,
who was not a Methodist, says of Wedley: " He was a man whose eloquence and logical acuteness
might have rendered him eminent in literature, whose genius for government was not inferior to
that of Richelieu, and who devoted all his powers, in defiance of oblogquy and derision, to what he
sincerely considered the highest good of his species.” Henry Thomas Buckle, the distinguished
author of the "History of Civilization in England,” styled him "the first of theological statesmen.”



Just south of the church and cemetery is the old parsonage, which was Wesley's home when
in London, and is now the home of the pastor of City Road Chapel. We were not permitted to go in,
because the day was the Sabbath. So we had to content ourselves with looking at the outside of the
house where John Wesley peacefully drew hislast breath, at ten o'clock in the morning, March 2,
1791, in the eighty-eighth year of his age. His very last word was "farewell." Just before he
expired he repeatedly said: "The best of al is, God iswith us."

Directly across the street from City Road Chapel is Bunhill Fields burial-ground, where
we stood by the graves of John Bunyan, |saac Watts, Susannah Wed ey (the mother of John and
Charles), and Daniel Defoe. Over Bunyan's grave is alarge block of stone, on which lies his
image in stone. On one side of the baseis a pilgrim bearing a heavy bundle; on the other sideisthe
same pilgrim losing his burden at the cross. Defoe's monument was erected by the contributions of
seventeen thousand boys and girls of England who had read his "Robinson Crusoe.”

The next day we took our journey to Scotland. A ride of nine hours and twenty minutes, and
three hundred and fifty-seven miles, brought usto Melrose, whose celebrated abbey we stopped to
visit. This edifice was erected in 1156. While standing in its original splendor it was the finest
structure in Scotland. It has been twice destroyed by fire, and twice rebuilt. Itsfinal demolition
was effected by the hands of the Reformers under John Knox. It is now regarded as the most
beautiful ruin in the world. Of course, you understand that its demolition is not complete. Enough
remainsto give you an idea of the matchless beauty of the perfected building; and enough is
wanting to make you blame the mistaken zeal of the stern old Presbyterians who destroyed what
they could not admire. The place holds many tombs, among which isthat of Walter Scott's "L ast
Minstrel."

From Melrose we drove two miles and a half, through a most beautiful section of country,
to Dryburgh, another ruined abbey, on the other side of the river Tweed. There we saw the tomb of
Scott. Thence we drove back across the Tweed four miles and a half to Abbotsford, the famous
mansion built by Scott, his residence for many years, and the place where he died. It isagrand and
beautiful edifice, built somewhat in the style of an ancient castle. It is now the home of the great
author's granddaughter. By the payment of a shilling a head, we gained admission, and were
conducted through all but the private rooms of the family. We visited the study, the library, the
parlor, and other apartments, richly and curioudly furnished and adorned. Many curiosities were
shown us, among which were Rob Roy's mallet, the cross which Queen Mary of Scotland carried
to her execution, and a blotter which had belonged to the great Napoleon.

Standing here in the place where one of the world's greatest literary geniuses died, let me
tell you some things about him, which perhaps you do not know. He was born one hundred and
twenty years ago. At the age of eighteen months he became incurably lame in the right leg. He grew
up, went through college, and studied law. Not liking the practice of law, he devoted himself to
literature. At the age of thirty he startled and electrified the world with hisfirst great poem, the
"Lay of the Last Minstrel." "Marmion" and the "Lady of the Lake" came soon after, and established
him, in the judgment of the world, as the greatest living poet.

About this time he became a member of a printing firm, which, failing shortly after,
involved him in debt to the amount of over two hundred thousand dollars. In this emergency he



acted like aman and a Christian. He did not try to sneak out from under his obligations, but
insisted that they should lie upon him, and pledged the labor of his future to the payment of every
legitimate claim. Then he went to work with all his might, and, in a surprisingly brief space of
time, produced that extraordinary series of about twenty large works, known as the "Waverley
Novels." They seemed to fly off from his brain and fingers like sparks from a blacksmith's anvil.

When the last book was finished, and the copyright sold, he was able to put in the hands of
his creditors the sum of two hundred thousand dollars, which he had earned with his pen in two
years. It was a tremendous exertion, put forth in the midst of great domestic sorrow -- the death of
his wife, to whom he was passionately devoted -- and cost him hislife. But he died a free man --
free from the disgrace of debt. He went abroad for his health, but grew rapidly worse. He was
anxious to get home. His wish was gratified. He reached Abbotsford in July, 1832, and died
September 214t

Just before his death he desired to be drawn into his study, and to be placed by the
window, where he might look out upon the beautiful Tweed. To his son-in-law, Lockhart, he
expressed awish that he would read to him. " From what book shall | read?' said he. "Do you ask
that question?’ said the dying potentate of the realm of literature. "There is only one book. | want
the Bible; read to me from that.” Lockhart read the fourteenth chapter of John, which begins: "L et
not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe aso in me. In my Father's house are many
mansions: if it were not so | would have told you. | go to prepare a place for you." The sick man
listened with intense interest, and when the chapter was finished said: "Well, that is a great
comfort." And so he died, believing in God, believing in the Bible, and believing in Jesus Christ.
Who dares to say that the Christian religion isfit only for weak-minded men, timid women, and
immature children?

A railroad ride of thirty-seven miles brought us from Melrose to Edinburgh, which is three
hundred and ninety-four miles from London. Edinburgh has been a city for about a thousand years.
Its present population is two hundred and thirty thousand. It is picturesquely situated about a mile
south of the Frith of Forth, abroad inlet from the North Sea. It is remarkable for the elegance and
solidity of its buildings, which are all of stone.

Edinburghisa"city set on ahill," in three respects. First, the oldest and most interesting
portion of the town isliterally located on alofty elevation, which commands a magnificent view of
the surrounding territory for many miles. Again, itisa"city set on ahill,” whose "light can not be
hid," in the sense that it is an important center of learning, and is distinguished for the number and
excellence of itsliterary, scientific, and educational institutions. Here is the celebrated University
of Edinburgh, founded in 1582, with a library of 140,000 volumes. The literary and professional
men compose a large proportion of the population of the city; and its chief businessis the printing
and publishing of books. Theintellectual light of the capital of Scotland shinesto the most distant
parts of the known world.

Once more, in areligious point of view, Edinburgh "isacity set on ahill." It isvery
conspicuous among the cities of the world, because of the religious habits and character of its
people and the surprising number and great ability of the divines and theologians whom it has
produced. It has one church for every two hundred of its people. Most of the churches are of the



Presbyterian order. Almost everybody goes to church. It is considered a disgrace not to attend
some place of worship on the Lord's-day. In the hotel where our company was entertained, family
prayer is conducted every morning by the proprietor, and al the guests are invited to take part in
the worship.

Edinburgh isavery beautiful city. Taking into account its picturesqueness of situation, as
well asits buildings and monuments, | must agree with the unanimous verdict of travelers with
whom | have conversed, that it is the most beautiful of European cities. Imagine yourself to be
standing on Princess Street, one of the main thoroughfares of the city. The street runs east and west.
Y ou are looking south. Behind you is the new town. In front is the old town. Between thetwo isa
deep valley, which, up to your feet, islaid out in an exquisite garden, or park, stretching off to the
east and west. Along the bottom of the valley runs the railroad, with alarge depot off at your left.
Princess Street, on the side toward the valley, has no buildings, the park coming up to the
sidewalk, with abeautiful iron fence between.

In the park, just before you, rises a beautiful Gothic brown-stone monument to the memory
of Sir Walter Scott. It istwo hundred feet high. The base forms an arched canopy, under whichisa
large marble statue of Scott in a sitting posture, with his favorite dog at his feet. From base to
pinnacle the monument, or spire, is ornamented with Gothic niches, each holding the statue of a
hero or a heroine described by Scott in his poems or novels. | ascended the monument by an
interior winding staircase of two hundred and eighty-seven steps. | went up one hundred and eighty
feet, as high as any one can go. A gentleman residing in the city was my guide here, and in many
other places, and pointed out from the top of the monument every important building in sight.

Resuming our places in Princess Street, and looking southward, we see, in the park near
the street, a statue, on a pedestal, of David Livingstone. Across the garden-valley rises a hill,
covered with buildings. Far away at the left the hill begins aslow down as our standing-place.
From thence it rises gradually till, a quarter of amile farther east than the spot where we are
standing, it is an eminence nearly four hundred feet high. From thence it falls off amost
perpendicularly in al directions but one. Right there stands the castle. Away at the east, where the
hill begins, are Holyrood Abbey and Palace. Between them and the castle, on the ridge or
backbone of the hill, runs a street parallel to Princess Street, and bearing three names. Its eastern
end is Canongate; its western end is Lawn Market; its middle portion is High Street.

Across the valley stretch two or three bridges. At our right, quarter of amile away, isthe
Mound -- a causeway of earth and masonry thrown across the valley -- with atunnel under it for
the railroad. On the Mound are two fine buildings -- the National Gallery and the Royal Institution.

Now, turn your face to the east, and walk along Princess Street. Y on pass many fine
buildingstill, in less than half amile, you come to Calton Hill. Ascending to an elevation of
perhaps one hundred feet, you find many noble buildings. They are the Roya Observatory, which |
did not enter; Professor Playfair's monument, a beautiful little Doric temple; Nelson's monument,
one hundred and two feet high, which | ascended by a spiral staircase of one hundred and
seventy-eight steps; Dugald Stewart's monument; and the National Monument.



This last was commenced in 1822, by King George 1V, and was intended to be a copy of
the Parthenon at Athens. The king's architects told him that it would cost a quarter of amillion
dollars. After sixty thousand dollars had been expended, and about a dozen columns had been
erected, the work was abandoned. It looks like a beautiful ruin. It reminds me of the words of
Christ: "Which of you, intending to build a tower, sitteth not down first and counteth the cost,
whether he have sufficient to finish it? Lest haply, after he hath laid the foundation, and is not able
to finish it, all that behold it begin to mock him, saying, This man began to build, and was not able
to finish."

King George began to build the National Monument without accurately counting the cost,
and was not able to finish it. Many a man begins the Christian life without counting the cost. tie
thinks he can serve God and Mammon at the same time -- carry heaven in one hand and the world
in the other. By and by, when he finds that it takes al thereis of a man to be a Christian, he
concludes that he can not afford to expend so much on a celestial mansion, and abandons the
undertaking before it is quarter finished. He makes himself a laughing-stock to angels and men.
Hear what the Great Teacher saysin conclusion: "Whosoever he be of you that forsaketh not all
that he hath, he can not be my disciple.

Returning to our old stand in Princess Street, and looking south as before, we see ahigh
hill, or mountain, rising in two ridges beyond Castle Hill. Thefirst ridgeis called the Crouching
Lion, from afancied resemblance to the king of beasts at rest. The second ridge -- eight hundred
and twenty-two feet above the sea-level, and more than seven hundred above the spot where we
are standing -- is Arthur's Seat.

The morning after our arrival in Edinburgh, the entire party started out for aride in two
carriages, called breaks. A break is alarge four-wheeled conveyance, with abody like a square
piano without its legs, only much longer. The seats, from four to six in number, are raised above
the box, which opens only at the rear end to receive baggage. As the seats are very high above the
ground, they offer afine opportunity to view the country through which one may be riding.

We rode out into the country, west and north, nine miles, to view anew railroad bridge
across the Frith of Forth. It is more than amile and a half "long, including the approaches. It is
built on the cantilever principle. It has two main spans, besides several shorter ones. Each of the
long spans covers seventeen hundred and ten feet, which is one hundred and fifteen feet longer than
that of the suspension bridge which unites the cities of New Y ork and Brooklyn. It hangs over an
arm of the seatwo hundred feet deep. It contains fifty-four thousand tons of iron and steel, while
there are two hundred and fifty thousand tons of solid masonry in the piers. It is held together by
eight million rivets, which, if placed end to end, would reach from Edinburgh to the shores of
France. The platesin its steel-tubing, if laid lengthwise, would reach a distance of fifty miles. It
was three years and a quarter in building; five thousand men worked upon it at one time; it cost
fifteen million dollars; fifty-seven men were killed, and five hundred and el ghteen were more or
lessinjured, during its construction. Its last rivet was driven by the Prince of Wales, March 4,
1890, amid the cheers of an immense crowd and the howling of atempest of wind. On the whole, it
is probably the greatest and most wonderful bridge ever built. Unlike the suspension bridge across
the Frith of Tay, thirty miles north -- which went down during aterrible storm, in December, 1879,



carrying atrain-load of ninety passengersinto the sea -- it is believed that the Frith of Forth bridge
will stand for centuries.

Thereis only one greater bridge in the universe. That you may know what | mean, | must
carry your thoughts back into the past six thousand years. When the world was new and the golden
age had not given place to the ages of mud and iron, earth and heaven had daily intercourse with
each other; there was no void between them. Angels flew through the air and trod the ground in
visible form, and God himself walked in the garden where man dwelt, and conversed with him
face to face. But by and by sin came into man's heart, and instantly there was a great gulf between
earth and heaven. The angels came no more; or, if they came, they could not be seen; and the human
family were exiles from the Father's home, wandering about in aland of dark despair. On the dark,
earth side of that gulf every human being has been born.

As we advance from the cradle toward the grave, the gulf grows wider at every step.
Beyond the grave and on through eternity, the gulf is absolutely impassable. In the sixteenth chapter
of Luke, the veil between time and eternity islifted. What do we see? Wicked Divesin torment,
and righteous Lazarus, with Abraham, in joy and felicity; and we hear Dives crying: "Father
Abraham, have mercy on me, and send Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of hisfinger in water, and
cool my tongue; for | am tormented in thisflame." Listen, and hear the answer which comes over
the seething bosom of the Lake of Fire: " Between us and you thereis a great gulf fixed: so that
they which would pass from hence to you can not; neither can they pass to us, that would come
from thence." My friends, unless we get across the gulf in some way before the end of our mortal
life, we arelost forever.

But isthere any way to get over? Y es, Almighty God, in hisinfinite love, has built a
bridge. The All-wise Architect drew the plans before the foundations of the world were laid. Six
thousand years ago the first stone was put in its place, and the first span was swung out toward
earth from the celestial shore. Since its completion, millions have crossed from darknessto light,
from fear to hope, from sin to holiness, from death to life. Millions more may cross. The massive
structure shows no sign of weakness or decay.

The name of the bridgeis Christ. He says: "No man cometh unto the Father but by me." The
bridge isfree; no toll. is demanded. All may cross by simple faith in the bridge and in the word of
God.

Behold the bridge! The only approach is on this side of the grave. Behold the Savior of
mankind! Y ou may cross the bridge tonight. Y ou can trust the bridge. O, trust it now! The longer
you defer your crossing, the wider the gulf will ook, and the greater the courage and resolution
which you will require. O that this whole congregation, or such portion of it as are on the wrong
side, would arise this moment, forsake their sins, and rush in amass for the bridge! O, turn your
back on the world! Turn your face toward Christ! Venture on him now! Plant your feet firmly on
the bridge; and run with all your speed to the other shore!

We embarked on alittle steamboat, and rode under and around the great bridge, viewing it
from beneath and from every side. Returning to the city, we drove to Holyrood Abbey, which isin
asadly ruined state. We were shown the spot where Queen Mary and Darnley were married in



1565. Adjoining the Abbey is Holyrood Palace, three hundred and ninety years old, one of the
ancient residences of the Scottish kings. The building islarge and grand; but its apartments are
somber and gloomy, and the furnishings are faded and time-eaten. We saw Queen Mary's
apartments, four rooms, one containing her bed inclosed in an iron railing.

Mary, usually called Mary Queen of Scots, was one of the most prominent historical
figures of her day. She was beautiful and gifted, but unprincipled, treacherous, and cruel. Her first
husband, before she was queen of Scotland, was Francis|l, King of France. After his death and her
coronation in Scotland, she married Lord Darnley. She seemed to be more intimate with an Italian
adventurer named Rizzio than with her husband. One night, Darnley, in afit of jealousy, led aband
of assassins up aback stairway into Mary's apartments, and, tearing Rizzio from her arms, dragged
him into a corridor and stabbed him to death. We saw the stairs up which the murderers came, and
the blood of the murdered man on the floor.

The horror of that night Mary never forgave nor forgot. The son whom she bore three
months afterward -- James V| of Scotland and James | of England-could never see adrawn sword
without trembling. Mary swore vengeance on the assassins of her favorite. A few months after, the
house in which her husband lay sick was blown up with gunpowder, and his mangled remains
were found at a distance. Six months later, the royal widow married Bothwell, who was known to
have had a hand in the murder of her hated Darnley. Thiswas too much for her subjects to endure.
They rosein rebellion, and drove her from the throne and from Scotland. She fled to England,
where Elizabeth had her arrested as a dangerous person. After an imprisonment of several years,
Elizabeth had her tried, condemned, and beheaded, on a charge of conspiracy against the throne of
England.

From Holyrood Palace we drove up the hill, the distance of amile, aong the street which
has three names -- Canongate, High Street, and Lawn Market-past John Knox's house and St.
Giles's Church (where he preached so often), to the castle. Thisisagrand old building, now held
by seven hundred. English soldiers -- or Scotch; for most of those whom we saw wore the
picturesgue Highland costume.

The castle was built in 617, but has been greatly changed since then. It was formerly one of
the residences of the kings of Scotland. James V1 (afterwards James | of England) was born here.
We saw the room of his birth, and were conducted through the apartments in which his mother,
Mary, lived when the castle was her home. The ancient regalia of Scotland are kept here. They
include a crown, scepter, and sword of state. St. Margaret's Chapel, the oldest and smallest church
in Scotland, occupies the highest point of the castle grounds. We saw the famous cannon called
"Mons Meg," which weighs five tons and is four hundred years old.

We stood on the top of the highest rampart, and looked down, down, almost straight down
upon the city, four hundred feet below us, and away to the open country on the west -- the
Crouching Lion and Arthur's Seat on the south, and the Frith of Forth on the north. We listened to
the music of two large military bands. One of them was composed mainly of bagpipe players.

Leaving the castle and the rest of the party, my ministerial comrade and | walked back
down the hill, up which we had ridden, to St. Giles's Church. From its pulpit John Knox used to



hurl thunder and lightning, more than three hundred years ago. He is buried under the pavement in
front of the church. The only thing to mark the spot is a paving-stone about twice as large asthe
others, with the letters "J. K." deeply cut into itsface. That is avery short epitaph for so great a
man. But Knox was so great that he did not need along inscription or alofty monument.

Who was John Knox? Does any one ask that question? He was the greatest man ever born
on Scotland's soil. The Scotch are among the noblest people in the world. Scotland is the native
land of stalwart manhood, freedom, independence, and pure religion. And John Knox did more to
make Scotland and the Scots what they are than any other man, or any ten men, who ever lived.
When he came upon the stage, his countrymen were ignorant, supertitious, endaved. When he
passed away, they were intelligent, God-fearing, free. During the long conflict he was the |eader of
the army of reform, fighting with the word of God and prayer. Queen Mary was the leader of the
army of ignorance, superstition, and despotism, fighting with the sword, the rack, and the fagot.

Y ou have read the story of Knox, overheard by some of his friends, praying in his garden: "O God,
give me Scotland, or | die" That isthe way he fought and conquered. Y ou have heard the remark
of Queen Mary: "l fear John Knox's prayers more than | fear al the armies of England.” That isthe
way he fought and conquered.

When Knox's body was being laid in the grave, the regent Morton said: "There lies he who
never feared the face of man." Generations after, Thomas Carlyle, in reviewing hislife and work,
exclaimed: "Honor to al the brave and true; everlasting honor to brave old Knox, one of the truest
of thetrue!" | stood in no more sacred spot, in al my travelsin Europe, than when | bent above the
buria-place of John Knox, in front of the Church of St. Giles, in the city which he helped to set on
ahill.

Wednesday morning, August 27th, we left Edinburgh, at half past six o'clock, and rode by
rail to Stirling, thirty-six miles. Soon after starting, we crossed the Frith of Forth by the great steel
cantilever bridge, of which | spoke afew minutes ago.

We climbed the hill to Stirling Castle, Thisis not equal to Edinburgh Castle; yet itisafine
old structure, in perfect condition -- the home of three hundred red-coated British soldiers. It was
once the residence of the monarchs of Scotland. Bloody old tyrants most of them were. We saw the
room in which James |1 stabbed and killed the Earl of Douglas, four hundred and thirty-nine years

ago.

The view from the ramparts of the castle is said to be very fine. But there was so dense a
fog that we could see nothing. After our departure, the fog departed. Two places on the highest part
of the castle -- overlooking the field of Bannockburn, where the English under Edward Il were
beaten by the Scots under Robert Bruce, five hundred and seventy-seven years ago, with aloss of
thirty thousand men-are named from two queens, who greatly admired the scenery from them. The
gueens were Victoria, who was there in 1842; and Mary, who last stood there in 1532, which date
iscut in the stone at the spot. James VI was crowned in Stifling Castle, and John Knox preached
the coronation sermon. We saw the pulpit used on that occasion, also Knox's Bible and
communion-table. In the castle yard stands a fine statue of King David Bruce.



Near the castle we visited the Gray Friars Church and Cemetery. There | saw something
which impressed me very deeply. In a space of brightest green, surrounded by a pretty iron fence,
stands an exquisite, little, octagonal temple of the whitest marble, with a dome-shaped roof. The
floor is some six feet above the ground. From the floor to the cornice, the walls are plate-glass,
divided by graceful Corinthian columns. Within, protected from the el ements by the glass, and so
perfectly white, are three marble figures, of the size of life. Two are beautiful maidens, sitting with
an open Bible before them. Behind stands an angel. At thelir feet liesalamb. The maidens are
Margaret Wilson and Margaret McLachlin, and the monument commemorates their martyrdom.

How do you suppose they were martyred? Because they would not give up the Bible and
the pure religion which it teaches, they were bound to a post, driven into the beach of the sea at
low tide, and were left to be drowned by the returning waves.

Imagine the girls abandoned by all human friends, clinging to each other, and waiting for
the cruel seato come and devour them. | can see them now. | hear them triumphantly singing the
praises of their Redeemer. The water reaches their feet; it rises to their knees; it surges up to their
waists. | hear their singing more loud and clear. Now the water has reached their necks. Listen! Do
you hear the song? It sounds to me like--

"Jesus, Lover of my soul,

Let meto thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest till is high!
Hide me, O my Savior, hide,
Till the storm of lifeis past.”

Hold! Do you see that big billow rolling in? It has amost reached the girls. The last strain
floats in to the shore:

"Safe into the haven guide,
O receive my soul at last!"

The billow rolls over their heads; and they are singing with the saints and angels before the
throne of God.

What do you think of areigious experience like that? Do you not wish you had it? Y ou can
haveit, if you will give your hearts wholly to the Lord Jesus Christ.

* * * * * * *

16 -- THE SCOTCH LAKES AND GLASGOW

"From sea to sea, and from mountain to mountain." -- Micah 7:12



Our journey from Edinburgh to Glasgow was literaly " from seato sea, and from mountain
to mountain." Edinburgh is on or near the North Sea, and Glasgow is on or near the Atlantic Ocean.
Our route from the one city to the other lay, for the most part, through awild, mountainous region.

At the close of the last discourse we had got as far on our way as the city of Stirling.
Thence we rode sixteen miles by rail in a northwesterly direction, up the river Teith, to the village
of Callander. The town stands on the banks of the river, in front of precipitous crags, overhung on
the west by Mount Benledi, and horizoned all around with a mountain sky-line. It is afavorite
resort for summer visitors and tourists. It contains the villa of atitled lady, standing on ground
once occupied by a Roman camp.

At Callander we were transferred from coaches, drawn by the iron horses, to two breaks,
drawn by horses of flesh. Y ou will remember that | told you that a break is a four-wheeled wagon,
with a body like a square piano minusits legs, multiplied twice in length, breadth, and height.
Across the top run four or six seats. At the rear end is a door, which opensto swallow an immense
guantity of baggage. Having seen our satchels, bags, and bundles disappear in the monster's black
throat, we mounted the lofty seats. Immediately the driver cracked his long lash, the horses threw
themselves against their collars, and we dashed out of town, toward the west, at afurious rate.

Our route lay up the streams and lakes of Venachoir and Achray, commanding some of the
finest scenery in Scotland. First we were riding aong the banks of awinding, rushing river. Then
we were skirting the flowery margin of acalm, silvery lake. Then we had the companionship of a
river again; then it was alake; then, for the third time, it was ariver. In places the road was level;
then it was up; then it was down.

In Great Britain al drivers have apeculiar habit. They walk their horses on every level,
unless they are entering or leaving acity or village, and lash them into a furious gallop up and
down every hill. Thuswe rode from Callander, six miles and ahalf, to the foot of Loch Katrine. A
more delightful ride could hardly be imagined. On both sides of the narrow valley rose mountain
peaks and chains of every conceivable shape. From the margins of the road to the tops of the
mountains, the ground was one unbroken stretch of red. It looked as though millions of Scotchmen
had been fighting here for the honor of their respective clans, and had left mountains and valleys
soaked with blood. The color was that of blood, partialy dried. | said to myself!

That is the appearance this whole globe would present if al the blood of men, which men
have shed in war since the fall, were to come up to the surface of the ground into which it has
soaked. Thisis abloody old world. Man's chief occupation for six thousand years has been the
shedding of blood. Take the bloodshed, the battles, the wars, the daughters, the nations, the
murders out of history, and there would be very little left. The red pagesin the history of every
country are ten times as many as the white.

Will war ever be athing of the past? If a pure Christianity were to prevail everywhere
throughout the world, war would, of necessity, cometo an utter end. In the book from which our
text is taken, and the fourth chapter, | read: "In the last days it shall come to pass, that the mountain
of the house of the Lord shall be established in the top of the mountains, and it shall be exalted
above the hills; and the people shall flow unto it. And many nations shall come, and say, Come,



and let us go up to the mountain of the Lord, and to the house of the God of Jacob; and he will teach
us of hisways, and we will walk in his paths; for the law shall go forth of Zion, and the word of
the Lord from Jerusalem. And he shall judge among many people, and rebuke strong nations afar
off; and they shall beat their swords into plowshares, and their spears into pruning-hooks: nation
shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they learn war any more. But they shall sit every
man under his vine and under his fig-tree; and none shall make them afraid: for the mouth of the
Lord of hosts hath spoken it."

When will that golden age of universal peace and love be introduced? When our Lord
Jesus Christ comes the second time, in the glory of his Father, with al the holy angels. Let usjoin
with the Church of al ages and landsin the inspired prayer: "Even so, come, Lord Jesus." But
what made those mountains so red? That is the question which we put to our driver. His answer
was. "The heather isin bloom." "O, the heather, the heather!" we al exclaimed. "Stop, driver,
stop! Let us get some!” The carriage was stopped, and every passenger obtained a bunch of
heather. It isalow shrub, bearing spikes of rosy flowers. It covers scores of thousands of acres of
old Scotland's sail. It is not quite worthless. Bees extract honey from its blossoms, and its tops are
used for oven-fuel, brooms, and thatch.

Thelast mile of thisride lay through a narrow, rugged defile, or glen, called the Trosachs.
Initsoriginal condition it was so rough and so seamed with cross ravines that a man could hardly
crawl through on his hands and knees. Now there is a good carriage road, constructed at a heavy
expense. On either side of the dark and gloomy pass towers alofty mountain. Benawn, on the right,
rises to the height of 1,800 feet above the level of the sea. Benvenue, on the l€eft, is 2,386 feet high.
The cleft between isjust wide enough to contain the road and theriver.

Having passed the Trosachs, we found ourselves at the foot of Loch Katrine. Thisis a most
charming lake, eight mileslong and three-quarters of a mile wide, winding about among the
mountains from northwest to southeast. Walking out into the lake on a beautiful rustic pier, we
embarked on a graceful little steamboat, called the Rob Roy. The voyage was as delightful as poet
or artist could imagine. On both sides rose the mountains almost perpendicularly out of the water,
their rough, dark, wooded sides contrasting strikingly with the calm blue water and calm blue sky.
The sky and the lake looked so much alike that it seemed as though they might change places
without any damage or shock. Soon after starting, we passed a little emerald set in the azure of the
lake, called Ellen's Idle, the central scene of Scott's poem "The Lady of the Lake." Four miles from
there, on the south shore, we passed the head of an aqueduct forty miles long, which conveys water
to the city of Glasgow. It was opened, October, 1859, by Queen Victoria.

Near the head of Loch Katrine, we disembarked at a place called Stronachlachar.
Stronachlachar is the most northern point which we reached in all our travels. It isin latitude
fifty-six degrees and fifteen minutes, while Medina is forty-three degrees and twelve minutes. That
makes a difference of thirteen degrees and three minutes. That would amount to about nine hundred
miles. That is, Stronachlachar is nine hundred miles nearer the north pole than Medinais.
Stronachlachar isin the latitude of northern Labrador, where perpetual winter reigns, while it
enjoys summers not much shorter and cooler than ours.



How do you account for this difference in temperature between pointsin the same latitude,
on the western coast of Europe and on the eastern coast of America? The cause of this differenceis
the Gulf Stream. The Gulf Stream isamighty river in the ocean, rising, under atropical sun, in the
Gulf of Mexico, and pouring atremendous flood of warm water, a thousand miles wide, against the
shores of the British Ides. It is an immense steam-heating apparatus, contrived and kept in constant
operation by the power of Almighty God. If it should break down, or should be stopped one year
for repairs, England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales -- now so full of swarming cities, and smiling
fields, and humming industry, and splendid art, and magnificent civilization-would become an
almost unpeopled waste of well-nigh perpetual snow and ice.

Inasense, it isthe Gulf Stream that has made English art, and English commerce, and
English science, and English oratory, and English poetry, and English Christianity, and English
history. What were Joseph Turner, and George Stephenson, and |saac Newton, and Edmund Burke,
and William Shakespeare, and John Wesley, and William E. Gladstone, but seeds from the tree of
life which the Gulf Stream cast upon an otherwise cold and barren shore?

Whence comes the Gulf Stream? Out of the palm of the right hand of Infinite Wisdom and
Power. God saw that humanity would need such a nation as the English, living apart from the rest
of the world, in such a place as the British Isles. Therefore, he invented the Gulf Stream to warm
those islands so that they could support an immense population of civilized men. The summer air
of Stronachlachar, contrasted with the perpetual winter of the same latitude in America, suggested
these thoughts, and taught me a very impressive lesson concerning the personality, and power, and
wisdom of that infinite Being whom we call God.

Speaking of north and south suggests another train of thought. What is north? What is south?
North is the direction toward the north pole. South is the direction toward the south pole. How far
apart are north and south? How far would you have to travel north before north would become
south? If you should start here and travel directly north forty-six degrees and forty-eight minutes,
you would reach the north pole. If then you should keep right on straight ahead, as soon as you
passed the pole, you would be going south. A journey southward of one hundred and eighty
degrees would bring you to the south pole. Passing that, without turning either to the right hand or
the left, you would find yourself traveling north. Therefore, the distance between the north and the
south is one hundred and eighty degrees, or half the circumference of the globe, which istwelve
thousand miles. Do you see clearly that the north and the south are only twelve thousand miles
apart? | am sure you do.

Now, how far isit from the east to the west? How far would you have to travel towards the
east before the east would become west? Reflect amoment. Y ou start east, and go around the
world, never changing your course. Will east ever become west, as, in the other case, north
became south? No, never. If you should circumnavigate the globe amillion times, east would never
become west. Therefore the distance between the east and the west isinfinite.

Now turn to the twelfth verse of the one hundred and third Psalm, and read: "Asfar asthe
east isfrom the west, so far hath he removed our transgressions from us.” What idea do you get
from this? | get two tremendous thoughts. The first is the wonderful scientific knowledge
possessed by the man who wrote this psalm, or by the Infinite Spirit who inspired the writing. Why



did not the psalmist say: "Asfar asthe north is from the South, so far hath he removed our
transgressions from us?' The best scientist in the world, in David's time, would have said: " The
north and south are as far apart as the east and west." But inspiration did not let David fall into that
blunder. If he had written, "Asfar as the north is from the south, so far hath he removed our
transgressions from us,” every modern infidel would laugh a derisive laugh and say: "That does
not amount to much. The north is only twelve thousand miles from the south. If that isal your God
can do, he is not much of a Savior." But now, when the Bible says, "Asfar asthe east isfrom the
west,” the mouth of infidelity is stopped, and the devout student of science exclaims. "Such
knowledge istoo wonderful for me. It is high; | can not attain unto it!"

Thefact that David, living before the world had any real science, said "east and "west,"
instead of north and south, is, to me, positive proof that he wrote under the direction of the mind of
God. The Bible does not profess to be a scientific work. And yet, whenever it makes any statement
bearing upon science, its language is as accurate as that of the best modern philosopher. Y ou can
not find one scientific blunder in this whole book. If it had been written by uninspired men, it
would contain hundreds of blunders, like the sacred books of India, which falsely claim to be
inspired.

The other thought suggested to me by the words north, south, east, and west, is the infinite
mercy and power of God in pardoning the sins of those who sincerely repent and unfeignedly
believe in him. To you who are not a Christian, duty compels me to say that al the sins you have
ever committed are piled upon you, and the smallest of them is heavy enough to sink you into
eternal perdition. Unless you get rid of your transgressions before you die, you will be forever
excluded from the city of God. Thereisjust one way to get rid of your sins. Y ou must go to God
for yourself, renouncing al unrighteousness, promising to serve your Creator al the rest of your
life, surrendering your will utterly to his, and trusting alone in the merits of his crucified Son. Then
what will take place? In a second of time God will remove all your transgressions as far from you
asthe east is from the west; he will remove them to an infinite distance, and will regard and treat
you as though you had never sinned.

From Stronachlachar we rode in carriages five miles and a half, between ranges of
mountains painted red from base to summit with blooming heather, to Inversnaid. At Inversnaid we
embarked on the glassy bosom of Loch Lomond, in a perfectly beautiful steamer named The
Empress. Loch Lomond is one of the most beautiful lakes in the world. It stretches north and south
twenty-one miles. For thirteen miles south fromits head it is less than a mile in width. Through the
rest of itslength it swells out to a breadth of about six miles, and isfull of islands. The point
where we took the boat is four miles from the head.

Standing at the stern, as our gallant craft steamed away, we could ook back to where a
huge cavern in the mountain-side, called Rob Roy's Cave, presentsiits slightly-opened lips just
above the water, as though it were a gigantic monster come down to drink. Rob Roy, or Robert the
Red-head, was a famous Highland outlaw, who filled al this region with the terror of his name,
three hundred years ago. In muscular strength, in skill with the sword, in mental prowess, and in
daredevil courage, he was unequaled in all Scotland. For many years he defied all the power of
England, and was the virtual ruler of this portion of the British Empire. In this cave he stored up
his plunder, and held councils with his armed clansmen. If you would know all that is known about



him, and more than is known, read Scott's "Rob Roy" -- a book which will do you more good and
less harm than most of the Sunday-school novels.

Loch Lomond is certainly the most beautiful body of water | ever saw. It isasilver mirror
of perfect polish, set in aframe of emerald and amethyst, consisting of twenty-one mountains,
rising right up from the water, and many others visible through vistas beginning with bright green,
and shading off into a deeper green and blue and purple. These mountains have an average dtitude
of about two thousand feet. They are called the Alps of Scotland. They are not so lofty and grand
as the Swiss Alps, but are more beautiful. The sail was a constant delight. | enjoyed it most
intensely, and longed for the power to enjoy it more.

After avoyage of seventeen miles between the mountains and among the idands, frequently
darting from shore to shore to make the various landings, and after a bountiful supper on the boat,
we landed at Balloch, at the foot of the lake. There we took the cars, and, after aride of twenty
miles, reached Glasgow at eight o'clock. From Edinburgh we had traveled one hundred and nine
miles, although the distance directly across the country is only fifty miles. We went to the Bath
Hotel, on Bath Street. The next morning we sallied out to see the city.

Glasgow is asplendid city of about eight hundred thousand inhabitants, the second in
population in Great Britain, and the greatest ship-building place in the world. It lies on both sides
of the River Clyde, twenty-one miles from its mouth. The Clyde is the most important river in
Scotland. For miles, from the city down toward its mouth, its banks are one continuous shipyard.
All the way down you can see the huge skeletons of the monsters of the deep, and the same
monstersin al stages of completion, from the laying of the keel to the finishing of the gorgeous
inside work. The river swarms with men, all doing something about iron ships. All day long you
hear the din of scores of thousands of hammers, putting heads on millions of rivets to hold together
acres of iron plates, on the sides of hundreds of ships destined to sail to every harbor on the globe.
At night you see huge columns of flame shooting up toward the sky out of the chimneys of hundreds
of blast-furnaces, in which amillion tons of iron and steel are produced every year.

Ship-building, and the production of iron and steel, are not the only industries of Glasgow.
She carries on an immense variety of manufactures, each of the most enormous proportions. Her
chemical works, calico-printing establishments, breweries, glass-works, and dye-houses, are the
wonder of the world. As a manufacturer of cotton goods she stands among the first, having
twenty-seven thousand power-looms, with over two million spindles, consuming annually 125,000
bales of raw material. Her annual exports of all kinds amount to fifty million dollars, and her
imports to thirty-five million.

The River Clyde divides Glasgow into two unequal parts, connected by ten splendid
bridges. Glasgow is, for the most part, awell-built city. The quays along the river are open, lined
with handsome buildings, and present many fine views. In genera, the streets are broad, straight,
well-paved, and well-lighted. The city has three fine parks, beautifully laid out, aggregating two
hundred and eighty acres. Glasgow isavery religious city. It contains one hundred and
seventy-five churches, of which one hundred and twenty-four are Presbyterian; twelve, Roman
Catholic; five, Episcopal; seven, Baptist; other denominations, twenty-seven. Almost everybody



goesto church in Scotland's commercial metropolis. Most of the churches are large and
flourishing, and the members are diligent in working for God and souls.

That religion thrivesin Glasgow does not surprise us, when we reflect that the city was
founded by a Christian missionary. His name was Mungo-Saint Mungo they call him now. He lived
and labored nearly twelve hundred years ago. In his days, most of the people of Scotland were
pagans and semi-savages. Where mighty Glasgow stands was nothing but a cluster of fishermen's
huts. Mungo came among them, preaching the gospel as Jesus did among the fishermen of Lake
Gennesaret. Their hearts were touched. Many of them abandoned their barbarous habits and sinful
lives, and became the meek and humble followers of the Prince of Peace. Soon their huts began to
give place to more substantial and elegant dwellings, grouped around a church which they helped
their minister to build on the very spot where now stands the most splendid cathedral of Scotland.
Other houses were built. Trade sprung up where fishing had been the only occupation. The
population multiplied. Commerce established her throne on the banks of the Clyde. Manufactures
sprung into existence. Generations and centuries came and went; and now we see the second city in
size and importance within the British Ides. All this power, wealth, and magnificence had their
beginning and source in the church which Saint Mungo built, and in the gospel which he preached.
There is much in Glasgow that is evil; but all its goodness and greatness have come from the
religion of Jesus Christ.

If the gospel had not been preached on the banks of the Clyde, Glasgow would not be. If the
gospe had not been preached throughout the British Isles, England, Scotland, Wales, and Ireland
would now be covered with forests and swamps, and peopled with pagans and savages. To me the
history of Glasgow is a comment on the Scripture text: "Godliness is profitable unto all things,
having promise of the life that now is, and of that which isto come." Godliness, which means true
religion -- the religion of Jesus Christ -- is profitable for communities and nations.

Y ou must have noticed the difference in wealth and power and prosperity between the
Christian and the heathen nations; between those nations which have the purest form of Christianity
and those which have atype that is more corrupt. Great Britain is, in al respects, the most
powerful nation of the Old World. Cross the sea into the German Empire. The subjects of England
and Germany are very nearly equal in stature, and breadth of shoulders, and length and strength of
arms. They are both Christian nations. Their religion is Bible Christianity.

Cross the border into France. France is agreat nation; but with better soil and climate, and
larger territory, it isfar less powerful than England or Germany. It also has aform of Christianity,
which is much less pure and much less like that which Christ gave to the world. That iswhy
WEellington beat Napoleon at Waterloo, and the Prussians beat the French at Sedan. In both
instances, Christians fighting with the Bible in their pockets were too much for Christians fighting
without the Bible.

From France travel south, and you find three so-called Christian nations -- Spain, Portugal,
and Italy. Y ou may call them powerful and prosperous; but they are much less so than France, and
their Christianity is much more corrupt than hers.



Cross the Mediterranean Sea from Italy, and you find yoursdlf in the Barbary States. The
people are Mohammedans, and, as a consequence, are from one-third to one-half savage. Go on
eastward, through many thousand miles of savagery, and you come at length to India, where two
hundred and fifty millions of people live. Till English arms and civilization and religion came,
nearly all were idolaters of the most disgusting kind. What makes the difference between the
wealth and power and enterprise and prosperity of England and the poverty and weakness and
stagnation and misery of India? The two peoples are of the same race; and India has the advantage,
ahundred times, in age, and extent of territory, and fertility of soil, and every other natura gift.
The difference between the greatness of that little rocky isle and the littleness of that immense
continent of natural fertility and wealth is the difference between a pure Christianity and a most
corrupt paganism.

From what has been said, | think you can see that the nearer nations or individuals get to the
pure religion of the Bible, the more prosperous and happy they will be. If you can not see that, |
pity your stupidity. If you do seeit, and are governed by reason and not by passion, you will strive
to be that kind of Christian which the Bible describes.

I was much interested in looking at the coat-of-arms, or seal, of the city of Glasgow, andin
what a guide told me about it. It bears, on ashield, atree, abird, afish, and a bell; and an ancient
rhyme says concerning it:

"Thetree that never grew;
The bird that never flew;

Thefish that never swam,
The bell that never rang.”

We visited the university. It was founded in 1451. It isdelightfully located on a hill in the
northwestern part of the city, overlooking West End Park. Its chief building was erected in 1870,
and is said to be the largest single college-building in the world. It is far ahead of anything at
Syracuse, or Wedleyan, or Michigan, or Cornell, or Yale, or Harvard.

We visited the cathedral. It is one of the most attractive features of the city. It was founded
seven hundred and sixty-eight years ago, and consumed thirteen yearsin building. Its architecture
isthe early English Gothic. Its dimensions are: Length, three hundred and nineteen feet; width,
sixty-three feet; and height of spire, two hundred and twenty-five feet. It is commandingly situated
on the highest ground in Scotland's metropolis. A view from its tower takes in the valley of the
Clyde, with woods and hedges and pleasant fields, and the river itself, rolling away toward the
ocean. The upper or main portion of the cathedra is very grand and imposing, but is not so
extraordinary as its crypt or underground part. Supported by its sixty-five beautiful pillars,
surmounted by delicately carved capitals and graceful arches -- with the light streaming in through
the lancet windows, this crypt is the finest in the world. But the greatest glory of the building isits
marvel ous stained-glass windows, among the finest in the world. They are over eighty in number,
each one giving aBible story in pictures. A good student of Scripture could read almost the whole
Bible here. One of these windows cost the enormous sum of ten thousand dollars.



Thisisthe only cathedral in Scotland which was spared by Knox and hisfellowsin the
time of the Reformation. It is aso the only cathedral which | saw, in my European trip, which is
neither Catholic nor Episcopalian. Glasgow Cathedral was built by the Catholics. It now belongs
to the Presbyterians.

We traversed many streets, and entered many stores, or shops, asthey are dways called in
Great Britain. The shop-windowsin Glasgow are more beautiful than those in London. Glasgow is
more like an American city than any other in Europe, unless, possibly, we except Liverpool.

We visited the shipyard of the Fairfield Shipbuilding Company, one of the largest, if not the
largest, in the world. There between four and five thousand men are employed in building the
largest iron steamships. We saw al sorts of ponderous machines for rolling, and forging, and
bending, and punching, and cutting plates and bars and beams of iron and steel. Our ears were
filled with the deafening din of hundreds of men hammering rivets into place and shape. We saw
men making an iron mast. It was hollow. One man had to crawl inside, and hold the red-hot rivets,
while two men on the outside headed them down with tremendous blows of heavy hammers. That
inside man -- who soon loses his hearing -- gets, as | wastold, only about sixty cents aday. Out of
that he must shelter, and feed, and clothe himself and family, and educate his children, in acity
where there are no free schools, and where food costs more than in Medina.

We went on board a smallish steamer, nearly done, which cost three hundred and fifty
thousand dollars. They recently built a steam-yacht for the Emperor of Russia, at a cost of five
million dollars. While thousands of hisinnocent subjects -- men, women, and children -- are
traversing the weary road from their native land to far-off Siberia, through drifts of snow and
blinding blizzards, that pitiless despot is sailing around the seas in a pleasure-boat which flashes
with silver and gold wrung from them by threats and torture. How that man will tremble with terror
when he meets his victims before the great white throne of the Eternal Judge!

We saw four huge shipsin process of building, each over four hundred feet long, and
destined to cost nearly amillion dollars. | climbed to the upper deck of one of them, as high asthe
eaves of asix-story house. That shipyard reminded me of another shipyard in which every one of
usisworking today, and every day.

Thislifeisashipyard, in which you and | are building avessel in which we shall shortly
sail out upon the ocean of death. If we build avessal according to the plan of the Supreme
Ship-builder, with his help, and out of the material which he supplies, we shall safely and joyoudy
reach the shore of eterna life. But if not, the storms of an eternal winter will rend our vessel into
fragments, and sink our soul into the depths of bottomless despair. The ship which you are building
isyour character.

Areyou building atrue Christian character, with Christ as your model, and the Bible as
your book of specifications, and the Holy Spirit as your instructor? Are you building out of the
pure, solid steel of gospel repentance, and faith, and regeneration, and sanctification? If so, well. If
not so, | see nothing before you but disaster, and wreck, and "the blackness of darkness for ever
and ever."



17 -- AYR AND THE ENGLISH LAKES

"The land, whither ye go to possessit, isaland of hills and valleys, and drinketh water of
therain of heaven." -- Deuteronomy 11:11

These words were spoken by the Lord, through Moses, to the children of Israel. The land
spoken of was Canaan, or Palestine, the inheritance promised to the seed of Abraham. The same
words may be used in describing the Lake Region of England. It "isaland of hillsand valleys." Its
hills are so high that they deserve the name of mountains. Its valleys are as beautiful as a poet's
fancy or an artist's dream. It "drinketh water of the rain of heaven" in such abundance, that,
collected in its valleys, under the shadow of its mountains, it holds eighteen |akes of rare and
fascinating loveliness.

Turning our faces toward that land, we left Glasgow Friday morning, August 29th. But
before | take you to the English Lakes, | must show you another of old Scotland's sacred places. A
run of forty-three miles southward, on the rails, brought us to the town of Ayr. Ayr iswhat
Britishers call aroyal burgh. It has a population of about ten thousand. It isthe capital of a county
of the same name. It is a seaport at the mouth of alittle river, also caled Ayr.

Leaving the railway station, as soon as our train arrived we all started, on foot, for the
birthplace of the poet Burns. A walk of two miles along a perfect road, between fields in the
highest state of cultivation, often between walls of solid masonry draped with [uxuriant vines,
brought us to our destination. The house in which Scotland's most popular poet first saw thelight is
avery plain and humble cottage, with thatched roof so low that the crown of my Derby hat amost
touched it as | stood under the eaves. Within, the walls are as rude and bare as possible. The floor
consists of small, flat stones, of irregular shapes, laid without mortar on the ground. We paid an
admission fee of twelve cents.

They showed us the room in which Burns was born, and his bed. Another room iswell
stored with relics of the famous bard. A lady, having charge of the museum, told usthat, up to that
date, she had received twenty-one thousand visitors, since the beginning of the year. For some
reason, more persons visit the birthplace of Burns than that of Shakespeare, athough the latter is
nearer the great centers of population and the main lines of travel than the former. Why isthis?
Certainly Shakespeare was by far the greater genius of the two. | think that the true explanation is
that Burns was more the poet of the people, while Shakespeare was the poet of scholars and
philosophers. Burns touched more hearts than Shakespeare, and touched them more deeply.
Shakespeare may have more admirers; but there are more who love the name and memory of
Burns.

When we had looked through the place, it was after eleven o'clock; and as we had had an
early breakfast, we took Iunch in the museum, surrounded with memorials of the poet. A walk of
half amile brought us to aruined church, called Alloway Kirk, standing near the river Doon. A
small cemetery surrounds the kirk. An old man offered to be our guide. As he conducted us about,
in and around the church and through the graveyard, he recited many of Burns poems, or parts of



many, in the real Scotch brogue. We showed our delight in genuine American style; and when we
left him, we nearly filled his wrinkled old hands with pieces of copper. His united palms looked
like the inside of a church contribution box after the taking of a collection. Among the interesting
things which he showed us were the grave of Burns father and the font where the infant poet was
baptized. The font is a stone trough projecting through the wall of the church, so asto be filled
from the outside and used from the inside.

Near the church, in a beautiful garden, is the Burns monument -- a circular Greek temple,
sixty feet high, built in the year 1820, at a cost of sixteen thousand dollars. We went in and saw a
fine portrait of the poet, the very Bible which he presented to "Highland Mary," and many
interesting relics. We also climbed to the top of the monument. Burns is not buried here, but under
amore splendid mausoleum, fifty miles away, in the churchyard at Dumfries. Near the monument,
in agrotto of the garden, we saw two very lifelike statues -- "Tam O'Shanter" and " Souter
Johnnie."

A few rods away, two bridges span the Doon, called by Burns, in his poems, the "Twa
Brigs." One of them isamodern structure. The other is an old-fashioned stone arch, much higher in
the middle than at the ends. Thisisthe"Auld Brig," which figures so prominently in the story of
Tam O'Shanter. We crossed both bridges. On the highest part of the Auld Brig we stood along
time. We leaned over the parapet, and looked down into the silvery tide of the bonnie Doon,
flowing between its emerald banks. We thought of the great poet, standing on these same stones
and enjoying this same prospect, more than a century ago. We listened while one of our number
read the little poem called "The Banks of Doon," which the poet puts into the mouth of a
disappointed maiden; and then we al joined in singing the two stanzas which begin:

"Y e banks and braes o' bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sac fresh and fair?
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And| sae Weary, fu' o' care?'

Sit down here on this stone, and let me tell you something about Robert Burns. He was
born January 25, 1759. His father was a poor man, whose life had been one long struggle with
misfortune. He was, however, a man of good sense, and had picked up something of an education.
He greatly desired that his children should be educated. When he was able, he sent them to school;
and when he could not, he taught them himself at home, after his day's work was ended. In after
years Robert wrote: "I am indebted to my father for most of my little pretensions to wisdom." But,
so grinding was the poverty of the family, the future poet was trained to no higher avocation than
the handling of the plow. At the age of fifteen he did the work of a man. Hard work almost killed
him. His naturally robust frame was overtaxed, and his nervous constitution received afatal strain.
His shoulders were bowed; he became subject to violent headaches, palpitations of the heart, and
fits of depressing melancholy.

But overworking and underfeeding of the body could not crush or starve hisintellect. He
read every book he could borrow. He read in bed at night, lie followed the plow with abook in
his hand. He spent his Sundays, whenever the weather was not too severe, in the woods, reading
books and studying nature. He began to manifest his poetic genius early in life. He was aborn



poet; and thereis an old proverb that rea poets are always born, and never made. At the age of
sixteen, or alittle before, as he informs us, he "first committed the sin of rhyme.” He kept on
writing poems for eleven years, keeping his productions in his own possession. They were mostly
on rural themes, and were composed while he was treading the furrow behind the plow, and
perfected and committed to writing in his cold room by night. At the age of twenty-seven, he was
guilty of aserious breach of morality, which led to such unpleasant consequences that he resolved
to quit his native country and seek his fortune in America. But, before going, he determined to
publish his poems. The result was a tremendous burst of applause, which resounded all through the
British Ides. Old and young, grave and gay, learned and ignorant, were alike transported with
wonder and delight. In afew hours the poor, despised plowman of Ayrshire became the most
famous of living writers.

At once he was summoned to Edinburgh, and was feasted, praised, and almost worshipped
by the noblest people in that great literary center. It was at thistime that Scott, then a very young
man, had an opportunity of beholding and listening to the gifted stranger. He has |eft avery
interesting account of Burns appearance. He was most struck with the poet's eye. He says. "l never
saw such another eye in a human head, though | have seen the most distinguished men of my time. It
was large and dark, and literally glowed when he spoke.”

Burns lived but ten years after fame so suddenly burst upon him. He wrote some: He
traveled alittle. He received alittle money for his poems. He held the position of excise-officer,
with asmall salary, in two different places. He became sour and melancholy on account of his
unpopularity growing out of his political opinions. At the age of thirty-seven, when hislife-work
ought to have been but just begun, after a brief illness, he died. If you ask what caused his early
death, truth compels me to answer, dissipation, intemperance. It is aterribly sad fact that, with all
his genius--and he was one of the most brilliant geniuses the human race has ever produced --
Robert Burns was a drunkard. His intemperate habits began early in life, and grew with his years.
They led him into many disgraceful performances, which | will not even name. When fame brought
him into greater temptations, he rapidly went on from bad to worse. Asreally as James A. Garfield
was shot to death by an assassin, Robert Burns was shot to death by King Alcohal. | do not tell
these things because | take delight in holding up uncleanness before your eyes, or in branding with
infamy a dead man's name, but because | wish to increase your horror and hatred for intemperance.
The more you admire the genius and accomplishments of the victim, the more you will loathe the
vice which slew him.

It is often said by advocates and defenders of moderate drinking, that it is only men of
weak intellects, men of no manhood, who become drunkards. They say: "Look at me! | am aman. |
have amind. | can drink liquor, or let it alone. | shall never be adrunkard. A man who is so weak
that he can not save himself from drunkenness without being atotal abstainer is not worth saving."
Was Robert Burns a mental imbecile? Was he a man of weak intellect? Was he not worth saving
from adrunkard's grave and a drunkard's doom? If you were anything like a well-read man, you
would know that an immense army of the world's greatest generals and statesmen and orators and
poets and artists and jurists and physicians, and even divines, have gone down under the withering
curse of strong drink. They thought they were strong enough to drink the cup of exhilaration without
ever touching the cup of inebriation; but their very strength was their weakness. That peculiar
nervous organization which is always associated with genius, is especially susceptible to the



fascinating and ruinous influences of the alcoholic bowl. The men who can drink alifetime without
ever getting intoxicated are generally of alow intellectual rank; they rarely make great poets, or
able politicians, or successful merchants.

Where did poor Robby Burns intemperance begin? Where intemperance aways begins
--with the first glass. So far as the use of alcoholic beveragesis concerned, there is no temperance
but total abstinence. Temperance is the moderate use of that which is good, and total abstinence
from that which isbad. That is the teaching of experience, and also of the Word of God. Does not
this Book say: "L ook not upon the wine when it isred, when it giveth its color in the cup, when it
moveth itself aright: at the last it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder?’ That is God
Almighty's total-abstinence pledge -- the strongest one ever written. He presentsit to every man,
woman, and child, and commands us to sign and keep it. The Word of God calls intemperance a
snake; and so it is, as millions have learned by bitter experience.

A few years ago a noted wild-beast trainer gave an exhibition, with his petsin a London
theater. He put hislions, tigers, leopards, and panthers through their part of the performance with
perfect success, awing the audience with his wonderful nerve and his control over them. Asa
closing piece he was to introduce an enormous boa-congtrictor, thirty-five feet long. He had bought
it when it was only two or three days old, and for twenty-five years he had handled it daily, so that
it was considered perfectly harmless and completely under his control. The curtain rose on an
Indian woodland scene. The weird strains of an Oriental band steals through the trees. A rustling
noiseis heard. A huge serpent is seen winding its way through the underbrush. It stops. Itshead is
erect. Its bright eyes sparkle. Its whole body isfull of life. A man emerges from the dense foliage.
His eyes meet the monster's eyes. The serpent quails. The man isvictor. The serpent is under the
control of amaster. Under his guidance and direction it performs a series of frightful feats. At a
signa from the man it dowly approaches him, and begins to cail its heavy folds around him.
Higher and higher they rise, till the man and serpent seem blended in one. Aloft, above the man, is
reared its hideous head. The man gives alittle scream, and the audience unite in a thunderous
explosion of applause; but it freezes on their lips. The trainer's scream was awail of death agony.
Those cold, dippery folds had embraced him for the last time. They had crushed out hislife, and
the horror-stricken audience heard bone after bone crack as those powerful folds tightened about
him. The man's plaything became his master.

In this horrible incident is presented the whole story of intemperance. The man who has
swallowed the first glass of acoholic liquor has the boa-constrictor of intemperance in his bosom.
If he will strangle the monster now, he can with ease. If he permitsit to live, and feeds and fondles
it, he may control it for many years. But it is continually growing, and some day its deadly folds
will embrace his soul and crush it into eternal death. Y oung man, have you begun to sport with the
python of intemperance? Be warned! Now you can escape. Soon it will be too late. Soon you will
be adrunkard; and it is God's unchangeable decree that "'no drunkard shall inherit the kingdom of
heaven."

Do you say that you did not come here to listen to atemperance lecture? Y ou were invited
to hear a sermon on the "Gospel of Foreign Travel.” Temperance is a part of the gospel, and these
thoughts force themsealves into my mind while standing upon the "Auld Brig," in sight of the
monument of that brilliant poet whom Scotch whisky slew.



Having somewhat sated our eyes, we walked back to Ayr. There we turned our faces
toward the "land of hills and valleys," which "drinketh water of the rain of heaven," where we had
determined to spend our last Sabbath in Europe. About the middle of the afternoon we took the
cars for Keswick, England, one hundred and thirty-six miles distant. On the way we passed through
Carlide, an English city of thirty-six thousand inhabitants, the capital of Cumberland County.
Carlide, the capital of Cumberland County, Pennsylvania, is one of its numerous namesakes. It has
an old castle, in which Mary of Scotland was imprisoned by Queen Elizabeth not long before she
lost her head.

At Keswick we spent the night in a beautiful hotel, delightfully located. We were at the
northern entrance of the famous English Lake Region. This district extends over a portion of three
counties -- Cumberland, Westmoreland, and Lancaster. It contains a cluster of eighteen lovely
lakes, which lie embosomed among mountains of singular beauty. The lakes oftenest visited are
Windermere -- the largest -- Grasmere, Rydalwater, Ullswater, Derwentwater, and Buttermere.
The green mountains and the blue lakes are wedded to each other with rings of emerald isands and
snowy vales of foaming cascades. As good ajudge as Thomas Arnold saysthat "it isvain to talk of
any earthly beauty ever equaling this country.” In whatever direction the tourist may wander in the
Lake District, heis sureto find himself surrounded by grand and picturesgque scenery.

For generations prominent men in England have spent portions of their time here; and their
elegant villas, bearing poetic names, are scattered among the valleys and along the lake-shores,
and crown the most conspicuous elevations. The region owes a part of its world-wide fame to the
pens of gifted writers who have here established their homes and found their graves, or have come
as vigtors from near or from far. Among these may be mentioned Wordsworth, Southey,
Coleridge, Wilson, De Quincey, Dr. Arnold, Harriet Martineau, and Mrs. Hemans.

Keswick isavillage of three thousand inhabitants, situated on the Greta River, closeto
Derwentwater. It is noted for its manufacture of lead-pencils. | wonder why we call them lead
pencils. Thereisnot alead pencil in al the world, and never was. They are plumbago, or
graphite, pencils. The plumbago used at Keswick is obtained from a mine on the western shore of
Derwentwater. Some of our party visited the factory, and purchased pencils stamped with their
own names, or the names of friends at home, whom they wished to remember with gifts.

Saturday morning we took carriages, just like the breaks of Scotland, and drove entirely
around Derwentwater. | asked the driver of the carriage in which it was my lot to ride, what he
called such awagon. He told me. | asked him to spell the word. He spelled it s-h-e-r-r-y v-a-n-s. |
afterwards learned that the true orthography is char-a-banc.

On the way around the lake we visited two waterfalls -- Barrowfall and Lodore. At the
latter | gazed with the greatest wonder and delight. Why? Because, when | was Six or seven years
old, | read Robert Southey's poem, " How does the water come down at Lodore?" in my reading
book at school. | was perfectly charmed with the poem. In my childish fancy | could aimost see and
hear the plunge and roar of the descending flood. | thought Lodore must be the greatest natural
wonder in theworld. | longed to seeit; | dared not hope | ever should. And so, when our carriage
stopped, that Saturday morning, under the shadow of the mountain, and the driver told us that we



were going to see the Falls of Lodore, O how my heart bounded within me! | was alittle boy

again. The intervening years had vanished. | saw mysalf standing in along line of boys and girls, in
the reading-class, in the old schoolhouse, with our toes on a crack in the floor. We were reading,
"How does the water come down at Lodore?" | felt the old longing. | sprang from the carriagein a
second, and ran, like a boy released from school, across the field, over the big boulders, and up
the rocky glen, till my muscles were exhausted and my breath was gone. My feglings when, for the
first time, | was approaching Niagara, were less intense than when | was expecting, every moment,
to find myself face to face with Lodore. And yet Lodore is but a drop compared with Niagara.

O, how deep, and vivid, and lasting, and tremendous are the impressions which are made
upon the mind in childhood! How infinitely important it is that those impression be pure and
elevating and divine! Isit your desire that your child shall become atemperate, virtuous, Christian
man? Then begin to stamp the principles and doctrines of the Christian religion on his mind and
heart in the earliest dawn of hisintellectual and moral life. If you let the devil have him the first
seven years, the chances are that he will have him till death and through eternity. If | am a
Christian, it is chiefly because the dimmest thing in my memory, far back amost to my cradle, is
the voice of my father praying to God. | do not remember the words; but the tones of his voice, and
the impression that he was talking to the Father above, | can not forget.

Returning, after aride of about ten miles, we visited the parish church of Keswick, in
whose yard deeps the body of Southey, with this inscription on the stone: "Here lies the body of

Robert Southey, LL.D., Poet Laureate, born August 12, 1774; died March 21, 1843; for forty years

aresident of this parish. Also Edith, hiswife, born May 20, 1774; died November 16, 1837. | am
the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord." On the opposite side of the stone is this. "Catharine
Southey” -- she was the poet's daughter-- " 'Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soul, descend to
contemplate the form that once was dear' -- Southey."

Those last words are very full of meaning. They ought to be deeply impressed upon the
mind and memory of every Christian who mourns departed friends. Go to the grave, if you will.
Strew it with flowers, if thus your affection prompts you. But never for a moment forget that not to
the grave, not to the grave, is your soul to descend to contemplate the form that once was dear. The
dead is not there. The dust only sleeps beneath the turf; the spirit, the real image of the Creator, has
returned to God who gaveit.

When we returned to our hotel, we saw floating from atall staff in front alarge American
flag. Why Brother Jonathan's ensign was there, instead of John Bull's, | do not know. Probably
"mine host" depends largely for his business on American tourists, and deemsit good policy to
please them thus. We certainly were pleased, and saluted "Old Glory" with ringing cheers and
swinging hats. Y ou will never appreciate the beauty of the "Stars and Stripes” till you see them
streaming in the air of aforeign clime. Oursis the most beautiful flag in the world. God help usto
preserve' it from everything that can rend or pollute!

After lunch we started, some in carriages and some on foot, for Grasmere, thirteen miles
away. | was one of those who rode. The ride was exceedingly enjoyable, being behind deek and
spirited horses, through aromantic and charming country, up and down, and round about. About
half-way to our destination, off in the field at the left, unseen by usin the carriages, but visited by



the pedestrians, we passed a stonehenge -- the remains of atemple where the Druids used to offer
human sacrifices, two thousand years ago. Farther on, for miles, we saw works in process of
construction to convey water from Lake Thirlmere, one hundred miles, to the city of Manchester.
At a point where we crossed the line which divides the counties of Cumberland and
Westmoreland, we saw a rude monument of an old Saxon king, dain there in battle at a time when
England was divided into many kingdoms.

We reached Grasmere at half-past three o'clock, and drove to a very elegant hotel called
"The Prince of Wales." There we spent Sunday, August 31st. Grasmere is one of the fairest spots|
have ever seen. A beautiful little lake, of irregular shape, as blue as blue can be, nestles among
lofty hills, as green as green can be. The place must be seen to be appreciated. The hotel standsin
the midst of alovely garden, right on the lake. On the opposite side of the hotel from the lake
clustersthe village.

Sunday morning dawned clear and bright, but rather cool. At quarter to eleven o'clock, like
aloya Methodist, | attended service in the little Wesleyan chapel. The congregation was small.
The minister and the leader of the choir were the same person. There were two sermons, one to the
children, and alonger one to the adults. The message which God's ambassador delivered was
plain and simple, and did good to my soul. After service | introduced myself to the preacher, and
declined an invitation to preach in the evening.

On the way back to the hotel | stopped at St. Oswald's Church. It is a queer stone building,
with little pretension to architectural beauty, and very old. Like nearly al English churches, it is
surrounded by a cemetery. Following a well-beaten path, | found the grave of the poet
Wordsworth. A very cheap headstone bears this inscription:

William Wordsworth,
1850.

Mary Wordsworth,
1859.

In the church amural tablet bears this inscription:

"To the memory of William Wordsworth, atrue philosopher and poet, who, by the special
gift and calling of Almighty God, whether he discoursed on man or nature, failed not to lift up the
heart to holy things, tired not of maintaining the cause of the poor and simple, and so in perilous
times was raised up to be a chief minister not only of noblest poesy, but of high and sacred truth,
this monument is placed here by his friends and neighbors, in testimony of respect, affection, and
gratitude, anno MDCCCLI."

Wordsworth's connection with Grasmere makes it a very sacred place. Here he resided for
more than half a century. He and his contemporaries and friends, Coleridge and Southey, were
called "the Lake Poets." This name was first given them in derision by the English aristocracy,
because they were republicansin palitics, and because their poetry breathed a deep sympathy with
the joys and sorrows of the common people. But what was an epithet of hate became atitle of
honor; and Wordsworth lived to see himself the most popular poet in the English-speaking world.



Near our hotel our attention was directed to alittle cottage, called the "Dove and Bough,"
where Wordsworth and his wife began housekeeping. About two miles away, on an opposite
hillside, we could see, peeping through the trees, alarger and finer house, where he subsequently
resided. Monday morning, on our way to Windermere, we passed near the house where he spent
hislast years, and where he died. We all descended from our seats on the carriage, and walked up
the hill to the place. It isan ordinary house, but is so decked with ivy, and stands in the midst of
such pleasant grounds, that it presents an exceedingly attractive appearance. We were not allowed
to enter. We looked through the gate, and | picked alittle twig from atree growing within. At
another point on the road, we passed alarge rock overlooking a pleasant landscape, where the
poet used to sit, and study, and write.

Sunday afternoon | strolled about the hotel garden, or sat on arustic bench right by the
margin of the lake. It was atime and place for deep and ddlightful meditation. | thought of my
earthly home across the mountains and the seas, where | hoped to be, worshipping with my own
dear people, two weeks from that day; and | breathed a prayer that the days on old Ocean's restless
bosom might be as calm and fair as that perfect Sabbath. Then | thought of my other home, across
the ocean of time, where | hoped to be when al the storms of earth are passed; and | asked myself
how can the great God make heaven more beautiful than this beautiful Grasmere is today?

Sitting there, | took out my pocket Testament and deliberately read the book of Mark,
without rising, in sixty-three minutes. The fact, and place, and date | entered on the margin of the
Gospel.

| told you that our hotel at Grasmere was called the Prince of Wales House. It received its
name many years ago, when the Prince was its guest. In the garden stands atall flag-staff, from
which floated all the time we were there a white flag, bearing in red the coat-of-arms and motto of
the Prince. The same was painted on the ground at the base of the flag-staff in foliage plants. What
is the coat-of-arms of the Prince of Wales? A crown, encircling three plumes. What is his motto?
The German words "Ich Dien,” which mean, "I serve."

There was an impressive lesson for me. | give it now to you. The motto of the mightiest of
earthly princes, the heir gpparent of the throne of the grandest of earthly empires, is, "l serve."
How well he lives up to his profession | will not undertake to tell. But perfect fidelity to that
sentiment would make him the most noble and worshipful of men.

The motto of the Prince of Wales was the motto of the Prince of Heaven, the Eternal Son of
God, who came down into our humanity, and died on the cross for us more than eighteen hundred
years ago. He said of himself: "The Son of man came not to be ministered unto, but to minister, and
to give hislife aransom for many." He carried out that idea perfectly, from the beginning to the end
of hisearthly life. He never did anything merely for himself. He did and suffered everything for the
good of others. He was the perfect man. Perfection in us consists in imitating, with Divine help,
Christ's life of service for humanity.

The way to be Godlike, the way to be noble, the way to be manly and womanly, the way to
rise above everything base and beastly, the only way to be happy, isto adopt and live the motto of



the Prince of Wales, which is the motto of Christ -- "Ich Dien," "I serve." If you would be great
and happy in the highest degree, find and keep that place where, attracting the least attention to self
and having the least thought of self, you can do the most for the happiness and elevation of
humanity. Then you will become a prince of God, and reign with himin glory for ever and ever.

* * * * * * *

18 -- CHESTER, LIVERPOOL, AND HOME
"Return unto the land of thy fathers, and to thy kindred." -- Genesis 31:3

These words were from God to the Patriarch Jacob, when he had sojourned twenty-one
yearsin Padan-aram, commanding him to go back to Canaan. We had been traveling on the
Continent of Europe sixty-three days; and now our original plan of travel, the voice of Providence,
and the love of home seemed to say to each one of us. "Return unto the land of thy fathers, and to
thy kindred."

It was Monday morning. We expected to sail for America on Wednesday. So we had about
three daysto give to Chester and Liverpool. We left Grasmere at forty minutes past seven o'clock.
We rode in two carriages, which the Scotch call breaks, and the English char-a-bancs. The
weather was pleasant, and the ride very enjoyable. After covering a distance of nine miles, we
reached Windermere, a small but beautiful village, the nearest railroad station to Grasmere. At
9:20 we were on the cars.

An uneventful ride of ninety-five miles brought us to Chester, at about one o'clock. We
found entertainment at the Golden Lion Hotel. After lunch, we started out from Foregate Street,
where the hotel is situated, to see the town. Chester is a strange old city. It is the capital of the
county of Chester, and is situated on the right bank of the River Dege, twenty miles from the open
sea. It was founded by the Romans as early as the year 65 of our era. It is surrounded with awall
of varying height, nearly two milesin circumference. It isthe only city in England that till
possesses its walls perfect in their entire circuit. Chester has, however, outgrown itswalls, so that
there are twenty thousand inhabitants within the old limits, and thirty thousand without. The walls
have been frequently repaired; but the lower courses are believed to be as the Romanslaid them,
more than eighteen hundred years ago.

The old walled city is nearly square. Near the middle of each of its four sides, and facing
one of the four cardina points of the compass, is alarge gateway. They are called, respectively,
North Gate, East Gate, Bridge Gate, and Water Gate. From each gate into the city runs a street. The
four streets meet at a crossin the center of the city, dividing the old town into four blocks. The four
streets are named from the four gates--North Gate Street, East Gate Street, Bridge Gate Street, and
Water Gate Street.

These four streets exhibit Chester's most characteristic feature -- "the Rows." | presume
you have all heard of the Chester Rows, but few of you have any definite idea of what they are. |
will try to make you see them. Along the streets where the Rows are, all the buildings stand out
flush with the curbstones, or nearly so, leaving no room for sidewalks where you would expect to



find them. There are sidewalks, however. Where are they? They take the place of thefirst or
second -- usually the second-story of the houses. The sidewalks are in the houses. Y ou walk on the
house-floor. Over your head is a ceiling, above which is the next story of the building. On one side
of you is apartition, with windows and doors. In there the people live, or carry on trade. There are
the shops and stores. On the other side you look out upon the street, with nothing to obstruct your
vision but arailing and the posts which hold up the building.

Such are the famous " Chester Rows." Through them you can walk two miles, protected
from sun and rain and dust and mud. They are afulfillment of Bellamy's Prophecy, in the book
called "Looking Backward," that, one hundred years from now, all city sddewalkswill be covered
with roofs, so that umbrellas and parasols will no longer be needed. Chester isthe nicest city in
the world for shopping. If American ladies knew how convenient its Rows are, it seemsto me they
would all desire to remove to the banks of the Dee.

Our hotel, the Golden Lion, was just outside the wall on Foregate Street, a few hundred
feet east of East Gate. In going forth to view the town, the first thing which we purposed to do was
to walk around the city on the wall. We went up on aflight of stone steps near East Gate. Then,
starting with our faces toward the south, we walked completely around the city on the top of the
wall, on astone path four and one-half feet wide, and about three feet below the parapet. In some
places the wall isfifty feet above the ground outside, and in other placesit isaslow asten or
fifteen feet. The material of the wall is abeautiful red sandstone. It was built as adefense. It is
carefully preserved as arelic of the past. Chester expects never to see war again. If she should, her
walls would be no protection whatever against the big guns of the present age. We had not gone far
on the wall when we were obliged to clamber down into the street, and pass around a
considerable stretch which had fallen down, and which alarge gang of men were engaged in
rebuilding.

At the southeast corner we came upon the river, which skirts the south wall, and had its
company as far as the southwest corner. There we found the castle, a huge mass of walls and
towers, within whose court we saw the red-coated soldiers of Queen Victoria performing their
evolutions. All aong the western wall we were in plain sight of the mountains of Wales.

Across the northwestern corner, piercing the wall in two places, runsarailroad. The
ramparts tremble every time the iron horse goes snorting and thundering through. What would the
brave men who piled up these stones do and say, if, raised from the dead, they could see aflying
locomoative, with itstrain of cars? How strangely the dead past and the living present are linked
together in weird old Chester!

At the northwest angle is the Water Tower. It contains a museum of curiosities, and a queer
old man who has charge of them. The tower stands at some distance from the wall, with a double
wall connecting it with the main fortification. At the point of junction is a smaller tower, beneath
which we entered an old dungeon, in which political prisoners used to be confined. On the level
ground outside the walls, between the railroad and the Water Tower, are the remains of an old
Roman bath-house, and many broken columns of atemple, or other building, erected by the
Conquerors of the World two thousand years ago.



At the walled city's northeast angle is Phoenix Tower. It isalso called King Charles's
Tower, because, in the war between the people and the aristocrats of England, Charles | stood
here one day, and, with his heart full of shame and despair, saw the army of Cromwell defeat the
royal army at Rossland moor, two miles away. That was two hundred and forty-six years ago. A
quarter of amile more of walking brought us to our starting-point. One walk around Chester's
walls did not satisfy me. | repeated it in the afternoon, and again Tuesday morning before
breakfast.

Descending from the wall, we visited the cathedral. It is a grand and massive old sandstone
church, three hundred and seventy-five feet long, lifting an enormous square tower one hundred and
twenty-seven feet toward the sky. In the choir is some of the very finest oak carving in the world. It
represents years of labor by scores of the most gifted artists. In the Lady's Chapel --which means
that part of the church especialy dedicated to the Virgin Mary -- averger directed my attention to
atomb said to contain the remains of Werbergha, the patron saint of Chester, and then informed me
that sheis buried in two other placesin England. That means that three places claim the honor of
holding her ashes, and that no one but God and his angels know which isrealy her grave. It makes
no difference to her where she was buried. If you die in the faith of Jesus Christ, it will make no
difference to you where your body shall find aresting-place. At the end of the world, on the
morning of the resurrection, when Christ comes the second time, he will find the ashes of St.
Werbergha and of al his saints, no matter where the convulsions of nature or the malice or
carelessness of men may have scattered them.

On thewall of the north aisle we saw eight very fine mosaics -- that is, pictures made of
little pieces of colored stone, inlaid so asto ook, at alittle distance, exactly like pictures painted
on canvas. They are each about four feet square. They represent respectively, "Abraham Offering
Isaac,” "The Buria of Sarah,” "The Finding of Moses,” "Aaron and Hur Holding up the Hands of
Moses," "David before Saul with the Head of Goliath," "David Mourning for Absalom,” "The
Angel Feeding Elijah,” and "Elijah Meeting Ahab.” The spaces between these pictures arefilled
with smaller mosaics of Abraham, Moses, David, and Elijah.

| said to myself, as| stood looking at these wonderful productions, Where and what would
the world's art be without religion? Without religion, the world's art would not deserve the name
of art. Nearly all the great paintings and statues of all nations have represented religious subjects.
Art has drawn more themes and more inspiration from the Bible than from al other sources. The
Bible isthe best text-book the world has ever had, or ever will have, not only on religion, but also
on history, and biography, and science, and philosophy, and poetry, and oratory, and art. Aside
fromitsinfinite value as a spiritua guide, the Bible is worth more to mankind as an intellectual
instructor than all other books put together.

In the nave of the cathedral, at the front, are suspended two flags, which were carried at the
battle of Bunker Hill by aBritish regiment recruited at Chester. If | had spoken what wasin my
heart, | should have said, Old flags, if our Y ankee grandfathers gunpowder had not given out, that
June day, you would not be hanging here, but in some hall or museum over on my side of the
Atlantic Ocean.



There are many interesting old houses in Chester. Chief among them isthe "God's
Providence House," asthey cal it. It isthree stories high, and stands with its gable facing the
street. On the ground-floor is a harness-shop. The front of the second story is occupied by the
side-walk, or "Row," with afurniture store opening upon it. The third story and gable-end are
richly ornamented with stucco-panels and wooden stiles. Under the third-story window isan
inscription, running across the entire front, which reads: "God's providence is mine inheritance.”

The story isthat afearful plague visited Chester in 1647 and 1648. It raged with terrible
fury for ten months, sweeping off into the grave more than two thousand victims. It visited every
house in the city but one. The one which it spared was this very house at which we are now
looking. The man who lived here two hundred and forty-four years ago was a Christian, aman
strong in faith and mighty in prayer. He believed that it was through the providence of God in
answer to his prayers that the plague did not enter his dwelling. So, when the peril had passed, he
put up this inscription as a perpetual testimony to the love and mercy and power of the Almighty:
"God's providence is mine inheritance." Can you say, "God's providence is mine inheritance?' Do
you believe in the providence of God, whereby he watches over his children and makes al things
contribute to their highest welfare? Do you believe that "all things work together for good to them
that love God?' | do; and if | did not, it seemsto me | should wish | had never been born. This
doctrineis clearly taught in the Bible and in the experiences of myriads of Christians. John
Fletcher, one of the fathers of Methodism and one of the saintliest preachers and mightiest
theologians that ever lived, when ayoung man, was in the city of Lisbon, about to sail for Brazil on
avoyage of ambition and adventure. On the very morning when he expected to depart, the maid
who waited on him at breakfast spilled a considerable quantity of hot water upon him, and scalded
him so badly that he had to go to bed in the surgeon's care. Before he recovered, the ship sailed,
leaving him behind, and was never heard from again. What was the spilling of that water, which
saved Fletcher's life? Was it alucky accident? Taken with the loss of the ship in which it
prevented him from sailing, was it awonderful coincidence? No. It was a providence. God,
foreseeing the wreck of the ship, brought about the spilling of the water on purpose to save the life
of aman for whom he had planned a useful and honorable future.

When the Asiatic cholerawas raging in the city of New Y ork many years ago, and all who
could were fleeing from the pest-ridden place, a Christian man sat in his house, after his wife and
children had retired for the night, perplexed with anxious thoughts. Should he stay where he was,
and where his business interests and his duties were, or should he take hisloved ones and fly to
some sheltered spot far in the north or west? He desired to know and to do the will of God. Ina
spirit of prayer and trust and obedience, he opened his Bible at random, and his eyesfell on these
words: "He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the
Almighty. | will say of the Lord, Heis my refuge and my fortress. my God; in him will | trust.
Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome pestilence. He shall
cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust: histruth shall be thy shield and
buckler. Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day; nor for
the pestilence that walketh in darkness; nor for the destruction that wasteth at noonday. A thousand
shall fal at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh thee. Only with
thine eyes shalt thou behold and see the reward of the wicked. Because thou hast made the Lord,
which ismy refuge, even the Most High, thy habitation, there shall no evil befal thee, neither shall
any plague come nigh thy dwelling.”



His resolve was taken. He knew that that was a message from God to him. He closed the
book. He went to bed, and dept till morning without afear or care. He and his household remained
in the city, and not one of them was harmed.

Was it a coincidence that he read the ninety-first Psalm? Was it an accident that the cholera
passed him by, while it entered amost every other home? L et atheists answer, "Yes." Let al who
believe that there isa God say, "No. It was an overruling providence that guided that man's eyesto
that particular psalm, and impressed him to remain in the city, and shielded him and hisloved ones
there." Such thoughts cameto me as| stood in the street in Chester, in front of that old house, and
read the inscription, "God's providence is mine inheritance.”

All this sight-seeing took place on Monday. Tuesday morning | visited St. John's Church. A
portion fell long years ago. The rest has been repaired and preserved. A part of the nave,
preserved in amost its original perfection, was erected in the year 1070. In the ruined
chapter-house, formerly occupied as a dwelling, | was shown the room in which De Quincey
wrote "The Confessions of an English Opium-eater.”

The Grosvenor Museum was the next attraction. It contains alarge and exceedingly
interesting collection of Roman remains, dug up in Chester. They are such articles as sepulchral
tablets, altars, fragments of statues and columns, sections of exquisite mosaic floors, pottery and
coins. They arethe relics of acivilization which flourished in England more than two thousand
years ago.

One very curious thing which | saw in this museum was a scold's-bridle, such as was used
in England centuries ago. It consists of an iron band, which was made to pass around the face and
fasten behind. In front, projecting inward so as to hold the lips apart and nearly fill the mouth, isa
large piece of iron welded to the band. Two other bands pass over the head to hold the instrument
inits place.

The wearing of such athing as that would seem a very severe punishment. But isit any
worse than the scold deserves? How much of ruin and misery a scolding tongue can cause, only the
Infinite Mind can know. Much of the drunkenness and debauchery which curse society have their
source in the domestic scold, who turns home into hell, and drives husband and sons for relief into
the cooler and more' comfortable hell of the saloon. If all the scolds in America were condemned
to wear bridles, millions of dollars would have to be invested forthwith in buildings and
machinery for their manufacture.

But if | were the Czar of America, | would let the scolds go till | had put abridle on the
mouth of every danderer and tattler. They are as much worse than the scold as the cyclone, which
demolishes your house, is worse than the March gale which merely rattles your windows. The
danderer and his right-hand supporter, the tattler, blast and destroy everything in thislife which is
most precious and beautiful, and inflict wounds which time can never heal. Every man who holds
any public position must expect to have lies invented and circulated about him. All he can do isto
bear the wrong in silence, leaving his vindication to time and to God,; for, for every lie which he
undertakes to hunt to its hole and destroy, ten other lieswill leap out of the Slanderer's poisoned



throat and start on their career of havoc and destruction. Therefore, if | could, | would stop every
lie before it starts by putting a Chester bridle on the mouth of every slanderer and tattler of both
Sexes.

About six milesfrom Chester are two princely residences, with surrounding grounds,
which we intended to visit. Two things kept us from making the excursion--the weather was too
foul for a pleasure ride; and the thought of starting for sweet home the next day amost took away
our desire for further sight-seeing. The placesto which | refer are Eaton Hall, the palace of the
Duke of Westminster, and Hawarden, the residence of Gladstone. The Duke of Westminster is,
with perhaps one exception, the richest man in England. His Eaton Hall estate comprises an
expanse of lawns and gardens and fields and forests, measuring twelve miles long and eight miles
wide. He also owns alarge part of the city of London. His entireincome is said to be seven
dollars and a half aminute, or ten thousand and eight hundred dollars a day.

Therichest individual in the world isan American. Helivesin New Y ork. His nameis Jay
Gould. He isworth two hundred and fifty million dollars. He made every cent of that vast fortune
himself. Can you take in the meaning of those figures -- two hundred and fifty million dollars?
Why, if Adam had lived till the present time, and had saved forty thousand dollars every year, he
would not be asrich today asis Mr. Gould. But let me assure you that the poorest pauper who has
the love of God in his heart and the assurance that his name is written in heaven isricher than all
the money-kings of earth combined, provided they know not Christ. Jay Gould is worth two
hundred and fifty millions today. But how much would he be worth if he should cross the river of
death tomorrow? He can not carry his gold with him into eternity; and, if he could, it might melt in
his hands.

Tuesday afternoon we left Chester by rail, and reached Liverpool -- twenty-one miles
distant -- at fifteen minutes past five o'clock. We went to the Stork Hotel and spent the night.
Liverpool isthe third largest city in Great Britain. It has a population of about six hundred
thousand. It is Situated on the right bank of the Mersey River, which flows amost directly north,
and emptiesinto the Irish Sea. Asacommercial city Liverpool stands second in the world, London
being first. Although Liverpool is an old town, its greatnessis of recent origin. Nearly one-half of
all the products exported from England are shipped from this port. The greater portion of the
emigrants coming to America sail from here. Ten transatlantic lines of steamers, employing the
largest and finest vessels, are established in this vast emporium. All this business began with a
little American steamer -- the first which ever crossed the ocean-named the Savannah. It sailed
from Savannah, Georgia, May 6, 1819, and had a passage of twenty-six days. It had been declared
by wise men that no ship could ever cross the Atlantic by steam, because it would be impossible to
carry asufficient supply of coal to last through the voyage. The Savannah carried over a copy of
the book containing the demonstration of that proposition.

Liverpool has many great public works. One of the most wonderful of these is a tunnel
under the river, connecting the city with the suburb Birkenhead. The tunnel istwo miles and a half
long, is wide enough for adouble line of railway track, and cost more than four million dollars.
Liverpool has the finest docksin the world, excepting only those of London. Altogether they cost
one hundred and twenty-five million dollars. The largest of them -- Alexandra Dock -- isthe
largest in the world. Its Size is so great that twenty-one vessels of the greatest length and tonnage



can, at the same time, discharge or load their cargo at its quay. The docks extend up and down the
river adistance of seven miles, and are always filled with shipping. Along the docks are rows of
warehouses, in which the produce of half the world is stored.

We spent about eight hours viewing the interesting sights of Liverpool. It iswell built, and
isas clean as a purely commercial city could be expected to be. It looks more like an American
than an English town. The first building which we visited was St. George's Hall. Its
foundation-stone was laid, June 28, 1838, the coronation-day of Queen Victoria. It isused for
legidlative and judicial purposes, and for public entertainments. All political gatherings arerigidly
ruled out. The structure is one of which the city may well feel proud, and holds a high rank among
the buildings of modern times. Entering, you ascend aflight of stone steps, reaching amost the
entire length of its east front, and pass under alofty portico, supported by sixteen Corinthian
columns, each sixty feet high. The center of the building is occupied by the great hall, one hundred
and sixty-nine feet long, and eighty-five feet wide, with galleries seventy-four feet high, all
overarched with a solid vault of masonry. It will comfortably seat about six thousand persons. It is
finished with great richness in polished granite columns, marble balustrades and pavements, and
polished brass doors with elegant foliated tracery. A corridor runs around the hall, communicating
with the various accessory rooms.

In front of St. George's Hall stand equestrian statues of the Queen and her husband, Prince
Albert. The latter is exceedingly pleasing to behold; but the Queen is disfigured by an
insignificant-looking hat which she wears on her head.

Just north of St. George's Hall we visited the Free Public Library and Museum, and the
Walker Art Galery. In the museum | saw the largest and finest collection of stuffed birds that |
ever saw. It is perfectly immense. It must contain scores of thousands of specimens, from the
gigantic condor of the Andes down to the tiniest humming-bird.

Another exhibit, which | studied with great interest, was a collection of glass imitations of
all the largest diamondsin the world. Though of small intrinsic value, they accurately represent the
Size, shape, and color of the originals. The largest stood for the Mattan Diamond, the largest and
most valuable in the world. It is shaped like a pear, somewhat elongated from stem to blow. A line
drawn through it between those points would measure about two inches and a half. It was
discovered in Borneo, in 1776, and became the property of a prince, or rgjah, of that country. Two
men-of-war-with stores and ammunition complete -- and a quarter of amillion dollarsin money,
were offered by the Dutch Government for the gem, and refused by the ragjah, who replied that the
fortunes of his family depended upon its possession. That little piece of transparent carbon, which
you could hide in one hand, is estimated to be worth three million and a half of dollars.

Looking into that casket of diamonds, | recalled the words of our Lord: "The kingdom of
heaven is like unto a merchantman, seeking goodly pearls. who, when he had found one pearl of
great price, went and sold all that he had, and bought it." The goodliest pearl in the world isthe
diamond; therefore, we may say that the pearl for which the merchant gave all he had was a
diamond. The diamond in the parable represents experimental religion. If you have embraced the
religion of Jesus Christ as a definite and personal experience, you have a diamond which isworth
infinitely more than all the gems of earth; and if the devil asks you to sell it for the baubles of this



world, you ought to say to him, asthe rgah of Mattan said of his diamond: "My fortunes for time
and eternity depend upon my possession of thistreasure. | will not sell it."

At four o'clock, Tuesday afternoon, we boarded alittle steamboat, and were carried out
into the river to the great Inman steamer City of New Y ork, which was lying at anchor, waiting for
thetide to rise, that she might get over the bar into the ocean. Going on board that great floating
paace, we found our stateroom, and got our baggage in place; and hunted up our deck-chairs and
sea-rugs, which had been expressed from Antwerp, where we had left them sixty-six days before;
and put thingsto rights, and had dinner -- amost sumptuous banquet; and sat on deck till dark,
watching the swarming ships, and eyeing our great rival, the Teutonic, of the White Star Line; and
went to bed.

At eleven o'clock, the tide having risen, the noble ship weighed anchor, and put out to sea.
The next morning we were out of sight of land. The seawas smooth, the sky was bright, and
everybody was gay and happy.

At about noon we entered the harbor of Queenstown, on the southern coast of the far-famed
Emerald Ide. That was my first glimpse of Ireland, and | had a great desire to go on shore; but that
was impossible. Our ship did not make her dock, but anchored in the offing till the mails --which
left Liverpool after she did, and came a shorter way, partly by land and partly by water --were
brought out in atug. Then we steamed out into the ocean, leaving the Teutonic at anchor where we
saw her when we entered Queenstown harbor.

Our voyage of three thousand and twenty-seven miles was now fairly begun. It would be
superfluous to describe our return voyage, as it would be mainly a repetition of the outward
voyage, which was described with considerable minuteness. We bad good weather all the time,
with the exception of the third day, when the sea was decidedly rough, and most of the passengers
paid a heavy tribute to old Neptune. | described the City of New Y ork in connection with a
description of the Red Star ship Westernland on which we made the outward passage.

Wednesday morning, September 10th, | came on deck in time to witness the birth of asfine
aday as| ever saw. One of the officerstold me that the Teutonic, which had not till then beenin
sight since we left her at Queenstown, had passed usin the night. At the breakfast-table my
opposite (not amember of our party) was very glum and cross. He had wagered money on the
speed of our ship, and had lost. When | went on deck, | could dimly see the shores of Long Island.
O, how happy | wasto see the land -- the land of my home and my birth! It seemed to me that that
was the most beautiful morning | had ever seen. It was indeed glorious.

Asthe day advanced and the shores grew nearer, the forward deck was crowded with
passengers. They were the gayest company | ever saw. Everybody was congratulating everybody
else that home was so near. "How beautiful! how beautiful!" was on every tongue, as we saw the
coasts of New Y ork and New Jersey almost embracing each other at Sandy Hook, amid a crowd of
steamers and white-winged sailing vessels. Soon we were over the bar, where the water is
twenty-one feet deep at low tide, and we were in the finest harbor on the globe. It was pleasant to
hear the foreigners on board praise our harbor and speak contemptuoudly of the little mud-holes,
called harbors, of European countries.



| must not take time to describe our sail up the harbor, past the isands and forts, and
through the fleets of ships coming and going. In due time our monster vessel, with the help of a
little tug, swung into her dip crowded with people waving handkerchiefs and shouting recognition
to their friends on our decks, and we were at home.

Like that, only more glorious, will be the faithful Christian's entrance into the harbor of
heaven. We have been sailing on the ocean of time for many weary years. If we are on board the
"Old Ship Zion," heaven can not be far away. Some bright morning you will come on deck -- the
rolling deck of disease or sudden accident, or old age -- and catch a glimpse of the evergreen
shore of immortality. The sight will fill your soul with joy unspeakable and full of glory. Soon,
without a pang of regret, but with shouts of ecstasy, you will smoothly sail over the bar of death
into the harbor of eternal life. Then, between banks of glittering emerald, and among islands of
ruby and amethyst, you will move up to the golden wharves crowded with angels and saints
waving and shouting you "Welcome!" In that glittering throng you will recognize many of the
friends of earth, who have long been awaiting your coming. Brightest of al will beam your
Savior's face; and, as you step on the eternal shore, he will clasp you in hisarms of ailmighty love,
and say: "Home at last!"

* * * * * * *

THE END
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