
GLORIES OF HEAVEN.

REV DR. TALMAGE DESCRIBES THE

WORLD TO COME.

The Great Divine Paint* the Attract-

iveness of Christ In Glowing? Col-

ors—From Ivor} Palaces to Cruci-

fixion Agony.

(Copyright, Louis E'.opsch, 1590. J
Washington, July 30.—1 n tins dis-

course Dr. Talmage sets forth the glo-

ries of the world to come and the at-

tractiveness of the Christ, who opens

the way: text. Psalms, xlv. 8. “All thy

garments smell of myrrh and aloes and

cassia out of the ivory palaces.

Among the grand adornments of the

city of Paris is the Church of Notre

Dame, with great towers and elabo-

rate rose windows and sculpturing of

the last judgment, with the trumpeting

angels and rising dead: its battlements

of quatre foil; its sacristy, with ribbed

ceilings and statues of saints. But

there was nothing in all that building

which more vividly appealed to my

plain republican tastes than the costly

vestments which lay in oaken presses

—robes that had been embroidered

with gold and been worn by popes and

archbishops on great occasions. There

was a robe that had been worn by
Pius VII at the crowning of the first

Napoleon. There was also a vestment

that had been worn at the baptism of

Napoleon 11. As our guide opened the

oaken presses and brought out these

vestments of fabulous cost and lifted

them up the fragrance of the pungent

aromatics in which they had been pre-

served filled the place with a sweet-

ness that was almost oppressive. Noth-

ing that had been done in stone more

vividly impressed me than these things

that had been done in cloth and em-

broidery and perfume. But today 1

open the drawer of this text, and 1 look

upon the kingly robes of Christ, and as

I lift them, dashing with eternal jew-

els, the whole bouse is filled with the

aroma of these garments, which "smell

of myrrh and aloes anu cassia out of

the ivory palaces.”

The Robes of Christ.

In my text the King steps forth.

His robes rustle and blaze as he ad-

vances. His pomp and power and

glory overmaster the spectator. More

brilliant is he than Queen Vashti mov-

ing amid the Persian princes; than

Marie Antoinette on the day when

Louis XVI put upon her the necklace

of 800 diamonds: than Anne Boleyn

the day when Henry VIII welcomed

her to his palace—all beauty and all

pomp forgotten while we stand in the

presence of this imperial glory. King
of Zion. King of earth. King of heaven.

King forever! Her garments not worn

out. not dust bedraggled, but radiant

and jeweled and redolent. It seems as

if they must have been pressed 100

years amid the flowers of heaven.

The wardrobes from which they have

been taken must have been sweet with j
clusters of camphor and frankin- j
cense and all manner of precious wood. .

Do you not inhale the odors? Aye. |
aye. "They smell of myrrh and aloes I
and cassia out of the ivory palaces.”

Your first curiosity is to know why i

the robes of Christ are odorous with I

myrrh. This was a bright leafed

Abyssinian plant. It was trifoliated. ;
The Greeks. Egyptians, Romans and

Jews bought and sold it at a high price. I
The first present that was ever given |
to Christ was a sprig of myrrh thrown I
on his infantile bed in Bethlehem, and !
the last gift that Christ ever had was ¦

myrrh pressed into the cup of bis |
crucifixion. The natives would take a

stone and bruise the tree, and then it

would exude a gum that would saturate

all the ground l>eneath. This gum was

used for the purposes of merchandise.

One piece of it no larger than a chest-

nut would whelm a whole room with

odors. It was put in closets, in chests,

in drawers, in rooms, and its perfume
adhered almost interminably to any-

thing that was anywhere near it. So

when in my text I read that Christ s

garments smell cf myrrh 1 immedi-

ately conclude the exquisite sweetness

of Jesus.

Spfce Gales From Heaven.

1 know that to many he is only like

any historical person; another John

Howard; another philanthropic Ober-

lin; another Confucius; a grand sub-

ject for a painting; a heroic theme for

a poem; a beautiful form for a statue;

but to those who have heard bis voice

and felt his pardon and received bis

benediction he is music, and light, and

warmth, and thrill, and eternal fra-

grance—sweet as a friend sticking to

you when all else betray; lifting you

up while others try to push you down;

not so much like morning glories, that

bloom only when the sun is coming

up, nor like “four o'clocks,’’ that bloom

only when the sun is going down, but

like myrrh, perpetually aromatic—the

same morning, noon and night, yester-

day, today, forever. It seems as if we

cannot wear him out. We put on him

all our burdens and afflict him with all

our griefs and set him foremost in all

our battles; and yet he is ready to lift

and to sympathize and to help. We

have so imposed upon him that one

would think in eternal affront he

would quit our soul: and yet today lie

addresses us with the same tenderness,

dawns upon us with the same smile,

pities us with the same compassion.
There is no name like his for us. It

is more imperial than Caesar's, more

musical than Beethoven's, more con-

quering than Charlemagne's, more elo-

quent than Cicero's. Itthrobs with all

life. It weeps with all pathos. It

groans with all pain. It stoops with'

all condescension. It breathes with al!

perfume. Who like Jesus to set a

broken bone, to pity a homeless or-

phan. to nurse a sick man. to take a

prodigal back without any scolding,

to illumine a cemetery all plowed with

graves, to make a queen unto God out

of the lost woman, to catch the tear?

c! human sorrow In a lachrymatory

that shall never be broken? Who has

| such an eye to see our need, such a lip

to kiss away our sorrow, such a hand

to snatch us out of the fire, such a

foot to trample our enemies, such a

heart to embrace all our necessities?

I struggle for some metaphor with

which to express him. He is not like

the bursting forth of a full orchestra.

That is too loud. He is not like the

I sea when lashed to rage by the tem-

I pest. That is too boisterous. He is

not like the mountain, its brow wreath-

ed with the lightning. That is too soli-

tary. Give us a softer type, a gentler

comparison. We have seemed to see

. him with our eyes and to bear him

with our ears and to touch him with

i our hands. Oh. that today he might

appear to some other one of our five

I senses! Aye. the nostril shall discover

his presence. He comes upon us like

spice gales from heaven. Yea. his gar-

i meats smell of lasting and all perva-
sive myrrh.

Aloes of Bitterness.

Would that you all knew his sweet-

ness! How soon you would turn from

J all other attractions! If the philoso-

| pher leaped out of his bath in a frenzy

; of joy an 1 clapped his hands and rush-

ed through the streets because he had

found the solution of a mathematical

problem, how will you feel leaning

from the fountain of a Saviour's mercy

and pardon, washed clean and made ¦
white as snow, when the question has

been solved. “How can my soul be :

saved?” Naked, frost bitten, storm ;

lashed soul, let Jesus this hour throw

around thee the “garments that smell

of myrrh and aloes and cassia out of

the ivory palaces.”
Your second curiosity is to know j

why the robes of Jesus are odorous ,
with aloes. There is some difference |
of opinion about wbere these aloes

grow, what is the color of the flower, I
what is the particular appearance of I
the herb. Suffice it for you and me to

know that aloes mean bitteness the

world over, and when Christ comes

with garments bearing that particular

odor they suggest to me the bitter-

ness of a Saviour's sufferings. Were

there ever such nights as Jesus lived

through—nights on the mountains,

nights on the sea. nights in the desert?

Who ever Lad such a bard reception
as Jesus had? A hostelry the first, an

jinjust trial in oyer and terminer

another, a foul mouthed, yelling mob

the last. Was there a space on his

back as wide as your two fingers

where be was not whipped? Was

there a space on his brow an inch

square where he was not cut of the

briers? When the spike struck at the

instep, did it not go clear through to

the hollow of the foot? Ob, long. deep,
bitter pilgrimage! .Aloes! Aloes!

Man Made Free.

John leaned his head on Christ, but

who did Christ lean on? Five thou-

sand men fed by the Saviour; who fed

Jesus? The sympathy cf a Saviour's

heart going out to the leper and the

adulteress; but who soothed Christ?

He had a fit place neither to be born '
nor to die. A poor babe! A poor lad! !
A poor young man! Not so much as a j
taper to cheer his dying hours. Even

the caudle cf the sun snuffed out. Was \
it not all aloes? Our sins, sorrows, !

bereavements, losses and all the ago- |
nies of earth and hell picked up as in ;

oue cluster and squeezed into one cup. !
and that pressed to his lips until the :
acrid, nauseating, bitter draft was j
swallowed with a distorted counte- I

nance and a shudder from head to foot

and a gurgling strangulation. Aloes,

Nothing but aloes. All this for

himself? All this to get the fame in 1

the world of being a martyr? All this !
in a spirit of stubbornness, because he |
did not like Caesar? No, no! All this 1
because he wanted to pluck me and ¦

you from hell. Because be wanted to |
raise me and you to heaven. Because

we were lost, and be wanted us found.

Because we were blind. anJ be wanted

us to see. Because we were serfs, and

be wanted us manumitted. Oh, ye in

whose cup of life the saccharin has

predominated; ob, ye who have bad '
bright and sparkling beverages, how I
do you feel toward him who in your |

stead and to purchase your disenthrall- ;
meat, took the aloes, the unsavory ;

aloes, the bitter aloes?

The Divine Physician.

Your third curiosity is to know why 1

i these garments of Christ are odorous i
with cassia. This was a plant which

grew in India and the adjoining is-

lands. You do not care to hear what

kind of a flowe; it had or what kind of

a stalk. It is enough for me to tell you

that it was used medicinally. In that

land and in that age. where they knew

i but little about pharmacy, cassia was

; used to arrest many forms of disease,

j So, when in my text we find Christ

i coming with garments that smell of

i cassia, it suggests to me the healing

1 and curative power of the Son of God.

1 "Oh,” you say. “now you have a su-

I perfluous idea! We are not sick.

Why do we want cassia? We are

athletic. Our respiration Is perfect.
Our limbs are lithe, and on bright cool

days we feel we could bound like a

roe." 1 beg to differ, my brother, from

you. None of you can be better In

physical health than 1 am. and yet 1

must say we are all sick. 1 have taken

the diagnosis of your case anu have ex-

amined all the best authorities on the

subject, and 1 have to tell you that you

are "full of wounds and bruises and

putrefying sores which have not been

i bound up or mollified with ointment.”

The marasmus of sin Is on us—the

palsy, the dropsy, the leprosy. The

man that is expiring tonight in the

next street—the allopathic and homeo-

pathic doctors have given him up and

his friends now standing around to

take his last words—ls no more cer-

: tainly dying as to his body than you

; and 1 are dying unless we have taken

the medicine from God's apothecary.
All the leaves of this Bible are only so

many prescriptions from the Divine

Physician, written, not in Isatin, like

the prescriptions of earthly physicians.

but written in plain English, so that

• a “man, though a fool, need not err

therein." Thank God that the Sav-

iour's garments smell of cassia!

Christ the Healer.

Suppose a man were sick, and there

I was a phial on bis mantelpiece with

medicine he knew would cure him, and

I be refused to take it, what would you

say of him? He is a suicide. And

what do you say of that man who. sick

I in sin, has the healing medicine of

I God's grace offered him and refuses to

: take it? If be dies, he is a suicide.

People talk as though God took a man

and led him out to darkness and death,

as though he brought him up to the

cliffs and then pushed him off. Ob,

I no! When a man is lost, it is not be-

cause God pushes him off; it is because

he jumps off. In olden times a sub ide

was buried at the crossroads, and the

1 people were accustomed to throw

stones upon his grave. So it seems to

i me there may l>e at this time a man

who is destroying his soul, and as

i though the angels of God were here to

bury him at the point where the roads

of life and death cross each other.

I throwing upon the grave the broken

law and a great pile of misimproved

: privileges, so that those going by may

look at the fearful mound and learn

I what a suicide it is when an immortal

soul, for which Jesus died, puts itself

• out of the way.

When Christ trod this planet with

foot of flesh, the people rushed after

| him—people who were sick, and those

who. being so sick they could not walk,

were brought by their friends. Here

I see a mother holding up her little

child, saying: "Cure this croup. Lord

Jesus! Cure this scarlet fever!” And

others: “Cure this ophthalmia! Give

ease and rest to this spinal distress!

Straighten this club foot!” Christ

made every bouse where he stopped a

dispensary. I do not believe that in

the 19 centuries which have gone by

since. Ins heart has got bard. I feel

that we can come now with all our j

wounds of soul and get his benedic- j
tion. O Jesus, here we are. We want i

healing. We want sight. We want

health. We want life. “The whole

need not a physician, but they that are ;
sick.” Blessed be God that Jesus ’

Christ comes through this assemblage

now. his “garments smelling of myrrh” I
—that means fragrance, “and aloes”— ¦
they mean bitter sacrificial memories,

“and cassia”—that means medicine and ;

cure.

Out of Ivory Palaces.

According to my text, he comes “out :

of the ivory palaces.” You know, or

if you do not know 1 willted you now. |
that some of the palaces of olden time ;
were adorned with ivory. Ahab and 1
Solomon bad their homes furnished |
with it. The tusks of African and I

Asiatic elephants were twisted into all !
manner of shapes, and there were ,
stairs of ivory, and chairs of ivory, I
and tables of ivory, and floors of ivory. i

and pillars cf ivory, and windows of

ivory, and fountains that dropped into

basins of ivory, and rooms that had

ceilings of ivory. Oh, white and over-

mastering beauty! Green tree branch-

es sweeping the white curbs. Tapestry

trailing the snowy floors. Brackets of

light flashing on the lustrous surround-

ings. Silvery music rippling on the

beach of the arches. The mere thought

of it almost stuns my brain, and you

say: "Ob, if 1 could only Lave walked

over such floors! If 1 could have

thrown myself In such a chair! If 1

could have heard the drip and dash of

tnose fountains!” You shall have

something better than that if you only
let Christ Introduce you. From that

place be came, and to that place be

proposes to transport you, for his "gar-

ments smell of myrrh and aloes and

cassia out of the ivory palaces.” What

a place heaven must be! The Tuileries

of the French, the Windsor castle of

the English, the Spanish Alhambra, the

Russian Kremlin, are mere dungeons

compared with it! Not so many cas-

tles on either side the Rhine as on both

sides of the river of God—the ivory

palaces! One for the angels, insuffera-

bly bright, winged, fire eyed, tempest

charioted; cue for the martyrs, with

blood red robes from under the altar;

one for the King, the steps of his pal
ace the crown of the church militant;

one for the singers, who lead the 144,-

000; one for you, ransomed from sin;

one for me, plucked from the burning.

i Oh. the ivory palaces!

Realms of Beauty.

Today It seems to me as if the win-

dows of those palaces were illumined

for some great victory, and I look and

I see. climbing the stairs of ivory and

: walking on floors of ivory, some whom

: we knew and loved on earth. Y’es, 1

: know them. There are father and

mother, not 82 years and 7‘J years, as

when they left us, but blithe and

young as when on their marriage day.
And there are brothers and sisters, mer-

rier than when we used to romp across

the meadows together. The cough

gone. The cancer cured. The erysipe-
las healed. The heart break over. Oh,
bow fair they are in the ivory palaces!
And your dear little children that went

out from you—Christ did not let one of

them drop as he lifted them. He did

not wrench one of them from you. No.

They went as from one they loved well

Ito one whom they loved better. If1

should take your little child and press

Its soft face against my rough cheek,

I I might keep it a little while, but when

you, the mother, came along, it would

struggle to go with you. And so you

’ stood holding your dying child when

Jesus passed by in the room and the

little one sprang out greet him. That

is all. Your Christian dead did not go

down into the dust and the gravel and

the mud. Though it rained all that

funeral day. and the water came up to

I the wheel's hub as you drove out to

I the cemetery, it made no difference to

I them, for they stepped from the home

here to the home there, right into the

Ivory palaces. All is well with them.

! All is well.

i It is not a dead weight that you Lift

when you carry’s Christian out. Jesus

makes the bed up soft with velvet

promises, and he says: "Put her down

here very gently. Put that head which

will never ache again on this pillow

of hallelujahs. Send up word that the

procession is coming. Ring the bells.

Ring! Open your gates, ye ivory pal-

aces."’ And so your loved ones are

there. They are just as certainly there,

having died In Christ, as that you are

here. There is only one thing more

they want. Indeed, there is one thing i
in heaven they have not got. lhey

want it. What is it? Your company.

But. oh. my brother, unless you change

your tack you cannot reach that har-

bor. You might as well take the

Southern Pacific railroad, expecting

in that direction to reach Toronto, as

to go on in the way some of you are

going, and yet expect to reach the

ivory palaces. Your loved ones are

looking out of the windows of heaven

now, and yet you seem to turn your

back upon them. You do not seem to

know the sound of their voices as well

as you used "to or to be moved by the

sight of their dear faces. Call louder,

ve departed ones! Call louder from

the ivory palaoes!

Mystery Solved.

When I think of that place and think j
of my entering it. 1 feel awkward. 1

feel as sometimes when I have been

I exposed to the weather, and my shoes

have been bemired, and my coat is ,
soiled, and my hair is disheveled, and I
I stop in front of some fine residence j
where I have an errand. I feel not

fit to go in as I am and sit among the i
guests. So some of us feel about heav-

en. We need to be washed: we need 1
to be rehabilitated before we go into ;
the ivory palaces. Eternal God, let |
the surges of thy’pardoning mercy roll

over us! I want not only to wash my

hands and my feet; but. like some

skilled diver, standing on the pier

head, who leaps into the wave and

comes up at a far distant point from

wbere be went in. so 1 want to go

down, and so Iwant to come up. O

Jesus, wash me in the waves of thy I
salvation!

And here I ask you to solve a mys-

tery that has been oppressing me for

30 years. 1 have been asking it cf

doctors of divinity who have been

studying theology half a century, and

they have given me no satisfactory

answer. I have turned ever all the

books in my library, but got no solu-

tion to the question, and today 1 come

and ask you for an explanation. By

what logic was Christ induced to ex-

change the Ivory palaces of heaven

for the crucifixion agonies of earth? I

shall take the first thousand million

years in heaven to study out that prob-

lem; meanwhile and now taking it as

the tenderest. mightiest of all facts

that Christ did come, that he came

with spikes in his feet, came with

thorns in bis brow, came with spears

in his heart, to save you and to save

me. “God so loved the world that he

gave his only begotten Son, that who-

soever believeth in him should not per-

ish. but have everlasting life.” O

Christ, whelm all our souls with thy

compassion! Mow them down like

summer grain with the harvesting 1
sickle of thy grace! Ride through to-

day the conqueror, thy garments smell-

ing "of myrrh and aloes and cassia

out of the ivory palaces!”

An Odd Experience.

James Dillingworth, a Cincinnati

man. bad an experience in a Chicago

violin shop recently that might happen
once in 10,000.000 times. Mr. Dilling-

worth came over from Cincinnati with

his daughter, who is a somewhat skill-

ed violinist. On the road the daugh-

ter's pet violin got smashed in a trunk.

It was a medium good instrument.

Mr. Dillingworth paid £75 for it in a

London shop and had given it to his

daughter. He took it to a State street

store to have it repaired. The next

day he went lack to get it.

"We haven't finished the repair yet,”
said the clerk. "You see we had to

take the violin apart,” he explained,

exhibiting the pieces.
Mr. Dillingworth was astonished to

catch sight of his name on the under-

side of the top piece. He examined it

more closely.
“This is a violin I made 50 years

ago,” he gasped, more surprised than
he bad ever been in his life.

Half a century ago Mr. Dillingworth
made the violin just as an experiment
and because he had a knack for using
cabinet tools. He afterward sold the

violin to a friend for $2.50. The friend

sold the Instrument to a man who was

just starting for Australia. Dilling-
worth bought bis own fiddle back at a

London violin shop for $75. —Chicago
Inter Ocean.

May Be n Raphael.

An alleged new Raphael picture has

been discovered at the exhibition of
sacred art at Como. In one of the gal-
leries of the exhibition there is a pic-
ture representing "The Massacre of
the Innocents.” belonging to Dr. Bion-
di of Pavla. A number of artists, at-

tracted by the beauty of the painting,
formed a committee to examine it at-

tentively. The surface of the canvas

was carefully scratched in the spot
where the signature was expected to

be, and below the varnish was found
the signature Raph. VRBI and the

year MDX. The picture would, there-
fore, belong to the beginning of the
last decade of Raphael's life, he hav-

ing died in 1520. It is believed that

the picture was bought toward the
middle of the seventeenth century at a

sale of a cardinal's possessions.

A Rational Argument,

"You once said you would die for

me, Jonas, and now you refuse to cut
the srass.”

“That's perfectly logical. Minerva.
If I died for you. I’d be done with it,
but if I mow the grass once you’ll
make me it every two weeks.”—
Chicago Record.

RAW AS BEEF

FROM. ECZEM
No Toriuffi tljliSl to thß flr'st symptoms of Eczema, but

M ”

before the little redness begins to itch anr?

Itchlllf and Burning Os had to suffering and torture^lmosYun*
6 durable. It is a common mistake to regari

This Fearful Disease. merely a local irritation ;it is but an
tion of a humor in the blood— of terribl

Eczema—which is more than skin-deep and can not be reached by local appl*
cations of ointments, salves, etc., applied to the surface The disease itself

the real cause of the trouble, is in the blood, although all suffering is prod uc
J

through the skin: the only way to reach the disease, therefore, is through

Mr°Phil T. Jones, of Mixersville, Ind., writes:

“I had Eczema thirty years, and after a great deal

of treatment my leg was so raw and sore that it gave me

constant pain. It finally broke into a running sore, and

began to spread and grow worse. For the past five or

six years I have suffered untold agony and had given up

all hope of ever being free from the disease, as I have

been treated by some of the best physicians and have

taken many blood medicines, all in vain.
” ith little

faith left I began to take S. S. S., and it apparently

made the Eczema worse, but I knew that this was the

way the remedy pot rid of the poison. Continuing

S. S. S., the sore healed up entirely, the skin became

clear and smooth, and I was cured perfectly .

ft M /

Eczema is an obstinate disease and can not be cured by a remedy which i,
only a tonic. Swift's specific

S. S. S. FOR THE BLOOD
—i« superior to other blood remedies because it cures diseases which they can

not reach. It goes to the bottom—to the cause of the disease— and will cure

th« worst case of Eczema, no matter what other treatment has failed. It

the only blood remedy guaranteed to be free from potash, mercury or any
other mineral, and never fails to cure Eczema, Scrofula. Contagious Blood

Poison, Cancer, Tetter, Rheumatism. Open Sores, Ulcers, Boils, etc. Insist

upon S. S. S.; nothing can take its place.
Books on these diseases willbe mailed free to any address by Swift Spa-

eific Company, Atlanta, Georgia.
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.( {' IMPRESSION— Invariably I inform.

Hl' TOUCH -Soft. Light and Elastic. For Sale at this Office. !j|
? M SPEED 206 Words a Minute. THE DEMOCRAT, ji|
!« DURABILITY—The Fewest Parts, Decatur, ind. 11l
? » The Best Made. In
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The Nichols-Shepard i

TRACTION ENGINE |
’ • Nothing that helps to make a perfect road and thresher engine has |

been left out or slighted in the construction cf the Nichols-Shepard {
" * Traction Engine. Everything has been done that science, skill and ?

~ experience could suggest to add to its effectiveness, power, durability I
II and safety from explosion and fire. The boiler is of the very best selected ?

<, steel, thoroughly well made and provided with every approved safety X

1! appliance. The fire-box is surrounded by water —top, bottom and sides. T

, , The draft-damper is so made that sparks and ashes can t drop out. and X

< ? the smoke-stack is fitted with patent bonnet and spark-artester. Every J
< I part is strong, durable and is thoroughly tested. ?

• J Detailed descriptions and many illustrations of the Nichols-Shepard f

] >
Traction Engine and of the Nichols-Shepard Separator and other X

’ > threshing machinery are contained in large catalog —mailed free. J

j; NICHOLS &. SHEPARD CO., Battle Creek, Mich. !
<> Branch House at INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA, t
] J with full stock of machines and extras. X

Ashbaucher& Bell, Agents. Decatur. Indiana.

GOING DOWN HILL.

People suffering
from Kidney Diseas-

es, feel a gradual but

steady loss of strength and

vitality. They should lose no

time in trying Foley’s Kidney
Cure, a Guaranteed Preparation*

Soid by Holthouse. Callow & Co., druggists, Decatur.


