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REVIEW SECTION.
I.—.WHO WAS THE PHARAOH OF THE EXODUS?

By Pror. A. H. Savcg, D.D.,, D.C.L, F.R.S., Erc., QUEENS
CoLLEGE, OxForp UNIVERSITY, OXxForD, Exe.

WHEN the hieroglyphic inscriptions of ancient Egypt first came to
be deciphered and read, one of the earliest questions put to their inter-
preters was, Have you discovered any allusions in them to the Israel-
ites and their exodus out of Egypt? For many years the answer was,
No! And as the study of the monuments advanced the conviction
deepened that no other answer could be expected. The Israelites
were but a small body of despised Asiatics, living on the outskirts of
the Pharaoh’s kingdom and reduced during the latter part of their
settlement in Egypt to the condition of public serfs. It was no more
probable that the lordly scribes and rulers of Egypt would take any
notice of them in their records, than that notice should be taken to-day
by English writers of the Bedouin tribes who still hover on the borders
of Egypt. The Hebrews were hated by the native Egyptians, and
after their departure from the country, which was accompanied by so
many disasters to the Egyptian people, the natives were likely to en-
deavor to banish them from their memory. As for the plagues which
forced the reluctant Pharaoh to set free his workmen, a veil of silence
would naturally be drawn over them.

But it is always the unexpected that happens in Egyptian explora-
tion. Not only has the name of the Israclu or “Israelites” been found
on an Egyptian monument, but there is also a reference to the oppres-
sirn under which they suffered. Side-lights, moreover, have been
thrown on the history and geography of the Exodus, and the event has
been fitted into what we now know to have been the current of Egyp-
tian history.

At the samo time the Pharaoh of the Exodus is not absolutely cer-
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ceding sound. —PUBLISHERS.
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ure in God ; if there be any, itis in us.
An empty chapel or churchin a crowd-
ed district reflects only upon the
church. We must use ncw methods
for reaching the people.

The Gospel and the cross are eternal,
but we must adapt our methods of pre-
senting them to the people according
to the part of the city in which we are
laboring. Nothing is more appalling
than a full church in a prosperous part
of the city, with no channel to those
overwhelmed with the surging, seeth-
ing sorrows of city life.

I call every Christian man and wo-
man to attention. Concerning the Di-
vine attitude there is no question.
You believe that God loves the city.
A boy askt his Sunday-school teacher,
“Do you think God loves wicked
boys?” “Certainly not, ” was her re-
ply. Ob, the blasphemy of such an
answer! Of course, God loves wicked
hoys. If He had never loved sinners
there would have been no saints.
Concerning our relation to God’s at-
titude toward the city there is room for
much heart searching.

We must know the city. Some of
you might well attend no other service
to-day, but rather visit the lowest
haunts of the city; not with tracts,
nor to speak, but simply to know your
neighbors. We must know our city,
pray for it, vote for it, and preach to
it. This can only be as we are our-
selves walking with God.

Contrast, in conclusion, our texts.
Jonah was angry because God forgives.
Jesus wept over the sins of the city.
I am in sympathy with Jesus rather
than with Jonah. Christian am I, if I
am Christ-like ; Christ-like amI if, like
Christ, I weep over the city and give
myself for it even unto death.

HEREBY perceive we the love of God,
because he laid down his life for us:
and we ought to lay down our lives
for the brethren. But whoso hath this
world’s good, and seeth his brother
have need, and shutteth up his howels
of compassion from him, how dwelleth
tl&e 1l'tz)ve of God in him?—1 John iii.
16, 17.
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IN GRIP OF STEEL.

By T. DEWITT TALMAGE,
WasaINGTON, D. C.

And his hand clave unto the sword.—
2 Sam. xxiii. 10.

WuaT a glorious thing to preach the
Gospel! Some suppose that because I
have resigned a fixt pastorate I will
cease to preach! No! No! I expect
to preach more than I ever have. If
the Lord will, four times as much, tho
in manifold places. I would not dare
to halt with such opportunity to de-
clare the truth through the ear to au-
diences and to the eye through the
printing-press. And here we have a
stirring theme put before us by the
prophet.

A great general of King David was
Eleazar, the hero of the text. The
Philistines opened battle against him,
and his troops retreated. The cowards
fled. Eleazar and three of his com-
rades went into the battle and swept
the field, for four men with God on
their side are stronger than a whole
regiment with God against them.
“Fall back |” shouted the commander
of the Philistine army. The cry ran
along the host: “Fall back!” Eleaz-
ar, having swept the field, throws
himself on the ground to rest, but the
muscles and sinews of his hand had
been so long bent around the hilt of
the sword that the hilt was embedded
in the flesh, and the gold wire of the
hilt had broken through the skin of the
palm of his hand, and he could not
drop the sword which he had so gal-
lantly wielded. “His hand clave unto
the sword.” That is what I call mag-
nificent fighting for the Lord God of
Israel. And we want more of it.

I propose to show you how Eleazar
took hold of the sword and how the
sword took hold of Eleazar.

I. I look at Eleazar’s hand, and I
come to the conclusion that he took the
sword with a very tight grip. The
cowards who fled bad no trouble in
dropping their swords. As they fly
over the rocks I hear their swords
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clanging in every direction. It is
easy enough for them to drop their
swords. But Eleazar’shand clave unto
the sword. In this Christian conflict
we want a tighter grip of the Gospel
weapons, a tighter grasp of the two-
edged sword of the truth. It makes
me sick to see these Christian people
who hold only a part of the truth, and
let the rest of the truth go, so that the
Philistines, seeing the loosened grasp,
wrench the whole sword away from
them.

The only safe thing for us to dois to
put our thumb on the book of Genesis
and sweep our hand around the book
until the tips of the fingers clutch at
the words: “In the beginning God
created the heavens and earth.” I like
an infidel a great deal better than I do
one of these namby-pamby Christians
who hold a part of the truth and let
the rest go. By miracle, God pre-
served this Bible just as it is, and it is
a Damascus blade. The severest test
to which a sword can be put in a
sword factory is to wind the blade
around a gun barrel like a ribbon, and
then, when the sword is let loose, it
flies back to its own shape. 8o the
sword of God’s truth has been fully
tested, and it is bent this way and that
way and wound this way and that
way, but it always comes back to its
own shape. Think of it! A book
written near nineteen centuries ago,
and some of it thousands of years ago,
and yet in our time the average sale of
this book is more than twenty thou-
sand copies every week, and more than
a million copies a year. I say now
that a book which is divinely inspired,
and divinely kept, and divinely scat-
tered is a weapon worth holding a
tight grip of. Bishop Colenso will
come along and try to wrench out of
your hand the five books of Moses, and
Strauss will come along and try to
wrench out of your hand the miracles,
and Renan will come along and try to
wrench out of your hand the entire life
of the Lord Jesus Christ, and your as-
sociates in the office or the factory or
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the banking house will try to wrench
out of your hand the entire Bible, but
in the strength of the Lord God of
Israel and with Eleazar’s grip hold on
to it. You give up the Bible, you
give up any part of it, and you give up
pardon and peace and life and heaven.

Do not be ashamed, young man, to
have the world know that you are a
friend of the Bible. This book is the
friend of all that is good, and it is the
sworn enemy of all that is bad. An
eloquent writer recently gives an in-
cident of a very bad man who stood in
a cell of a western prison. This crim-
inal had gone through all styles of
crime, and he was there waiting for
the gallows. The convict standing
there at the window of the cell, this
writer says, “looked out and declared,
‘I am an infidel.’ He said that to all
the men and women and children who
happened to be gathered there, ‘I am
an infidel,’” and the eloquent writer
says, “Every man and woman there
believed him.” And the writer goes
on to say, “If he had stood there say-
ing, ‘Iam a Christian, * every man and
woman would have said, ‘He is a
liar!’”

This Bible is the sworn enemy of all
that is wrong, and it is the friend of
all that is good. Oh, hold on it! Do
not take part of it and throw the rest
away. Hold on to all of it. There
are 8o many people now who do not
know. You ask them if the soul is
immortal, and they say: “I guess it
is; I don’t know. Perhaps it is; per-
haps it isn't.” Is the Bible true?
“Well, perhaps it is, and perhaps it
isn’t. Perhaps it may be, figurative-
ly, and perhaps it may be partly and
perhaps it may not be at all.” They
despise what they call the Apostolic
Creed, but if their own creeds were
written out it would read like this: “I
believe in nothing, the Maker of
heaven and earth, and in nothing
which it hath sent, which nothing was
born of nothing and which nothing
was dead and buried and descended
into nothing and.arose from nothing
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and ascended to nothing-and now sit-
teth at the right hand of nothing, from
which it will come to judge nothing.
I believe in the holy agnostic church
and in the communion of nothingar-
fans and in the forgiveness of nothing,
and the resurrection of nothing and in
the life that never shall be. Amen!”
That is the creed of tens of thousands
of people in this day. If you bavea
mind to adopt such a theory, I will
not. “I believe in God the Father
Almighty, Maker of heavenand earth,
and in Jesus Christ and in the holy
Catholic Church and in the commu-
nion of saints and in life everlasting.
Amen.” Oh, when I see Eleazar ta-
king such a stout grip of the sword in
the battle against sin and for righteous-
ness, I come to the conclusion that we
ought to take a stouter grip of God's
eternal truth—the sword of righteous-
Dess.

II. As I look at Eleazar’s hand 1
also notice his spirit of self-forgetful-
ness. He did not notice that the bilt
of the sword was eating through the
palm of his hand. He did not know
it hurt him. As he went out into the
conflict he was so anxious for the vic-
tory he forgot himself, and that hilt
might go never so deeply into the
palm of his hand, it could not disturb
him. “His hand clave unto the
sword.” Obh, my brothers and sisters,
let us go into the Christian conflict
with the spirit of self-abnegation.
Who cares whether the world praises
us or denounces us? What do we care
for misrepresentation or abuse or per-
secution in a conflict like this? Let us
forget ourselves. That man who is
afraid of getting his hand hurt will
never kill a Philistine. Who cares
whether you get hurt or not if you get
the victory? Oh, how many Chris-
tians there are who are all the time
worrying about the way the world
treats them! They are so tired, and
they are so abused, and they are so
tempted ; while Eleazar did not think
whether he had a hand or a: arm or a
foot. All he wanted was victory.
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‘We see how men forget themselves
in worldly achievement. We often
see men who, in order to achieve
worldly success, will forget all physi-
cal fatigue and all annoyance and all
obstacle. Just after the battle of
Yorktown, in the American revolu-
tion, a musician, wounded, was told
he must have his Hmbs amputated, and
they were about to fasten him to the
surgeon’s table, for it was long before
the merciful discovery of anesthetics.
He said, “No, don’t fasten me to that
table; get me a violin.” A violin was
brought to him, and he said, “ Now to
work as I begin to play, ” and for forty
minutes, during the awful pangs of
amputation, he moved not & muscle
nor dropt a note, while he played some
sweet tune. Oh, is it not strange that
with the music of the Gospel of Jesus
Christ, and with this grand march of
the Church militant on the way to be-
come the Church triumphant, we can
not forget ourselves and forget all
pang and all sorrow and all persecu-
tion and all perturbation?

We know what men accomplish un-
der worldly opposition. Men do not
shrink back for antagonism or for
bardship. You have adwmired Pres-
cott’s “ Conquest of Mexico,” as bril-
liant and beautiful a history as was
ever written, but some of you may not
know under what disadvantages it was
written—that *Conquest of Mexico”
—for Prescott was totally blind, and
he had two pieces of wood parallel to
each other fastened, and, totally blind,
with his pen between those pieces of
wood, he wrote, the stroke against one
piece of wood telling how far the pen
must go in one way, the stroke against
the other piece of wood telling how far
the pen must go the other way. Oh,
how much men will endure for world-
ly knowledge and for worldly success,
and yet how little we endure for Jesus
Christ! How many Christians there
are that go around saying: “Oh, my
hand; oh, my band, my hurt hand!
Don’t you see there is blood on the
hand, and there is blood on the
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sword ?” while Eleazar, with the hilt
embedded in the flesh of his right
hand, does not know it.

What have we suffered in compari-
son with those who expired with suf-
focation or were burned or were chopt
to pieces for the truth'ssake? We talk
of the persccution of olden times.
There is just as much persecution go-
ing on now in various ways. In 1849,
in Madagascar, eightecen men were put
to death for Christ's sake. They were
to be hurled over the rocks, and before
they were hurled over the rocks, in
order to make their death the more
dreadful in " anticipation, they were
put in baskets and swung to and fro
over the precipice that they might sec
how many hundred feet they would
have to be dasht down, and while they
were swinging in these baskets over
the rocks they sang :

“Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,
While the billows near me roll,
While the tempest still is high.”

Then they were dasht down to
death. Oh, how much others have
endured for Christ, and how little we
endure for Christ! We want to ride to
beaven in a Pullman sleeping-car, our
feet on soft plush, the bed made up
early, 80 we can sleep all the way, the
black porter of death to wake us up
only in time to enter the golden city.
We want all the surgeons to fix our
hand up. Let them bring on all the
lint and all the bandages and all the
aalve, for our hand is hurt, while
Eleazar does not know his hand is
hurt. “His hand clave unto the
sword. "

III. As I look at Eleazar’s hand I
come to the conclusion that he has
done a great deal of hard hitting. I
am not surprised —when I see tl¢it these
four men Eleazar and his three com-
panions drove back the army of Philis-
tines—that Eleazar’s sword clave to his
band, for every time he struck an en-
emy with one end of the sword the
other end of the sword wounded him.

Oh, we have found an enemy who
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can not be conquered by rosewater and
soft speeches! It must be sharp stroke
and straight thrust. There is intem-
perance, and there is fraud, and there
is gambling, and there is lust, and
there are ten thousand battalions of
iniquity, armed Philistine iniquity.
How are they to be captured and over-
thrown? Soft sermons in morocco
cases laid down in front of an exquis-
ite audience will not do it. You have
got to call things by their right name.
You have got to expel from our
churches Christians who eat the sacra-
ment on Sunday and devour widows’
houses all the week. We have got to
stop our indignation against the Hit-
tites and the Jebusites and the Girga-
shites and let those poor wretches go,
and apply our indignation to the mod-
ern transgressions which need to be
dragged out and slain. Ahabs here.
Herods here. Jezebels here. The
massacrer of the infants here. S8trike
for God so hard that while you slay
the sin the sword will adhere to your
own hand. I tell you, my friends, we
want a few John Knoxes and John
Wesleys in the Christian Church to-day.

The whole tendency is to refine on
Christian work. We keep on refining
on it until we send apologetic word to
iniquity we are about to capture it.
And we must go with sword, silver
chast, and presented by the ladies, and
we must ride on white palfrey un-
der embroidered housing, putting the
spurs in only just enough to make the
charger dance gracefully, and then we
must send a missive, delicate as a wed-
ding-card, to ask the old black giant
of sin if he will not surrender. Wom-
en saved by the grace of God and on
glorious mission sent, detained from
the Sabbath classes because their new
hat is not done! Churches that shook
our cities with great revivals sending
around to ask some demonstrative
worshiper if he will not please to say
“amen” and “hallelujah” a little soft-
er! It seems as if in our churches we
wanted a baptism of cologne and balm
of & thousand flowers, when we actu-
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ally need a baptism of fire from the
Lord God of Pentecost. But we are so
afraid somebody will criticize our ser-
mons or criticize our prayers or criti-
cize our religious work, that our anxi-
ety for the world’s redemption is lost
in the fear we will get our hand hurt,
while Eleazar went into the conflict,
“and his hand clave unto the sword.”

IV. But I sec in the next place what
a hard thing it was for Eleazar to get
his hand and his sword parted. The
muscles and the sinews had been so
long graspt around the sword he could
not drop it; and his three comrades, I
suppose, came up and tried to help
him, and they bathed the back part of
the hand, hoping the sinews and mus-
cles would relax. But no, “His hand
clave unto the sword.” Then they
tried to pull open the fingers and to
pull back the thumb, but no sooner
were they pulled back than they closed
again, “and his hand clave unto the
sword.” But after a while they were
successful, and they noticed that the
curve in the palm of the hand corre-
sponded exactly with the curve of the
hilt. “His hand clave unto the
sword.”

You and I have seen it many a time.
There are in the United States to-day
many aged ministers of the Gospel.
They are too feeble now to preach. In
the church records the word standing
opposite their name is “emeritus, " or
the words are, “a minister without
charge.” They were a heroic race.
They had small salaries and but few
books, and they swam spring freshets
to meet their appointments. But they
did in their day a mighty work for
God. They took off more of the heads
of Philistine iniquity than you could
count from noon to sundown. You
put that old minister of the Gospel
now into a prayer-meeting or occasion-
al pulpit or a sick-room where there is
some one to be comforted, and it is the
same old ring to his voice, and the
same oid story of pardon and peace
and Christ and heaven. His hand has
8o long clutcht the sword in Christian
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conflict he can not drop it. “Hishand
clave unto the sword. ”

I had in my parish in Philadelphia a
very aged man who in his early life
had been the companion and adviser
of the early presidents, Madison and
Monroe. He had wielded vast influ-
ence, but I only knew him as a very
aged man. The most remarkable
thing about him was his ardor for
Christ. When he could not stand up
in the meetings without propping, he
would throw his arm around a pillar
of the church, and tho hiz mind was
partially gone, his love for Christ was
so great that all were in Jeep respect
and profound admiration, and were
moved when he spoke. I was called
to see him die. I entered the room,
and he said : “Mr. Talmage, I can not
speak to you now " He was in a very
pleasant delirium, as he imagined he
had an audience before him. He said :
“I must tell these people to come to
Christ and prepare for heaven.” And
then in this pleasant delirium, both
arms lifted, this octogenarian preacht
Christ and told of the glories of the
world to come. There, lying on his
dying pillow, his dying hand clave to
his sword.

Oh, if there ever was any one who
had a right to retire from the conflict,
it was old Joshua! Soldiers come
back from battle have the names of
the battles on their flags, showing
where they distinguisht themselves,
and*it is a very appropriate inscrip-
tion. Look at that flag of old Gener-
al Joshua. On it, Jericho, Gibeon,
Hazar, City of Ai, and instead of the
stars sprinkled on the flag the sun and
the moon which stood still. There he
is, one hundred and ten years old. He
is lying flat on his back, but he is
preaching. His dying words are a
battle charge against idolatry, and a
rallying cry for the Lord of hosts as he
says: “Behold, this day I go the way
of all the earth, and God hath not fail-
ed to fulfil His promise concerning
Israel.” His dying hand clave unto
the sword.
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