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: Jerusalem.

[From the German of Meyfirt, in the m.mlx meter,

as written in the séventeeth century.
Jerusalem, high tower, the glorious walls,
Would God I were in thee! :
My beart hath gone where thy fair beauty calls,
And dwells no more in me;
Far over the hill and mountain,
Far over the plain and dell,
On wings of rapture soaring,
It bids this world farewell !

O day of joy, snd bour of pure delight—
How long wilt thou delay ?
When peacefully my soul may take its flight,
And leave this load of clay,
In perfect trust reposing
On God’s Almighty hand,
Who faithfully shall bring it
Home to its Fatherland.

Lo! from the tomb, up to the clouds of heaven,
It instantly shall soar,
When, hushed in death, its last farewell is given
To earth, now seen no more;
Elijab’s fiery chariot
In triumph it shall ride,
Upborne by angel armies, /
That fly on every side.

The gates of pearl now open/ wide to me,
Thou city of the blest;

To me who oft have longed and prayed for thee

And thy refreshing rest, .
" Ere sighs, and tears, aud sorrow,
Ere pain, and grief, and woe,
Were changed to this rejoicing
That all thy children know.
-

What shining host is this that comes to me,
Drawn up in bright array ?
His chosen ones, with palms of victory,
His joy and erown are they,
These Jerus sends to meet me,
To calm my doubts and fears ;
From far they smile and greet me
1o this dark vale of tears.

And now behold these prophets, priests, and
kings,
And martyrs, noble band,
Who bore the cross, and dared the torturings
Of tyrants to withstand ;
See them in glory floating,
In freedom everywhere,
And swift as glittering sunbeams,
Move radiant through the air.

In Paradise, among the sants above,
New pleasures I shall know,
With joy divine shall my triumphant love
In songs of praise o’erflow ;
8hall join the full hosannahs
That echo all around,
And mighty halleluiahs
That ever there resound.

Clear trumpet tones, and harps with golden
strings,
Those countless choirs ‘employ,
S0 loud and sweet, heaven’s living temple rings,
And trembles with the joy:
Ten thousand times ten thousand,
A sea that has no shore,
Whose praise, in thundering billows,
Rolls on for evermore.
-Chureh Jowrnal.

D

The Dying Soldier.

The Watchman and Reflector of, Boston, con-
tains the following touching account from a chap-
lsin, of the last hours of a dying soldier. No
one can read it without emotion :

The wards were full of wounded soldiers. O'!
that 1 could bring to your mind, readers, the
fall sadness of such a scene! It would do you
10 harm, though thrill after thrill of horror might
shake your frame. It is not alone the gaping
wounds, the heavy groans that would enlist your
sympathy, but the sense of desolateness the poor
sick men must feel, s they think of their homes,
and the dear ones they are never destined to be-
bold in life. . There they lie, ranged side by side,
some of them indifferent to all that js taking place
sround them, others with eyes brightly restless
aad watchful, now gloomed with apprehension,
uow lightened with hope. Here is one, athletic,
handsome, youthful, whose arm lies shattered at
bis side, the good right arm that has so often
been wielded in useful deeds. It will never serve
him more, for amputation has become the neces-
sity, and death may follow.
whose face is bandaged down to the pale out-
line of his lips, and whose doom is inevitable
blindness, if his life is spared. Here lies an-
other whose quivering mouth and muscles tell

“the agony he has fortitude to conceal, but
which the surgeons say will prove too much
Whit wonder that the nurses movel

for him.

Here is another

sympathy for this young man, struck down in his
beauty ; still he felt there was no immediate dan-

= ger in his case.

“ How s he wounded P” he asked of the sur-
geon, as the two approached the bed softly.
w"hmmﬁ-mhﬁh'mlhm

y.

;% Is he in danger P .

“ 0! no; that isnot st present. The case may
take a bad turn, to be sure; but it looks very
well now. Charles,” he added addressing the
! sick man, familisrly, * the chaplain is going the
rounds ; would you like to see him P”

“O ! certainly " exclaimed the young man,
smiling. “1am very glad to see him;” and he
beld out his hand. His voice was strong and
ri‘uglng.uvidnhohi‘hnh-hh,hhdnpm
| vigorous.
| “1 am sorry to find you wounded, my friend,”
sgid the chaplain.
~“ 0! only the casualty of war ; we must some
of us expect it you know.”

“ Do you suffer much ?” |

“ Great heaven ! you mean me "

“Am I to die then—and—how—long!™ his
_eyes once more sought that of his chaplain.
. You have made your peace with God, let death
| come as soon s it will, He will carry you over
 the river.”
| “Yes; but this is awfully sudden! awfully
| sudden ™ bis lips quivered ; be looked up griev-
| ingly—* And I shall not see my mother.”
| “Christ is better than a mother,” murmured
e dhaslth
| “Yes” The word came in & whisper. His
| eyes were closed ; the lips still wore that tremb-
ilin.gri-f,uifdnwmmm
| too hard to be borne, but as the minutes passed,
1ndthndwuqm-dm
i"“‘nyuﬂ'bvﬁldm.thmu-
| nance grew calmer, the lip steadier, and when
| the eyes openied again, there was light in their
| depths that could have come only from heaven.
“1 thank you for your courage,” he said more

“ At times, sir, very severely ; I feel s0 well, | foebly, taking the hand of the chaplain.

only the distress here,” and he pressed his hands
to his side.
“ You will be up soon, I hope.”
T trust, so, sir ; the doctors say it is a bad
! wound, but will yield with care. I only wish I
had my mother here. She has heard of it, and
doubtless, started before this. It will seem so

comfortable 'to see her; you don't know how I
long for her.”
| Ah! mothers, you are first thought of when the
| hardy soldier feels the pang of pain. It is your

name he calls, your form he sees through the
mists of delirium, your voice he hears in every
| gentle word - that is spoken. He knows whose
| touch will be the tenderest, through the sympa-
thy of suffering, he knows who has borne the
most for him ; and on the tented field, the holy
name of mother receives a fresh baptism of love

and beauty.

: “1 can imagine how you feel,” said the chap-
| lain ; and I have no doubt you will see her soon.
| Meanwhile, you know there is a Friend, who will
be more to you than mother or father, sister or|
brother.”

“1 realize that, sir,” said the young man ; “ I am
a professor ef religion, and have been for years.
When I was shot, ayc, and before too, 1 com-
mended my soul to Him for life or death; but I
confess I have much to-live for. I am not yet
brought where I am perfectly willing to die.”

“ It may be for the reason that you are not yet
called to die,” replied the chaplain : “ but in life
you know it is the one important thing o be
prepared for death.” 3

After a short prayer, the minister and the sick
mon parted. * He seems very strong and san-
guine,” he said, as he met the surgeon agsin,
“ and likely to"fecover.”

“ No doubt of it, sir, no doubt ;” was the hasty
reply of the surgeon as he passed gn !

The hour of midnight had struck from the
great clock in the hall. Slowly and solemnly it
i knelled the departing moments, and its echo roley
# led through the halls, vibrating on many an ear

that would never hear the sound of the striking
| hour-again. The chaplain sat up in his own
| room writing letters for three or four of his

wounded soldiers, and a strange stillness fell
| around him as be closed the last shéet and sat
back with folded hands, to think. He could not
tell why, but do what and go where he would,
the face of the young volunteer with whom he
had spoken last haunted him. He arose to move
to the window where the breeze was cooler, when
! a knock was heard at the door, and a rapid voice
called,  Chaplain ?” He hurried to lift the latch. |
The surgeon stood there, looking like a shadow
in the dim moonlight that crept into the passage.

“ Chaplsin, sorry to disturb you, and more
sorry to give you an unpleasant duty to per-
form.”

“ Why, what is it ?” was the quick rejoinder.

“ That fine young fellow whom you talked
with is going.” .

“ What ? you don't mean "-

“ Won't live an hour, or two at the most. 1
tried to teil him, but I couldn’t; and finally I
thought of you. You can ease it, you know.”

A great shadow fell on the chaplain; for a mo-
ment he was stunned and choked, and his voice
grew huskey as he made reply,—

«1t is a sad errand, but none the less my duty.
Poor fellow ! 1 can't realize it, indeed, I cannot.
His voice was so strong ; his manner so natural !
I'll be there presently :” and left alove, he threw
himself upon his knees to wrestle for strength in
prayer.

The atmosphere was filled with low sighs from
the strugglers with pain and disease. Going
sofply up to the couch at which he had stood be-
fore, the chaplain gazed upon the face before
him. It looked as calm as a sleeping infant, but
he did not sleep. Hearing a slight noise his
eyes flew open and rested in some surprise upon

the chaplain.
«1 felt as if I must see you again before I re-

4

about him with blanched cheeks and moisiened | e ” said the latter, striving to steady his vaice.

eyes :

them tremble as each body is brought in, for |

fear of recognizing a son or a brother.

It is their first experience and some of | « {{ow do you feel now ?”

« (! better I thank you; in fact almost well.
| The pain is gone, and I feel quite hopeful. I ra-

Quietly from bed to bed moves the chaplain, | ther think the surgeon does, though he said no~
sickened to the heart, but strengthened for his | thing,”

duty by the Hand that never fails: To some he

|  Again that fearful swelling in the .chaplain’s

gives a few words of sympathy, "’"m their | throat. How should he tell him of his danger—
cases for another day, for they are only slightly |} o 1 the mind so calmly resting on al
wounded ; to others be speaks gently of their sit-| .\ '\ cortainty ?—the poor, hopeful soul that
uation, striving to tell them with words from | ;.14 never look with urthl'y eyes on the mother
which afl hope has departed, of their swift com- (e 4o Jonged for. Another moment, and the

ing end. Lo all he speaks of Jesus; bids them

in the hour of their extremity to look up to God,
who is willing 40 accept them if they will but put

| young man appeared to be struck with some pe-
’culinrily in the face or movements of the chap-
lain. The large eyes sought his with an intense-

“ The bitterness is now over, and 1 feel wil-
ling to die. Tell my mother”—he paused, gave
one sob, dry, and full of the last anguish of
earth—* tell her bow I longed to see her, but if
God will permit me, I will be near her. Tell her
to comfort all who loved me, to say that I thought
of them all. Tell my father that I am glad he
gave me his consent, and that other fathers will
mourn for other sons. Tell my minister, by
word or letter, that I thought of him, and that I
thank him for all his counsels. Tell him I find
kthat Christ will not desert the passing soul ; and
that I wish him to give my testimony to the liv-
ing, that nothing is of real worth but the religion
of Jesus. And now will you pray for me *”

O! what emotions swelled the heart of that
devoted man, as he kneit by the bedside of the
dying volunteer, the young soldier of Christ;
and with tones so low that only the ear of God
and that of him who was passing away could
hear, besought God's grace and presence. Never
in all his experience had his beart been so power-
fully wrought upon ; never had a feeling of such
unutterable tenderness taken possession of his
soul. He seemed already in the presence of a
glorified spirit ; and after the prayer was over,

upon the besutiful brow, already chilled with the
breath of the coming angel, twice, thrice, a fer-
vent kiss. They might have been as tokens from
the father and mother, as well as himsell. So
perhaps thought the dying soldier, for a heaven-
lynebmbd&havllhmhnty.nh
said, “ Thank you! I won't trouble you any
longer ; you are wearied out—go to your rest.”

“ The Lord God be with you !” was the firm

response.

“ Amen !” trembled from the fast whitening
lips.

“ Another hour passed. The chaplain still
moved uneasily around his room. There were
hurried sounds overhead, and foot-steps on the
stairs. He opened his door; encountered the
surgeon, who whispered one little word—-

“ Gone I”

Christ’s soldier had found the Captain of his
salvation ! «

- . e —— ———

A True Story.

A rich lady was one day overtaken by a show-
er of rain, so, sending her servant for s carriage,
she took shelter in the cottage of & poor mas.
Having to wait a long time, she amused herself
with looking at the contents of the little room in
which she was seated, and, among other things
ber eye fell upon a large money box. Being of
a kind disposition, she said to a little pale boy,
who was sitting by the fire. “ Bring me ‘your
money-box, my lad, and I will give you some-
thing.” The boy's face flushed as he arose, and
took the box to the lady, and he was still more
plouedwbonbou'bu.bonuoputiauh-ight,
new half-crown, but, suddenly looking up into
her face, he said, “ Do you know, ma’am that
this is a Missionary bos P”

« A Missionary box !” exclaimed the lady;
« take it back, then ; 1 do not wish to give money

restraining his sobs, be bent down and pressed |

'quﬁﬂ""w“.bhlﬂ‘i-mﬁmdmdbmm mﬁmbjnbo-.fulhl.«d,.,.d, 'Rk aind genrd
ulydurﬁndr'.idthuhphi-.m,mwmrd“hh*um'h‘nmuov.htunotm-yunuwalforho.utogxihmbnhidtixh,,.;:.’ 1‘”‘":“'.;

family, and thus will Eiassuredly bless all those
who weary not in well-doing, for the promise is
sure, “ thet in due time'ye shall reap, if yo faint
not.”— Youth's Magasine. ¥
f God's Will
The
mmmﬁ:ilﬁn-h
Pain’s furnace-heat within me quivers,
God's breath upsp the flame doth blow ;
shivers

¢

He comes, and lays my beart, all hented,
On the hard anvil, minded so.
Into his own fair shape to beats t
With his grest hammer, blow on blow :
And yet 1 whisper: As God will!
And st his beaviest blow hold still.

He takes my softensd beart and beats it,
The sparks fly off at every blow;
He turns it o’er and o'er and heats it,
And lets it cool, and makes it glow ;
And yet I whisper: 4o God will!
And in his mighty hand beld still.

Why shculd I magmur? for the sorrow
Thus only longes-lived would be ;
Its end may come,and will to-morrow,
When God hasgone his work in me,
So I say truging : As God will !
And the end, hold still.

He kindles, for sy profit purely,
Affliction’s glowing, flery brand ;
And sll his beaviest blows are surely
Inflicted by a master-hand ;
8o I say praiding : As Gop wiLL!
And hope in Bim, and suffer still.

BT ARE § P P
el GulFopuse.
BY MRS, PHERE PALMER.
A VEW IMY‘I IN MADELY.

The populou'nnd thyiving village of Madely,

Lboughm% potable for its extent or
the beauty of its is kaown to
thousands in both hemigpberes.

Who could pass twenty miles of its
locality without an irvesistible desire to
tread the ground and® the scenes where
the sainted Fletcher his ministry of
about twenty.fve yéilS, wrote his inimitable
“ Checks,” and n so many memorablegways glori-
fied God ?

Our arrangements 1o be in Wales in the even-
ing would have taken us many miles beyond,
but the train psusing st Shrewsbury we con-
cluded to leave our luggage st the station, sad
avail ouiselves of the train which was about
| leaving for Madely. And here we have remain-
| ed several days, having been constrained by our
Wesleyan friends to sbide snd hold ourselves
answersble for a few days’ service.

A gracious work has begus. During the two
past nights sbout forty who have presented
themselves at the altar of prayer have found the
Lord. Our motto, as ever, is, “ Not by might,
nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord.”
Our last evening was spent at Madely Wood,
and the evening previous ac Madely.

It is pleasant to gather fruit on ground water-
ed by the tears, and prepared by the self-sacri-
fcing labors of the eminent Mr. and Mre.
Fletcher and others of the devoted circle these
honored servants of Christ drew around them,
such as Sally Lawrence snd Miss Tooth, snd
others of kindred spirit.

" THE OLD PARISHIONER.

There are those still living'who sat under the
ministry of the Rev. J. Fletcher. I have been
conversing with an aged woman who tells me
that her hushand, now eighty-six years old, was

to Missions, and if I make you a p t of this
balf-crown you must promise me that you will
not put a penny of itinto that box.”

«] cannot promise that, ma’am,” said he firm-
ly: “tather and mother and me always put part
of all the money we get into the Missionary-box;
and, after all, “tis little enough.”

« And how came this idea into your beads ?”
asked the lady, * for I am sure you never heard
anything about Missionaries in. the village.”

« No, ma’'am, we never did, more's the pity;
butlbu‘htubookomdnydnpeddh.ndit
was full of such wonderful stories about the do-
ings of the heathen in far-off countries, that I
did not believe they could be true; however
when father read it, he said ‘twas true enough,
for he had been a soldier aforetime, and travelled
in those places. So then I asked if I could
notdo.;;?hil(bhdptheu: and mother said
we might have a box, and put in all the pence
we could spare, the same as they used to do at
the Sunday-school where she went once ; 50 fa-
ther knocked up this, and 'twas agreed that we
should all put in part of what we earned.”

« And what will you do with the money when
the box is full ?” asked the lady.

«] don't know, ma’am,” answered the boy,
with a puzsled look, *but we could get another
box and fill that.”

The lady smiled, and ssid, «Can you really
think it a duty wdcnyyvundmﬁnncham
| |
' P°;' boy looked surprised, but answered, ““ Af-

their trust in Him. Poor fellows, rade and rough | noss that was pain, and he strove to: interpret | ter all that God has doze for us, ma'am, don’t
though they may have seemed, the quivering lip, | that which made the difference between this and ! you think that we ought to try to do something

shaking like that of a child in its heaviest child
sorrow, the deep-héaved sob, that lifts the great
chest with almeost convulsive throes, tell that
there is a fountain in the heart that the soft words
of sympathy may stir.

The chaplain carme at last to a cot set some-
what by itself outside the wards. Here, reclin-

ing at full length, wes n young man whose face |

- bore but slight traces of suffering. It was flush-
od with & hue like that like of health; the eyes

| his former demeanour.
| % Your cases weary you, chaplain,” he said
| quietly ;  you must bé very faithful, for it is past

| midnight.” ‘
«1 was on the point of going to bed ‘.rhenl

;wu called to prepare a dying man for his last

{ hour,” was the tearful respcnse.

« Indeed! what poor fellow goes next? re-

5joincd the young man with a mournful inquiry.
| There was no answer; for the wealth of worlds

were.undimmed, and the only position of his | the chaplain would not have spoken now. That

bands, which were thrown over his head and lock- | tone so ungonscious
modie lightness told that be was in|{of syipathy ! Sl
{be mesn?  The

od in spas
 pain. lh'nWynubleinm
His brow was broed and faiy, and. the locks that

clustered buck from his .

ringiets of  boy. He ‘::pm curled like the

m experienced au
Wb e

W mot why, but the the con arlct at his side,
unusual and sudden | emotivn, be gasped :

<ick wen's inquiring glanee
chamged far = ma nept 1. onw of intensé terror.
16 rived b 11 pseslot themt fall beaily apon
and in & voice altered by

of danger! that eye so full | ,isic she 7
2 stronge silence | What did | pooks, and God had led he: 1 vee the importance
lr.f M:-sions, and incliacd bet heart to help them ;

| for Him

' Just then the lady’s carriage came to the door,
1mwm,dn'uthhumnhw
| the Missionary-box, saying, in a laughing man-
| ner. *1 hope it may do good.”

; “God‘nntdnlituy."uidduhoywkm-
,]y,uudllhmkyuinhilm"

Many weeks passed away, and one bright sun-
| shiny day the lady sgain entered the cottage
' where she had once taken shelter, but this time
;.;.'-;hb-urdndnn Since her last

had been reading some Missionary

so she had spuken . the clergyman and to some
other pe-ple in the village, and the result was,

that they were going to bave Missionary meet-

. 'hp-hmdnql-ﬁq-qu:

present at the last affecting service, so graphi-
caily described by Mrs. Fletcher. He well re-
members seeing the nosegay thrown into the
desk by the kind parishioner, who would fain
have revived the fainting pustor in this his last
effort. He also mentions other cases of interest,
pillustrative of the humility and zeal of the excel-
lent Fletcher, of which I have not before heard
or seen in print. Two or three of these I can-
not forbear giving, as I am sure they will be
read in admiration of the grace of God. At
the time Mr. Fletcher was vicar of Madely this
aged man was a servant st & farm-house not far
from the vicarage.
MR. FLETCHER AND THE PARMER'S BOY.

mornings to this farm-house, when the servants
and farm-labourers were brought together for
prayers. Among the servants there was a youth
who could not be prevailed upon either to be
present st the church service or to assemble with
the other servants for Sabbath morning prayers
at the house.

One Sabbath morning the faithful pastor, de-
slring to know if ali were present, was informed
of the missing one. On expressing his earnest
wish that he were present, the pastor was told
that an unavailing search had been made for the
recreant boy, bat if it were his desire, another
should go and search for him. Mr. Fletcher
said he would prefer going himeelf, which he
did, and away in an outhouse he found the ob-
ject of his search evidently secreting himself.—
In soothing and winning tones he besought the
wayward serfant, and soon succeeded in indue-
ing him to come to the house, where with the
assembled household he bowed in worship.—
From that hour the mind of this servant seemed
turned to the Lord, and was in no common de-
gree turned toward Mr. Fletcher, and not only
prized the vicar’s prayers st the farm-house, but
also the Church service, from which no ordinary
bindrance could induce him to absent himself.—
THE VICAR AND THE BOATMAXN.

This old parishioner of Mr. Fletcher also tells
us of an occasion when Mr. Fletcher went to &
place a few miles distant called the Slip, on the
banks of the river Severn. “ Well do I remem-

along by the Slip, this being included in
parish, his beart was made sed by bearizg

It was Mr. Fletcher’s habits to go on Sabbath

selves to the work by throwing straps over their
shoulders. Mr. Fletcher was passing by while
L.nul bostmen were thus harnessed to the
work, end their labot proving ineffectual, they
{were ventiag their impatieice in oaths and
|curses. Mzr. Fletcher dismounted, and with o
{look that bespoke how deeply his heart was
| pained, he went to the foremost man and with
!'an expression of sympathy removed the strap
| from the boatman's shoulder snd threw it over
IMis own. What completed the astonishment of
| the bostman was, that the moment be threw it
over him, ere be seemed to have applied himeelf
to the effort, the boat to move, and all
difficulty was over. The poor wicked boatmen
were affectingly reproved, and regarded the
moving of the boat as , and ever
after looked with veneration on Mr. Fletcher, as
though he was in some superhuman way linked
to the skies. Other inciderits of similar interest
still fresh in the recollections of this aged par
ishioner were narrated to us, but my space will
sGmit of no more.
THE PRESENT VICAR OF MADELEY.

Since I commenced to write, the present vicar
of Madeley bas called upon us. He is a clergy-
man of evangelical, fervent piety, and we
have met with few in any region of more mani-
fest zeal, or more in love with the spirit of his
eminent predecessor of s century since.

Said we to our excellent hostess, who is s
Wesleyan, “ Had Fletcher himself been here,
scarcely could we hope to have seen a man of a
more humble, devout spirit. It would seem as
if the mantle of Fletcher had fallen on him."—
The reply was about thus: “ We think he re-
gards Fletcher as the model Christian, pastor,
and minister, and is end ing to follow him
as he follov’chhriu.' And 80 we have thought
as our knowledge of his  self-sacrificing labors
has increased. )

I scarcely need say that the Established
Church and the Wesleyan body are now die-
tinet; but for more than thirty years after Mr.
Fletcher's death this was-not the case. Good
Mrs. Fletcher held the hearts of the people after
her husband's death. Both Mr. and Mrs.
Fletcher lived and died members of the Church
of England. Yet they were also Wesleyans.

VICARAGE BARN,

A large barn on the 'w grounds, capa-
ble of holding about three hundred persons, was
neatly fitted up, where Mrs. Fletcher used to
hold her services,and where class and other meet-
ings peculiar to Methodism were held. This
barn was occupied during the period of Mrs.
Fletcher's widownood.

A few months sfier her decesse, which oecur-
red in 1815, it was taken down, Madelv having
been favored with a succession of atinisters, some
of whom, though not wholly in favor of the

conscientious to disturb, especially during Mrs.
Fletcher's lifetime, what she calls the * dove-
like ” barmony of the people, to insist on any
material ehange from that which had obtained
through the agency of the heavenly minded
Fletcher, and we may add, his equally devoted
wife.
DISTINCT YET UNITED.

It was not till after the barn was taken down,
snd the Wesleyans ceased to have a place where
the distioctive peculiarities of Methodism might
be recogniged, that they became a separate body.
Now the Wesleyans are distinet, as in other
parts of England. Never have we been st a
place \wwhere the Established Church and the
Methodists seemed to be so lovingly united.—
Ephraim does not ‘envy Judab and Judah does
not vex Ephraim. -

The fact is that Madeley parish has been re-
markably blest with a succession of evangelical
clergymen, and the recoguition between the
clergymen and the Wealeyan ministers has gen-
erally been affectionate and grateful. Particu-
larly has it been so during tle past few years.—
We were told by an eye-witness of the affecting
scene, that when the superintendent Wesleyan
minister was taking his leave the past conference
year with the present vicar they heid each other
in tearful embrace. -

EXTRAORDINARY VISITATION.

Madeley is being favored with an extraordin-
ary visitation of the Spirit. We commenced
our labors here less than a week since, January
11, and the names of two hundred and fifty have
been recorded as baving sought and found the
Lord. We are in ‘amazement at the wondrous
grace of God.

Last night over one hundred were brought to
God. The work seemed to be only bounded by
the ability to meet its claims, by way of finding
room for the penitents. It did seem as if every
sinner in the house was convicted. One could
not but think of the words of Jesus to his disci-
ples, “1 will make you fishers of men,” as these
convicted men, women, youths, and even chil-
dren, came forward as it were in shoals, while
we in amazement at the wondrous merey looked
on, scarcely knowing how we might find accomo-
dation for them. Communion rail, front seats,
and vestry were filled with penitents.

The Spirit's sword had wounded deeply, and
He who justifieth was near ; and 0 rapidly were
the wounded in spirit healed, that the altar and
vestry were filled again and again during the

taking in all classes, rich and poor, young and
old. Among the recipients of saving mercy are
two sons of the superintendent minister, The
meetings have been held during the present
week at the Madeley Wood Weslggan Chapel, a
place that will be invested with interest to those
who are familiar with the biographies of Mr.
and Mrs. Fietcher.
MR. FLETCHER AND THE ARCHITECT.

Nearly opposite the present commodious
Madeley Wood Chapel stands s smaller chapel
almost a century old, now oceupied for the Wes-
Sabbath School. This was built by Mr.

means and the little be could get from others.
Our hostess is & venerable lady, who was con-
vmdinlhvwb.l.ld“ﬂunhj
the ministry of Mrs. Fletcher. She says the

Methodistic shapings of Madely parish, were too]

progress of the prayer-meeting. The work in,

Fletcher, and paid for mostly with his own |temperance in drinking, they should also main-

pleasure in all M‘p‘nﬁs‘m‘l.hinpednd.'hmcﬁ-QWnnn.d.'Mkm'im peculiar satisfacti passed
God bless the example fet by this poor but pious 'and at other times the bostmen huneued'khcn-inbmu‘n s place u,..d“b,. “::;:,md”g

The G:0d News from Western
" India.
(Letter of @ Missionary in Vermont Chronicle.)

The revival of beaevolence at Madurs, of
which such an interesting account has bgen pub-
lished, has had its counterpart in our own mis-
sion at Abmednuggur. Here, as there, it began
in the anniversary meetings. There had been
previous preparation of heart. A apirit of prayer
bad been spparent ; our brethren were expecting
the answer. Ite-o'hhupnnhthyhd:
not dared to hope for. {

The suniversary meetings commeaced on |
Thursdsy, Oct. 3. On Friday afterncon the |
native pastor of the second church made an ad- |
dress, which reached the heart of the great con-
gregation. It applied the spark to the train that |
had been prepared, we trust, by the Spirit. He
ended his address by placing upon the table a
full month's salary. He stated that he at first
thought of giving one-fifth, then two-fifthe, then
three-fitths, and at last the whole. “ Here it is,” |
be said, “ and may I have grace to overcome the |
love of money.” {

While he was speaking, others came from dif-
ferent parts of the house bringing money, which
they put upon the table. “Others, who had no
money with them, brought pledges. Soon the
people began bringing ornaments. Finger-rings,
ear-rings, wristlets, knives, scissors, turbans and
other articles of clothing were added to the pile
of coin. Goats, cows and calves, & horse, hens
cles, were pledged. Little children were brought
forward by their parents, with their hands full
of copper money to put'on the table. Other pa-
rents took off the ornaments from their children
to add to the amount.

1 may state that the people are accustomed to
invest their savings in personal ornaments. They
know not the use of savings banks ; and soy
generally keep their little property in such arti-
cles.—These they readily dispose of in case of
need.

One man, an aged deacon, brought forward a
gold ring worth ten dollars, which be had worn |

the ring should be stolen, when he has beed
spending the night at pilgrimages and other ex-
posed places, and so would hide it when he slept ;
* but now,” said he, “ the thorn has been pulled
out.” Several men gave an entire month's wages,
others half a month ; one men gave & sum equal
10 three montAy’ wages | Others pladged o sum
monthly.

The next morning the scene was renewed, and
» otill grester variety of articles was offered and
pledged. Many prayers were offered, and several
addresses were made. (ne wan who had buried
his wife during the year, gave a string of mld?
beads which lisd belonged to her. Struggling |
P&hhho-odol.hnﬂ.“l'oddghdlynn
kept it my life long, but it bad better be in the
hand of the Lord.” At this point, the house
was filled with the sound of sobbing,~—men and
women, the missionaries and the natives, weeping

The pastor held up & ten rupee bank. note, (five
dollars), saying that it was given by one whom
he could call neither a Hindu nor a Christian.
Seeing several such persons in the room, be made
s most earnest appeal to them to repent and
seek Chbrist now. A bymm, describing what
Christ bad done for us, was sung by two brethren.
One soon bad to cease singing, from his emotion.
A young man of decided Christian character,
was sobbing eo loud that it disturbed others.
He was requested to go to hisrcom. He started
but sank down, unconscious, in the sisle. He
was carried to his room, where some of the bre-
thren prayed with him, While unconscious, be
was repesting the words * what mercy.” It was
the view be had of his own naworthiness, and of
the grace of Christ thet had overpowed him.

On the Sabbath afterncon they had a quiet

and most delightful communion season,'and the
nextday the Christians dispersed to their several
homes and duties. The influence of the mieeting
went with them.
« At Bombay the Christians bad a meeting at
the same time, and gave very liberally. Altoge-
ther, the amount contributed by these Christians,
poor in all worldly goods, amounted to 900
rupees, 450 dollars ! The contributions of the
missionaries on the same occasion, amounted to
$350, in addition to this.

The editor of the Bombay Guardian says, in
reeponse to this movement : “ Of Mary of Be-
thany Jesus said : * She hath done what she
could” This may be said of the native Chris-
tians st Abmedouggur. We should think that
few persons would be disposed to question the
evid of the p of the Spirit of God,
afforded by such facts.”

Let us thank God and take courage.

A. Hazex,
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Speach by Rev. Dr. Guthrie.

The Rev. Dr. Guthrie recently addressed the
Free Church Temperance Society. After refer-
ring to the dricking habits of olden times the
Rev. gentleman went on to say :—

| Te remembered very well the first great party
| that he went to with the resolution of going as &
gmbr,mdhnquindnlmo-tumuchm.
{rage on his part as he would have required to
have gone up to a battery of cannon, Never-
theless, be did what he thought was his duty,
and be rather delighted to go in such a capacity,

of practically exhibiting the priociples of totai
abstinence ; and if there happened to be some-
body present who might attack him, he did rejoice
to bave an opportunity of pommelling him. But
be might just say that, in discussing the matter,
they should be sure that, while they maintained

tain temperance in their temper. Let them not

for many years. He had often been afraid lest |

week, OF in 3 year, o e\el
They were to sow the secd, and otber
were to reap the harvest, and u would come.
+ 2 wmrn or woman but knew that

in a gereration,

perjple

There was 3
too. ~unt og having peopie’s
consciences on their side. They might pretend
this or that, but when they attempted to aneer
or laugh at abstinence principles, they were in-
wardly approviag of them. There was one. way
of closing the mouths of those who opposed
these principles, and that was, to ask them if
there was no joung man of their scquainiance,
or among their friends, or among their relatisns,
or, it might be, in their own family gircle, who
bad not been ruined by the very indulgence
against which they were lilling up their soice.
No wman could doubt, and no man denied, that
nine-tenths of the immorslity of our country
might be direetly or indirectly traced to drunk-
enness. What was it that made our public
merkeis such of i rality but drunken-
ness 7 The fall of many a young woman, atiri-
buted to these markets, was by the mith and
women having indulged in those liquots which
dulled the conscience, firel the passions, wnd
stupefied the reason. What was it that led to
most of the cases of discipline ? It was drunk-
enness, What was it that marred the minister’s
influence in our large cities ? It was drunken-
ness. What was the demon that started uwp at
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| every ooprer to confront the city missionary or

the territorial missionary P It was drunkenness.
What was it that sent those hundreds of children
to our ragged schools ? It was drunkenness.
What was it that clothed these men and women
in rags in the High Street, in the Grassmarket,
and in the Cowgate ? It was drunkenness.
What was it that led to the quarrels betweea
husband and wife, sometimes leading to murder,
and in all cases to evil ? It was drunkenness.
What was it that sent many a young whan away
with & broken éharacter from the shop, and the
counting-room, and the place of business? Tt
was drunkenness. What was it that kept these
wretched women facing public opprobrium, and
walking the streets without a woman’s shame P
It was well known that they did that by the
power of drinking. What was it that led many
# young man to form that evil connection which
was his first step to ruin P It was when hie had
gone out from his supper a virtuous, and sober,
and well-doing lad, and, by indulging in drink,
and having lost his self-respect, he took thut step
from which his course was downward. What
was it in regard to which many a fatker and
mother were filled with fear and trembling? It
was lest their son might learn habits of dissips-
tion and drunkenness. He would say that, if
there was one monster evil in this world which
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ealled on to attack, it was this evil against which

they were total sbstaining protestors. As minis-
ters, notluhg would give them such a stunding
in the congregations to which they might afier-
wards be culled, as to appear before their peo-
ple in the character of denying themselves
for the gnod of others. Why was it that there
were certain professions that were held in high
vrespect ? He believed that the secretof that
very much was that they exhibited so much self-
denisl. Why was it that the medical profession
was beld in such high respect P It wis just bee
esuse Professor Miller, and others in his profes-
sion, in the way of duty and in the cause of
humatity, faced disease aud death where they
bresthed death in every mouthful of air, and
where it was fatal in many instances for s man
to step in. He believed that the medical pro-
fession owed its high standing to this, that it was
wwell-denying profession. Why was it that the
soldier ; notwithstanding all that his peace friends
might say, and that his friends the Quokers
might say —was ccunted an honorable profession?
Why was it that s man stuod up in England the
other day, and pronounced that it was tne high-
est of all professions ? It was not because Lhe
soldiers slew men, Lut becauss he was ready to
be slain for his country. In regard 1o the pulpit,
the students could not place too high un estimate
upon it.—He beld the pulpit 10 be b .ve any
other place under the sun in its inflaence ; and
if they were to elevute themselves in the puipit
before tte people, they might depend upon it
that there was nothing by which they eould do
that eo well as by appearing before their people
a8 self-denying men-—denying themselves indul-
gences for the good of others. He held that &
minister should be a man who would five from
week's end to week's end for the good of bis
people ; and that was tbe object he should ‘have
in life. He was far from disparaging Latin,
Greek, or Hebrew ; but he would tell the stu-
dents before him point blank, that e would
rather see in the pulpit a man who was a total
sbatainer, denying himself, than a man who was
erammed with all the Hebrew roots in the world.
He had the greatest pleasure in seeing s0 many
students present ; and he wished that they would
give Wheir fellow-students no rest till they were
enlisted in the cause of total abstinence, so that
in the course of another generdation the minister
who sat down to his glass of wine or tumbler of
toddy, would be as rare as those creatures the
meg:ﬂ.rrium-—-—'hi.ch remained to us the strange
specimens of another, and, let us be thankful,
past geueration.

The fureign correspondent of the Evangelist
gives the following sketch of the distioguished
Wesleyan, Rev. Mr. Arthur, as seen at the late
Evangelical Alliance in Switgerland :—

* He is perhaps forty-two; a person of slight
figure, and pale face, with a somewhat meek
voice, and dark hair, thin upou the furebead,
and | sbould say, a hazel eye, wost pleasant and
esrnest, not to say solemn, in its geze. He
preached to us one Babbath worniug, o ka.
xlvii. 9, which you will see is 8 glurious legt.—

for this reason,—that he bad s good opportumicy !ﬂu di visions were the source, the supply, sid

tue resu 8, of the power ioere 8) WLVHERG. u
disposed Lo criticise, 1 sbould say that the first
end the second beads were too nearly the ssme
thing, and Mr Artbur Lardly seeaed to progress
s he psssed from ope to the other. But be
eharmed and touched us. I should say that the
chief thing in bis preaching is that impressive-
sess which you inciine to call solemusty. He

be intemperate in one way while they were tem-
perste in another. Let them make allowances
for people. What they had seen their fathers

architect who built this chapel told her that Mr.
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'8 | Fletcher, in giving his instructions for the build- | ling to think was wrong. He tiever expected to
M.’iz"l& Mlmmnhﬂ-;“hhﬂuf”h-dq,c-o”.-ﬂy.muhﬂ

and their mothers doing they were most unwil-

seemed 10 be piofuurdly sffected by that ot
which be spoke, and to expect that we shouid be
too, and therefore we were. His intellectual
powers are of a bigh order, and richly culi uhfd.
In what I have obsersed of popular Methodist
been a large ad~

-
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the Chureh of God, by her ministers, ber teach-




