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SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1904.

'THE CEATHAM DAILY PLANET

PAGE ELEVEN.
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'HOW GOES THE NIGHT?

PREACHER SCORES BESETTING SINS
OF MODERN SOCIETY.

EVILS COVERED BY DARKNESS

v and Wicked: of a Vile
Theatre Pointed Out—The Saloons and
the Dance-Halls Alse Come in For
w-—A Dance That Cost the
Life of » Saint—-An Eloguent Appeal.

Enlered a te Act of Parliamentof Can-

coording 5
ada, in the year 1804, by Willium Baily, of To-
Tonto. at the Dep't uf Agriculture. Ottawa.

Los Anggles, Cal., Sept. 11.—In
this sermon the preacher considers
some of the besetting sins of modern
society and warns Christians against
yielding to their allurements. The
text is lIsaiah xxi., 11, “*Watchman,
what of the night?”’

Have you an active imagination? It
®0, you do not need to go to Pales-
tine, the land 1 which the ancient
Prophet wrote, for an illustration of
the words of my text. ‘There are
watchmen everywhere—men who at
might, while others sleep, are on
guard protecting property and by
their vigilance foiling the plans of
thieves and conspirators who prowl
around in the darkness.

I was deeply impressed with ' this
duty of the watchman by a spec-
tacle I witnessed some years ago in
the DBritish capital.”’ It was that of
the ancient ceremony, still observed,
of mounting guard at the old Tower
of London. This tower, as you may
know, is not really a tower, but a
collection of buildings covering an
area of thirteen acres. They are sur-
rounded by a strong and high wall
in which there are four gates, called
respectively the Iron gate, the Wa-
ter gate, the Traitors’ gate and the
Lion’s gate. Within those walls some
of the ancient kings held their courts
and passed the nights in wild orgies
and licentious dissipations. It was
the place also where some of them
defended themselves behind the bar-
red gates against domestic enemies,
as well as foreign foes. Here 'also
many of the insurrectionists were in-
carcerated and put to death. The
execution' axes which to-day hang up-
on the museum walls were wetted
with the blood of many victims. Up-
on the blood-stained block, which is
still kept as a gruesome reminder of
the awful past, many bodies were
decapitated. The frightened eyes that
looked up at the rising sun for the
last time from that block did not all
belong to the masculine sex. There
poor Lady Jane Grey died as well as
the handsome Earl of Leicester, and
Lords Kilmarnock and Balmerino and
Lovat.

But I am digressing from my sub-
Ject. I would not have you loiter
longer among these historic stones
merely to see a few crown jewels and
regalia, which are guarded in the
Jewel house. I would not have you
linger longer among the breastplates
and helmets and battleaxes and
pikes and spears and casting nets of
chivalric times wRhich are now on ex-
hibition side.by side with the guns
und bayonets, and swords and can-
non of the modern British soldiers.
But I would hasten you out into the
open square, where the shrill fifes are
calling and the rolling of the drums
tell us the guards are forming to
take their places by and in these
watch-towers, just as the watchmen
did away back in the time of Wil-
liam the Conqueror and during the
reigns of the Plantagenet kings.

‘‘Stand back, stand back!’’ cry the
officials to the sightseers. ‘' You must
keep off the parade ground and give
the soldiers room.”” A field officer in
gold lace and clanking sword comes
out of his quarters and takes his po-
sition on the right of the ground.
““Fall in, fall in!’* cry the corporals
to their men. The different squads are
quickly formed into one line. The
sergeants report tg the adiutant, the
adjutant reports to the commandant
of the Tower. The evening orders are
now read. The bandmaster lifts his
signal. The musicians pass down in
front of the line and wheel back to
their places. Tattoo is sounded. The
flag is lowered. The sunset gun’s gut-
tural voice is heard. 'Then the sol-
diers march to their respective posts,
and through the night, as on every
night for well nigh 800 years on ey-

ery tower and at all the gates a sol-

wer 18 mkt.x:;:n u‘n miittary watch-
man to vigil until the
breaks. y 4o

It is merely formal routine duty
that the British sentinel on the tow-
er now has to perform, but in form-
er times there was need of all his
vigilance. From his watch-tower he
might see the approach of a foreign
foe, or in some part of the great
slumbering city spread out on all
sides below him he might witness the
outbreak of insurrection. We can
imagine how anxious in those unquiet
times might be the tone of the offi-
cer of the guard, who, visiting him,
would ask, ““Watchman, what of the
night?”’ That means: ‘‘“How goes the
night? What is the news? Tell me
what you have seen. What are the
prospects ahead?”’

As I see the sun sink behind
Los Angeles hills I see ignited one
by one the different lights of the
many places of pernicious ' amuse-
ment. These different lights, as de-
stroying flames, begin to beck6n the
young men and the young women in-
to their fascinating haunts. I see the
stage curtains lifted before many an
alluring group of actresses and chor-

the

us girls, such as was seen in the
wealthy capital of Samaria on the
night when a disreputable dancing

girl, Salome by name, danced among
the licentious guests of her stepfath-
er, Ierod, and by sinuous movements
of limb and suggestive look of sin so
captivated the drunken King that he
promised her anything that she
might ask of him, even to the half of
his kingdom.

John the Baptist lost his life on
account of that dance. But many a
man, not, like John, in prison, but
in orchestra chair, has lost his head,
both morally and spiritually. as the

result of am immoral show on the
theatre boards. There may be good
theatres. I know that some people
whom I respect attend the theatre.
But I know there are also vile the-
atres. I also know some of these
vile theatres are attended regularly
by some so-called good people. And
I also know that these vile shows
arc the haunts of spiritual and phy-
sical death.

When I wrote this sermo ere lay
upon my study desk a poWerful edi-
torial upon ‘‘Stage Abominations.’’
It lately appeared in one of the
greatest secular newspapers of the

present day. This editorial was not
written by a minister, but by a lay-
man who perhape never enters a
church. It said: ‘It does not scem
possible that the public will much
longer tolerate the abominations that
are constantly being inflicted upon it
from behind the footlights of the
theatres of the present day. Surely
the vulgarities and indecencies of
actors and actresses of the present
day who substitute filth and vile in-
sinuations for wit and humor are
not so licensed that they can be al-
lowed to go on forever without re-
buke. The nasty and offensive jokes,
the immoral action and the language
of the slums and the vile resort are
all too frequently forced upon the
ear and seen in the streets and pub-
lic places of the town without being
flaunted in our faces when we pay
good money for a seat in the the-
atre. If the stage has become so im-
poverished that it must resort to
dirtiness and suggestive vice to main-
tain itself it were better to abolish
it entirely as an institution.”” Then
this editorial goes more into detail
to denounce the trend of the modern
theatre which blasts the lives of its
audiences by what they see ds well
as hear. Does any man in the face
of such a powerful philippic declare
that thousands and tens of thou-
sands of men ‘and women every year
are not morally contaminated by the
filthy streams of conversation which
playwrights and actors and actresses
roll over them in the theatres in the
long winter nights?

But as a watchman I must not al-
low my eyes to follow only one class
of people. While the theatre audi-
ences are moving through the streets
to witness these distorted and often
impossible plays, through the open
doors of the saloons I can see the
stages on which are being enacted
scores and hundreds and thousands
of tragedies in real life. Each one of
these tragedies is as pathetic as that
of a Hamlet, an Othello, a Merchant
of Venice. Each one has more of
pathos within it than could ever be
found in the misery and woe of
Dickens’ ‘“Tale of Two Cities,”” or
a Seton Thompson’s ‘‘Autobiography
of a Grizzly Bear.”’ Oh, the tragedies
of the saloons! As a watchman on
jod’s watch-tower who can ever re-
frain from sympathiiing with them
and sheddingz.isars of deepest sorraw

Your Money Back with ‘Sunlight Soap

Sunlight Soap is guaranteed perfectly pure, genpine, and free from b
adulteration—all dealers are authorized to return purchase money to anyone

ﬁndirﬁunse for complaint.

only way to wash clothes.

then rinse out in fresh water.

erefore you lose nothing by trying

Sunlight Soap
and you wili’lgree with millions of other women that thevSutiligbt way is the
$5,000.00 reward wi'l be paid to any person who can prove that Sunlight
Soap contains any form of adulteration or contains any injurious chemicals.

“Just rub Sunlight Soap on your clothes and let them soak in tepid water,
tis equally good in hard or soft water,

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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for them? ““Oh, no,” extlaims some
eynical man, ‘I have mo sympathy
for the drunkard. If a man wants
to stop drinking he can stop. The
only reason why the drunkards do
not stop is because they do not want
to stop.” Ah, my cynical friend, you
are wrong. I have no sympathy for
that egotistic and self-inflated young
man whe to be smart loafs about a
saloon and deliberately cultivates a
taste for drink. But there are thou-
sands of men who do not want to
drink. They do mot know how to
stop drinking. They have never yet
heard of the grace of God which will
save them if they would only let him
save them. Aye, I go further than
that. I believe there are thousands of
drunkards to-night who would be
willing to take an axe and with it
cut off their right hands if they
could only be freed from the curse
of drink. They are fighting drink ev-
ery day of thair lives, but in their
own strength they cannet stop. And
so to-night as a watchman on God’s
tower I see thousands of the finest
brained men and women going to de-
struction through the rapids which
head toward the awful Niagara of
delirium tremens. I hear them shout-
ing and cursing and see them tumbl-
ing and fighting and resisting and
yet yielding and going down and
down and down. Through the lights
coming from the open doors of the
saloons I see these victims heading
toward eternal death.

“But, watchman,’”” some one asks,
“‘are these all the sights and sounds
of death that you see and hear?”
Alas, alas, no! For, while one crowd
is passing through the hallways and
ascending the stair of the immoral
theatres, and another crowd is stag-
gering slowly on with flushed cheeks,
hurrying towanrd the bar behind which
liquor is sold, which in the end will
prove as fatal as the poisonous hem-
lock quaffed by a Greek philosopher,
1 see still another multitude of death
seekers. These pass me not in rags or
with slow and leaden steps. They
are dressed for the ball-rooms and
the low dance halls. They move in
regular step, not with the tramp,
tramp, tramp of many soldiers, but
with the sliding and graceful step
of the waltz, the two-step, the polka
and dances which we should not and
will not mention.

‘“‘Are all dances bad?’’ asks some
voung girl. ‘‘Is every one a dance of
death? Are all our young people en-
emies of Christ and bad who ever
visit dance halls?’” This is a ques-
tion which is often honestly and an-
xiously put to me by my young peo-
ple. Well, my young friend, you hava
asked me a blunt question, gnd I will
answer you in just the same way.
First, I will say and emphatically
say, that I do not believe all young
people who go to our dance halls are
intentionally bad. I believe, yes, I
know, some of them go there without
one impure thought. They go for the
pleasure of meeting other young peo-
ple and of passing an evening in €ach
other’s company. In the next place
I will emphatically state that I be-
lieve one of the most pernicious, one
of the most awful causes of spiritual
death in our cities to-day is the
dance hall. And in support of my
sacond statement I will say that in
all the United States you cannot find
one minister or layman noted for
spiritual or evangelistic power who
is not an enemy of the dance hall,
through and through, out and out.
They all, without an exception, be-

lieve that the dance hall is the de-
pleter of spiritual life, consequently
they are, and always will be, out
and out, through and through, enem-
jcs of this destroyer, this insidious
foe of spiritual life.

As I spoke in reference to regular
theatre goers, I now speak in refer-
ence to the regular dance hall de-
votee. You mever saw in all your
life g person who was conspicuous for
her love for the dance hall who was

devotion to the service of Jesus. The
two loves do not exist in the sameé
heart. They are altogether incop-
gruous. You never in your life saw
deep spiritual consecration for Christ
and love for the dance hall exist/to-
gether in the same human heart./The
modern dance is a foe to all spirit-
ual development and a barrf‘r to
progress in the Christian lffe.

But standing in the watc
to-night I see more than th¢ gleam-
ing lights of the evil resopts luring
the victims to their fasci
fatal haunts. I see dark

these dark shadows following

burglar and the ‘‘hold ’* man and
the murderer with hif pistol and
knife. I see the darlyf’ and tightly

closed houses from which no ray of
light is coming. T houses look
deserted, but they not deserted.
They are outposts off perdition, silent
but haunted with oyitcasts and gam-
blers and conspiratfrs who are flag-
rantly breaking thel laws of the land.
I see the low divey of a great city
reeking with hu vermin. ' I see
also where the | counterfeiters are
silently doing thepr work in the still-
ness of the night) Night is a symbol
of social calamitl, sin and death, So
we find that mokt of the lowest out-
casts of societyft:y to conceal their
evil actions the darkness of the

night. It is time when the de-
votees of sin thold their high carni-
val. It is whgn the death de. crs are

able to delivgr their hardest blows
with the leaft chance of detection.
But with G@d the night is not only
the emblem ) of calamity, it is also
the harbinger of the day, for as
Isaiah travgled forth imto the dark-
ness as a divine prophet he ‘‘saw the
gleam of thle sunrise coming over the
eastern hillls.”" Yes, he saw the time
when ri ousness would claim its
disciples well ag the time when the
enemies Jof God -should be hurried
‘away to /their eternal incarceration.

‘“What the night, Isaiah? What of
the niglit?’’ cries the officer of the
guard. | Then the prophetic watch-
‘man cxlls, ‘I see the mioriing cometh

and ajso the night.” That means:
*I'mee {the rightéous triumph throu
| God. /X wee also the enemies of G

L in egnp?m;o d-'k:;" “What
- night? Fw [ might?'’

You fcal ‘?6 me. I :nvor 1

| cometh for the disciples of

at the same time conspicuous for her |

iJ

night coiling 10F tHose wuo wiii Bot
yield themselves to Christ's love.’

That these words of my text cam
truly be changed into the lightness
of an eternal and peaceful day was
never mere impressed upon me than
some years ago when I was going
around the world. As I found the
opening description of this text npt
among Syrian hills, but among the
““wilderness of rock’’ in the London
metropolis, so I will find my closing
scene not in Jerusalem, but upon the
troubled waters of an angry Pacific.
For days and weeks we had been
treading the quiet paths of the
‘‘trackless deep.’’ ocean had
heretofore been very kind to us. It
was truly pacific in every way that
ita name signified. But then, like
some of our old friends, it changed.
Its heart of kindness became » heart
of hate. It seemed to have not the
purpose to be loving, but only the
desire to destroy. Day in and day
out we battled with the tempest.
‘““The worst storm I ever knew,''
said the captain. ‘““Many good ships
have been foundered in less storms
than this.”” The surface of the sca
was a raging mob of demons. 'The
wind, shrieking through our rigging,
was like a chorus of lest souls yelling
out in rage.

After three days of storm I went
to my berth and tried to sleep.
Hour after hour we were wedged in
our berths, unable to sleep. At last
in the darkness I arose to dress and
g0 upon deck. No sooner did I step
upon the floor than the heaving ship
hurled me across the stateroom, out
through the door and clear across
the deck. I picked myself up, bruised
and stunned; then I looked gbout me.
What was my surprise te find the
storm over and the stars out. A
sailor turned to me and said: ‘‘Mate,
it will soon be clear. We shall soon
have a calm sea. The storm is past.,
See yonder star by the edge of the
horizon. That is the morning star.
The sun will soon be up.” Yes, as I
Stood there holding to the ship’s
ropes I knew the sea was growing
calm. Boon quietly and peacefully
the sum arose. The angry waves stop-
ped their batterings; the winds ceas-
ed te laugh and yell. That afternoon
we sailed into the harbor. The morn-
ing had come for the end of the
tempest. So at last for all those
who love Christ the night is not the
emblem of calamity, but of the
morning. The morning with its
heavenly day breaketh—the morning,
with its emblem of eternal peace.
Will you not to-night, with Christ’s
help, take the night as the emblem
of the day?

———

No matter what she may do a wo-
man never regards herself as contra-
dictory.

IN MODERN DAYS

THE WAYS OF DOING THINGS HAVE
uREATLY UHANGED.

No Branch of BScience Has Made
Greater Advancement Than That of
Medicine—Thousands of Lives Pro-
longed by Modern Discoveries. -

“Few things bave developed as rap-
idly during the past quarter of-a cen-
tury as the science of medicine,” said
a well known practitioner recently.
“And undgubtedly the most striking
phase in iys progress is in the treat-
ment of the blcod. In the old days
it was,” {hought that opening a
vein afd letting the blood out was a
cure /for inost d.seases. The utter
fallfcy of that theory was discovered
aftér a while. Then the symptoms of
the disease were treated and the blood
disregarded. That also has been

/shown to be a wrong practice, for,

though™driven away for a time, the
symptoms always return if the cause
is not removed, and the disease is
worse than before. It is the root of
the disease that must be attacked and
the most important development of

modern medical science has been in
discovering that, in most diseases, this
lies in the condition of the blood. If
the biood i1s thin and poor, the nerves
and vital organs cannot receive their
proper nourishment, the system be-

comes run down and in a condition to
invite disease. Build up the blood, re-
store the worn-out nerves and you
remove the cause. When the cause is
gone the disease will vanish.”

An instance of the truth of this is
given by Miss A. M. Tuckey, Oxdrift,
Ont., who says:— "1 do not know what
would have become of me had it not
been for Ur., Williams' Jiink PFills, My
blood szemed to have turned to wat-
er, and I was troubled with dizziness,
headaches and general prostration. I
tried several medicines but instead of
getting better I was gradually but
surely growing worse. I became so
weak I could no longer work, and it
was while in this condition I was ad-
vised to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
After using the piils for a few weeks
I began to gain strength; my appetite
returned, the headaches and dizziness
vanished and before long I was enjoy-
ing as good health as ever I had done
in my life. I cannot thank you enough
for the good the pills have done me,
and I hope they will long continue
to help other sufferers.”

Indigestion, neuralgia, heart trou-
ble, anaemia, kidney and liver com-
plaitns, rheumatism, the functional
ailments of women. and a host of
other troubles are all a disease of the
blood, and that is why they are al-
ways cured by the use of Dr. Willi-
ams’ Pink Pills, which actually make
new, rich, red blood, thus reaching
the root of the disease and driving it
from the system. The great success
of this medicine bas induced some un-
scrupulous dealers to offer pink col-
ored imitations, You can protect
vourself against tdese by seeing that
the full name “Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills for Pale People” is printed on
the wrapper  around every box.
Sold by all medicine dealers or may be
bhad direct from The Dr. Williams
Medicine Co., Broeckville, Ont, at 50
cents a box or six boxes for $2.50. '
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A fine complexion often is false on
the very face of it. ! h

plexion bedutifier.

fect tonic laxative.

m her all right.

Society people recognize the value of
ABBEY'S SALT as a health preserver and com-
ABBEY'S SALT takes away
the baneful effects of hasty, irregular eating—over-
comes the ravages of late hours and bodily fatigue.

ABBEY'S SALT is a gentle, mild, yet per-
It regulates the stomach and
bowels—keeps the blood pure—the eyes bright—
and the skin fresh and beautiful.

Abbey's Effervescent Salt
IS NATURE'S BEAUTY DOCTOR
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(Galvanized Iron

We will guarantee to

A Special Price is Offered for this
Falls Trade
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PATTERSON'S HARDWARE STOBE

The very best Cleveland Hard Wire, Fence
Hooks, Fernce Staples for Fencing Material.

as we have a Jarge stock of Fence Wire.
Call and get prices before you buy.

savVe you money on it,
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A. H. PATTERNSON

THREE DOORS EAST OF MARKET
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{ WE HAVE ON HANU
A LARGE SUPPLY OF

LIME,
CEMENT,
SEWER PIPE,
CUT STONE,

&c. Al of the best quality and a
the LOWES1 POSSIBIE PRICES

I. & J. OLDERSHAW

A Few Noors West
of Post Office,
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FORGET THE
HEAT

and live easy, by baking delicious
rolls, biscuits, etc., on &

GAS STOVE.

It makes a coal or wood, stove
look like 30 cents.

THE CHATHAM GAS CO
Limited.
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King St. ‘Phone 81
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Kire, 11fe and Accdent.

Money to loan at lowest
rate of interest. . . .. .

GEO, K. ATKINSON
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Mioard's Liniment Cures Diphther-
ia.
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Lime,
Cement a~
Cut Stone.
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We keep the baa: In steck at right
prices.

JORN H. OLDERSHAW,
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No Extravagance About
the Price of Our

Ladies’ Fine
Walking Shoes..

The Prices are Right.
The Goods are Right, and
they are Honest goods in
every respect. Some are
Bargains, many are Snaps.

Ladies Fine
Oxfords, $2.00 for
$1.60.

BARGAIN LOTS, regu-
lar $2.25, closing at Hoc¢.
Call before they are gone.
At the Sign of Big Clock, °

A. A. Jordan,
Jeweller,
Issuer of Marriage Licenses

Ask for Minara's and take mo othen,




