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as a special blessing of God that these our missionaries do not stand alone,
but are supported by a stately array of native helpers, namely: 14 native
preachers, 4 cundidates, 37 catechists, 267 teachers, and some 130 inferior as-
sistants of various sorts, making out 472 in all.” The income of the Leipsic
Society for the last linancinl yeur was: contributions, $69,614.40; interest
on legacies, profits of the AMissionsbatt, cte., $4,008.92; total receipts,
$73,718.12; balance in the treasury, $10,440.24. Grand total, $54,153.36;
outlays, $72,317.76 ; bulance, $11,835.60.

Trichinopoli is & main station of the Lutheran Mission. I therefore give at
length the following description from Missionary A. Gehring, as it conveys w
vivid impression of South Indin :

‘A citadel of heathenism, This citadel lies ever plain beforo my eyes as a steady admonition
uot to bocome weary in the combat for the truth, For when in my study Lraise my eyes to the
window it frowns threateningly across the city upon me. This citadel is ¢ the Rock of Trichinopolt.?
A brief description of it may perhaps serve to convince my friendly readers that there is still much,
very much, to be done before the King of Glory can enter India also in triumph.

“At tho northern end of Trichinopoli, not far from the banks of that stream of blessing, the
Cauvery, there rises out of the plain an isolated, massive rock of granite, apparently ejected from
the interior of the carth by volcunic forces. The rock, unclothed with goil, lifts itself in the form of
a truncated sugar-loat to the height of 330 fect. At its foot extends the city, toward the south.
Coming from the European quarter, which lies outside the city, wo pass through the long market-
street directly to the point ab which bexins the ascent to the rock. From thence we behold the
whole rock-temple lying before us in its imposing grandeur. For it is no modest footpath which
leads to the summit. For you must climb toilsomely up, some two-thirds of the height, by ample
staircases and under lofty hialls, constructed of great granite blocks, which are built to the rock
almost a8 if amalgamated withat. Tho steps are perfectly smooth from the continual ascents and
descents of the barefooted visitors, and the walls have been colored black by their oily hands. For
in India people like to oil themselves, and even theidols receive their daily unction, so that at last
they acquire the veritable color of darkuess. After the first landing we turn into a streot which
runs around the rock, and is already within its precinet,  There dwell Bralimans, at the feet of their
gloomy idols. Alittle farther the visitor is greeted by two huge clepbants, which offer their salutation
by lifting their trunks to their forcheads with a trumpeting roar, begging a gift for thetemple. These,
notiwithstanding their clumsy feet, have learned to go up and down the staircases most handsomely.
For all, their pufing wo leave them without a present, and still ascend. The Brahmsu women,
mostly close-shaven widows, who are toil 1y ascending and d ling, carrying water-potson
their hips, crowd shyly buck against the wall as if fearing the polluting vicinity of the unbelicvers,
or retreat into the nichies which are built on here and there on either side, and in which Pulleiar,
that hideous idol with the elephant’s head and huge paunch, broods in the darkness. Ho never
lacks for fresh flowers and a sacred candle, nor for timid worshipers that humbly bow before him,
presenting oblations and prayers. About halfway up the ascent wo reach two great halls to right
and left, supported by stone pillars hewn ot with skill and art, and serving as a storchouse for all
mannor of tinsel used inadorning the idols, aud as a place of abode for guests at the great heathen
festivals. The covercd staircases end only at the entrance of the main temple, which lies to tholoft
of the asceut, and, massively built of granite blocks, rises in a lofty oblong. Into this temple no
European dare venture, and only from the threshold do the anxiously watchful doorkeepers allow
him to cast u glance into the dusky halls. No great loss. For the space within seemslike the
vestibule of hell.  Bats flit around Ly thousands and poison the air. Filth, moisture, darkness
and uncanny music resounding out of the background quickly drive the visitor away, to go out upon
the open rock, and to enjoy himself in the fresh air with the beautiful prospect which offers itself .
from here over the city, and beyond it over & plain overflowing with abundance. How beautiful, )
indecd, it is! Below, tho varicguted throngs of natives in their picturesque costumes passing s
through the streets; Leyond, the green trees and gardens out of which the European dwellings
shimmer forth, and to right and left the palm-woods and luxuriant plantain-gardens interrupted by
rice-fields in tfie most glorious green. We then learn to understand the words of the missionary
Bishop Heber, who indccd lies buried in Trichinopoli :

¢ ¢ For every prospect pleases,
And only manis vile 1®

# But thero is once thing wkich I may notleavejunmentioned, which rejoices the heart, after hav- R
ing como up hithier through tho darkuess of the courts of heathenisin, That is, tho crosses which g
rise beforo us over tho elender church-spires. Ono of these spires belongs to our Zion Church,
which in its vestment of rosc color, illumined by the evening sun, greets fus with & friendly mien
strengthicning to ouy faith. N ‘

# But we aro not yet at tho summit, for on the vory uppermost pinnacle tlcre still stands a tem- 1




