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PUBLISHER’S PREFACE.

In placing the following pages before the read-
ing public in this form the publisher’s purpose has
been to give as wide prominence as possible to a
series of papers by Dr. Talkwell, which have been
running in serial form in the columns of the
Lieat or TrutH. Extensively read as they have
been, there is a rapidly increasing class of enquir-
ing people to whom these papers would appeal,
if brought to their notice, who never see the LigaT
oF TruTH, and to that class this book is respectfully
introduced, with the hope that renewed activity in
reaching for the higher and better planes of relig- |
ious thought may follow its perusal.

ToE Liear oF TrutE PuB. Co.



AUTHOR’S PREFACE.

The sketches which comprise this volume consist partly
of fiction, partly of fact. The preacher, Dr. Talkwell, and the
society to whom he makes his reports, these are fiction.

Behind Dr. Talkwell, however, there is a man whose home
and manner of life are partly described by the sketches. This
man, once a doetor. afterwards a pastor and now engaged in
other business, is living as nearly as circumstances will permit
the life which is aseribed to Dr. Talkwell.

In all other particulars these sketches portray facts.
Every incident and character described are realities. Every
letter and question, every conversation and visit are all actual
occurrences. There has been no attempt made to write a
story or to give these sketches any literary form. They are
collected in this volume exactly as they appeared in the papers
printed in the same city where they were written.. ,

It was.the original intention of the author to make them
a series of character sketches of every day occurrences. He
did not set out to write a treatise on sociology or theology.
Whenever other sketches occur in this book they were written
more for the sake of giving variety and breadth of thought to
the series than any wish to enter the arena of philosophical
discussion.

The author makes no claim of being a follower of Jesus.
He has, however, sought to make the life of Jesus a study, and
see how far such a life can be made compatible with the life
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of an active business man. At the same time that he has
been doing this, he has, through the assistance of the little
fiction of Dr. Talkwell, been trying to imagine how far the life
of a pastor of a modern church could be made to conform to.
that life which Jesus outlined for his disciples to live. In
trying to bring his own life to the standard set by Jesus he is
daily brought in contact with the difficulties which would
beset any preacher who should make the same atlempt.

The modern preacher insists upon calling himself a fol-
lower of Jesus. Nothing could be further from the truth.
His habits, tastes, and ambitions are in direct contradiction to
the habits which Jesus prescribed for his disciples. The
so-called minister of the Gospel of to-day has little or nothing
in common, either in practice or belief, with him they call
Master. His function in society may be a good one, but by no
stretch of imagination can he be made to resemble Jesus or
his disciples. . )

“Dr. Talkwell ” was once a successful preacher. He was
successful in having a fine church, aristocratic audiences, and
commanding a good salary. He was successful in having
many friends, living a Juxurious life, and holding a good posi-
tion in society. In short, he was successful in everything
except taking a single step in the direction of following Jesus.

At last his eyes were opened. He suddenly became aware
of the farce that he was playing. He saw the utter futility of
preaching pleasant platitudes to his comfortable, well-fed
parishioners. He began to realize that he was not touching
the lives of those to whom Jesus ministered. Shame and
repentance took the place of his old pride and selfcomplac-
ence. He resigned his pulpit and began to go among the
people. He quit making sermons, but continued to talk.
Every Sunday morning he stood in his pulpit where he used
to preach, to tell the people his thoughts and experiences
which had come to him by associating with the so-called lower
classes. o
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This book contains a large number of these talks. They
are short and to the point. They deal only with living ques-
tions of today. They are an attempt to say over again some
things that Jesus said many years ago. They were not said in
the interest of any sect or society. It is the hope of the
author that the reader may be made better acquainted with
the man Jesus. The author believes that Jesus has been
grossly misrepresented by the church; that his teachings have .
been perverted : that his example has been ignored.

This volume is the first one of a series of talks by ¢ Dr.
Talkwell,” which the author hopes to see published as rapidly
as they accumulate.

C. S. Carg, M. D.,

Columbus, Ohio.
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A CITY PREACHER RESIGNS.

The Conversion of a Popular Preacher—How Dr. Talk-well became
Dr. Do-well.

HERE was a sensation in church circles in the city of”
Columbus. The Rev. Dr. Talkwell had resigned his.
QO pastorate. Strong,self-possessed,educated, eloquent,.
popular, and the pastor of one of the most flourish-
ing churches in the city. In the high water of financial success.
was the church which called him pastor. He had made it so by
his ability and untiring effort. He had begun with a small,
unpretentious church and made it one of the first churches of
the city, and now right in the zenith of its glory and prosperity
he had suddenly resigned his pastorate, giving no reason for
his action.

It occurred at the regular preaching service on Sunday
evening. The house was crowded to the doors to hear one of’
his popular lectures. Expressions of astonishment and regret
were heard on every hand, but the.church officials were
shocked and astounded beyond measure. It was as if a
thunderbolt had fallen out of a clear sky. After a hurried
consultation a committee was appointed to wait on the doctor
next morning for an explanation of his extraordinary conduct.

The committee was composed of men of learning, wealth
and business integrity. They found the doctor in his study
awaiting them, for he had heard they were coming. The
friendly greetings were followed by a short, awkward pause.
The chairman of the committee, a prominent lawyer, began,
rather hesitatingly, the business before them.
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“We have called, doctor, as a committee from the church
to ask your reasons for your unexpected resignation, and if
possible, to persuade you to reconsider your step.”

A solemn hush followed the question, in which the doctor
calmly looked at his brethren, and they as calmly awaited his
answer. Never before in their acquaintance had they faced
each other as man and man, but their relations had always
been of an official character and their few business transactions
of a clumsy, stereotyped fashion, in which he seemed to them
a curious mixture of priest, pastor, teacher and hireling, while
they were to him little more than his financial managers.
But now they all appeared as if they had some real busi-
ness to attend fo.

With suppressed feeling the dootor at length replied:
“Your question is natural and direct, and my reply shall be
the same.. My reason. for resigning the pastorate of a Christian
church is that I am not, nor have I ever been, a Christian
minister.”

“Why,doctor,” they replied in chorus, ‘ we are astonished
to hear you say so. Surely this must be some joke or delusion,
for a man that has been as useful and successful as you have
been in our city—of unquestionable character and Christian
scholarship, of which we have been proud—not a Christian
minister? We don’t know what you mean.”

“1 am not going to deny,” the doctor answered quietly,
“T have made myself useful to the church and to the city, and
in perhaps many other ways. What I am denying is that I am
a Christian minister. There are many useful men in this
world besides Christian ministers. Perhaps I may be classed
as useful, but I have no vestige of excuse for calling myself a
follower of Jesus, in a Seriptural sense. I am not dissatisfied
with my position in .society. I am well content with my
success, proud of my church, grateful for the enthusiastic sup-
port you have given me, but so long as I remain the pastor of
your church, so long I stand before the public posing as a
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disciple or follower of Jesus. This is a falsehood to which L.
can not be a party any longer. For several years the convic-
tion has been gradually growing upon me that, while my
function in society is a perfectly legitimate and useful one, I
have no more right to call myself a follower of Jesus than I
have to call myself a follower of Buddha or Mahomet or
Brigham Young. All these said good things, did good things,
and in a general way other good men can copy them to good
advantage. But on the other hand, these leaders of men had
peculiarities which constituted their special mission, and it is
the adoption of these particular peculiarities that give one the
right to claim to be a disciple or follower.

“To try to do good in a general way and teach the truth
as seems to be needed by the present generation, is certainly
a good work, and I am not at all discouraged at what I have
accomplished, but this gives me no honest pretext for calling
myself a minister of Jesus Christ. Jesus founded no church,
taught no creed, headed no social reform, advocated no school
of divinity, philosophy or ethics, but simply chose the lowly
and outcast as his associates and friends and taught his
disciples to do likewise. Had I been related to Jerusalem in
his day as I am to Columbus in this day, I would probably
never have met Jesus at all, or at least his life would have
seemed to me a dismal failure, unworthy of other notice than
pity. ‘ : ‘
“Why do I allow people to call me a Christian minister.?
I have done nothing to warrant such title. I associate with
the best people, live in the best part of the city, dress like a
gentleman. I not only have a place to lay my head, but no
king could have a better place. All I know of the outcasts
or depraved is what I learn by hearsay or occasional hasty
visits to some poor family, about whom I know next to
nothing, and with whom I have nothing in common.

“Now, as long as I remain in a so-called Christian pulpit
I am in false relations to the people. I had my choice either
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to announce to my congregation that I was not a follower of”
Christ or resign. I thought to resign would be the least sen-
sational and create the least shock. I do not think you would
care to have a man preach to you after he had publicly
announced that he did not profess to be a follower of Jesus
in any true sense of the phrase.” _

“But,” expostulated the brethren, “you have always
taught us that to live a prayerful and sincere life was to be a
Christian, and surely you have done this?”’

‘“To simply live a prayerful and sincere life,” replied the-
doctor, “is certainly religious, and the kind of religion that
Jesus heartily approved of, but this has nothing whatever to-
do-with the Christian ministry. Jesus did not call all men to-
be Christian ministers, or to be his followers. During his.
lifetime he called only a very few to be his disciples. To the
world in general he made no call, but rather brought an
announcement of good news. He said to the world: ¢God is.
your father, not your angry judge and ruler. God loves you,
he is not mad at you. God sympathizes with you, he does.
not hate you.’ This he said to the whole world, high and
low, good and bad, and he sought to bring to the world peace,.
which comes from a complete acceptance of such a faith as.
this.”

“But he called out of the world a few chosen ones to be
his disciples; to be his ministers; to live as he lived; to
spend their lives among the outcast and downtrodden; to turn
away from fortune, family and fame, to carry his message to-
the poor. To live among them, to stay among them, to-
become acquainted with their peculiar trials and besetments.
I have done none of these things. No doubt Jesus would.
approve of what I have done, but I am sure that he would not
regard me as one of his ministers or disciples.”

*“T recall,” spoke the chairman of the committee, “ that.
your sermons lately have been chiefly on Christian disciple-
ship. Your position seemed to me to have been very logical,.



A CITY PREACHER RESIGNS. 13

and well taken. You showed us that we, all of us, ought to
be Christian ministers; that a good mechaniec, an honest
lawyer, a conscientious merchant, are each as much ministers
.of Christ as the one who officiates as the pastor or preacher of
.a church. I thought that was good doctrine, but I can not see
how your teachings harmonize with your present position.”

“ Unfortunately, it harmonizes only too well with my
attitude at present,” replied the doctor. ‘ You are, so are
any other honest men, as much Christian ‘ministers as I am.
You are living honest, prosperous lives, so am I. My vocation
is teaching. I teach theology, ethics, history and English
literature generally. If I am as honest and sincere as you
gentlemen are in your vocations I am as much a Christian
minister as any of you, but no more. The truth is, brethren,
that none of us are Christian ministers. We are doing pre-
cisely as other men are. We are seeking to gain a livelihood
in a respectable way and with as little contact with disagree-
able circumstances and people as possible. I do not condemn
this course of life. I simply say it is not living the life of a
Christian minister. The atheistical chemist in our university
is discovering and teaching truth, God’s truth, just as much as
I am. The agnostic physician of our congregation is making
his vocation a blessing to the people, and in fact, is minister.
ing more directly to the people than I am. The unbelieving
mechanic who sometimes listens to my theology is rearing a
large family in a quiet, unpretentious way; is respected by
his associates as a truthful and sympathetic friend, although
he does not believe one word of Christian theology. The addi-
tion to their lives of all that I teach would not make one of
these men a whit more capable or useful, in their lives of min.
istry than they are now. This is what I have been saying in
my pulpit, and this is what I am saying now. Are these men
followers of Jesus? If so, then I am a follower of Jesus. If
not, then I am not and you are not. Really, brethren, it is
these very reflections that have led me to take the step that I
have taken.”
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“The committee would like to know,” said the spokes-
man, “ exactly what you mean by following Jesus ?”

‘ Alas, brethren, your question is a serious charge against
my ministry among you. I have been your minister for more
than a score of years, a professed follower of Jesus, with no
other real work among you except to teach you to become
followers of Jesus by precept and example. And now, after
all these years, you ask me what it is I mean by following
Jesus. The fault'is my own; I confess it. I have not been
clear on the subject myself, in my precepts, and as for my
example, I have done nothing whatever but to do what any
other rational creature would have done had he never heard
of Jesus. But since you ask me what I mean by following
Jesus, I will attempt to give a brief answer.”




WHY A CITY PREACHER RESIGNED.

What is it to Follow Jesus 7—A Preacher Preaching to Himseif.

UR readers will recollect that we left Dr. Talkwell
in his study surrounded by an anxious church com-
mittee, who had called to ask his reasons for so
suddenly resigning as the pastor of their church.

He had replied to the committee that one-of the reasons for
his taking this step was that he did not any longer consider
himself a fit man to be called a Christian minister or a follower
of Jesus.

The committee then asked him to define what he meant
by following Jesus, and the doctor replied:

“Your question shows me very clearly how little I have
been really teaching you about Jesus all of these years. But
in a few words I will attempt to tell you what I mean by
following Jesus. In the first place Jesus did not call men to
be his followers. Jesus did not come to condemn the world.
He seemed to approve of the evolution of society as he found
it. He found cruelty, injustice, superstition, ignorance and
hypocrisy in the world, just as we find it now. He instituted
no crusade against these things, headed no special reform to
exterminate them. He seemed to believe all these things
were working out the problem of human society. To be sure,
he approved, condemned, corrected, comforted and encour-
aged. But he did these things only as friend meets friend.
He sought no special opportunities. If he addressed a mul-
titude it was only because circumstances conspired to bring it
about. His words were addressed to the particular person or
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persons he happened to be in conversation with. He wrote
no book, nor sought in any way to perpetuate his teachings
beyond their natural influence at the time they were said.
What he tried to do, was to persuade a few men to become his
followers, to seek the life he sought, to give their lives for those
who need help.

“He saw in the natural evolution of society that the
ignorant, the weak and poor would naturally be oppressed with
all sorts of injustice and cruelty. It was to this class that he
went. It was to this class that he invited his disciples to
go. To be sure, he invited all men to be saved from sin,
and taught them how they could be saved. But his minis-
ters, his few special disciples, he sought to make them saviors
in the same way that he had been their savior. He turned
his back on the world and its allurements of fame, comfort,
reputation and honorable standing in the community. He
became of no repute, had not where to lay his head, hunted
as a common criminal, ate with publicans and sinners, sneered
at as a wine bibber, the friend of harlots and the woman of
Samaria, and was finally arrested, tried and executed as a
blasphemer.

‘ All this he did for those whom the natural evolution of
human society had crushed and has continued to crush ever
since. To those who needed no physician, to those who had
been successful i1. keeping apace with the evolution of human
society, he was not called. The well need no physician. It
was to the sick ones he came, the ones we call depraved,
ignorant and beastly, and to those he called his disciples.
He told them that if they followed him, they would, like him,
become of no repute, their names would be a by-word, they
would be cast out of the synagogues, would be arrested and
tried as he was, would be beaten, imprisoned, despised, out-
raged and degraded.

“ Now, none of these things have happened to me, simply
because I have not followed him at all. Had I followed Jesus
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in the city of Columbus, probably no one of you would have
known me personally. I would have been known in the ‘ Bad
Lands, in the police court and in the byways of the city. I
could have, like Jesus, become the friend of many despairing
souls, but no one would have known it. I could have gone in
and out quietly among these people, living a harmless, peace-
ful and contented life, and shown them—a few of them at
least—the way to solve their problem. Not by kicking against
Fate or striving against the forces of human evolution; but
by quietly submitting to what occurs as the providences of a
wise Father, taking care only that love should be my motive
in all my conduct.”

‘“ Are we to understand you then, doctor, that you are
about to turn your back upon yonr splendid work in this city
and take up this sort of a life?* asked the committee.

‘ No,” replied the doctor; “I have not fully decided to
become a disciple of Jesus. I am so far committed to the
ordinary affairs of the world, that I fear I could not break
loose again from them and become a true disciple of Jesus
without doing more harm than gcod. Most of my family and
fraternal relations would have to be broken. My habits, tastes,
likes and dislikes, formed by a long life of ease and prosperity,
have become too fixed to be shaken off easily. I have utterly
incapacitated myself in speech and manner to come near these
people without exciting suspicion as to my purpose or anger
at what appears to them to be impertinence. The chasm is so
great that T can not get to them, I fear. But at least I can do
this much. I can refuse to be called a Christian minister any
longer. I am not a Christian minister. I am simply a man of
the world, no better than thousands of others who never heard
of Christ, and I positively refuse to be called by such a name
any more. Not all men, as I have already said, are called to
be Christian ministers. I fear I am not one of those who have
been called. But at least I can be an honest man and refuse
to sail under false colors any longer.”
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‘“ But, doctor, have we not missionaries to attend to this
sort of thing, and has not our church always supported the
missions of this city ¢ After all, is not this kind of work only
a branch of Christian work? Are you not exaggerating its
importance, when you make it all that Jesus wished his dis-
ciples to do?”

“Yes, we have missionaries, upon whom I have tried in
past times to shirk my responsibility in these matters, but the
missionaries as a class come no nearer following Jesus than
the regular pastors. They simply preach to the people; they
do not live with them. There is no real sympathy whatsoever.
The missionary, as a rule, preaches only the miserable, cast-off
theology that the pastor has discarded long ago as utenable.
Missionaries do these people far more harm than they do good.
by holding up to them the necessity of a life utterly irrational
and impracticable. Jesus was no more a missionary than he
was a preacher. He simply lived so close to these people that
he brought his own sweet, pure life into actual contact with
theirs.

“ As to the relative importance of this so-called branch of
Christian work, I desire to put myself on record as saying that
it is the only work that Jesus called His ministers to do. He
did not call his ministers to teach theology or ethies, or found
churches or establish colleges, or head social reforms. He
knew that these things would all occur in the natural evolu-
tion of human society. But he also knew that ‘the poor
we have with us always.” That there would always be those
who would be continually falling under the wheels of progress,
crushed or outraged. There is nothing in the natural evolu-
tion of society that provides for this class of vietims except to
let them die. It would be simply another example of the
survival of the fittest, had not Jesus interposed and established
a ministry for this very class of people.

“ What the unconscious forces of society fail to do, (the
law) he sought by self-conscious sympathy and fraternity to
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accomplish, (the gospel). If I am to be a minister of Jesus
Christ this is my work and my only work. I have either got
to do this work, to the exclusion of everything else, or refuse
to be called a Christian minister. Which shall it be brethren,
I ask you? I would really like your practical good judgment
in this matter.”

“Well,” answered the spokesman of the committee,
“suppose we should agree to employ you at yeur present
salary, as a public instructor, disband our present organization
as a church, form ourselves into a secular society, use our
church property as the plant by which we carry on our work, and
our pulpit shall be the rostrum ffom which you will continue
to instruct the people as you have in times past. Suppose we
agree to all this, can we hope to retain you as our instructor?”

“I thank you, brethren, for your consideration of my
feelings; but I shall not be able this morning to decide the
matter. I have not wholly given up the idea of becoming a
Christian minister. If I should so decide, of course we will
have no further business with each other; for in that case you
would not have any use for me, nor would I have any use for
you. But should I conclude to serve you in the capacity in
which I have been serving you, dropping all titles, names and
formalities which serve in the least particular o convey the
pretense that I am a Christian minister, or that we are a
Christian church, or that there could be any such thing as a
Christian church, if I conclude to adopt such a course of life,
I will inform your committee of the fact soon enough to begin
to act in the matter.

“In the meantime, brethren, I trust you will understand
my reasons for resigning, and I hope that the reasons may
seem as important to you as they do to me.”

What will he do, this doctor of divinity, in the zenith of
his strength, physical and mental ; versatile, capable, possessed
of practical common sense and ripe scholarship? Will he
decide to become to our city what Jesus became to Palestine?
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Will he decide to enter with his strength and purity the slums
and hovels of wretchedness of Columbus? To become the
personal friend and adviser of these people? Will he give his
life for them, as Jesus gave his life for sinners? If so, bléssed
will be Columbus in the midst of the cities of the earth. Her
palaces of shame will be brought low and her hovels of virtue
exalted, her waste places be made glad and those that dwell
in the riches and security of iniquity shall be overturned and
brought to naught.

Will he, however, decide to continue his course as aregular
doctor of divinity? Continue his comfortable, successful, pop-
ular, reputable course of life, having for his portion the best
clothes, the best food, the best of society, the best of everything
that the land can furnish? Will he? Then Columbus,like other
cities of the earth, will continue to have its slums, its poor
and outraged, its degraded and its vicious, growing more
numerous and appalling every year, with no one who has the.
strength and courage to succor them. Which will he do?




A COLLEGE-MADE PREACHER.

Preparation for the Ministry—Dr. Talkwell Has Resigned.

g R. TALKWELL had resigned as the successful pastor
of one of the most flourishing churches in the city,

on the grounds that his functions as the pastor of a

& modern church did not entitle him to be called a
minister of Jesus Christ. His astonished brethren called upon
him for an explanation. After a brief conversation, in which
the doctor explained to his brethren that, according to his
growing convictions as to the work of a Christian minister, he
could no longer conscientiously pose as one and remain pastor
of any church, he intimated that he would speak to them in
the capacity of an instructor at some future time, but he
should insist that it be thoroughly understood that be no longer
pretended to stand before the public as a Christian minister.

Desirous of hearing a fuller explanation of the doctor’s
position on the subject of the work of a Christian minister. he
was invited to give a course of lectures under the auspices of
a.secular society, known as the Board of Popular Instruction.
As the society was composed practically of his old congrega-
tion and as his rostrum was to be his old pulpit, the doctor
was only too glad to accept the invitation. Only a summary of
these lectures can be given from time to time, leaving the
reader to elaborate each one for himself.

Before beginning his lecture, the doctor said: I wish to
repeat what I have already stated to your committee, and
what I shall take the liberty of repeating many times in the
future, if I should continue this series of lectures; that I have
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no charge whatever against that class of individuals who call
themselves Christian ministers. As a class,I know them to
be educated, hard-working and thoroughly conscientious indi-
viduals. That their wish and purpose is to promulgate right-
eousness, according to their notion of the meaning of the word.
I have not resigned from the pulpit because of any disparag-
ing opinions I hold of the work of the modern pulpit. There
is no greater or more timely force at work in society than the

pulpit. But for myself, I see no reason whatever why my work-

as a preacher and pastor of a modern church gives me any
excuse for posing as a Christian minister. Should I continue
in this course of lectures, they will take up in detail the
reasons why I have reached this conclusion.

Today I propose to inquire whether 1 ever prepared my-
self to become a Christian minister. In other words I am
going to compare my preparation to become a follower of
Jesus, with the preparation which Jesus himself enjoyed.

So far as we know of the early life of Jesus, we have
every reason to believe that until he was thirty years of age
he worked as a common laborer among the common people.
That he exhibited an early interest in the theology of the
times seems evident from his experience with the doctors of
divinity when he was twelve years of age. But that he had
any other education than was the lot of all other Jewish boys,
there is not a scrap of evidence. He could read the old Testa-
ment as they used it. He had been taught at home and in
the local synagogues the interpretation of the Seriptures in
vogue in those days. It is not at all likely that he had any
other book education. That his education could compare
favorably with what is now known as a common school educa-
tion is not at all likely. That he could write a sermon or
deliver a sermon extemporaneously, acceptable to modern
usages, there is not a particle of evidence. That he was the
author of the so-called Sermon on the Mount, the greatest of
all sermons, there can be no doubt. But to call these wise
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sayings of the fifth, sixth and seventh of Matthew—to call
these a sermon in any modern use of the word is to misname
them entirely. Neither in form nor unity do they in the least
particular resemble what is now known as a sermon.

But there were a great many things that Jesus did learn
which be could not have learned at any college. He had
learned the people—the common people. He had learned
them in the only way possible for any one to learn them—by
being one of them himself. He lived an humble life, an out-
door life, a self-supporting life. He passed his boyhood and
early manhood facing the difficulties and solving the problems
of the common people. He knew what their problems were.
He knew what their aspirations were. He knew their hearts,
their longings, their fears and their superstitions. This was
His education, his only education, except that he was able to
read and quote to them the Seriptures, which they had been
taught to believe were the word of God.

But Jesus’ preparation for the ministry did not consist
wholly of what he knew; it consisted largely of what he was.
One of the items in his preparation was that he overcame
himself, before entering the ministry. In the story of his
temptation in the wilderness we find him assailed by an evil
spirit with the lusts of the flesh, the ambition for fame and
the worship of worldly ideals and aspirations. He was tempted
in all points like us. But he overcame them all, and minis-
tering angels became his companions.

Now, when I compare this preparation of Jesus for the
ministry with my own preparation to follow in his footsteps, I
do not wonder that I did not succeed. What was my prepara-
tion? I am not going to outline it to you because I believe it
to be remarkable or unusual, but rather because I believe it
is typical of the preparation usually received by any one who
sets out to become a Christian minister.

In the first place, I was a studious boy, which kept me
apart, in a great measure, from the other boys. At school and
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vacation I never had any particular enthusiasm or interest in
the games and adventures of my school fellows. My father
was able to keep me in school, consequently I did no work but
to keep up my studies. I came in actual contact with no kind
of business. My experience was nearly limited to the routine
of a student’s life. Except from glimpses now and then, I
knew little or nothing of what was going on in the world
around me at the time. Iwasrapidly acquiring tastes and habits
which drifted me farther and farther away from the common
people. What few grains of information concerning the
masses that managed to sift through the wall of exclusion
built around me, gave me the impression that the history of
today was dull, vulgar and unsatisfactory.

After finishing high school I entered college, which still
further excluded me from the people. Having finished college
I entered a theological seminary, where I was supposed to
take that step of preparation for the ministry which was to fit
me to stand up before the people, about whom I knew next to
nothing, to become their guide and their shepherd.

I had no vocation-except preaching. I knew nothing
about farming, nothing about mechanics, nothing about the
mercantile business, nothing about law or medicine, and yet, I
was proposing to stand up before these classes and teach them
how to live.

What was far worse, I knew nothing of the people to
whom I was particularly sent as a minister of Jesus Christ. In
spite of all ‘the diversions and perversions of a theological
education, I had retained a somewhat dimmed and deformed
notion that as a minister of Jesus Christ my mission was chiefly
to the poor, the outcast, the down-trodden, and the depraved.
There still lingered in my memory fragments of Scripture,
“When I was hungry, ye fed me; when I was naked, ye
clothed me; when I was in prison, ye visited me; when I was
sick, ye came to me; when I was a stranger, ye took me in.”
I remembered that dramatic scene when Jesus stood in the
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synagogue at Nazareth, and read from the prophet Isaiah the
proclamation of His own mission.

When he read: ‘The spirit of the Lord is upon Me,
" because He annointed Me to preach the good tidings to the
poor; He hath sent Me to proclaim release to the captives,and
recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty them that are
bruised, to proclaim the acceptable year of the Lord.”

To be sure, I had a very hazy conception of my proclama-
tion to these poor people. Exactly what I could do or say that
would be of any practical benefit to them was one of the
things I had not learned in college. I had been trained in a
school of theology, which enabled me to comprehend the utter
futility of supposing I could go to them some pleasant evening,
and by the assistance of a professional evangelist or singer,
convert them en masse, and thus discharge my whole respon-
sibility concerning these very disagreeable people. I had been
reared on a broader plane of thinking than that. But pre-
cisely what it was that I was expected to do to put myself into
vital relation with the men and women who swear and “drink,
who are dirty and lazy, who are sick and vicious, who are in
prisons and hospitals, who are naked and hungry, become a
friend to the stranger and a companion of the outcast, how I
was to follow my Master in these particulars, I had received
no instruction whatever.

I could preach a good sermon; I knew that. No one
could find a flaw in my grammar or rhetoric; my manners and
dress were such that no church need to be ashamed of me,
either in the pulpit or the drawing room. My whole life had
been spent among people of culture and refinement. I was
an easy conversationalist, a good Bible student, and a public
speaker of perhaps more than average ability. These things I
had learned. But in what way they fitted me to follow my
Master in his proclamation of glad tidings to the poor, I could
not understand. I thought it was my own fanlt and thought
perhaps I was better adapted to the regular pastorate than
evangelical work. I concluded that it was more a matter of
temperament and taste than any thing else. I knew there
were some people who were so constituted that they liked to
do that sort of thing. I knew that I was not one of them.
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Dr. Talkwell’s Second Lecture—Sketch of His First Pastorate,

[

TOLD you last week of my preparation for the minis-
g % try; how I had graduated from a theological semin
ary with high honors. I was now supposed to be
— - prepared to follow the meek and lowly Jesus in car-
rying the gospel to the poor and heavy laden. 1 had acquired
a literary fastidiousness and aristocratic habits, which seemed
to be assumed by every one to be just the thing to enable me
to follow in the footsteps of the lowly Nazarene, to do the
humble work of my Master, the carpenter’s son.

Despite my education I was not altogether free from
doubt on this subject. I sometimes thought I detected an
incongruity between my mission and my education. When I
read the latest theological review I felt sure I was master of
the situation, but when I read the Testament I was not quite
sure that I had learned anything that would be of assistance
to me. I was not quite clear as to what my mission was, but
I had a vague supposition that it was somehow related to the
fallen and perishing ones of society.

But my thinking along this line was suddenly interrupted
by the event of receiving a call to become the pastor of a large
and prosperous church in one of our cities. I had no more.
time for musing about my mission. I had two sermons to
prepare each week for a critical, cultured congregation, pos-
sessed of literary fastidiousness, jealously sensitive as to their
" own customs, vain of their services and elegant place of
worship. I had several special meetings to conduct every
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week. 1 became practically manager and leader of several
societies. Every moment of time that could be spared from
my pressing duties as pastor of that church was devoted to
social functions, just as imperatively demanded of me as any
other part of my work. I worked very hard, but personally
I had no time to see any poor people, or to even give them a
thought. To be sure, we had a committee of our church whose
duty it was to attend to such matters. Through their reports
I occasionally heard that we were doing something in that
line.

Sometimes I had a sickening fear that I was not doing the
work of areal Christian minister, but what to do I did not know.
I understood homiletics better than I did homes, and was
better posted on the latest Bible criticisms than I was con-
cerning the unsanitary condition of the alleys where the poor
people lived. I made many resolves and had several ineffect-
ual spasms of trying to do something in this line, but all
ended in flat failure.

I tried to talk with my brethren sometimes about these
matters, which finally resulted in our establishing a mission
chapel, presided over by an assistant, all of which brought me
not one whit nearer the poor and down-trodden. I finally
gave up trying to get any nearer to them, comforting myself
with the idea that the avenues needed a Christian minister as
well as the alleys, and that I was specially adapted to minis-
ter to the avenues. And I succeeded in making myself really
believe that I was a Christian minister all this time, though
sometimes I had my doubts.

There was another thing in the preparation of Jesus that
I lacked besides the knowledge enabling me to carry the
gospel to the poor. I had not conquered myself. In my
bodily habits I was not conspicuously bad, as I used neither
liquor nor tobacco and loudly condemned their use by others,
but in my use of food I did not hesitate to indulge myself in
the choicest dainties the land afforded, and surrounding myself
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by all the expensive luxuries that my ample salary permitted.
I lived altogether a pampered, luxurious life.

As for worldly ambition, perbaps no one in my congrega-
tion was farther from Jesus in this particular. I had an am-
bition to become a great preacher, to make my pulpit a great
power in the land. I was determined that I would be known
as far as the English language was spoken. This was my
thought day and night. This ambition had been distinctly
taught to me at college as being entirely legitimate for a
Christian minister. I wanted to live to see the day when my
sermons would be published in this and other countries and
possibly translated into other tongues. I wanted to be popular
at home and abroad. I dreaded of all things to do or say any-
thing that would have a tendency to make me unpopular.

I preach’ed against pride, vanity, luxury and selfishness.
But I succeeded in doing so with such good taste and elegant
language as to offend no one of my supporters, every one of
whom was guilty of these things.

My success was phenomenal. I rose to distinction very
rapidly. My services were in demand over a very large area of

the country. My sermons were reported in many papers. Ver-'

ily, verily, I had received my reward. But all this time the
sweet, pastoral life of Jesus, his lowly companions, his heart
to heart conversations, his frugal, unselfish life, his suffering
with poor, ignorant, weak humanity —these things were
slipping farther and farther away from me. Except in my
pulpit I had come to read mostly the latest commentators,
critical reviews, literary criticisms and the like; finding the
simple gospel, except by straining its meaning, to be out of
harmony with the life I was leading. Had not my career
been interrupted by illness I should without doubt have con-
tinued to grow less Christ-like and more prosperous, until, at
the close of a long and useful life, I should have been buried

with the usual honors and eulogies that are accorded the suc-’

cessful preacher of today. (How different from the last scenes
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that closed round the earthly labors of Jesus, Paul, Peter,
Matthew, and a host of others in every land and age who have
followed in the footsteps of the Master!)

The continued strain of my artificial life finally induced
severe prostration. I was not only obliged to retire from my
pastorate, but from the city. In the cool shade of an old
orchard, in a quiet, obscure country place, far from the noise
and ambitions of the city, during a slow convalescence, I
began to think. It was the first time I had ever had a
chance to think by myself, for myself, about myself. The old
sprawling, shaggy apple trees that had borne their load of
juicy fruit year after year for the benefit of the world seemed
to rebuke me with their solemn, unpretending humility.

I had time to look squavely at my past life. How I had
been tickled with fame, pleased with notoriety, puffed up with
flattery, made glad a thousand times in my foolish vanity by
complimentary remarks upon my eloquence, learning and
influence.

How quiet it was there, how solemn! A little Testament
without notes seemed no longer out of place. I began to read
it, not a verse here and there, not critically, but as a child
would read a story — whole books at a time.

I read the book of Matthew one beautiful Sunday morn-
ing in the generous shade of one of those old, ministering
apple trees. Beginning with the fifth chapter, 1 read it all
through, every word of it. It seemed to me that morning that
I had never read the book before. It was so plainly and
clearly a refutation of the life I had been living. Bmut its
rebukes were so gentle, so loving, so forgiving, that I cried
with joy that I had found them at last.

It seemed so strange to me that I had never applied these
gentle rebukes and warnings to my own life. When Jesus
‘“ warned his disciples against the Scribes and Pharisees be-
cause their works were done to be seen of men,” and love the
chief place of feasts, and the chief seats in the synagogues, and
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the salutations in the market places, and to be called of men,
Rabbi. “But be not ye called Rabbi, for one is your teacher
and all ye are brethren. And call no man your father on
earth, for one is your Father which is in heaven. Neither be
ye called masters, for one is your Master, even the Christ.
But he that is greatest among you shall be your servant. And
whosoever shall exalt himself, shall be humbled, and whoso-
ever shall humble himself shall be exalted.”

Plainly I was guilty of disobeying every item of this
warning. I could be distinguished from the ordinary run of
men by my garments. I did have the chief place at public
banquets or feasts, and the chief seat in the synagogues
(churches), and should have thought it strange had I not been
offered these places whenever I honored them with my pres-
ence. I wuas saluted in the market places, not with the title
Rabbi, to be sure, but by the title Reverend, which means
practically the same thing. I not only was called by these
titles, but I called others whom I considered above me by
titles, signifying Father and Master. I was considered among
the greatest of my vocation, but by no torture of language
could I be called a servant. I had exalted myself deliberately,
persistently, and now I was humbled, humiliated by the words
of the same hook that I had read a thousand times before, by
the words of the same book of which I had been so long con-
sidered a critical student and learned expositor.

What blindness was it that had prevented my seeing this
before? Having eyes I had not seen; ears I had not heard, a
cultivated mind and yet not understood.
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THE SECOND PASTORATE.
Dr. Talkwell's Third Lecture—His Second Pastorate.

T

HAD intended in this lecture to confine my remarks
g 2 to a brief sketch of my second pastorate, but I find so

many written questions on my desk this morning
indicating on your part a natural curiosity of a per-
sonal nature, that I will speak more fully of personal matters
than I intended to. I will not read the questions, but will try
to summarize the principal facts covered by them.

You remember my last lecture left me in an obscure
country place, slowly recuperating from an extreme prostra-
tion brought on by a long, successful city pastorate. I had
begun to read the Testament without notes out there in the
cool quiet of a beautiful old farm. The effect upon me was
marvelous. It completely transformed my views as to the
mission of a gospel minister.

I was then thirty-seven years of age, unmarried, without
even a boyish romance to vary the intensity of twenty years’
experience as student and preacher. It was two years before
I recovered my health sufficient to follow any vocation, during
which time I remained in the country.

While living in this beautiful place, I became acquainted
with a venerable old pastor of the church in the village nearby.
He had been serving the church for over thirty years, and was
beloved by all. 1 attended his services quite regularly for
nearly a year, learning by observation what a pastor could
really be to his people. The sermons were of a practical
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by all the expensive luxuries that my ample salary permitted.
I lived altogether a pampered, luxurious life.

As for worldly ambition, perhaps no one in my congrega-
tion was farther from Jesus in this particular. I had an am-
bition to become a great preacher, to make my pulpit a great
power in the land. I was determined that I would be known
as far as the English language was spoken. This was my
thought day and night. This ambition had been distinetly
taught to me at college as being entirely legitimate for a
Christian minister. I wanted to live to see the day when my
sermons would be published in this and other countries and
possibly translated into other tongues. I wanted to be popular
at home and abroad. I dreaded of all things to do or say any-
thing that would have a tendency to make me unpopular.

I preached against pride, vanity, luxury and selfishness.
But I succeeded in doing so with such good taste and elegant
language as to offend no one of my supporters, every one of
whom was guilty of these things. :

My success was phenomenal. I rose to distinction very
rapidly. My services were in demand over a very large area of
the country. My sermons were reported in many papers. Ver-'
ily, verily, I had received my reward. But all this time the
sweet, pastoral life of Jesus, his lowly companions, his heart
to heart conversations, his frugal, unselfish life, his suffering
with poor, ignorant, weak humanity —these things were
slipping farther and farther away from me. Except in my -
pulpit I had come to read mostly the latest commentators,
critical reviews, literary criticisms and the like; finding the
simple gospel, except by straining its meaning, to be out of
harmony with the life I was leading. Had not my career
been interrupted by illness I should without doubt have con-
tinued to grow less Christ-like and more prosperous, until, at
the close of a long and useful life, I should have been buried
with the usual honors and eulogies that are accorded -the suc-’
cessful preacher of today. (How different from the last scenes
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that closed round the earthly labors of Jesus, Paul, Peter,
Matthew, and a host of others in every land and age who have
followed in the footsteps of the Master!)

The continued strain of my artificial life finally induced
severe prostration. I was not only obliged to retire from my
pastorate, but from the city. In the cool shade of an old
orchard, in a quiet, obscure country place, far from the noise
and ambitions of the city, during a slow convalescence, I
began to think. It was the first time I had ever had a
chance to think by myself, for myself, about myself. The old
sprawling, shaggy apple trees that had borne their load of
juicy fruit year after year for the benefit of the world seemed
to rebuke me with their solemn, unpretending humility.

I had time to look squavely at my past life. How 1 had
been tickled with fame, pleased with notoriety, puffed up with
flattery, made glad a thousand times in my foolish vanity by
complimentary remarks upon my eloquence, learning and
influence. _

How quiet it was there, how solemn! A little Testament
without notes seemed no longer out of place. I began to read
it, not a verse here and there, not critically, but as a child
would read a story — whole books at a time.

I read the book of Matthew one beautiful Sunday morn-
ing in the generous shade of one of those old, ministering
apple trees. Beginning with the fifth chapter, 1 read it all
through, every word of it. It seemed to me that morning that
I had never read the book before. It was so plainly and
clearly a refutation of the life I had been living. But its
rebukes were so gentle, so loving, so forgiving, that I cried
with joy that I had found them at last.

1t seemed so strange to me that I had never applied these
gentle rebukes and warnings to my own life. When Jesus
* warned his disciples against the Scribes and Pharisees be-
cause their works were done to be seen of men,”’ and love the
chief place of feasts, and the chief seats in the synagogues, and
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the salutations in the market places, and to be called of men,
Rabbi. “But be not ye called Rabbi, for one is your teacher
and all ye are brethren. And call no man your father on
earth, for one is your Father which is in heaven. Neither be
ye called masters, for one is your Master, even the Christ.
But he that is greatest among you shall be your servant. And
whosoever shall exalt himself, shall be humbled, and whoso-
ever shall humble himself shall be exalted.”

Plainly I was guilty of disobeying every item of this
warning. I could be distinguished from the ordinary run of
men by my garments. I did have the chief place at public
banquets or feasts, and the chief seat in the synagogues
(churches), and should have thought it strange had I not been
offered these places whenever I honored them with my pres-
ence. I was saluted in the market places, not with the title
Rabbi, to be sure, but by the title Reverend, which means
practically the same thing. I not only was called by these
titles, but I called others whom I considered above me by
titles, signifying Father and Master. 1 was considered among
the greatest of my vocation, but by no torture of language
could I be called a servant. I had exalted myself deliberately,
persistently, and now I was humbled, humiliated by the words
of the same book that I had read a thousand times before, by
the words of the same book of which I had been so. long con-
sidered a critical student and learned expositor. ]

What blindness was it that had prevented my seeing this
before? Having eyes I had not seen; ears I had not heard, a
cultivated mind and yet not understood.
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THE SECOND PASTORATE.
Dr. Talkwell's Third Lecture—His Second Pastorate.

s

HAD intended in this lecture to confine my remarks
g % to a brief skeich of my second pastorate, but I find so

many written questions on my desk this morning
i indicating on your part a natural curiosity of a per-
sonal nature, that I will speak more fully of personal matters
than I intended to. I will not read the questions, but will try
to summarize the prineipal facts covered by them.

You remember my last lecture left me in an obscure
country place, slowly recuperating from an extreme prostra-
tion brought on by a long, successful city pastorate. I had
begun to read the Testament without notes out there in the
cool quiet of a beautiful old farm. The effect upon me was
marvelous. It completely transformed my views as to the
mission of a gospel minister.

1 was then thirty-seven years of age, unmarried, without
even a boyish romance to vary the intensity of twenty years’
experience as student and preacher. It was two years before
I recovered my health sufficient to follow any vocation, during
which time I remained in the country.

‘While living in this beautiful place,I became acquainted
with a venerable old pastor of the church in the village nearby.
He had been serving the church for over thirty years, and was
beloved by all. I attended his services quite regularly for
nearly a year, learning by observation what a pastor could
really be to his people. The sermons were of a practical
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nature, and were intended for that particular’ congregation.
While he held the older theological notions, he so seldom re-
ferred to them in his simple, off-hand, heart-to-heart discourses,
that he scarcely ever annoyed me by them. He seemed to
have naturally outgrown book theology. He had become so
closely interlocked in the lives of his people that his sermons
seemed more like fatherly advice and counsel than specimens
of pulpit oratory. Many a mother had presented her child to
this venerable old pastor for christening, who had herself been
christened by him, at the same altar, years before. To him
were confided troubles, fears, plans and ambitions of the
plain, wholesome people who were his congregation. His
home was the temporary rendezvous of many a hunted, stranded
sonl. This spirit of sympathy and charity had so pervaded his
church that the petty jealousies and rivalries of the other
churches of the village found little foothold among his people.

I had preached in this church several years before at a
conference which was held in the village. It was in the midst
of the glory of my former pastorate. The people of the village
had flocked out to hear the talented young preacher from the
city. I little thought then that the gentle, old pastor who
introduced me to his congregation that morning was so soon
to become my teacher. I became slightly acquainted with
his family, one member of which I had not forgotten. His
youngest daughter, reared as she had been in the sunshine of
this practical Christian home, although I had slight opportu-
nity to become acquainted with her, touched my heart as no
other woman had. The vision of her simple loveliness, the
memory of her helpful accomplishments, had been with me
ever since. Perhaps it was this that brought me to this old
village again, to seek rest and recuperation.

It had been several years since I had seen her, during .
which time my relations to society had presented numerous
‘opportunities to have selected a wife of social standing and
wealth. Yet, somehow or other I had not done so; perhaps
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because of a vague memory—perhaps not; I am not sure. At
any rate I was very glad to find that she was still unmarried and
an enthusiastic assistant to her father in his many and varied
pastoral duties. Our acquaintance soon ripened into warm
friendship, which finally resulted in that deepest and holiest
of all feelings —love. We were married in the fall, two years
after my illness; and the following spring her father, who had
become to me more than a father, died. The people all
mourned the loss of their dear old pastor, friend and counselor.

One year from the date of my father-in-law’s death, I
‘became the pastor of the church he had served so many years.
Even with the aid of my wife, who had been brought up in
his work, I found myself in a more difficult place to fill than I
did in my city pastorate.

In the first place my new resolution to bear the gospel to
the poor and outcast found little scope in this rural pastorate,
as there were very few of that class of people. Such few
cases as I managed to find were hopelessly estranged from my
people by old prejudices and ancient family feuds. There
were in all five churches in the little town of 1,600 people in
which my church was located. After a thorough investigation
I found that less than 500 actually attended any church. I
began visiting among the churchless ones, seeking to interest
them in religious matters. But my activities were misunder-.
stood by the other churches, as well as the people, and I was
soon regarded as a proselyter, desiring to build up my church
denomination. Everything was qliiet before I came. Each
church had settled down to their definite boundaries. There
was peace, but it was the peace of death (as I thought then).

By the pastors of the other churches, I began to be
regarded as a dangerous competitor, as my visits among the
people began to bring into my congregation new faces. My
colleagues, noticing my success in this line, began to visit
also, which soon developed a spirit of rivalry among the
churches, although I made every effort possible to avoid such
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feeling. My evangelical efforts were regarded with some
misgivings and embarrassment by my own members. ‘They
had come to love the peace of the old days, and the disturbing
influence of my zeal to spread the gospel was disquieting to
them. )

They were much better acquainted with the newcomers
in my congregation than I was, and I discovered a lack of enthu-
siasm, if not a decided indifference toward my missionary
efforts. I noticed, with sinking spirits, that my intense desire
to push my church out into new fields of activity was not only
disturbing the peace of my own church, but it was kindling .
the spirit of jealousy and strife, which already existed to some
degree among the churches. Where I had sought to bring the
gospel of peace, I had succeeded only in stirring up denomina-
tional zeal and competition. '

I knew many of my flock longed for the quiet of the old
days, when each church was more or less content with its own
little circle of followers, leaving the rest of the world to come
and go as it pleased. All this was new to me, and the shame
and anguish it caused me was quite overwhelming. What was
Ttodo? Iknew that my mission was to carry the gospel to
the world. and not simply to the few believers who constituted
my church. But when I undertook to carry the gospel to the
world, I found that I was bringing a sword and not peace.

Petty denominational differences were revived that had
long been buried in the quiet days that preceded my pastor-
ate. Why could I not be content to preach and visit, to
marry and christen, to bury and console, among the little
flock left me by my quiet, genial predecessor, whom everybody
seemed to love.

My new idea of the function of a gospel minister had led
me to study social problems. I thought if I was to carry the
good tidings to the poor and outcast I must seek to relieve the
conditions that made thém poor and outcast. I began to
introduce such subbjects in my pulpit, but I soon discovered
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that my people were not interested in sociology. Prison
reform, the tramp problem, better citizenship, purity of poli-
tics, and the like, did not seem to them to have any connection
with the gospel. In my city pastorate I had the reputation of
being a great preacher, but none of the sermons that had made
me great there was of the slightest interest here. In the city,
surrounded by stirring scenes of local interest, assisted by fine
music and elegant accessories of every sort, my eloquence and
beautiful diction seemed fitting and met the applause of the
multitnde (although I doubt not that many a poor, lonely,
bereaved, starving soul found little or no help by my
eloquence).

But here it was different. There were no stirring local
events. The people were intellizent, but practical. Their
lives were simple and frugal. The sermon constituted all
there was of a church service. If it referred to matters that
touched their lives, they were interested. If not, they were
not interested. No artifice or oratory or jugglery of Words or
gilded diction was of any account to them.

On funeral occasions I was a sore disappointment to them.
With myv dear old predecessor a funeral was made a great
occasion. He was sure to have a crowded house, to which all
denominations contributed. In his simple, clear faith he rose
to an eloquence that moved all the people: He believed in
heaven; an orthodox heaven. He believed in hell; an ortho-
dox hell. He believed in the endless quiet of the one,and the
never-ending disquiet of the other. He never bothered with
questions about conditional immortality, continued probation,
final salvation or an intermediate state. Death to him was
final, but in his broad charity and magnificent toleration he
found a comfortable hope in almost every case.

But with me the case was different. I was not at all clear
" on questions of future life. I believed in immortality in a
general way, but it was a subject about which I disliked to
make any definite statements. I had held almost every shade
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of opinion on these subjects without finding myseltf contented
with any, and had settled down into a sort of semi-agnos-
ticism on- such matters which my city pastorate did not
especially disturb. I had been in the habit of reading a few
passages of Scripture, making a brief prayer, relating chiefly
to the bereaved, sometimes adding a few vague remarks
touching immortality. But I had no settled, clear convictions
on these subjects.

I knew nothing about heaven or hell, the whereabouts of
departed spirits, the resurrection of the body, and could speak
on these subjects only by using figures of speech to which
almost any meaning could be attached. This did not satisiy
these people. They wanted something more definite. Their
small, well kept cemetery marked the last resting place of
many a beloved one. They expected of me, and had a right to
expect something besides surmises, doubts and vague platitudes.
But for the assistance of my sweet-spirited wife I should have
sunk under the burden of these trials. I knew my people
were nearer right than I was, but I could not adjust my think-
ing to their expectations of me. I was learning to love them
more and more every day,and yet my weakness to serve them
was growing more striking and apparent to me.

Most of my people were born and reared within the
limits of the village. To them their little town with its insti-
tutions was the world. To me it seemed narrow and petty,
although I recognized its charms and virtues. They were
proud to have so noted a preacher as a pastor of their church,
and yet were secretly disappointed by his ministrations. With
my new gospel I had not yet become to be content with little
things. I wanted to operate on a larger scale. I wanted to
set the town on fire with evangelical zeal, and it had never
occurred to me as yet that any such thing could be done or
ought to be done, except through the agency of a regularly
organized church.




A COUNTRY PREACHER RESIGNS.

Dr. Talkwell’s Fourth Lecture—He Resigns His Country Pastorate.

9~P»N THE lectures that have precedéd this one, and this
}g % one also, I have ventured to dwell chiefly on my own
biography in order to put before you the conditions
=~~~ which brought me to become your pastor. I had been
“educated for the ministry in the usual way. I had been the
successful pastor of a city church, which my health cdmpelled
me to resign. While recuperating from the illness, I began to
read the New Testament without notes, which greatly changed
my views of the function of a Christian minister. 1 accepted a
call to acountry church. As pastorof a country church I found
myself much nearer able to be what I conceived a Christian
minister ought to be than I had in my previous city pastorate.
But I found the place of a country pastor much harder to fill.
The artifices and speculations, refinements and literary culture
of my ministerial preparation were of little or no service to me
in my country pastorate. My preparation for the ministry had
not furnished me with the things that interested them. Their
interests were entirely local. I found myself hampered by the
narrow scope of the subjects that seemed appropriate to my
pulpit. While the average intelligence was greater than in
the city, their vital interests were limited to their own quiet,
pastoral life. ' :
I had become greatly interested in social subjects. I had
learned to love the people in my country parish more and
more each year, but my longings for a larger field of activity
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gradually grew upon me. I wanted to come into intimate
relations with the classes about which I had read so mueh. In
my former city pastorate I had learned next to nothing of any
class except the cultured, aristocratie, prosperous people. In
my country pastorate the people were almost entirely frugal,
industrious and virtuous. I felt that my call as a Christian
minister should bring me more in contact with the wandering
sheep. The city only could furnish me the field for my labor.
I was thoroughly rested now and wished once more to take up
a city pastorate. I felt sure that I could establish an institu-
tional church which would enable me to follow in my Master’s
footsteps in ministering to the poor, the wretched and depraved.
I had not as yet been able to lead a church into this sort of
work, but I had no doubt but that I should be able to do so,
if I found the right sort of a church.

It had not yet occurred to me that the work of the Master
and the work of the pastor were necessarily incompatible.
Even in my country pastorate I found it impossible to extend
the influence of my church to the ones who needed it most.
And the chief obstacle which I encountered was the church
itself. The many careless ones and the few depraved and
vicious ones within the bounds of my parish were so well
known to my people that they had no interest or éonfidence in
any attempt to reclaim them. Thus I was obliged to settle
down to the quiet and beautiful life of my venerable prede-
cessor, yet I was discontented with it. I was sure that I was
'not leading the life of a Christian minister. Once more the
church stood in my way. I could see no parallel between the
life I was living and the life outlined by Jesus when he sent
his disciples into the world.

It was at this point in my career that your call for me to
serve your church came. I accepted eagerly. I believed it a
providential opportunity to preach the new doctrines of Chris-
tian ministry which I had come to adopt. I believed I could
lead your church into paths of real Christian ministry.
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When John the Baptist demanded of Jesus evidence that
he was the Messiah the only reply he received was that the '
blind see, the lame walk, and the poor have the Gospel
preached to them. I was determined to keep this thought
before me. My work should be through the church to preach
the Gospel to the poor. It seemed to me. then, that I needed
Jjust such an organization to assist me in carrying the Gospel
to the poor. "It had not occurred to me that my Master had no
such organization; that while he was sometimes found in the
synagogues and temples, yet it was not on these he relied for
assistance. Indeed it was these institutions that constituted
his chief opposition. .

It was not by the aid of the church of his day that Jesus
carried the Gospel to the poor, but he did so in spite of the
church. I still clung to the idea that Christian ministry could
only be hoped for through the church.

I need not recite to you what has happened while I was
your pastor. How you have listened to my sermons on the
new gospel ministry and showed your appreciation by raising
my salary and presenting me with an elegant parsonage on a
fashionable street. How we have sometimes succeeded in per-
suading some of the outcasts to come into our elegant church,
but to stay only a few weeks. How we have cautiously
assisted discharged criminals, hesitatingly thrown out the life-
line to the harlot with little or no result except to increase the
widespread belief that they are beyond hope. We have tried
vainly to bring to us the ones we should have gone to. I
should have gone to these people, not to invite them some-
where, but to stay with them. It was un-Christlike and
impertinent for us to try to force our habits, our manners and
our ways of thinking upon these people. To import them
into our society and then feel disappointed because they did
not like to stay, shows how little we understood the work and
the people. After we had made such proselytes, we made
them twofold more the children of hell than we were. In our
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home life and in our church life we were thoroughly incapaci-
tated to reach the poor because of the barriers of wealth and
culture. To invite them into our homes was only to fill them
with envy or tempt them to steal. To inveigle them into our
church was simply to awe them into stupid embarrassment or
make them mad at what seemed to them sinful extravagance.

I do not blame any of you for these things. You have
done your very best to follow where I have led. We have
simply attempted an impossible thing. I have been trying to
get you to do the work that I set out to do. My Master did
not try to get people to go into the synagogues or temples.
That was not .his work. Neither the synagogues nor the
temples nor any other institution of civilization could minister
to the peculiar needs of a certain class of downtrodden ones.
He went to them, ministering to their needs, stayed with them,
became one of them, suffered with them, rejoiced with them,
lived with them. Because he did this his name has become
a power and an inspiration in the world ever since.

He called his followers to do the same work he did. I
professed to be one of his chosen followers, but I did not fol-
low in this work. My mistake was in supposing that I could
follow him in the peculiar work he assigned his followers
while I remained the pastor of my church. While that insti-
tation we call the church is doing a great work, and a necessary
work in the evolution of human society, yet I insist that it is
not doing the work which Jesus expected his ministers to do:
He told his ministers to go to the lost sheep of the house of
Israel. “ To provide neither gold nor silver nor brass in their
purses, nor script for their journey, neither two coats, neither
shoes, nor yet staves.”

At the same time Jesus said these things the synagogues
and the temples were in operation, but had failed to minister
to the whole people, just as the church of today fails to min-
ister to a certain class of people. It was to this churchless
class that he sent his disciples, and it is to this class that he
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calls them today. Instead of going to the churchless 1 went
to the churches. I provided myself with purse and script and
gold and silver and brass, and two coats, and shoes, and every-
thing else that any luxury-loving man could desire.

In the ten years that I liave served you as pastor, I have
make a frantic but futile attempt to compromise and com-
mingle these two courses of living. I have tried to be a
minister of Jesus Christ, and the pastor of a modern church
at the same time. I have tried to drag the church out of its
lIegitimate function into a field of activity that it can never be
made to serve. The church is an educational institution. It
is this and nothing more. It is only incidentally and accident-
ally doing any ot the work that Jesus desired his followers to
do. It is doing a good work, a work that at present, at least,
can not be performed by any other institution or society.

The ones to whom Jesus sent his disciples live and die,
go and come, in this city, absolutely untouched by the churches.
The church can not go to them ; could not serve them if it did
go. I do not blame the church for these things, for it was
neither called nor instituted by Jesus, nor did he expect it
to do his work. I blame only myself, who profess to be a
special minister of Jesus, called to do his special work among
that special class to which he was sent.

In this series of lectures I have tried to lay before you
more fully my reasons for resigning as your pastor. I am not
a Christian minister, never have been, and quite likely never
will be. I feel sure that my past life has utterly incapacitated
me for any such work. Your society has kindly invited me to
give these lectures, and I appreciate the opportunity to
explain myself. _

I have a proposition to make to this society—a business
proposition, simply. If you will accept it on the terms men-
tioned in my letter to you, you may consider it a bargain. An
honest bargain, I hope, but the same kind of a bargain as any
other commercial transaction.
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I will agree to go in the byways and neglected places of
this city each week, learn what I can from these people, and
come to this place every Sunday morning and tell you what I
have seen and heard during the week. You may call my
reports what you please ; sermons, lectures, or what not, but 1
beg of you not to call me a Christian minister. I will try in
these visits through the city to ascertain for you what a Chris-
tian minister might do if he would. I believe that there is a
great work that could be done. I am willing to confess to
vou that at present I have neither the courage nor faith to
enter this work wholly myself, but I can at least ascertain
what the work is, and outline for you the practical details. I
shall not blame any one for hesitating or refusing to do this
work, for this is exactly what I have done myself. If you
conclude to employ me to do this work for you, I will be here
next Sunday morning with my first week’s experience among
that class of people, who, although no worse in the sight of
God than any other people, yet are crushed down and degraded
by the inevitable and unavoidable evolution of human society.




YE VISITED ME NOT.

How We Preachers Minister to Those in Prison.

9> WAS just about to say when I was interrupted this
g 2 morning, that instead of visiting some one of the
S by ways of this city during the past week and report-
~" 1ing to you what I bad seen, I was unexpectedly called
to a neighboring city in this state. My call brought me into
contact with the workhouse located there. Like other work-
houses, the prisoners are those who have committed petty
offenses which are not considered of sufficient gravity for the
penitentiary. They are an ignorant, diseased, underwitted,
unskilled, shiftless class addicted to the use of one or more
narcotics, generally brought up in vices of all sorts, depraved
by their parents, outraged by society, degraded by the powers
that should be their defenders. These men and women are
huddled together in care of those who have no other thought
than to get as much out of them as possible with as little
expense.

These people are the natural and legitimate product of
the same society that is avenging itself upon them. I am not
complaining of these things, however, I am only putting them
before you.. They are, perhaps, unavoidable, under the ecir-
cumstances. Well, here they are, huddled together, helpless,
hopeless and despondent, a hundred or more of them. Their
keeper is a politician. He got his place as a political spoil.
He knows nothing . or cares nothing about humanity,
ethics or religion. . He refuses them reading matter, because,
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as he says, they are there to be punished, and he conceives it
his duty to make them as miserable as he can. The lives of
these people are absolutely within the keeping of this man
and his assistants. If ever men and women needed or
deserved intelligent and prayerful assistance, these poor crea-
tures do. '

*“I was in prison and ye visited me,” is doubtless read
from every pulpit in that city Sunday after Sunday, and they
who read this saying of Jesus are called ministers of Jesus
Christ. Where are they and what are they doing about these
poor people? They are attending to the finances of their sev-
eral churches. They are visiting among happy and prosperous
parishioners. They are attending socials, church fairs, after-
noon teas, and what not. They are giving lectures, preaching
sermons, reading essays, in short, they are performing their
legitimate function in society A good work, but not this kind
of work. They know nothing nor care nothing for these poor
creatures, who, softened by adversity, quickened by despair,
would grasp eagerly any hand stretched out to save them. A
splendid opportunity for the ministry. But do they do it,
these people who are called ministers of Jesus Christ? No,
they do not.

A miserable make-shift of a Sunday service is held once
a week for these people by a layman and his wife, whose the-
ology is of that bygone type which the least a person hears of
it the better he is off. The superintendent is not at all in
sympathy with these services, and the friction between him
and the people who hold the services is well known to the
prisoners. A -

The females do not attend the services at all, but pur-
posely disturb them by tramping and shufiling in the rooms
directly above. This is a fine redress that society is making
these outraged children. Why are there no harvesters in this
field, ripe and waiting for reapers? Why is it that the elo-
quence, the learning, the training is used in that city every
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Sunday on audiences that have no need, no sorrow, except the
need and sorrow of over-indulgence and ennui? Why is there
not one from among the number of those who call themselves
Christian ministers in that city — why is there not one who
will go to those people, beconie their consoler, and, if need be,
their defender? Why is it they will continue to minister to
those who come to hear them out of a sense of duty or force
of habit, or because it is the proper thing to do, rather than
that they have any need or interest in their ministry? Why
do they not go to those that need them — to those who are in
sorrow, to those who are poor, to those who are oppressed, to
those who are in prison? I will tell you why.

Because this is not their work. They have no time.
They are already overworked. They know nothing of these
people and could render them no practical service. They
know nothing of hunger, poverty; nothing of the despair of
the down-trodden, nothing of the paralyzing anguish of hav-
ing no friends. Some people blame them for not doing this
work. [ do not. 1 know by bitter experience that they have
no preparation for it. It is the work of a Christian minister;
a follower of Jesus. One who is willing to work for no salary.
To become of no reputation. To be counted among publicans
and sinners. Willing to have men separate themselves from
his company as from an evil thing; willing to be called a
friend of harlots, a wine bibber, or anything else that the
pharisees of all ages call those who do the real work of Jesus
Christ.

There is one caution I wish to drop here, however, before
closing, which seems to have been overlooked by the church
entirely. It is the assumption that the poor, the depraved,
the prisoners, and such like, are so easily ministered to that
almost anyone will do. If a boy becomes enthusiastic on
religion, no matter how ignorant he may be, or how abnormal
his previous life may have been, if he only has the gift of gab
and self-confidence, he is thought to be just the fellow for
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mission work. If he has been a bummer, & prize-fighter, a
drunkard, or a horse thief, so much the better; he will attract
a bigger audience. To stand such a man up to recite his
adventures in a mission or prison is supposed to be just the
thing that will save that kind of people. Theology, no matter
how rotten, how irrational it may be, is all right if it is only
put strong enough. To make them smell sulphur and see
Satan, as John Calvin did, is thought to be just the medicine
that the low and vicious ones need.

Let me tell you that I think this a great mistake. If any
audience needs rational theology it is these audiences. Sub-
terfuges will meet with far hetter reception with the average
church audience than with such people. All the wisdom, and
sagacity, and prudence, and eloquence, and logic, and common
sense, of which any man is capable, is needed to properly
handle the audience that commonly gathers at the missions, or
is found in the prison. If foolish theology must be preached,
let it be somewhere else than these places. Let it be served up
in beautiful diction and rythmical cadence to aristocratic audi-
ences who care for such things, but in the mission and prison
there is actual human need, human distress; platitudes won’t
do here, heart must address heart, experience must touch
experience, feeling must engender feeling, hope must kindle
hope, no shams can be made to work here. I wish I could
emphasize this caution.

- e e,




A REFORMED PARSONAGE.

Dr. Talkwell’s New Parsonage —‘‘1 was a Stranger and Ye Took
Me In.”’

Y DEAR,” said Mrs. Talkwell to her husband at
breakfast the next morning after the doctor’s first
report, “ now that you are free from the foolish
burdens and unnatural vexations of a city pastor-
ate, why can’t we carry ouf the plan we wished to when we
first came to this city? You know we intended to rent that
large brick house on North Third street and furnish it cheaply,
without carpets or unnecessary furniture, and make of it a
Christian home, where any one could be made welcome. I
noticed as I passed it yesterday that it was for rent again.”

“ But, my dear, while I know what is in your heart, and
feel, like you, that it is positively sinful for us to continue to
live here, surrounded by so much needless luxury (glancing
around the elegant parsonage presented to him by his former

_ parishioners), while so many people as worthy as we are are
suffering for the common necessities of life; yet have you con-
sidered all that is involved in this undertaking? Just think of
the locality ; such an undesirable place to bring up our chil-
dren. And—"

“Yes, yes!” responded Mrs. Talkwell, *“I have thought
of all that. Here is Martha now, nineteen years old; has
finished school; and Ruth, seventeen, quite old enough to
begin t0 minister to others in return for all she has received.
And as for Mark, he is twelve years old today; and I know of
no better way to celebrate his birthday than for us to resolve
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here and now to bid farewell to all this wealth and luxury; to
go out into the world and live among that kind of people to
whom the Master sent his ministers.”

“ Really, papa,” said Martha, ‘“don’t hesitate on our
account; for mamma has been talking the matter over with
Ruth and me, and we would like to try the experiment. We
are heartily sick of the selfishness and uselessness of the lives
we have been living. If we have any culture or accomplish-
ments as the result of all our study and training, we are quite
willing to let others who have not and can not have such
privileges share the benefit of them (if indeed there can be
any benefit in them).”

“And, bcesides!” exclaimed Ruth, “I believe we shall
learn to love these people quite as well as the people with
whom we have been associated. What little I have tanght in
the mission Sunday school has brought me to see that beneath
their untidy appearance and rough behavior there is a sincerity
and frankness that are quite refreshing. I think we should all
like it very much.” ’ '

“ Why, you quite surprise me with your missionary zeal!”
replied the doctor, laughingly.

“But I decidedly object,” interposed Martha, * being
called a missionary. I have seen so much of that kind of
people ever since I can remember that the sound of the word
is associated in my mind with the uncanny and the unreal.”

“And then,” added Ruth, “I don’t like the word ‘zeal,
either. It’s all right, I suppose, but it makes one think of
John the Baptist. I'd rather call it interest than zeal.”

*“Oh, well, my dears, you’ll have to excuse your father in
an occasional use of these old theological terms. They stick
to me like bad habits. Such words have been horribly mis-
used, and I do not wonder you have an aversion for them.
But, my son, what do you think of the idea of going on North
Third street to live in a big house, with bare walls and floors,
bare windows, hospital beds, wood-bottom chairs, cheap crock-
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ery, and live on soup-bones instead of porter house steak?
How would you like that, my son ?”

“Oh, I don’t care where we-live, so long as I have mamma
for my sweetheart, and you and the girls to play with. We
can have just as much fun there as anywhere, I suppose.
Anyhow, I have more fun at home than anywhere else. What
difference is it to me what street it’s on ¢”

* But,” interrupted Mrs. Talkwell, ¢ we ought to consider
this business seriously, and get about it at once. We could
dispose of our furniture, bric-a-brac and jewelry for a consid-
erable sum. This house will rent for sixty dollars a month,
which, together with the salary they pay for your Sunday
morning reports, will make all the income we shall need for a
time at least.”

© “Well, really, my dear, I think I shall turn the practical
details of the matter over to you. You seem to have a head
for worldly wisdom.”

“What would we call our new home ?”’ asked Ruth.

“T should prefer to call it nothing,” answered the doctor.
“1t will be simply our home, with room to spare. We will be
only putting ourselves in a situation to do what Jesus expected
his disciples to do when he said, ‘I was a stranger and ye took
me in.’ As it is, you see we can do nothing of the sort. We
could admit no stranger to our present home. Hospitality
with us is a practical impossibility.”

“ But why,” persisted Ruth,* must we practice such rigid
economy and frugality ¢”

“Well,” replied the doctor in mock gravity, “in order to
put my answer in sermon form, we must practice economy and
frugality : .

“ First—That we may excile in others no envy.

“ Second—That we may tempt no man to steal from us.

“Third—That we may have something to spare for others.

“ Fourth—That we may no longer be examples of gluttony
and extrax;agance.
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“ Fifth—That we may be able to follow—"’

“1 rise to a point of order,” laughingly interrupted Mrs.
Talkwell. “We were to have no more preaching in this
family. We were to drop preaching and go to practicing. In
place of being a family of Talk-wells, we are aspiring to become
a family of Do-wells.”

“ Forgive me, my dear. I had temporarily forgotten my-
self. I will sin no more in this regard. At least I will try
very hard. I wish there was a gold cure for bad habits like
this. I have other bad habits, but the habit of preaching is
my worst one. The Lord reveals to me his will, and instead
of doing it, I make a sermon out of it and shout it to others.
Then, like a fool, I sit down and wonder why others do not
do what God has told me to do. Seriously, I desire the prayers
of my family that I may be finally liberated from the perni-
cious and lifelong habit of preaching.”

“ But to return to the subject of economy,” quietly re-
marked Mrs. Talkwell with a roguish twinkle in her eye, “1I
suspect that the girls have other reasons for looking forward
with some anxiety to a home in a private poorhouse. I am
afraid they will find it quite embarrassing to receive certain of
their callers in a home such as we have been talking about,
especially as they are liable to meet there—”

“No, mamma,” interrupted Ruth, “I think you do us
both injustice. You know very well we shall not consider that
we have lost anything to lose callers who would object on such
grounds.”

And yet the tell-tale blushes on the faces of the two girls
indicated that the remark of their mother had raised in their
minds a phase of the question which they had already thought
about. Poor girls. We congratulate you and yet we pity
vou. If you take this step you will need no young people’s
religious meetings to suggest Christian work for you. It will
come to you thick and fast. You will need no tracts, lesson
leaves, or sermons, to tell you what to do. You will need only
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frequent recourse to your closet, where, with door shut, your
Father will come to you in secret with the wisdom and
strength for each day’s work.

Thus it was that the Talkwell family established their
new home. Such a home that if Jesus were to come into this
city hungry, friendless, and with no place to lay his head, he
would find ready welcome, instead of being met with suspicion
or scorn or fed on the back porch with a few cold scraps like a
dog.

Not a public institution nor yet a proselyting dodge, but
simply a Christian home; just such a home as is absolutely
indispensable to Christian hospitality. The only sort of a
home that has the least vestige of excuse for claiming to be a
Christian home. Not a place of many inmates, but simply a
few guests, with such a degree of intimacy as to make fraud
impossible and merit recognizable. In short,a Christian home
where Christian hospitality and fraternity are possible.
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here and now to bid farewell to all this wealth and luxury ; to
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morning reports, will make all the income we shall need for a
time at least.”

- “Well, really, my dear, I think I shall turn the practical
details of the matter over to you. You seem to have a head
for worldly wisdom.”

“What would we call our new home ¢ asked Ruth.

“1 should prefer to call it nothing,” answered the doctor.
“1t will be simply our home, with room to spare. We will be
only putting ourselves in a situation to do what Jesus expected
his disciples to do when he said, ‘I was a stranger and ye took
me in.” As it is, you see we can do nothing of the sort. We
could admit no stranger to our present home. Hospitality
with us is a practical impossibility.”

“ But why,” persisted Ruth, *“ must we practice such rigid
economy and frugality ?”

“Well,” replied the doctor in mock gravity, “in order to
put my answer in sermon form, we must practice economy and
frugality : .

“ First—That we may excite in others no envy.

“ Second—That we may tempt no man to steal from us.

“ Third—That we may have something to spare for others.

“ Fourth—That we may no longer be examples of gluttony
and extrax;agance.
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¢ Fifth—That we may be able to follow—"’

“Irise to a point of order,” laughingly interrupted Mrs.
Talkwell. “We were to have no more preaching in this
family. We were to drop preaching and go to practicing. In
place of being a family of Talk-wells, we are aspiring to become
a family of Do-wells.”

“ Forgive me, my dear. I had temporarily forgotten my-
self. I will sin no more in this regard. At least I will try
very hard. I wish there was a gold cure for bad habits like
this. I have other bad habits, but the habit of preaching is
my worst one. The Lord reveals to me his will, and instead
of doing it, I make a sermon out of it and shout it to others.
Then, like a fool, I sit down and wonder why others do not
do what God has told me to do. Seriously, I desire the prayers
of my family that I may be finally liberated from the perni-
cious and lifelong habit of preaching.”

“But to return to the subject of economy,”’ quietly re-
marked Mrs. Talkwell with a roguish twinkle in her eye, “1
suspect that the girls have other reasons for looking forward
with some anxiety to a home in a private poorhouse. I am
afraid they will find it quite embarrassing to receive certain of
their callers in a home such as we have been talking about,
especially as they are liable to meet there—"

“No, mamma,” interrupted Ruth, “I think you do us
both injustice. You know very well we shall not consider that
we have lost anything to lose callers who would object on such
grounds.”

And yet the tell-tale blushes on the faces of the two girls
indicated that the remark of their mother had raised in their
minds a phase of the question which they had already thought
aboul. Poor girls. We congratulate you and yet we pity
vou. If you take this step you will need no young people’s
religious meetings to suggest Christian work for you. It will
come to you thick and fast. You will need no tracts, lesson
leaves, or sermons, to tell you what to do. You will need only
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frequent recourse to your closet, where, with door shut, your
Father will come to you in secret with the wisdom and
strength for each day’s work.

Thus it was that the Talkwell family established their
new home. Such a home that if Jesus were to come into this
city hungry, friendless, and with no place to lay his head, he
would find ready welcome, instead of being met with suspicion
or scorn or fed on the back porch with a few cold scraps like a
dog.

Not a public institution nor yet a proselyting dodge, but
simply a Christian home; just such a home as is absolutely
indispensable to Christian hospitality. The only sort of a
home that has the least vestige of excuse for claiming to be a
Christian home. Not a place of many inmates, but simply a
few guests, with such a degree of intimacy as to make fraud
impossible and merit recognizable. In short,a Christian home
where Christian hospitality and fraternity are possible.




A PRACTICAL BEGINNING.

‘Render Unto Czsar the Things that are Casar’s, and Unto God
the Things that are God’s.”

HERE was an unwonted flush of enthusiasm notice-
able in the face of Dr. Talkwell last Sunday as
\NO 4 he awaited the seating of the vast audience assem-
bling to hear his report from the neglected places of
our cily. He seemed overwhelmed with surprise at the change
in the personnel of his audience. The faces of many old
friends and former parishioners were missing, as it had been
rumored that the doctor’s report might make it embarrassing
for certain owners of property located in the Bad Lands, who
were members of his former church. But where one had left
his audience, twenty had come, seemingly of the working
class. But if any came to hear a sensational lecture they
were disappointed, for whatever else the doctor may be, he is
not a sensational pulpiteer.

After the organ voluntary had ceased, after the audience
was waiting with breathless expectation, still the doctor sat
with bowed head, as if in meditation or silent prayer. A
solemn hush fell on the assembly. No audible prayer could
have effected such a sincere and impressive devotional spirit
as seemed to pervade the whole congregation. It seemed,
indeed, as if the Lord was in his temple, and all the earth kept
silent. The omission in these services of the usual stereotyped
prayer was never fully understood and appreciated by the
church-goers until this service. Not a word was spoken, and
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yet never in the history of this church was an audience so
touched by a spirit of true devotion. ‘“And thy Father, which
seeth in secret shall reward thee openly,” these words spoken
by Jesus so long ago took on a new meaning to every one.

The report, (of which unfortunately only the briefest synop-
sis can be allowed space,) was given without notes in an easy»
familiar manner. It was an occasion when oratory would
have seemed vulgar, and poetry as mnch out of place as at a
cabinet meeting.

He said among other things: If any have stayed away
from this meeting for fear of the report I am about to make,
it is another example of the Scripture that says: “The
wicked fleeth when no man pursueth.” I am neither a Gat-
ling gun nor a blatant meddler with other people’s affairs. I
am at work trying to find ont all I can about this city, but I
shall take plenty of time and caution before I repeat the items
to this meeting. Notwithstanding I have been a pastorin this
city for over ten years, I know next to nothing about the city,
but I do know enough about it to comprehend that these
things can not be understood in a day or in a month. I am
not one of those who think they can go slumming Saturday
night and then stand in the pulpit Sunday morning and tell
the city officials how to run the city government. This h=s
already been done in this city several times with very unfor-
tunate results to every one concerned. I am not going to fol-
low this very unwise example.

Let me tell you briefly what I am proposing to do. I am
determined to juggle no longer with the plain words of Jesus.
I am going to do as he told me to do, partly, at least (for you
remember that I have already confessed to you that I have
neither the courage nor the faith to become wholly a Christian
minister). I am going to leave the ninety and nine sheep that
are safe within the fold, and I am going out to hunt for the
lost one, and shall not be at all bulpnsed if I find ten where I
was looking for one. e
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I mean by lost sheep simply those who are getting the
worst of it. I mean those who for one reason or another are
deprived of the bounties which God has provided for all alike.
I mean those who are suffering from cold, or hunger, or
injustice, or disease, or neglect, or degradation of any kind.
With the great chariot of progress I have no quarrel whatever.
The most of us were lucky enough to get into this chariot
where we are riding safe from the perils that assail those out-
side. Ninety are on the chariot, ten are under its wheels,
being crushed to death by its progress. We, who are safe,
have no cause for boasting or egotism. The reason we are
aboard instead of being ground under the wheels is the accident
of hereditary endowment, early education, and other peculiar
circumstances over which we have no control.

I want to go to my lost brothers. Not because they are
worse men than I am, but becanse they are suffering. I have
been safely housed all these years within the told, ministering
to the ninety and nine, diligently stopping my ears to the
piteous bleatings of the lost one on the dreary, cold mountains
of despair and wretchedness. I have tried to make myself and
others believe that Jesus did not exactly mean that I was to
go out of the comfortable, warm, elegant sheep-fold and give
up my whole time in the search for lost sheep in the wretched
squalor, where vice and vulgarity shudder and cringe.

I was willing to co]]ect_monéy to hire some one else to go
after the lost one or deliver beautiful exhortations to admiring
congregations on the subject, but that I, the scholarly writer,
the eloquent preacher, the refined Christian gentleman, should
attend in person to such small matters seemed ridiculous.
And I should have made myself thoroughly ridiculous had I
attempted it, without a doubt, for with all my learning I knew
nothing whatever about real Christian ministry. But now
that I desired to stop quibbling and do some real Christian
work, a new difficulty arose.

How to go about it—that was my problem. The higher
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criticisms or social theories were of no use to me now. My
immense and costly library was useless trash in this extremity.
I could not solve this problem with a lead pencil safe in my
cosy study, as I had been in the habit of solving social prob-
lems. I spent several restless nights in which no sleep came
to my relief.

Even my prayers seemed of no avail in this matter, for I
was praying through the thick fog of my own prejudices. I
did not- know I was prejudiced; no one does. Every preju-
diced man thinks he is fair and liberal. It is only after he gets
over it that he discovers that he was prejudiced.

During all ths time when I was wondering what I should
do and how I should begin, the evil city government kept
reverting to my mind as the logical and probable place tor
assistance. In their public distribution of alms, in the man-
agement of public safety, withs the information collected by
the policemen who patrol every part of the city day and night,
what institution or institutions could possibly be in possession
of so much information? Here my prejudice arose.

While I had not made myself prominent in any opposi-
tion or criticisn upon the city authorities, yet the public utter-
ances of those who had done so, had prejudiced my mind
against the authorities. While 1 knew nothing about the
matter personally, yet 1 harbored a vague notion that they
were bad men and cared for little else than boodle and were
as far removed from any desire to assist any Christian work as
it was possible for any set of men to be. Mind you, I did not
know anything about this, and yet the persistent and repeated
attacks, assertions and insinuations of these critics had thor-
oughly prejudiced my mind against our city authorities.

It was, therefore, with great hesitation, that I finally con-
cluded to visit the mayor’s office. I expected to find —well,
no matter what I expected. I had rather tell yon what I did
find. I found a cordial welcome. a respecttul and sympathetic
attention to all I had to say, and when I revealed the fact that
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I only wished to come into such relations to the poverty, vice
and degradation of our city as to enable me to understand
them, to report them and try to be of assistance in mitigating
‘them, I was not only assured of his personal aid, but every
facility afforded by the city government was offered me. There
were placed before me plans and work already done in this
direction. The quiet benevolences, the unknown charities,
the un-talked of humanities that had been going on in this
public office all through the pitiless shower of vituperation
and slander of the churches, were incidentally revealed to me
as our conversation continued. I was astonished and ashamed,
and yet pleased that I had found the assistance I so much
needed.

The personal and official assistance rendered me by the
executive department has enabled me to find out more about
our city inside of two weeks+—yes, a hundred times more—
than I had learned in ten years of pastoral work. Now that I
have assumed sympathetic relations to the city government
my old distrust and hostility are rapidly disappearing. 1
expect to find imperfections — where shall I look for perfec-
tion? But surely fraternity is better than estrangement. I
regret that I did not see this long ago. Why did I not follow
my Master in such things? The scribes and Pharisees tried
in every way to get him to speak ill of the very unjust govern-
ment that prevailed in his time. But not a word of criticism
could they get from him. When they brought him the tribute
money and asked him if it was lawful for Ceesar to collect
tribute of them, he would answer them nothing else but
“Render unto Ceaesar the things that are Ceesar’s; and unto
(God the things that are God’s.” To criticise governments was
not the Master’s work. He came to bring good tidings of
peace to all men, especially to the poor, the downtrodden, the
outcast.

I wish I had always attended to my own business, instead
of spending my strength in criticising other people’s affairs.
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Nothing is so much needed in our cities as sympathetic
relation between the churches and the city government. This
could be easily brought about it the churches would try to do
as Jesus did in these matters. I have every reason to believe
that the people who constitute the city governments would
meet all respectful advances on the part of the churches with
courtesy.

Some of the churches entirely ignore the city government,
paying no attention whatever to the affairs of the city. This
is very wrong. Others of the churches are spending their
strength and vitality in fighting the city government. This is
also wrong. I fear the churches are rare, indeed, who are
earnestly trying, in a Christian spirit, to make friends with
the city government, and thus become of real use to the city.

I hope my past errors in this respect will be somewhat
atoned for by my future conduct. No one in this city is in
greater need of reform than myself. I see this now, very
plainly. I wish I had seen it before.




A PREACHER’S EMANCIPATION.

‘¢ Come Unto Me, All Ye . That Labor and are Heavy Laden, and 1
Will Give You Rest.”

= T THE close of a very interesting report of our city’s

49 by-ways, which was mainly statistical, the doctor

@ closed with the following words: When I was in

the regnlar pastorate I was often at my wit’s end

to know what to preach about next. It seemed to me often

that I had preached every subject I could think of thread-

bare. Oh, for something new to preach about. This was my

perpetual worry. With something to preach about it was easy

enough to make a sermon. I used to invent all sorts of means

to suggest new themes for my pulpit. I would search through

books of sermons, glance over the pages of an encyclopedia,

turn the leaves of my dictionary, rammage in historic anec-

dotes, anything and everything to ring a change on the

hackneyed questions and trite topics which I considered
proper for pulpit work.

I must have succeeded in this better than the average
preacher, for my success in drawing and holding an audience
was good, as you all know. But the anxious agony it cost
me kept me constantly in a state of restless absent-mindedness,
oblivious to the pathos, the humor and the beauty of every-
day happenings about me. The shivering beggar, the chatter-
ing school girl, the swaggering policeman, the noisy parade,
were all passed by me without the slightest interruption to
my exhausting cogitations. Oh, the brain weariness of it all!
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I shudder as I recall it. It comes back to me like the memory
of a horrible nightmare.

But all is changed now. Since breaking away from the
necessity of preaching two sermons about nothing every week,
and since spending my time more as Jesus did among the
people, I find my themes accumulating much more rapidly
than I can dispose of them. Your written questions have
piled up about me here until I scarcely know what to do
with them. Such pertinent questions, too! Questions that
probe the innerness of subjects entirely new to me, but
extremely interesting. I can scarcely wait for the opportunity
to speak to you on Sunday morning.

Notwithstanding that we have dispensed with all pre-
liminaries, except the organ voluntary, and all concluding
ceremonies other than to shake hands and go home, yet the
time seems far too short for me to say to you what is in my
heart! If every day were Sunday I should have no want of’
new themes to bring to your attention. The home that I live
in now brings them to me thicker and faster. My daily duties
and privileges are better than all the libraries on earth as
sermon-making material. And the joy of it all, the exhilara-
tion of it and the healthy reaction of sleep and rest which
follow such fatigue as this. Oh, the freedom of it! I would
not go back to my bonds again for the world. The bonds that
bound me to conventionalities, that bound me to proprieties,
that bound me to the niceties of modern culture, that bound
me to creeds, to church usages, pastoral duties, to ecclesiastical
burden bearing.

Oh, that I had heard the voice of my Master years ago,
calling me from the foolish worry and futile labors which
beset me. How many times have I read, for the benefit of
others, my Master’s words when he said: * Come unto me,
all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest.”

I little thought, in those days when I was reading this to
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others, no man needed to heed this invilation more than
myself. All the dreary days I was heavy laden and bearing
useless burdens, burdens that Jesus never intended me to
bear. Now that I have broken the ecclesiastical chains that
bound ine to the pitiless proprieties of church usages I have
found that rest which Jesus promised his followers.

I can goin and out now among the people, the poor people,
the depraved people, the ones who need me most,with no church
dignity to weigh me down,or ecclesiastical propriety to pull me
back. I have to consult no one’s quirks or qualms on these
subjects but my own. The usages of polite society, the fetters
of orthodoxy are nothing to me whatever. And the freedom of
it! I never understood before what was meant by the freedom
of the gospel. To be free from the law, the unwritten law of
society, the church and tradition. I never understood before

. what Jesus meant when he said: ¢ And ve shall know the

truth and the truth shall make you free,” and again, ‘“if
the son shall make you free, ye shall be free, indeed.”
This may sound to you like boyish enthusiasm, but it seems
quite real to me. If you could realize the hampering influ-
ences and the suffocating limitations of the regular pastor’s
life, you would be better able to understand the joy of my
emancipation. _

No man has less time or less strength to devote to real
Christian ministry. His life is filled with petty annoyances,
frivolous interruptions and futile distractions. No time is his
own time, no day is his day of rest. He has neither holy days
nor holidays. His cares, domestic, ecclesiastical and social ;
his burdens, financial, clerical and scholastic, weigh him down.
I know by experience how gladly he would break away from
the whole torturing business if he dared to. But he feels sure
that church traditions and personal necessities have bound
him hopelessly to the stake of public opinion. He honestly
believes that the faggots of censorship are piled high about
him, and that the least attempt to break away from old beliefs
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and usages would only light the fire which would make his
martyrdom complete.

But this is not true. The people are ready to support real
gospel ministry. They are as tired of paying for this sort of
thing as the preachers are tired of furnishing it. It only needs
a little frankness and mutual confession on both sides to end
this long drawn out misunderstanding. Your magnanimous
treatment of my confession and resignation is a prophecy of
what is to come. ‘Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on
earth.”
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and usages would only light the fire which would make his
martyrdom complete.
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what is to come. *Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on
earth.”




EVOLUTION AND CHRISTIANITY.

«t For We Know That the Whole Creation Groaneth and Travaileth
Together in Pain Until Now.’’

T THE close of his regular Sunday morning report,
g Dr. Talkwell said: I find a question here which
has been repeated so many times I am inclined to
answer it. It is this: * How do you reconcile the
theory of evolution to your teaching on the Christian min-
istry 2 The evolution of human society is a phrase that is
on the lips of almost everybody, nowadays, but how few really
believe in it. If this phrase means anything it means spon-
taneous growth, growth from inherent forces, conscious but
not self-conscious growth, a growth that no one can hinder or
help. Reformers make for themselves early graves by sup-
posing that they can help society to grow ; tyrants are crushed
in the attempt to stop its growth. Governments seek to guide
a growth they do not understand, and the lawless strive
to break the laws of their being which no man can break.
Men shout themselves hoarse in advocating theories of quick-
ening the growth of society or make themselves ridiculous by
trying to turn back the wheels of time, but the slow, ceaseless,
irresistible evolution goes on, giving heed to none. Absolutely
impartial, completely immutable. :

Men may pray or men may curse; the growth of society
is neither hastened nor impeded. Institutions rise, nations
spring up, customs flourish, but these all pass away without
leaving a trace to mark their futile attempt to increase or
decrease the pulse beat of creation one whit. Creeds, statutes,
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theologies, usages, revelations, are but clods that cling to the
wheels of time in their ponderous, unhesitating revolution,
clods that are soon flung by the wayside by the centrifugal
force of progress. Who can help God? Who can hurry prov-
idence ?

This evolution is carried on by eternal, changeless laws—
God’s laws. I do not mean by the law, the Old Testament
canon, or the New Testament canon. I mean the rational
laws upon which society rests, the law of trade, the law of
mental growth, the physical laws, the laws of the universe,
the laws that govern all social relations, and all other laws,
physical, mental, and spiritual, upon which the evolution
of society depends. Man did not make these laws. Man
can not unmake these laws; man can not break these laws
nor prevent them. He can destroy himself by standing in
the way of them. The church is one of the great educa-
tional institutions of the land, one of the forces that is
working out the evolution of society. The church, like all
other institutions of civilization, is a part of the great system
of law which undertakes to govern the growth of society.
The church has a work to do, but it is a work of the law,
not of the Gospel. Jesus said that he came not to destroy
the law, but that every jot and tittle of the law must be
fulfilled.

Every honest merchant, every well-meaning mechanic,
every conscientious student, every sincere preacher, is working
out the problem of the evolution of human society. Books
¢an not do this, nor talk can not. KExperience in actual busi-
ness relations is the only guide. Sentiment has little or no
part to play init. Complete justice, absolute equity, this is
all that is needed to prepare the world for the kingdom of
God. The laws inherent in the nature of things must bring in
this justice and equity. We can not hope for these things to
come from any other source. Talking will not do it.

In the meantime, while this grind of social forces is going
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on,a process which no man can hinder or help, there is a large
multitude of people, who, from no fault of theirs, are being
ground to death. This is inevitable, incurable, and but slowly
growing more tolerable. Thousands are suffering, thousands
will continue to suffer, for which there is no radical remedy
available; no cure possible. It is to these that the Christian
minister is called. His mission to them is not reformation or
condemnaticn, or, so-called, salvation. It is simply the mis-
sion of the Master Jesus to bind up the broken-hearted, to show
them that the part they are taking in the evolution of human
society is no mean part; that they are the chiefest of martyrs
and not the chiefest of sinners. To show them the dignity of
poverty, the value of adversity; to show them that a clean
heart and a right spirit (the only real treasure in this world)
are as near, even nearer, to them than to the rich and the
arrogant. .

Many questions handed to me seem to indicate a belief
that I am teaching a new doctrine of Christian living. This is
a mistake. What I have been saying applies only to the
Christian minister. We who pretend to be doing the work of
the Christian minister are not doing this work at all. We
only talk, talk, talk. That’s all. We say I go, but do not go.
It is of the minister I am speakingt As to the rank and file
of the so-called Christian church I have nothing to say. I
wonder at the faith and long suffering that enables-them to
bear the burdens of an institution that has so little to give in
return.

I am surprised that they are able to sit Sunday after
Sunday and hear us ministers tell the people to do the very
thing that the Master sent the minister to do. Little by little
the minister has shifted his own work upon the people until
at last he has come to think that his only duty is to talk, to
tell some one else what to do.

The minister was sent to bind up the broken-hearted, to
comfort the oppressed. It was not the people who were sent
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to do this; it was the minister, But the minister does not do
it. He simply stands in his pulpit and tells the people to do
it, for which he draws a salary. He does not clearly tell the
people how to do anything, for he does not know himself.
Therefore the people do not go. And so it comes to pass that
no one goes. Thus the down-trodden ones are allowed to
suffer on. They get the worst of everything. They work the
‘hardest, eat the meanest food, sleep where the minister’s dog
would not sleep. The minister tries to comfort himself with
the fact that Jesus sometimes talked to a rich man. There-
fore they are justified in living on princely salaries and con-
tinuing their genteel professions.

If we did not call ourselves Christian ministers and usurp
this function of ministry, other Christians would arise to do
this work. But we ‘“ neither go in ourselves nor allow those
who would go in to pass.” The greatest trouble is'we are
devising ideals instead of dealing with the real. What is, not
what ought to be, is our real work. Ideals do more mischief
than good, since they tend only to paralyze present effort.
Yet ideals have their place. To have a clear ideal, with a
distinct comprehension of the real, is the end of all wisdom.

All knowledge tends to set before the mind a vision of
the ideal or else portray s>me detail of the real. To adjust
one’s self to the real without defacing the beauty of the ideal is
the highest goal of human endeavor. To live in harmony with
the present generation, and yet not be blinded by its incom-
pleteness, is true philosophy. To see the golden age ahead
without dazzling the eyes of the lesser beauly of the Now and
Here is to be at once practical and pious. To have faith in
the present providences, as well as in the past and future
_ providences, is to have both faith and works. To believe
in present revelations and not despise past revelations is
to be neither conservative nor radical. To see the worth of
the present without underestimating the greater worth of the
future is the truest sanity, the safest theology. Oh, to be true
to the best feeling of the present without blurring my image
of better things to come; to hold present joys side by side
with anticipations of the ideal —for this I most devoutly wish
and pray.



LOVE, THE ONLY RELIGION.

“ And if 1 Give My Body to be Burned, But Have Not Love, it
Profiteth Me Nothing.”’

T THE close of the organ voluntary last Sunday
morning, Dr. Talkwell said: I find a number of
questions before me that cover virtually the same
ground. They are practical and pertinent questions,

and deserve a more complete answer than I shall be able to
give them this morning. I will read you a sample of them :
“Are not the wicked and depraved receiving simply what
they deserve and are therefore not entitled to our considera-
tion?” “How can we love the depraved, the vulgar, the
ignorant and the vicious?” “Qught we to help such people
at all?” I have received many similar questions and invite
your attention to the following considerations as possibly pre-
senting the matter in a new light.

The accident of birth determines whether or not a person
is to be reared in depravity or culture. And yet it ix this very
thing that we are constantly forgetting, when we harbor
any blame or aversion towards the depraved. If it has hap-
pened that you are better than your neighbor, may it not be
wholly due to superior parentage and early surroundings, for
which you are entitled to no credit whatever? The only just
way to judge of your neighbor’s merit is to ask yourself,
“would I with the same hereditary influences, the same early
education, with the same mishaps that have befallen him,
would I have done better than he has?”
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Is it not possible to look at each man or woman in the
world, high and low, good and bad, as acling a necessary part
in the evolution of human society? At first statement such a
proposition does not sound right; but let us consider it
further.

In this light we might look upon the world as a great
drama, with the villain and the hero; the nobleman and the
peasant; the beggar and the Shylock; the drunkard and the
miser; the Pharisee and the prodigal; the overworked and
the idle; in which all these characters are taken by the dif-
ferent members of the human family. That God has so fixed
it that while it is not absolutely essential that each one of
these characters must come onto the stage of action before his
kingdom can come on earth, yet he has so wisely arranged
things that in case they do come onto the scene of action, that
instead of hindering the coming of God’s kingdom upon earth,
they shall actually all of them work together, each in his own
way, to the bringing on earth the final balance of forces which
shall be the kingdom of God on earth.

That the drunkard is God’s temperance lecturer; that the
thief teaches the fallacy of dishonesty and crookedness; that
the murderer is a practical demonstration of the command
“Thou shalt not kill;” that the just man is an objeet lesson
in righteousness; that he who does right or wrong teaches by
his actions, more effectually than any words can teach, the
everlasting truths of God; that we are to consider wickedness
as working together with righteousness to bring peace on
earth ; that mankind is so constituted, that he is a being of so
high an order, that experience only can teach him great truths
which God wishes him to know.

To illustrate : The villain is just as necessary to bring out
the pathos of a play on the stage as the hero. The only dif-
ference is, his part is not so pleasant a part to play as is the
hero’s. The hero gets all the applause. The villain gets all
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the hisses. But both are working together to produce the
same general result.

Why can we not look upon the world in all its activities
in the same light? Circumstances over which the man had
little or no control, may have determined that his part in this
great drama of life shall be a drunkard, a beggar or a libertine.
Surely he has a hard part to play. His is the thorny path.
But if we could only grasp the idea that after all he is just as
surely demonstrating the goodness of God by his failure to
find happiness in his course of life, as the righteous man is
demonstrating the goodness of God by his success in finding
happiness in a righteous life.

The chemist in deciding the truth of an experiment over
and over again in every possible way, proves by his failures, as
well as his successes, the hidden truth he is trying to discover.
In this great drama of life, in which we find some one trying
every possible way to discover the secret of a happy life, those
who make a failure teach as useful a lesson as those who make
a success. Each wrecked life upon the sands of time is a
warning signal to the traveler, guiding the way of the inex-
perienced. If we could take such a view as this of the great
struggle of life in which we are placed, would it not be pos-
sible for us then to love those who have beeu called upon to
play the harder part? Can not the hero on the stage be the
friend of the villain, even though the villain has a hateful part
to play? Should he not rather pity than despise the villain,
who must bear the hisses and the jeering of the crowd, while
he assists the hero in bringing out the thought which the play
was intended to teach?

None of us intended to take the part of the drunkard, the
outcast or the villain in the great drama of life. Visions of
nobility, fame and success, colored by the individuality of each,
were the youthful anticipations of every one of ns. If, how-
ever, instead of reaching a place of honor, we have found our-
selves in the gutter, if obscurity instead of fame has been our
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lot; if instead of a position of trust we have endel our career
in a prison; these things ought to excite pity rather than con-
tempt, and ought to quicken rather than deaden our love for
each other.

History is, in a sentence, the word of God to man. Each
generation is a written page in this sacred book. Every man,
good or bad, high or low, refined or depraved, has helped to
write this history. Some have done it in tears, others in joy,
some in peace, others in tribulation, some surrounded by the
cheers of a happy home, others in the dingy, lonesome prison
cell; some have passed their lives serenely, with the peace
that this world can neither give nor take away, led by the spirit
of God ; others have been tossed and tumbled by the billows
of discord, envy and hatred.

Some have been fanned by the cool breezes of good will
and love towards all men; while others have been scorched
and withered by the passions of lust and greed. But all have
helped to write the pages of history which written or unwritten
by the hand of man, have brought to the world all the knowl-
edge it now possesses. If circumstances have determined ror
some to take the harder part in this drama of life, shall we
not pity rather than hate them? Can we not love them, rather
than despise them? Let us believe that God not only some-
times overrules the wickedness of man and turns it to the
betterment of mankind, but that he always does so; that no
evil escapes the watchful eyve of God; that everything con-
tributes to his kingdom on earth. By the aid of some such
view as this we can find it possible to love all men; to love
the man who hates us; to love the degraded man; to love the
one whose ways seem to us evil, and only evil.

At least we can be sure of this much, that unless we love
mankind, it will profit us nothing to bestow all our goods to
feed the poor or give our bodies to be burned. We may exalt
faith as a Christian virtue, and put hope on a high pedestal of
honor as a Christian grace, but we ought always to remember
that love is the greatest, if not the only, essentisl Christian
virtue.



FOLLOWING THE MASTER.

«« He Becometh of no Reputation. He Eateth With Publicans
and Sinners.”

ay)

i EVERAL questions lie before me this morning whick
> 1 propose to answer in the near future, the first of

which I will answer in part at this time. The

questions are all important ones, and I have been
expecting that some one would ask them before this. I will
read some of them: * What practical good could possibly
arise from Christian ministers visiting places of depravity,
shame and debauchery?” *Would such visits be likely to
reform such places?” * Would not the reputation of the
minister suffer more than would be warranted by the good he
could do?”

Each one of these questions has several sermons wrapped
up in it, but I shall be obliged to treat them in a general way,
only. In the first place, personal observation of these places
is the only way to find out what actually occurs. The people
who are doing the most talking about such places are the very
ones that know the least about them. Hearsay is very mis-
leading in these matters, as well as in all other matters.
Since I have come to a little personal knowledge of the
people we call depraved, and the places we call wicked, 1
realize how ridiculous I must have seemed to some of the
knowing ones of my congregation, in trying to expound and
correct these evils as I used to do in my pulpit.

I bad relied on hearsay. I had read some books, talked
with people who had the reputation of knowing, and bhad
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succeeded in getting a very warped and inadequate notion of
the facts. I must have made myself especially absurd te the
sophisticated part of my audiences in attempting to locate the
blame in all these matters. By visiting and getting confiden-
tial relations to the saloons, gambling places and houses of
prostitution, I have discovered that many more people are
involved in this sort of business than I realized before, or
. would have believed, if I had been told.

The real owners of the majority of these places are men
of wealth, influence and respectability. Some of these men
are prominent in church and benevolent enterprises. And
yet they rent their property for these purposes. In some cases
they collect the money personally, though they generally have
shame enough left to employ an agent to do their dirty work.

Let us look this matter squarely in the face. A bad man
or a bad woman engaged in a bad business must have a place
to operate in. They find other men and women standing
ready to furnish them a place if only they are willing to pay
their price. These men and women who furnish the places
know exactly what they are being used for. They get more
for this use of their property than they would for any
legitimate purpose. Almost everybody but reformers know
this perfectly well.

Again, bad men and women, in order to carry on a bad
business, must have patrons. There must be a large number
of other men and women who have money and who deliber-
ately choose to spend their money in this way. These people
are to be found in every congregation, in every assembly, and
alas, in nearly every home.

Again, bad men and women, in order to carry on a bad
business publicly, must have the consent, or at least, the tacit
approval of the authorities. The authorities of all ages, of
all countries and of all cities have found it practically impos-
sible to exterminate the three vices alluded to, i. e., drunken-
ness, gambling and prostitution. In some form or other they
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have existed in all places from time immemorial, sometimes
legalized, sometimes evading or defying the law. One set of
men frame these prohibitions and then hand them over to
another set of men to enforce. The executors of these laws
invariably find that they can only drive such parties into
secrecy, but can not actually prohibit them. The authorities
then do the best they can to adjust themselves to the situation.
Compromises follow, which result in setting aside a portion of .
the letter of the law. These bad practices are allowed under
certain limitations. These allowances soon come to be regarded
by the offenders as their rights, as exactly defining what is
expected of them. What the law allows them to do comes to
these people to take the place of conscience, as indeed it does
to many other people.

Now in view of all this, the co-operation of property
owners, the patronage of the pleasure seekers, the indulgence
and inability of the authorities, we discover that the so-called
offender is only one of many in an unbroken chain of partici-
pating men and women. I should never have known this or
even mistrusted it, in all of its startling realities, had I not
visited these places myself. And as my acquaintance increases
with these places and people, my inability to fix the blame
definitely also increases. What a sorry figure I must have cut
in those days when I used to make orations on these subjects,
pointing out the culprits with my forefinger to large audiences,
when the great majority of those who listened to me knew
how perfectly unjust and senseless my words were,

This is one reason wly I would have the ministers become
familiar with these places. They would know then exactly
what they are talking about, and would be better able to com-
mand the respect and following of their audiences. This is
work that each minister would be obliged to do for himself,
in his own way.

In the second place, if it was known to the thousand and
one “ silent partners” in questionable enterprises, that there
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were in this city eighty ministers continually visiting their
secret sources of revenue, becoming conversant with every
detail of each enterprise, fixing the responsibility where it
belongs, there would be a hustling out and cleaning up in the
byways in our city, such as can never be accomplished in any
other way. No public outery need be made, just quietly going
in and out of these places, not as an enemy or spy, but like
the Master, a friend to all. He had the reputation of being a
friend to publicans and sinners; so ought his ministers to
have. But through it all, the minister ought to, in a friendly
manner, show that he knows all their secrets, courteously
facing each one with the facts, showing all their true relation
to each other and the city.

Could any man, after he knew that his pastor was perfectly
familiar with his financial relations to secret places of sin and
vice, have the nerve to accept official relations to the church,
and try to palm himself off as an exemplary man? I think
not. He would either withdraw such pretentions and take his
true relations to society, or he would reform his practices.
His double life would be impossible. He would not dare to
insult the church by offering it money he had collected from
places of vice, if he supposed his pastor knew he was commit-
ting a sacrilege. The ignorance of his pastor concerning such
matters is his safety. Hypocrisy of this sort would not be
attempted if his pastor was really doing the work of a Chris-
tian minister. '

This does not mean that the Christian minister is to
become a spy or a detective. It only means that if he was
where he belonged, among the poor, the depraved, the outcast,
he would, incidentally and unavoidably, become acquainted
with facts that would revolutionize society. He need not hunt
for these facts; he need only go about his Master’s business,
seeking the lost sheep, making friends with the publican, and
he would learn things of greater worth to him as a preacher
than could be taught him by all the theological universities in
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the world. The only way to reach the avenues is through the
alleys. The only way to minister to the rich is to become
ministers to the poor. The only way to tear down the sfrong-
holds of arrogancy and aristocacy is to become acquainted
with the hovel and brothel. If he would reform the oppressor,
he must find the oppressed. This is a ministry that can not
be said or written. It must be done. Such a minister, like
Jesus, may leave no book or creed behind him, but he is sure
to leave his life behind him. Society does not need any one
to tell them the way. There are already enough doing that.
What society needs is some one to show them the way. The
way to reach Dives is through Lazarus. We can never reach
Lazarus through Dives. Such a minister will always find con-
solation in the words of Jesus when he said: * He that findeth
his life shall lose it; and he that loseth his life for My sake
shall find it.”




DR. TALKWELL AT|jHOME.

¢“As Ye Would That Men Should do to You, do Ye Even so to Them.’”

"R. TALKWELL’S new home on North Third street
is the scene of many queer incidents and interest-
ing conversations. Among the many visitors who
call at the reformed parsonage are found a liberal
sprinkling of clergymen from this and adjoining cities. With-
out foreseeing that it would be so, the doctor’s new parsonage
is rapidly becoming quite an information bureau on local
charities and public institutions of all kinds. With nothing
to bother him now but the work of the Master, the doctor is
fast acquiring an acquaintance with the city, which enables
him to render practical service to nearly every applicant for
assistance. In other words, he is just beginning to learn the
first rudiments of real Gospel ministry.

As a specimen of the conversations that are of daily oc-
currence at this home of curious hospitalities, a brief extract
from an interview between the doctor and a visiting clergy-
man is given. The doctor was found seated in his library,
which is a large room, three sides of which are occupied with
plain book-cases filled to the top with books calculated to
interest and instruct the uneducated classes. In the middle -
of the room a large, bare reading table, with .pen and ink for
writing. A few wood-bottom chairs complete the furniture of
the room. )

A little girl had just called at the parsonage to get a pic-
ture book for a sick brother at home that the doctor had
visited the day before. He was in the act of selecting the
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book when a visitor was announced After the usual saluta-
tions, he said :

“I am the pastor of the church of Zanesville. I
have heard a great deal about your new parsonage. I could
not believe that any rational man would undertake to do what
I have heard concerning your enterprise. 1 have come to
learn for myself how much truth there is in the reports. If
you do not object, I would like to ask you a few questions.”

“Certainly not.”

“Well, to begin with, what is it exactly that you have
attempted to do in moving out of an elegant parsonage, lo-
cated on a fashionable avenue, and establishing yourself in
such a home as this?”

“1 have attempted,” replied the doctor, *simply this,
that if Jesus Christ were to call at my door, with no place
to lay his head and no money to pay for such a place, I
should not be obliged to drive him out in the street. In my
former parsonage I would have been obliged to do so, and my
excuses were many and ample. Not that iny former parsonage
was any different than the average parsonage or the average so-
called Christian home. But the idea of a tramp or unknown
man or woman eating at my table, sleeping in one of my beds or
using my bath room, was absolutely preposterous in those days.
My women would have been shocked beyond measure and T
should have regarded it as a very unsafe experiment, as indeed
it would have been. But now and here, with nothing to tempt
people to steal, and yet entirely comfortable, nothing too nice
for the wayfaring man and yet absolutely clean, I can at least
take one step towards following the advice of Jesus, when he
said: ‘I was hungry and ye fed me, naked and ve clothed
me, a stranger, and ye took me in.””

* But, doctor,” replied the clergyman, “is not your gen-
erosity abused? Are you not overwhelmed with tramps and
mendicants¢”

“No,I am not. I have room to spare all the time. 'I
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expected the trouble of which you speak. I had no idea
how it would work until I tried it. If people would only have
faith enough in Jesus to just simply trust the experiment of
following his precepts they would not find them to work as
disastrously as they expect. Now this is the way true hospi-
tality works. There is nothing that an unworthy man or
woman dreads so much as acquaintance, or close scrutiny of
any kind. It frightens them to invite them in the house and
talk to them. Their deeds are evil and they love darkness.
To feed them on the back porch like a dog, or to give them a
ticket to lodge with a herd of tramps like themselves, is pre-
cisely the treatment they desire. To be treated as if they
were men and women scares them, terrifies them. To be
asked their name, their business, to be proffered friendship,
fraternity and brotherly kindness, is just what they do not
desire and will not tolerate. They will get away from such a
house as quickly as possible and will never call again.

“ But the worthy ones, the ones in real distress, who have
nothing to hide, desire acquaintance, long for sympathy and
communion. To turn such a one.away from your door with a
meal ticket or an order to sleep in a lodging house is as cruel
as it is un-Christ-like. He has asked for a fish and we have
given him a scorpion; he has asked for bread and we have
given him a stone. We have denied him the very thing he
needs most, wishes most—fraternity, sympathy, advice.

“If all the so-called Christian homes in this city were
doing this, what a world of touching pathos and helpless suf-
fering would be uncovered. If even one hundred homes were
doing it they would not find themselves troubled with a gunest
more than once a week. But if this is to be the only home of
the kind in so large a city as this, where a true fraternity and
hospitality is offered to the stranger, I should not be at all sur-
prised to find myself embarrassed at times to know what to
do, but as yet I have not found it so.”
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“ How many guests have you at present?” asked the
clergyman. .

“Six men and two women, and I would be very glad if I
had time to stop here and tell you their stories, which have
been fully verified by the best of evidence. But no guest
stays long. Sometimes a single meal or day, and he is gone
on his way rejoicing.”

“ Do you not find it expensive to feed and house so many
people??”

“ With the economy and frugality we are now practicing
(and we are all of us the better for it), my running expenses
are less than they used to be in my days of un-Christ-like
luxury and extravagance, notwithstanding we have from six
to twelve guests. A cheap stew or soup bone, which will fur-
nish ample nourishment for fifteen people, costs less than the
porterhouse steak or mutton chop used to, for my family of
five.”

“ But your other expenses? How do you manage them 2

“ We have no other expenses to speak of. We keep no
servants. My daughters take care of their own rooms and are
enjoying it immensely. The guests take care of their own
rooms and are glad to do so. We have a laundry in the base-
ment, entirely operated by guests under the superintendence
of my wife. The floors are frequently scrubbed and we are
much cleaner than we used to be in our days of carpets, cur-
tains, upholstered furniture, draperies, and the many other
unsanitary fixtures of the elegant unwholesomeness of our
former home. The factis, we could do a great deal more
work if we had it to do, for you have no idea what a relief it
is to put away the complex fussiness of the world, the flesh
and the devil.”

~ “ What class of women apply for assistance ?”

“Oh, a great many kinds. Sometimes, foolish girls, lured

into the city by fiendish women for unholy purposes; some-
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times discharged servant girls, who have no friends in this
city ; stranded women, attempting to travel without sufficient
means, who find themselves unable to go farther. But, of
course, I will never see but a very small per cent. of those
who are perishing for Christian fraternity.

Of the men, the most numerous and worthy class are the
boys and young men who drift into this city every day in search
of employment. A large number of these are unsuccessful and
are finally arrested as loiterers, vagrants, or for begging, and
are quickly converted into criminals. There never was greater
need for Christian ministry than in these cases. The degrada-
tion of this large and constantly increasing class of men and
boys is a shame to our civilization, and a shame to thuse who
profess to be Christian ministers. One-tenth of the money
sent out of this city every year for foreign missions to coun-
tries where there is not one-hundredth part the need of Chris-
tian ministry as there is here in our own city; one-tenth of
the money and one-half of the energy spent in raising it would
turn this stream of misguided but innocent men and women
from ruination into paths of salvation and usefulness. It is
scarcely less than a crime against humanity for those who
pretend to be following Jesus to spend their time and strength
in raising money for foreign missions, when degradation
unknown in foreign lands lies at our very doors. It is simply
trying to pull the mote out of our brother’s eye, while the
beam is in our own.”

“Do you consider yourself a follower of Tolstoi?”

*No, I do not, although I am not worthy to unlatch one
of his shoes. If I understand Tolstoi he objects to the whole
trend of modern civilization, and seeks to persuade all men to
resume primitive methods of living,.

“1 believe it to be both futile and undesirable to under-
take to turn back the wheels of time. I believe in the trend
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of modern civilization. I believe it is bringing in God’s king-
dom on earth in his own way and in his own time.

“But in the meantime many innocent and feeble ones are
crushed. This is inevitable. It is simply the operation of the
law of the ‘survival of the fittest.” For this class the Chris-
tian ministry was instituted. To this class the Christian min-
ister was sent. He has no business whatever with the pros-
perous and the satisfied. This is exactly what Jesus meant
when he said ¢ those that are well need no physician.’”




REAL CHRISTIAN WORK.

<« For the Son of Man is Come to Save That Which is Lost.””

OW think ye? If a man have a hundred sheep, and
one of them be gone astray, doth he not leave the
ninety and nine, and goeth into the mountains, and
seeketh that sheep which is gone astray ¢

And if so be that he find it, verily I say unto you, he re-
joiceth more of that sheep than of the ninety and nine which
went not astray.”

In our last week’s report of Dr. Talkwell’s affairs we
left him at home in the midst of an interview with a visit-
ing clergvman. The visitor was plying the doctor with ques-
tions about his views and plans of Christian ministry. We
will take up the thread of conversation where it was dropped.

The clergyman asked : ““ How do the ones who need assist-
ance learn of your hospitable home ¢*

“ The majority of those whom I assist are discovered by
me in my other ministrations. I spend my time among the
class most likely to need me, and find them in a natural way.
You must remember that my home is not a public institution.
It is simply a private but Christian home; a home where
Christian hospitality is practicable. The churches are already .
relying too much upon public institutions for such things.
What we need is not more institutions, but more hospitable
homes.” -

“Do I understand you to be opposed to public institu-
tions ¢” '
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“No. Institutions have their function, but they can never
be made to do the work of a Christian minister. Food and rai-
ment these places can and do supply, but not Christian frater-
nity. The superintendent may be just and faithful, and the
inmate may be obedient and respectful, but the relation of
keeper and inmate remains a fact. Brotherhood and fraternity
do not grow here. The home is the only hope of real Christian-
ity. The public institution is at best a temporary makeshift,
which prevents something worse happening, that’s all. You
can not Christianize people in job lots, or fraternize them in
straight rows. The freedom and spontaniety of the home is
the only place where love will thrive. ‘Be it evei so humble
there’s no place like home.””

“ But, ” continued the clergyman “do not you keep sta-
tistics of your work here or some kind of a record of vour
guests, like public institutions ¢

“No, I do not. It is all right for public institutions to
keep their statistics, I suppose, but statistics of Christian
work is simply brag, nothing less. Just as il real Christian
work could be counted and tabulated and added up and dis-
played in ornamental type, and finally read out loud to admir-
ing audiences. Why, it is worse than brag, it is sacrilege. 1
would as soon think of making statistics ol my Jdomestic frater-
nities and felicities and flaunting them in public places as to
keep record of Christian work. Statistics of so-called Chris-
tian work is only one phase of that denominational rivalry
that has been the curse of modern civilization so long.”

“ When and how do you prepare your sermons ¢’

“ I do not prepare or preach any sermons. I am making
a careful investigation into the various institutions and enter-
prises, high and low, good and bad, within the limits of our
city. I am tryving to become acquainted with the innerness of
these things. I report each Sunday morning to the people
what I have learned. I am simply trying to find out for my-
self the exact state of things in the city and tell 1t to my con-
gregation.
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“ I believe that the only reform needed is to turn on the
light. The thing needed more than any other thing in this
city is for some one who can command the attention of the
people to learn the facts by personal observation, then give
them to the public. This is the business of the preacher. This
is exactly what the prophet of Israel used tv do. He was al-
ways on the side of the oppressed, the downtrodden, the out-
cast. I find this much more instructive and edifying to my
people than the expleits of the ancient Jews or the theologi-
cal dissertations of Paul. What I have been preaching for all
these years, with nothing to preach about, I confess I can hard-
ly understand now.”

The clergyman began to get a little uneasy at the turn the
conversation had taken, and anxious to change the subject, in-
terrupted with a question.

“ Do you find the degradation in this city as great as you
expected ¥’

“No, I do not. Since I have come to understand these
people and have become partially able to look at things from
their standpoint, I find that conscious, deliberate wrong doing
is about evenly distributed in all strata of society. I do not
believe that there is any more real sinning among the socalled
low classes than among the socalled upper classes.”

*“ Do the people who stop with you enjoy entire equality
with your family?”

“ Certainly. Anything short of that would be adding
insult to injury. We all eat at the same table, spend our eve-
nings in the same general sitting room. We have singing and
reading, and they are in every sense of the word our guests.
There is not so much difference in people after all. I find
just as many intelligent people, just as many interesting
people, just as many high-minded people among the friendless
and homeless ones as among any other class. The differences
_ are very superficial indeed. They consist principally in clean
hands, neckties, polished shoes, and the thousand and one
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polite insincerities commonly called culture. At heart the
different strata of society will average up about the same.
The defenseless ones are oftener exposed than the ones who
have money or influence. This gives us the impression that
their offenses are more common.

“ Their vices are of a more conspicuous character, partly
because they do not know how to conceal them, and partly
because they do not care to do so. What we call bravado in
them is so often desperation — complete discouragement.

‘A man upsuccessful in business, surrounded by squalor
and discouragement, unsieady work, poor wages, poor habita-
tion, unwholesome, uninspiring surroundings, is apt to be con-
tinually doing things forbidden by society, even though he
has no immoral intentions. It is from this class thal the
majority of the so-called criminals come. There are many
reasons for this besides their absence of moral conviction.
Their lives are necessarily more open, their vices more con-
spicuous, their pleasures more subject to criticism; in short,
their whole lives are under the scrutiny of the policeman.

‘“ A man on the avenue gets drunk. He is sent home in
a carriage. A man in the alley gets drunk. He is sent to
the city prison in the patrol. Two women on the avenue
have a falling out; two polite but angry women cease to speak
to each other forever. Two women in the alley have a falling
out; the affair is settled in police court.

“ A domestic infelicity occurs on the avenue in which
some one’s marital rights have been strained. A choice tid-bit
for the gossips is the consequence — some heartache, perhaps,
nothing more. The same thing happens in the alley, and the
bums in the lobby of the police court appland the judge as
he sentences a man or woman — or both — to the workhouse.

“ An altercation occurs between two fast swells in a first-
class saloon or hotel. Chandeliers are broken, cut glass
shivered, blood flows. The thing is hushed up. If it gets into
print at all no names are mentioned.



REAL CHRISTIAN WORK. 85

“Two denizens of the alley differ in Casey’s saloon. A
heavy beer glass is in the hand of each. A row ensues; an
arrest is made. Two families are deprived of support for one
or two months while the men serve out their sentences. And
so the list might be drawn out indefinitely. These people do
on their plane exactly what the upper classes do on their
plane.

“ What these people need more than anything else is
Jjustice, simply justice. Nothing could be devised, more
unfair, more unjust than the way we are treating these
people Their homes are invaded by the chattel mortgage
fiend, the conscienceless pawnbroker, the exacting instaliment
man, the tyrannical policeman, the scheming peddler, the
pitiless sheriff, the domineering landlord and the snooping
detective. Considering where they live, they pay the highest
rent. When they work they do the meanest work and get the
least pay. They are charged ten times the legal rate of inter-
est if they borrow money.

*Their complaints we call anarchy, their cries of distress
we call ingratitude. We laugh at their wretchedness, are
shocked at their vulgarity, we jest at their ignorance, and
their degradation is one of the standard attractions of our city
to idle sight seerers and curious visitors. And to rub it all in,
to clinch the infamy of their environment, we send them
mawkish missionaries to tell them how bad they are, and
to show them how much superior we are to them. And
to think that I have been ten years in this city, a professed
minister of Jesus Christ, and have done nothing to lift
their burdens or defend them in their helplessness. I am
one of those whom Jesus described when he said: *For
they bind heavy burdens and grievous to be borne, and lay
them on men’s shoulders; but they themselves will not move
them with one of their fingers.”
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¢ He That Is Without Sin, Let Him Cast The First Stone.

ND he said unto her, ‘Neither do I condemn thee; go
? thy way and sin no more.”

é’ During Dr Talkwell’s report last Sunday, he said:
= * I have a problem for you, a conundrum in social
cthics, which I confess, I am not able to answer satisfactorily
to myself. I am going to give you a bit of real history, every
word of which I can vouch for as being the truth. AsI pro-
ceed with this story I wish you each and all to keep asking

yourselves this question, * Who is to blame #”

Some time since in one of my midnight rounds of this
city, gnided by a policeman, I came across a young girl in a
house of shame, who attracted my attention. She had none of
the airs of the kind of people to which she belonged. She was
modest, reticent, comely, of genteel manners, used good Eng-
lish, and in no way betrayed the usual vulgar tastes or habits
which are common in such places. I followed up the acquaint-
ance begun that dark stormy night. Little by little she re-
vealed to me her history. I have taken the pains to verify
every detail of her story before giving it to you. I found her
words only too true. '

Two years ago she was an innocent, happy girl, living in
a small town fifty miles from this city. Her mother suddenly
died, leaving her to the care of a father, who to say the least,
was no companion or guide to his impulsive and romantic
daughter. She was unhappy at home. By the advice of her
lover, and with the consent of her father, she accepted a posi-
tion as clerk in this city, at a very small salary.
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For a time things went on smoothly and she was very
happy. She knew no one in the city except her lover, but he
was so kind and attentive that she wished for nothing more.
Her salary was only $4 per week, but by economy and ingen-
uity, she succeeded in keeping up appearances. Small gifts
from her lover, which were at first refused and afterwards re-
luctantly accepted, helped her over seme hard places. They
were about to be married. The wedding day was fixed. Her
daily toil behind the counter and nightly vigils in a dingy,
cheerless bedroom were about to come to an end. ’

A member of the firm for which her lover worked was
discovered to be a defaulter for a large sum of money. He was
connected with a good family and the matter was hushed up,
but the business went to the wall. Her lover’s position was
gone, together with the small earnings he had been saving up.
The marriage had to be postponed. But alas, it could not be
postponed. The impetuousity of lovers restrained by financial
impediments claimed another victim to its ever increasing
martyrdom. Harassed by day, haunted by night, her strength
finally gave way, and she lost her position. They were practi-
cally beggars, but agreed that they could not be married yet.
The word had already gone to their friends that they were
married. They let it go so.

In sheer desperation he left the city one night to find
work. He did not tell her he was going, and she supposed he
had deserted her in her shame. Sickness detained him many
weeks. She sought to hide her shame in a place where all
pretty girls are made welcome. In reputation, at least, she
quickly sank to the level of a common courtesan. The mis-
tress of the house which she entered was a peculiar woman of
her kind, whom we must stop to describe.

This woman had been a widow three years. Her husband,
a hard working man, had become involved in a debt through
the perfidy of a near relative. This debt left a large mortgace
for the widow to pay. She could not pay it from the farm. A
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friend induced the widow to keep a boarding house in the city
. as a means of paying the mortgage. She tried it and found

that she could not make her boarding house pay expenses.
But her boarding house experience had taught her one way
she could pay off the hateful debt. Through ignorance of the
city she had located in a bad place for any legitimate business.
She had discovered that she could rent rooms by the day or
week, if no questions were asked; also that she could get very
high rent, especially of girls.

She gradually drifted into this way of doing, promising
herself to get out of the wretched business as soon as her debt
was paid. In raising the price for her rooms, she placed upon
the property the stigma that naturally belongs to such houses.
The landlord must be placated. He must also have higher
rent. She consents to higher rent and thus practically
goes into partnership with her landlord in the curious business
of furnishing a safe place for sinning sirens. She consoles
herself that her partner in business is a respectable business
man, a church man and belongs to the best society; that only
well behaved well dressed young men of rank and respectabi-
lity visit her house; that the police know exactly what she is
doing, but find no fault as long as order is maintained. With
these and many similar things she consoles herself.

When she met the girl, the heroine of our story, it was by
accident. She had known the girl slightly before either of
them came to the city and had known ‘her family well. Find-
ing her in complete desperation, poverty and physical pros-
tration, she took her home with her with no intention to do her
any ill. But the infamy of her place, with its demoralizing
surroundings, soon wrought its work with the haunted and
outraged girl. 'With no self respect to lose, with nothing but
sheer physical existence or suicide before her, she quickly
succumbed to the environment.” Her landlady, the widow, inter-
posed tosave her protege, but her own moral stamina was gone.
© The pot could not call the kettle black.” Be it said to her
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credit, however, she made many futile attemps to undo the
the work that she had unintentionally wrought in the poor
girl. But it was too late. The girl could not forgive herself.
There was nothing left to save. The lover returned to the city
one day and frantically sought the whereabouts of the girl he
had wronged. By chance they met one day on the street. She
spurned him, refused to hear one word of explanation. He
dogged her footsteps and followed her in horror to her place of
shame. He entered, found the landlady, the widow, and a
stormy scene ensued. He learned all—the horrible sequel of
his own act. He left the house and fled the city, horrified at the
whole ghastly business, enlisted in the army, and in a distant
tropical clime he is today doing futile penance for sins he
never intended to commit.

. This is when 1 fouud her. This is how I found her.
Crouching there in her room alone, clothed in cheap gaudiness,
surrounded by tawdry decorations, in tearless open-eyed an-
guish, unable to cry or laugh or feel any longer. Complete
moral paralysis. And yet through it all one could catch
glimpses of the innocent girl that was, of the refined woman
that was to be, of the beautiful maternity that should have
been. Her last words to me were, ¢ The only kind service you
can render me is to let me alone. Do not waste your words,
or your sympathies. I am already morally dead, and my body
will not last much longer. Please do not drag me from the
obscurity I have found. As it is, no one knowsor cares. You
can do nothing but harm for me. I am only one of hundreds.
It hurts me beyond endurance to treat me as if I were a lady.
Please go away.”

Now, what I want to ask is, who is to blame for all this?
Who is responsible? Let me array before you the principal
characters in this little tragedy and ask you to pick out the one
who is most to blame. Let me enumerate them in the order in
which we have become acquainted with them. The dead moth-
er, the unparental father, the romantic daughter, the impul.
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sive but well meaning lover, the merchant who paid his clerk
only four dollars a week, the defaulter who caused the failure
of the firm who erhployed the lover, the merchant’s foreman
who discharged the sick girl without any further interest in her,
the hard working farmer who suddenly died, the perfidious rela-
tive who involved the widow in debt, the struggling widow,
fighting against debt and low prices, her influential city land-
lord, willing to join her in a scheme to make money faster, the
society swells who visited aud gave financial support, the con-
senting city officials—here they are lined up before this audi-
ence, just before the curtain drops.

Which one shall we blame most? Shall we blame one
more than the rest? Shall we blame them all? Shall we
blame any of them? Did any of them realize the awful
tragedy they were taking part in? Which of us, in this vast
audience, dare cast the first stone? 1 dare not for one. I will
tell you why. The man who received the rent, who owns the
property where the greater part of this pitiful tragedy occurred
who knew what the place was used for—that man was a mem-
ber of my former church all the time I was its pastor. While
he was acting his part in this cruel drama I was his pastor.
My tacit approval of his character helped to maintain hisre-
spectability through it all. Part of that rent money was con-
tributed to my salary. This accursed money, the price of that
poor girl’s shame, helped to buy the clothes my wife was wear-
ing, the food my daughters were eating. God forgive me that
in my ignorance I, too,was taking a part in this pathetic affair.
Had I been about my Master’s business during that time in.
stead of hobnobbing with the pharisees of my own church, my
part in this wicked business would not, could not, have hap-
pened.



PUBLIC CHARITIES.

¢ But When Thou Doest Alms Let Not Thy Left Hand Know What
Thy Right Hand Doeth That Thine Alms May Be in Secret.”

T THE close of last Sunday’s report Dr. Talkwell said:
Z At the approach of cold weather each year we
begin to hear talk about public charities. Every-
body has a theory of his own. The only thing that
any one is sure of is that all the others are wrong and only
the speaker is right. Nearly every one says that charities as
at present dispensed are doing more harm than good (present
company excerted of course), yet no one seems to be able to
do any more about it than talk, talk, talk. This theory has
been exploded; that plan has been tried and found wanting;
this money has been worse than wasted; that fund has been
exploited with no results but harm, and yet in the face of
all these confessions, the public will be again asked to con-
tribute money, money, money, to continue this annual farce,
a farce too foolish to be even funny.

As the failure of organized charities seems to be universal,
including all schemes, secular or sacred, sectarian or non-
sectarian, we should expect to find the cause for the failure
to be common to them all. Now, there is one thing that is
common to all charitable organizations and charity workers so
far as I know, and that is, a want of personal acquaintance
with the subjects of charity. I believe this to be the secret of
the failure of each and every charity. They do not know the
people they are trying to help. They are afraid to get near



92 REV. TALKWELL'S SKETCHES.

enough to the ones they are pretending to assist to understand
them. Their attitude toward them is a mixture of fear, pity,
contempt and curiosity, rather than fraternity or friendliness.
- No one is to blame for this, perhaps, but it has the invariable
effect of changing fish into scorpions and bread into stones.

(enuine friendship must precede any real charitable act.
No charity is possible between two persons who have not for
each other a feeling of unaffected interest and sympathy. One
may feed the other, but both are degraded by the act. It is one
thing to feed aman; it is another thing to eat with a man. Itis
one thing to order a family a load of coal; it is quite another
thing to sit with them in friendly conversation and enjoy
together its grateful warmth and flickering light. We may feed
animals, since no intercourse with them is possible, but with
men and brothers we should break bread together. At least
we should be on such terms with them that such a thing
would be agreeable and mutually helpful. We may house
animals and appoint for them a keeper, but we cannot pile
men up four deep in lodging houses or herd them in droves
like hogs or cattle in soup houses, without doing them more
harm than good. If men are entitled to anything they are
entitled to hospitality, to courtesy. Anything less than this
is demoralizing to the giver and degrading to the recipient.

Charity of any sort disassociated from actual, personal
acquaintance is a boon to the dead beat, but death to the
honest, virtuous subject of charity. The truckling impostor
and the professional mendicant always like to meet an undis-
criminating giver. The two fit each other exactly. One has
gratified his lazy propensities and the other has gratified his
vanity. Both are absurd, one as much as the other. Each
man’s opportunity to do charitable work is exactly limited by
his personal and intimate acquaintance with those who need
charity. It is generally believed that a man’s ability for
charitable work is measured by his pocketbook. This is not
true. No man can do real charity work by proxy. It isa
personal matter. ' '
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This is exactly where all charitable organizations have
always failed and always must fail. True charity is work that
can never be organized. It is a hand to hand work. It must
be done as brothers, neighbors, friends and daily associates.

To feed a drove of men and women whose names and
previous history are unknown, is not charity; it is either
stupidity or cupidity. Nothing could be more degrading to
the recipients of such charity or damaging to the community
in which it occurs. Each time it is repeated society suffers
and human parasitism is encouraged. The devil himself
could not contrive a better plan to nourish and perpetuate
dangerous vagabondism or to crush and drive to despair,
worthy poverty. '

If it be true that the people who need or deserve charit-
able assistance in any city are practicaliy strangers to the
people who constitute the churches; if this be true, then it
is also true, that the churches are absolutely unfit to do any
charitable work among them. The first thing to be done is to
get acquainted with these people. Get sympathetic relations
to them; enjoy their entire confidence. No one man or
woman can get such relations to many people. If the
churches were doing what Jesus expected his followers to do,
there would be no need for any organized charity. Kach
follower of Jesus would know one or more of these people
and would be rendering them all the assistance necessary
in an effective manner, which can never be imitated by any
organization whatever.

Rendering charitable assistance is not only a difficult
matter requiring close acquaintance, but a delicate matter
requiring intimate friendship. Except in some extreme emer-
gency, like sickness or providential calamities, it is rank
impertinence for one person to approach another person, with
whom he is not acquainted, with any charity whatsoever.
These people have sensibilities just like ours. They resent
what we would resent. They are even morbidly sensitive, (at
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least those who have not been entirely debauched by such
procedure). '

To enter a house with no better pretext than to bring a
Christmas present, a loaf of bread or a religious tract is a
breach of etiquette bordering on criminal trespass. I wonder
that such people are not oftener kicked out of doors. They
are, some times. There ought to be a natural pretext for
making such an approach. The pretext which is most com-
mon, and the one which is most sure to touch the heart, is
sickness. To visit a house as a doctor or nurse excites neither
resentment nor cupidity. The relation is entirely a normal
one, and is the entering wedge to further ministrations.

The work of the district nurse, already established in many
cities, is exactly in line with these suggestions. They have a
wholesome and natural pretext for visiting these homes. At
the suggestion of the attending physieian, they are called.
They are trained, professional nurses, capable of giving
instruction in the care of the sick, hygiene, cooking, ete., ete.
They come at a time when their visit is neither an insult nor
an enigma. To accept help in times of sickness has no stigma
attached. Thisis common with rich and poor alike. To follow
up the opportunity opened by the work of these nurses would
be strategic and would be the first step towards bridging the
chasm we have allowed to grow between the prosperous and
unfortunate. This is an open door where creed and creedless
may enter on equal footing. Reciprocal friendship could
begin here, after which real charity could begin.

Charity is a word the poor people, as a rule, despise. To
be suspected as being in any degree a subject of charity is a
dishonor which they try to shun. Next to being a jail-bird is
to be a charity-bug. No charity can be entirely welcome that
is not indirect or confidential. In giving of alms, “let not
your right hand know what your left hand doeth.”



WICKEDNESS MADE SECURE.

¢« Saft is Good, But if the Salt has Lost its Savor Wherewith Shall
it be Seasoned? It is Fit Neither for the Land Nor the
Dunghill. Men Cast it Out. He that Hath Ears
to Hear, Let Him Hear.”

S7 R. TALKWELL continued last Sunday morning his

a answer to the question, “What practical good could
possibly arise from Christian ministers visiting
places ordinarily called wicked??”

In my attempts to get acquainted with our city I have
had frequent occasion to enter a place of public amusement
of a kind to be found in all cities of any size. A small price of
admission is charged. At the end of a long, well lighted hall
is a stage on which are nightly performances, Sundays excepted.
The performances are not especially objectionable nor inter-
esting, but they are of sufficient variety and coarse humor to
attract audiences every night.

The women who frequent this place are classed as disre-
putable, and are mostly examples of pathetic poverty and
reckless despair, The men are from all classes of society, but
consist mostly of the so-called lower classes. Tables and
chairs are scattered throughout the hall, where beer and other
refreshments are served. A special policeman is always in
attendance, whose presence seems wholly superfluous, as the
best of order prevails. ‘

Sitting at these tables, listening to the entertainment or
talking with each other, drinking and smoking, about 100
men and one-quarter as many women spend six évenings in
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the week until 12 o’clock. The place is frequently visited by
the police and detectives in search of truants, runaways and
petty offenders. The place renders a peculiar service to the
city, as the officers are almost sure to find the wanted man or
woman of a certain type. An irresistable attraction for the
place draws them here, making them easy game for the
police.

Young men who indulge in an occassional lark, or visitors
who wish to see the sights of the city with the boys, are
almost sure to visit this place late in the evening. No openly
indecorous word or action is allowed here, and yet the associa-
tions which young men of respectable families form here are
most unfortunate.

No girl enters this place who makes any pretense of
decency. Her presence here speaks plainer than words could,
what her vocation is. With the external appearance of well-
behaved people, these men and women mingle freely together
forming acquaintances that can hardly end in anything but
harm to both. And yet young men (with a liberal sprink-
ling of men not young) can maintain a respectable standing
in the community at the same time they frequent this place.
They can spend an evening in company with a pure girl in
one of the many exclusive homes of the city, and the next
evening in company with one of these pitiful, brazen,
debauched girls of the town. They can carry this sort of
thing on year after year and feel perfectly safe. They can
do this because none but their own kind visit here.

Some time ago during a visit to this public hall I saw a
young man who belonged to a Bible class that I was teaching
at the time. He was a prominent member of the church, of
aristocratic family and engaged to one of the purest and
sweetest girls I ever knew. He was sitting at a table with
other young men engaged in conversation with two of the
girls. He saw me about the same time I saw him, and tried
to conceal his identity by pulling his hat down over his eyes.
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I approached the table, however, and spoke to him as if there
was nothing peculiar about our meeting in this place. Aftter
some hesitation he introduced me to his male friends, but did
not offer to introduce me to the girls. He became very uneasy
during my conversation, in which I alluded to the church and
Bible class and other matters in common between us. His
confusion was so great that I soon took pity on him and retired
to speak to others I recognized.

The next day I met one of the men to whom I was intro-
duced, and he began at once talking of the occurrence of the
last evening. He apologized profusely for having been seen
in such a place,and among other things he said: *The young
fellow you talked with was terribly cut up over the affair, and
said if there were five more men like Dr. Talkwell in this
city it would not be safe for anyone to go on a spreé without
leaving town.” .

I pondered long and seriously over this last remark. “If
there were five more such men as Dr. Talkwell in this city it
would not be safe (safe mind you) for a man to go on a spree
without leaving town.” 1 had accidentally stumbled on a
secret of the debauchee and the Wwayward.

What this class of men desire most of all is precisely
what we are doing—to be let alone. They wish us to stay
away, and we are kind enough to do so. Once behind the
closed door of this or any similar place, they are as safe as if
an ocean separated them from home. For fear of contam-
inating ourselves we have avoided such places, and thus made
it easy for our sons to conceal themselves within. To save
our own timid souls we have digged a pitfall for our sons.

This same privacy extends to all the saloons of the city,
and is of our own making. We have hedged these places
about with safeguards, with our own moral cowardice and
pious Phariseeism. Once behind the screen, and the prodigal
son is as safe from his prudent father or prudish mother as if
they were in different hemispheres. The prodigals.of today



98 DR, TALKWELL'S SKETCHES.

need not go into a far country. Their revels can safely be
conducted under our very noses. This is exactly what we
have been practicing and preaching industriously for years.
We have been the chief ally of the saloonkeeper. We have
made his place a place of safety to the sinner.

And to make our idiocy complete, our imbecility perfect,
we have tried faithfully, lo, these many years, by legal perse-
cution, to drive these places into greater seclusion, force them
into safer obscurity. As they are at present conducted, the
policeman is liable to enter them at any time, day or night,
and they are open to the inspection of any citizen at all times.
But we would have driven these places, if we could, behind
locked doors and into private rooms, where no policeman
could enter and no citizen could find entrance except by
special permission. I am truly thankful that our misguided
zeal was not successful.

If I had simply been about my Master’s business instead of
officiating as the business manager of a social and educational
club, I should have known better. I need not have waited so
long to learn that my absence from and hostility to these
places only intensified their mischief. If T had only been
following in the footsteps of the friend of publicans and
sinners, I should have learned long ago that lesson that the
young man taught me when he said: ¢“If there were five Dr.
Talkwells in this city it would not be safe to go on a spree.”

Suppose instead of five there were one hundred. Suppose,
in other words, that all the pastors in this city were really
Christian ministers, visiting all places where wandering sheep
are wont to stray; suppose such an astounding state of affairs
existed, where, then, would the young men feel safe to go on
a spree ? All the preaching in Christendom can not constitute
such an effectual barrier to the harmful influences of these
places as the quiet, persistent, friendly visits of a sincere man
or woman, seeking to follow the footsteps of Jesus, who talked
with harlots and ate with publicans.



KID-GLOVE CHRISTIANITY.

““ Woe Unto You When All Men Speak Well of You.”

R TALKWELL is visiting the state institutions. By
the courtesy of the governor he has access to all
possible information concerning them. KEach insti-
tution is reported in detail—its uses and abuses, its

aims and shortcomings —to large and interested audiences
every Sunday. Each report furnishes such a large array of
items of interest to both the taxpayer and the pious, that sev-
eral consecutive Sundays are occupied with a single institu-
tion. Each Sunday’s report occupies about an hour. At the
close of one of these very helpful and timely reports the doc-
tor said:

“T will now change the subject by answering one of the
many questions that are awaiting reply. For instance, here is
a question that keeps constantly coming up. It has been
asked me over and over again since our new work began: °‘If
Christian ministers were to visit places generally forbidden to
respectable people, such as saloons, gambling places, etc., ete.,
would not their reputation suffer? Would not their respecta-
bility be sullied? Would not their standing in society be
injured #’

“Well, to begin with, any man posing as a Christian
minister who thinks more of his reputation, his respectability,
his standing in society than he does of his work as a Christian
minister, ought to strictly avoid visiting such places. His
visits could do no possible good, and they would do a great
deal of harm. Such a man ought to be kept in a band-box
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where he belongs. Such a man does not believe in the first
principles of Christianity. He might be a theologian, but he
is not a Christian minister. The less Christian work (?) he
does in any community the better off the community would be.

“But to those who really do care more about following
Jesus than becoming popular, I wish to say a few words.
Suppose I admit, to start with, that the work of the real
Christian minister is quite liable to be despised, mistrusted,
misjudged by a large portion of every community. Suppose
that I admit that the churches, as a rule, would not support or
tolerate the work of such a minister. Were you not prepared
for this when you set out on the Christian ministry? Did you
not know that a Christian minister would meet with such
things? Have you not read your Testament? What do you
suppose Jesus meant when he said: ‘Blessed are ye when
men shall revile you and persecute you and shall say all man-
ner of evil against you, falsely, for my sake.” What do vou
suppose he meant when he said this?

“Is it not fair to presume that he foresaw that your work
would make you liable, at least to have men revile you, and
persecute you, and say evil things of you? If a minister is to
only do those things which do not render him liable to any of
these unpleasant experiences, what did Jesus mean when he
said these words ¢ Jesus did not anywhere promise or intimate
that his ministers were to be popular, well spoken of, re-
spected or of good reputation. He again and again warned
his disciples that the exact opposite of this must be looked
for.

“He said to his disciples: ‘Beware of men, for they will
deliver you up to the councils, and they will scourge you in
their synagogues.” ‘And ye shall be hated of all men for my
name’s sake.” Did you not read this before you set out to be
a Christian minister? If you réad it, did you believe it? If
vou did read and believe it, how came you to expect that any
thing else would occur to you? Scourged in the synagogues,
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hated of all men. This is what Jesus said. Surely he was
not describing that set of men who are posing as Christian
ministers today. Either he did not know what would happen
to Christian ministers, or else these men are not Christian
ministers.

“For of all men, the so-called Christian minister of today
bears the least resemblance to this description. No one
reviles him, no one persecutes him, no one scourges him in
the synagogues (except when they scourge each other on
account of some doctrinal difference). Of course there are
some black sheep among them who lose their reputations, and
are justly condemned by the community, but as a rule, they
are the most respectable, the most popular and the least per-
secuted men in any community. Why is this? My answer
is, because they are not doing the work that Jesus expected
that they would do. If they were doing this work really, they
would soon find themselves in collision with a thousand and
one things with which now they have the most amicable
relations.

“I do not mean by this that the so-called Christian min-
ister is deliberately compromising with evil, always, or even
often. But I do mean to say that the work he is doing closes
his eyes, stops his ears to the facts of his surroundings. This
has the effect of making him almost absolutely innocuous.
His unconscious inertness is fitly described by the scripture
when it says: ‘ Because thou art neither cold nor hot I will
spew thee out of my mouth.”

In another place Jesus says: ‘If they have called the
master of the house Beelzebub, how much more shall they
call them of his household?’ Did you expect that you could
follow Jesas and not suffer at least some of the persecutions
that he suffered? He said: ‘‘He that taketh not his cross
and followeth after me is not worthy of me.” What do you sup-
pose he meant by cross? Did he mean things that are com-
fortable, that are reputable, that are prosperous, that are
desirable; did he mean any of these things? 1 think not.
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Did you get it into your head when you entered the
ministry that you were going to gain a reputation rather than
lose a reputation? Did you see in the ministry an opportun-
ity to win respectability, rather than a sacred obligation to
lose your respectability if need be? They said of Jesus: “Be-
. hold a man gluttonous, and a wine bibber, a friend of publi-
cans and sinners.”” Have they ever said this of you? Have
you ever given them any occasion to say this of you? Have
you not, on the contrary, carefully avoided such places and
agsociations as would make any one liable to say such things
of vou? Have you been reading your testament all this time ?
If so, by what hocus pocus have you been able to persuade
yourself that you have been following Jesus?

You remember that Jesus was roundly criticised by the
pious ones of his day for doing the work of practical charity
on the Sabbath day. They charged him with breaking the
Sabbath by doing secular, humanitarian work on that day.
Have you ever been accused of this? Did the community
ever criticise you for not keeping ‘the Sabbath day? I think
not. You have been very punctilious about this, without a
doubt. And let me tell you right here, i{’ you keep on care-
fully avoiding doing the things Jesus did, you will have no
trouble in maintaining your respectability, your popularity
and your unsullied reputation as a refined Christian (%)
gentleman.

You just read your Testament every day, take careful
note of what Jesus did, then cautiously guard against doing
any of them, and you will have no trouble whatever. No one
will speak ill of you. Your reputation as a nice, pious
preacher will be flawless. Everybody will like you. No man
will have aught against you. Stop your ears against those
disagreeable persons who try to make it out that there is any
disrepute possible in the work of a Christian minister.

No; until you are willing to give up the world and
take Jesus at his word, follow him wherever he leads, I would
advise you to stay at home in your little parsonage, in your
own respectable parish, and carefully guard that little glass
trinket of yours which you call your reputation. Some one
might speak ill of you as they did of Jesus.



PRIMITIVE RELIGION.

«“]t is More Blessed to Give Than to Receive.’”’

ND IF I bestow all my goods ‘to feed the poor, and
it I give my body to be burned, but have not love,
it profiteth me nothing.”

There is nothing that can take the place of love.
If we have the love of humanity in our hearts and have noth-
ing else, we have all there is of religion. 1f we have not the
love of humanity, genuine, unaffected love; though we have
everything else, we have nothing that is religious. Though I
bestow all my goods to feed the poor but do not love the poor,
I have done nothing. Though for humanity I give my body
to be burned, if 1 do not love humanity, I am nothing to
humanity.

There is but one real service we can render our fellow-
beings, and that is to love them. If real love exists between
two people, all the law and the gospel will be their rule of
conduct toward each other as a matter of course. This will
be so whether they have heard the gospel or not. If, however,
there be no genuine love between two people, all the legal
enactments, social etiquette, culture and refined manners in
the world cannot make them obey either the law or the gospel.-
If we have love, we have everything; if we have not love, we
have nothing. Although my faith may be so great that I am
able to remove mountains, if I do not love humanity I have
nothing. I may be able to prophesy and understand all mys-
teries; if I do not love my fellow-beings, without respect of
persons, I am nothing; I have nothing.
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It is not enough that I love them that love me; for do not
even the heathen do this? It is not enough that I love my
own family ; for do not the brutes do this? It is not enough
that I love persons of my own set, or society, or church, or
nationality, or color, or language, or faith—all this falls far
short of the gospel; all this do the people of the world.

If I cannot love a man because he is dirty, or a woman
because she is ragged, I have no religion. If my love does
not withstand wvulgarity, profanity, laziness, stupidity, lying,
licentiousness, I have not the love that entitles me to the
name of Christian. If I love only beauty, refinement, thrift,
grace, if I love only those who are virtuous and happy,
wherein am I different from them that know not Christ?

Just so long as there remains any class toward whom I
have only hate and aversion, for whom I have no love, just
80 long I have failed to comprehend Christ. It is not enough
that I feel a love toward humanity; that I cherish a senti-
ment of love; I must be actuated in all my activities and
dealings with men by love.

This is not saying that I must be a vapid goody-goody, a
driveling, sentimental crank that any dead-beat delights to
find, upon whom he thrives and fattens. It is possible to love
a fellow-being without making a fool of him, or allowing him
to make a fool of me.

It does not follow because I love a man that I will do
everything he wants me to do. In fact, love is more discrim-
inating in its service than indifference. It is indifference
rather than love that actuates a person to give a stranger on

_the street a dime, simply because he asks for it. It is a debat-
able question whether love ever inspires indiscriminate giving.
Love sometimes hurts, demands, compels, as well as soothes,
coaxes and indulges. A surgeon may love the one he cuts, as
well as the philanthropist loves the one he feeds. A man may
despise and hate the beggar he feeds, and love the child he
punishes. Love seeks to benefit, to restore, regardless of
means.
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A policeman may love the one he arrests; the jailor may
love the one upon whom he turns the key; the teacher may
love the one upon whom the severest discipline is adminis-
tered. Indeed, nothing short of this is Christianity. On the
other hand, our *“ Lady Bountiful” may loathe the one she
rescues; the millionaire may hold in conternpt the enterprise
he assists, and the pastor may feel only languid interest in
the people to whom he ministers. All this often passes for
love, but is filthy rags in the sight of God.

It is the one who hates, not hurts, that is un-Christian.
It is the one who loves, not flatters, that is of Christ. “ Give
to him that asketh,” but not necessarily the thing asked for.
“From him that would borrow turn not away.” He is entitled
to consideration and courtesy, but it does not follow that his
own idea of his own good shall prevail.

When a man’s necessities are so great as to decide him to
ask for help, he does, by asking me, take me into his con-
fidence. His affairs have become temporarily my affairs. I
ought to do or advise, exactly as if the matter were my own.
If what he asked for,in my judgment, is not the best thing,
I have no right (much less is it my duty) to give it to him.
If T give any one anything which I do not believe to be for
his best good, I have done him an injury, not a kindness.

When asked to assist any one in trouble or want or dis-
tress, we are to do by him exactly as if the case were our own.
Since it is a fact that we often decide for ourselves a way out
of a difficulty that involves pain or self-denial or great sacrifice,
we onght not to shrink from prescribing the same for our
fellows, if it is our judgment such things are for the best. It
is the pernicious notion that love omnly coddles, indulges,
agrees to everything, that makes the idea of universal love
seem ridiculous to so many. The more we love a person, the
more we should be just to him. We are not just to our
brother when we consent to do anything for him which, in our
understanding of his case,is not the proper thing, even though
he may ask it.
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It is more pleasant to indulge than to deny, and easier
sometimes to consent, than to correct; but if we really love
we will often be compelled to do both. There are many
people who continue to befog themselves with the notion that
the indiscriminate giving of money is an indication of love.
In the majority of cases of want, money is not needed at all.
Even in cases where money is needed, something besides the
money is needed far more.

Friendship, sympathy, counsel, acquaintance, these are
needed more than money. There are cases where money
should be given in addition to these, but never without them.
To give a man money is simply to give him power to do good
or ill, as he chooses. If I do not know nor care which he will
do with it, do I do the person or the community a good service
to give such a one money ? Ought we to give a child firearms,
or an imbecile dangerous chemicals? It would not be a kind-
ness to do so to say the least. Why? Because it would be
putting power into incompetent hands.

To give a bad man money is to do exactly the same thing.
It is not love that inspires such a gift. To give an entire
stranger money is a venture that is more liable to cause harm
than to do good. Itis myself that I owe to humanity, without
respect of persons, not my money. It is myself that I should
give indiscriminately, not power. Jesus gave himself, not
money, to redeem humanity. Give to him that asketh. Give
what? Give yourself, your sympathy, your advice, your best
judgment, and if need be, your money if no one else has a
higher claim on you. '




BLOWING HOT AND COLD.

1 Know Thy Works, That Thou Art Neither Cold nor Hot; I
Would Thou Wert Cold or Hot, So Because Thou Art
Lukewarm, and Neither Hot nor Cold, 1 Will
Spew Thee Out of My Mouth.”

e

T THE close of a very interesting report on one of
the state institutions last Sunday, Dr. Talkwell said :
“I have tried to make it clear to you in past dis-
courses that my former inefficiency as a Christian
minister depended largely npon the fact that I knew little or
nothing of the real lives of the so-called lower classes. This
conviction grows upon me daily as I continue my stay among
them. I am no longer visiting them. I am among them to
stay. If I make any visits it will be to the ‘so-called upper
classes, and return at once to my place among the lowly, the
outcast and the outraged. Instead of losing my life, I have
found it. Instead of spending my strength, I have renewed
my strength.

I have found the degradation of the lower classes to be
exactly like the culture of the upper classes — only skin deep.
The real man and woman underneath is very much the same,
with, perhaps, a liberal margin in favor of the degraded. I
have found the frank wvulgarity and the outspoken profanity
of the so-called lower classes to be no surer index to what a
person really is, than the polite insincerities and polished
pretenses of the so-called upper classes. I have found pure
hearts and loyal souls everywhere, but I have found them so
much oftener among the poor than I used to among the rich,
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that I begin to believe that Jesus knew what he was talking
about when he spoke of the *“deceitfulness of riches.”

When I was the prosperous pastor of a prosperous
church I had a way of explaining (?) the words of Jesus, con-
cerning riches and rich men, which, in reality, emptied them
of all meaning. This toadying to the rich man was uncon-
scious on my part at the time, but I can see now plainly that
I was doing it nevertheless. When Jesus said that “A rich
man shall hardly enter the kingdom,” when he said, “Itis
easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a
rich man to enter into the kingdom of God,” I felt sure that
such rash statements needed smoothing down; that they
were not to be taken literally.

I get out those old sermons now and read them over
with mingled shame and amusement. When Jesus told the
young man that if he would be perfect he must sell his pos-
sessions and distribute them to the poor (for he had much
riches), I had taken this plain statement in one of those old
sermons of mine, and by an adroit piece of theological thim-
ble-rigging I had actually made it out that Jesus did not mean
the rich men in my congregation; he only meant that partic-
ular rich man. It was unconscious on my part then, for I was
beholden to the rich man in those days. He sustained my
expensive church. He greased the wheels of my ecclesiastical
machinery. It was only just reciprocation on my part; sim-
ply good manners. It was the inevitable result of organized
Christianity and a salaried Christian ministry.

But as I read those sermons over now, my arguments
were so thin, and my illustrations so far-fetched, that if there
were any rich men in my congregation that had a particle of
sense they must have despised me. It isso apparent to me
now, since I am free from the whole business, that I blush as
I read it. What must a sensible, rich man have thought of
me, when I was using all my eloquence to curry his favor by
explaining away such plain, unmistakable language as Jesus
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made use of when he said: *‘ Ye cannot serve God and Mam-
mon.” “ For either you will hate the one and love the other,
or else will hold to the one and despise the other.”

Now it is an actual fact, as these old sermons reveal, that
I took this saying of Jesus as my text, and made it out to my
own satisfaction, at least, that the rich man was all right;
that he could live in a mansion with warm, empty rooms to
spare, while his neighbor was shuddering in a dark, cold
hovel ; that he could enjoy an income of tens of thousands a
vear, while his neighbor was dragging out a miserable exist-
ence trying to support a large family on less than two hun-
dred dollars a year; that he could feast while others fainted ;
that he could be warm while others were cold; that he could
thrive while others perished; that he could do all these things
and yet save his soul and become at last the possessor of a
crown of glory, richly studded with jewels, emblematic of the
colleges he had endowed, the churches he had built and the
benevolent enterprises he had assisted.

How the rich men must have despised me! I feel sure
that they do not enjoy such truckling as this. Whatever else
the rich man is, he has brains to see through such subterfuge.
I do not wonder now that the rich man doled out his pennies
to me rather daintily after hearing such senseless sycophancy.
I honestly believe had I told him the square truth that he has
no moral right (according to Jesus) to have more than enough,
while his brother has less than enough, he would have ad-
mired my courage and would have set much higher value on
my preaching. Had I resolutely turned my face from all
apologies for the plain, direct ethiecs of Jesus concerning
riches, I really believe he would have been a more generous
contributor. It might not have reformed his practices, but he
would have known in his heart that I was telling him the
truth. He would have done secret penance for his conduct by
enlarging his gifts.

Had I made it plain to the rich man that I was the advo-
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cate of the poor man, the oppressed woman and the ragged
child, I suspect that he would have been only too glad to have
turned over to me larger portions of his wealth to relieve his
pangs of conscience. But I did not impress the rich man with
the fact that I would make any such use of his money if he
gave it tome. 1 gave him the notion many times that I
wanted to build a larger church, a higher steeple, employ a
more expensive choir, or contribute extensively to foreign
missionary enterprises; that I wanted his money much more
for such things than to help the poor. He had business sagac-
ity enough to see that I overestimated the importance of these
ecclesiastical affairs. He lost confidence in my practical wis-
dom and concluded he could make better use of his own
money than 1 could. He was not altogether wrong, either.

My Master said: ¢ Woe unto you that are rich! For ye
have received your consolation!” I frequently apologized to
the rich man for these harsh words of Jesus, but I never once
faithfully delivered my Master’s message. 1 was secretly
ashamed of my Master and the rich man was secretly ashamed
of me. He knew that I was straining the plain words of
Jesus for his benefit. He resented my patronage. The truth
would have hurt him less. But I was unconscious of it all. I
often wondered at the parsimony then, but I see it all now.
It was a plain case of the “ blind leading the blind.”

I had parted company with Jesus. I wasin a labyrinth of
my own making. Peter denied his Master thrice; I had de-
nied him thrice and thrice and thrice again. I had failed to
effectually reach the rich man because I had not gone to the
poor man.

I had earned the silent contempt of the rich man at the
same time I had estranged and hurt the poor man. My re-
finements of the gospel had rendered them neither cold nor
hot, and. they contained neither reproof nor succor. I have
since learned that the only way to become a minister to the
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poor is to become one of them. I have also learned that the
only way to minister to the rich is to become a minister to the
poor. No one appreciates the services of such a minister
more than the rich man. He would be only too glad to placate
his own sense of right by assisting such a minister. My later
experiences confirm this, of which I may speak next Sunday.




A RICH MAN’S RELIGION.

‘““For the Love of Money is a Root of all Kinds of Evil, Which
Some, Reaching After, Have Been Led Astray From
the Faith, and Have Pierced Themselves
Through With Many Sorrows.”

S DR. TALKWELL rose to begin his report, awealthy
banker asked the following question:
*“ What do you mean, or what do you suppose
Jesus meant, by the term ‘rich man?’ How much
money or wealth must a man have to be properly called a rich
man ¢ 7
A rich man is one who spends more money for his personal
gratification than he needs. A man may control the use of
a large sum of money without being a rich man. He becomes
a rich man only when he consents to spend upon himself more
than is needed for any rational want. A man may be a
millionaire, and yet be a poor man in his habits. If a man
uses his millions in legitimate industries, furnishing work for
others at wages that allow them to live as well as he lives
himself, such a man is not a rich man. It is only when a man
can bring himself to consent to habitually use for his own
personal gratification more than he allows to those he employs.
Anything more than frugality and strict economy isriches.
Every one knows that there are those who daily suffer for
want of sufficient food and clothing. Everybody knows this.
There is no way to escape this knowledge. Providence has
so fixed it that there is only enough in this world to supply
each one decently. If one has more than enough to do this,
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then some one else must have less than enough. Any man
who allows himself needless luxuries is depriving some one
else of the necessaries of life. It is easier for a camel to pass
through the eye of a needle than for such a man to enter the
kingdom of God.

What is a luxury? Something better or more expensive
than the average man can afford. This changes with every
generation, butl remains relatively the same. Everyone knows.
when he is spending more on himself than the average persom
could afford. When a man does this he is a rich man. A man
may have the control of millions and not do this, or have a
moderate income and be able to doit. Some capitalists live
frugally, practice economy, and use every cent of their income
to enlarge their usefulness. Such a man is not a rich man.
Such a man is the salt of the earth. May their tribe increase.
They are the men of ten talents who were commended for
having gained ten more talents for the Master.

Some men suffer because they have too little to eat, too
little to wear and too much work to do. Such a man is poor.
Other men suffer because they have too much to eat, too
much to wear, and too little work to do. Such a man is rich.
A shame on him. Woe unto him. No hunger can equal the
anguish that awaits him. Neither biting frosts nor crushing
burdens can bring the torture that he is piling up against him-
self. He lazily cuts off his coupons, he languidly draws his
interest. He loafs while others work for him, he yawns and
stretches while others sweat for him. “ Woe unto him! He
hath received his consolation!”

How much may a man expend for his own living? My
answer is this: The average income which others receive. If
all wages and incomes were equally divided among all the
men of this country, what would each one receive ! Whatever
your answer is, that is the answer that God makes to your
question. If you receive a greater income than this, you have
no right to use the surplus for your own gratification. You



114 DR. TALKWELL'S SKETCHES.

are by honor bound to so use the surplus that others will
equally enjoy the benefit of it.

Your superior education and culture does not entitle you
to spend more on yourself on account of acquired taste and
habits, but on the other hand, it should have prepared you to
get along with less than your ignorant neighbor is able to do.
If your education did not so prepare you, it was not a Chris-
tian education you received, that is certain. If you really love
the people, you will make their woes your woes, their joys
your joys, and their wages your wages. You can then mourn
when they mourn; rejoice when they rejoice. If you refuse
to use for your own living more than the average man receives,
then when the people are oppressed, you are oppressed also.
You are like Jesus, become poor for the sake of the people.

Surely Jesus could have commanded a better salary than
he did if he had chosen to. Did Jesus not have tastes and
appreciations that lifted him above the masses? Why, then,
did he not indulge them like the many people do today who
think they are following Jesus? Jesus refused to be richer
than the poorest. If I have not done this, I am not his fol-
lower. There is no use trying to dodge this plain faect.

Finally the Gospel will prevail, and every man receive an
equal income. In the meantime inequalities remain. The
best way to avoid the curse of riches is to use the excess of
income in such a way that others enjoy equal benefit from it.
Otherwise we are not Christians but brutes. If we must
indulge our sesthetic tastes, it can be done by the art gallery,
the theater, the popular concert, ete., to all of which the public
should have equal access and equal rights. It is not sesthetic
but piggish, to keep such things for our own exclusive use.

There are two pigs in a pen. Both pigs are hungry. Enough

feed is put into their trough for both. But one pig is the
stronger. He drives the weaker one away, and eats it all.
As a consequence, both pigs suffer. The one suffers because
he has had too much to eat; the other because he has had too
little. Surely swine are disgusting creatures.
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There are two men on the street. Both men are hungry.
They have money enough (fifty cents) to buy both a good
dinner. But one man has all the money, and the other man
has none. The man who has the money buys himself a dinner
for fifty cents; the other remains hungry. As a consequence
both suffer. The one suffers because he has had too much to
eat; the other suffers because he has had too little. Surely
Christians are disgusting creatures. You say this man is not
a Christian? The chances are that he thinks he is, and it is -
not at all unlikely that he calls himselt a Christian minister.
I used to do such things at the time I was known as a Christian
minister. You ask, ‘*“ Could he not do as he pleased with his
money ?” Yes, he could, and he did. So did the other pig.
Money is power. He who has the most money has the most
power. He has deprived the other man of his dinner and has
eaten both dinners, simply because he had the power to do so.
This is exactly what the other pig did, also. There is'no differ-
ence whatever. If the man can be defended, the pig can also.

The fact is this world is only rich enough to furnish all
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