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The land of Light
That dime ie not like this dull clime of oure ;

All, ell U brightness there ;
A sweeter influence breethes «round its flowers, 

And « fir milder eir.
No eelm below ie like that calm above,
No region here it like that realm of love ; 
garth’s softest spring ne’er abed so toft a light, 
girth's brightest summer never shone to bright.

That iky is not like this aid iky of oura,
Tinged with earth’a change end care :

No shadow dims it, end no rain-cloud lowers ;
No broken sunshine there !

One everlasting stretch of aiore pours 
Its stainleaa splendor o’er those tiniest shores ; 
For there Jehovah ahinea with heavenly ray, 
There Jeaua reigns, diepenaing heavenly day.

The dwallera there are not like those of earth, 
No mortal atain they bear ;

And yet they teem of kindred blood and birth— 
Whence rame they there f 

Earth was their native toil i from tin and ahamej 
Through tribulation they to glory name ;
Bond slaves delivered from ain’t crushing load, 
Brands plucked from burning by the hand of 

God.

Those robta of tbeira are not like these below ;
No angel's naif so bright !

Whence came that beauty, whence that living 
glow P

Whence came that radiant white ?
Washed in the blood of the atoning Lamb,
Fair ae the light those robea of theirs became, 
And now, all tears wiped off from every eye, 
They winder where the freaheat pastures lie, 
Through all the nightlesa day of that unfading 

sky!

The Palmer Meeting for Holiness.
More than a quarter of a century ago a few 

earnest ion la, aapiiing after fuller purity of heart 
and life through Christ, met in a private parlor 
of New York to talk and pray unto this end. 
It was not long before their numbers doubled 
and trebled, until at last they so multiplied that 
a second parlor, back of the first, was opened ; 
and Anally, the crowd of seekers after holineaa 
grew ao great that the pioua proprietor of these 
parlors built another, in an added wing to the 
rear of bis home. But even this waa not enough. 
These purity-loving people pressed «till more 
numerously into this place of primitive prayer, 
ao that the very balls and stairways of this Chris
tian home were occupied.

The Riviagton Street meeting thus became a 
fixed fact, a spiritual force and attraction to all 
thoae who, learning of it, could not be satisfied 
with the barren features and common-place 
phases of an every day and popular Christianity. 
From far and wide, beyond the prairies and over 
the seas, came the prayerful pilgrims to this inner 
ahrine, this mercy-seat within the veil. The sin- 
vortexed world whirled on without, little recking 
that withing these private walla there gathered 
weekly between two and three hundred souls to 
pray for the millennial life to come in all of them. 
The dominant style of this meeting, with ill 
origin, was Methodist. But Presbyterians, Con 
gregalionalists, Baptists, Episcopalians, souls of 
every sort of profession, flocked hither aa to a 
spiritual caravanserai, a fresh found and a green 
oasis amid a wilderness, a resting-place upon a 
long journey to Jerusalem. Rather, it was here 
that the spiritual Canaan was found sad the new 
Jerusalem entered. Many of the pilgrims were 
wayworn, dust-covered, and footsore ; but,though 
thus entering, they soon were rested, garmented 
anew, and made jubilant. Their place of gather
ing is changed to St. Mark’s Place—fit name of 
point for such a kind of assembling—and here 
to-day we enter. But, though the name and 
place are changed, the object and spirit here 
sought and found are the same. The pressing 
and prayerful throng, the few old and familiar 
faces, mingled up with the many new ones, the 
pictorei and tbs mottoes on the walls—all these 
recall the other memories and acenes of Riving- 
ton Street. There is a solemn hush ef soul, an 
atmosphere of holy love, as if the very, breath 
in which the “ still small voice ” that speaks 
here were incarnated had spell-bound the flesh 
it inbreathed. We can bear the mellow tonea 
of a manly voice, made tremulous by a tender 
heart, as he reads so touchingly that grand in
spiration and utterance of love in the Corinthi
ans—that apostolic symphony of soul-music, 
commencing, “ Though I speak with the tongues 
of men." We know who that leader is by his 
familiar voice, although as yet, because of the 
crowd crushing us in the hall, we cannot He his 
face. Still, that aangume spirit, flaming some
times with seraphic fervor, and fluking again 
with Sanaic terrificneu, needs no light of form 
to make its force felt. The prayer which follows 
thou inspired breathings of love begins tenderly, 
like a child's low whimper in the night, as it first 
wakea with a sense of hunger and lonelineu, 
and “ with no language but a cry." Then it 
breaks into a burst of sorrow, like the Projigal’e 
penitent wail, when his proud will is prostrate, 
and be falls, a broken soul, into his father’s 
arms. Then comes the petition forjinnet cleans
ing, " the intercession with strong crying and 
tears ” for those whs are here burdened with 
the body of death, from which they agonise to 
be delivered ; and, at last, goes up the glory 
strain for inch deliverance to many—“ Thanki 
be unto God, who giveth us the victory through 
oar Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ ! "

O ! ye poor phariiees, who pray in pictures 
and printings ; who sieg in set strains ; who 
never wrinkle your phylactetied garments with 
the pressure of enthuiium,’ from your pious 
horror of fanaticism ; ye philosophic preachers, 
dogmatical and pragmatical, come hither and 
learn bow a soul may both sink and lost with 

7 Christ ! Hark 1 a voice, eloquent and impres
sive, utnga now a thought which gives the true 
key-note” to thia and every such meeting—“ An 
empty heart." This is the golden string, touched 
by a master’s finger, to vibrate in every heart 
and elicit responsive tonsw. So many are they, 
all sc tender and truthful, that they seem sound 
log u from “ a harp of a thousand strings." 
Too many, indeed, are they for foil record here ; 
but, as i composer, closing bis overture, gathers 
®P all his themes, to be struck in a few final 
chords, of climacteric power, so will we concen

trate these spiritual utterances in one fall ex
pression. “ For twsnty long years I prayed for 
personal blessings. Sometimes I found, and 
then again I lost them ; ao that my religions 
life was a series of changea, innumerable ups 
and downs. But I learned to cessa asking for 
thon blessings, and to come to God with an 
empty heart ; a heart emptied of self, of the 
world, el all things that held in me the place of 
Christ. Even after 1 thought this was all done, 
I found that heaps upon heaps of tubbish need
ed to be removed from my soul. But Jesus baa 
removed it all ; he has emptied cut my heart 
for me, and filled it with himself. When the 
heart is purr, as made so by him, then there can 
be no wanderinga. The burden of my prayer 
now is net to have personal bleasings, but to 
know and to do the will of God. Those bless
ings come without asking for them. I am will
ing to suffer for Christ, to yield up my interest, 
and even my reputation for him i but with the 
suffering comes also the triumph and the glory. 
I joy in God and the joy of the Lord is my 
strength. For some time I bad a negative sal
vation ; now mine is a poeitive one—an actual 
Saviour within. 'Skints, white with frost-hair, 
may need to go home above. I wish to remain 
here, to get inttf the thick of the battle, with 

Holiness ' inscribed on my banner, and to 
come off surely at last, victorious through 
Christ.” In all this there is but little vocal de
monstration. Silent tears are shed, sighs of 
sweetness or desire are breathed, and song! of 
jubilance are sung.

Sometimes, indeed, an unbalanced soul—auoh 
aa one finds everywhere—talks too muck of his 
sufferings, of his costly sacrifices, of paying down 
the price, judging and restricting others in their 
liberty aa to dress, reading, or methods of life. 
But these are exceptions. Those golden letters 
on the wall, fringed with green, are emblema of 
heavenly glory and eternity, telling ua of “ The 
Lord our Righteousness," and “ Holiness 
to the Lord ; ’’ thoae pictures of suck holy 
ones as Wesley and Whitefield, Fletcher and 
Summerfield ; those saintly faces, yet imbued 
with life, and shining with spiritual radiance, 
weave around ua inch a spell, breathe in ns such 
desire, that we reluctantly depart, aa from a 
sweet symposium of holy love, yearning for the 
prophet’s word to come true speedily, wbeu, on 
the “ way of holiness," “ the ransomed of the 
Lord shall return, and come to Zion with songs 
and everlasting joy upon their heads j they shall 
obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing 
shall flee away.—Independent.

The Power of the Word.
Those who knew Downpatrick, in Ireland 

thirty years fgp, must have been familiar with 
the name of Captain Rowan. He was a man of 
high family, he had about the noblest bead and 
heart I ever met with, and men of all ranks and 
denominations looked up to him. He lowed 
Chriat, and counted all as loss for Christ ; and 
aa n Presbyterian elder, he devoted himulf to 
Christ’s work, particularly in visiting the lick 
and dying.

Happening to be in Downpatrick, I waa in
troduced to him, and he very soon asked me to 
visit some of his sick people. One day he called 
and said, “ There was a poor woman in the in
firmary whom I should like you to call and He ; 
she is in a very peculiar state of mind ; I can 
make nothing of her ; I am very anxious that 
a minister should He her.” I accompanied him 
at once, asking at the same time what her state 
of mind was. His reply was, “ I won’t tell you ; 
I wish you to find out the case for yourselV— 
Having taken me to her bedside in the hospital, 
he left me immediately, saying, " There ought 
to be no one present while Christ’s minister is 
dealing with the aouL"

Alter some conversation, I found that her con
science was thoroughly awakened, and that she 
vividly realized the things unseen and eternal 
She saw herulf to be wholly lost, lying under 
the wrath of God, and ahe was on the bordera 
of despair. I then spoke to her of Christ—his 
person, his fulneu, his love, end his gracious 
call to her to look to him and be saved ; but all 
I aaid had no effect whatever. She continued to 
cry,, “ My aoul, my soul, O what ia to come of 
my soul ? ”

I asked, “ How do you know that you have a 
aoul f ”

Her answer was, “ I never knew I had a soul 
till that dear man Captain Rowan told me, after 
I came here."

I endeavored to ut the gospel before her in 
every way I could, but I at last felt my utter 
helplessness. She was petveruly ingenious in 
arguing against herulf. Her answer always was, 
“ All true, air, for any other sinner, but you do 
not know what a sinner I am.”

Looking up to God with the feeling that I 
could do nothing, the thought occurred to me— 
Try the word itself, and ue what God may do, 
by bis own word ; and taking out my Bible, I 
read to her, without a single comment the con
version of the Samaritan woman, as recorded 
by John. She listened with the deepest atten
tion, her intelligent eyes once and again expreu- 
ing what her feelings were. When I had done 
reading, I said quietly, •' Would you not have 
liked to have been along with that poor woman 
at the well ? "

She replied with eagerness, “ 0 yes, sir, O 
yes, sir.”

“ And what would you 
been there ? ”

«< < Osir/ she laid, I would have asked him 
to lave my aoul.”

« And do you think he would have refund 
you P ”

« She buret out weeping and said, ‘ O, no, 
air, no, sir, I can’t think that.’ ”

" No, my dear friend, he never refused to save 
any sinner ; He ia ao merciful that He cannot 
refuH to Hve any child of Adam who applies to 
him. But then remember that, being God as 
well aa man, He ia as really prennt here now 
as be waa with that poor woman at the well ; 
and will you now trust your aoul to Him P ”

Still weeping, she laid with deep feeling, 
“ Yes, air, ye», sir ; I think 1 am aura be will 
live me.”

I then asked, *• Now that you have trusted 
your own soul to him, auppoH yournlf still at 
that well, what is the next thing you would ask 
Him to do P ”

With iatenn feeling she uid “ O sir, 1 would 
ask him to save my bus ban a and children, for 
they do not know that they have souls.

have done had you

The ease, I have reason to believe, turned out 
one of true conversion. On leaving the hospital 
I met my dear friend, and told him the result of 
y visit He made no remark, but the big 

tears rolled down bis manly face. I felt that 
even as a poor instrument I had no csuh for 
glorying in this onset^ Captain Rowan was the 
instrument of that poor woman's conversion. 
Would that I bad as many Hals to my ministry 
aa he bad to hie work es an elder.—Oer. Brit. 
Meuenger.

Participating in Worldly Pleasures
If there are pleasures which the world alie

nated from God, bas stamped and ehonn as iu 
own j pleasures which peculiarly express the 
vanity and darkness of the natural mind \ plea
sures which bind men as ungodly togetheb in 
fellowship and sympathy—from then pleasures 
profeuing Christians must wholly abstain, if 
they would “ keep their garments unapctied 
from the world.” Now the dance, the opera, the 
theatre, the race course, ef id omne gentu fall ex
actly into this category. They have been ap
propriated by “ the lovers of pleasure more 
tbsm lovers of God,” aa their peculiar portion— 
they bear the stamp of the mint in which they 
have been.coined ; they are acknowledged badges 
of a worldly profeuion, and in some sort, saers- 
menta of allegiance to the Prince of the power 
of the air. We just as naturally infer that one 
who mingles iu them is worldly in his tastes and 
pursuits, as that one who goes to the Lord’s 
Table ia a professed follower of Jesus In this 
aspect of the can, then, however perplexed we 
may be in framing a general an l positive rule, 
which ah all discriminate all the lawful amuK- 
ments of the Christian, we have no difficulty in 
reaching a negative decision upon the dance and 
the pleasure! cognate with it. Brethren, “ I 
would not, that ye should have leilowship with 
devils i ye cannot drick tbs cup of the Lord 
and the cup of devils ; ye cannot be partaken 
of the Lord’s Table and of the table of devila."

Indeed this matter mav be brought home to 
the conscience. In joining ounelves to the visi
ble Church, we do profeu to have come out from 
the world and to be a peculiar people ? What 
separation any more remains to us when we bave 
banded with the world in the enjoyment of ita 
vanities ? Do we profess to be •' strangers and 
pilgrims upon earth, ueking a better country, 
even a heavenly t " How does this comport 
with our “ lusting after the fleah-pots of Egypt P* 
Do we profess to groan over tie remains of in
dwelling sin, and to sigh after greater holiness of 
heart ? What consternation would be produced 
if, amid the evolutions of the dance, we should 
express thia in the pregnant utterance of Paul,

Oh, wretched man that I am ! who shall de
liver me from the body of this death ? ” And 
would not the reply come to us from a chorus of 
voices, " What doest thou here, Elijah P ” Do 
we profeu to fear the temptation! of the devil l 
How does thia consist with following Satan into 
his own haunts that we may tempt him P Do 
we profeu to be in travail of aoul for the salva
tion of impenitent men P Suppose that we 
speak to a partner in the dance, warning him 
faithfully of the wrath to come ; is it he, or is it 
conscience, that rebukes our profaneness P Do 
we testify to the world the pleasures of a good 
conscience and the joy of commue ion with God P 
What is that testimony worth when contradicted 
by our testimony for the pleasures of frivolous 
mir%P But above all, do we profeu to be fol
lowers of Him, whose atyle and title on earth 
wu « the Man of Sorrows P ” Do we profess 
to “ bear about in our bodies the dying of the 
Lord Jesus i ” and have we been to the commu
nion table expreuly to remember H'm in His 
death, and to have fellowship with Him in bis 
sufferings P Oh ! tell it not out to earth, lest it 
rend again the very rocks and break once more 
the slumbers of the dead—a dancing disciple 
of a crucified REDEEMER ! I A holy pru
dence, I know, must be uud in drawing out re
ligious truth to the notice of the ungodly. Yet 
the Christian has no call to be in any assembly, 
when his simple prennes there effectually closes 
his lips and seals up the testimony, which, as 
God's witness, he should never be disabled from 
uttering.—-Dr. B. M. Palmer.

might nem to indicate. It wu that confidence 
which sustained her from first to lut It wu 
that confidence which carried her over all the Chriat iron and gave out that well known hymn 
obstruction! thrown suocesaivsly before" her. It ' by Dr. Watts :

Just before the services began, while the pu- j 
, tor wse looking for a hymn, an aged urvant of

greeted us warmly, and when I uid I hoped they . I suddenly, found myulf confronted in the faint 
would not have any objection to being taught by moonlight by an enormous bear. He had just 
ladies temporarily, they replied unanmously that sprung down from the land ice, and wu muting

wu that confidence which sharpened her wit, 
and gave her courage to snatch out of Christ’s 
own hand the weapon by which her lut and 
greatest victory was won. It wu that con 
fidenoe in him, in spite of all advene appear
ances, which pleaud the Lord ao much,—lor he 
likes, u we all do, tOLhe trusted in,—and which 
drew from him the uAooted expression at ecu 
of approval and admiration, " O woman, great 
is thy faith !” It is the same kind of simple 
trust in Jesus tbst we nud ; and in us too, if 
we but had it in like degree, it would accom
plish like bleued results. What the silence 
and the sentenou of Jeans wen to that an treat
ing woman, crying after Juua to have her poor 
child cured, bis ways and his dealings, in provi
dence and in grsoe, an to us crying after him 
for the healing of ear own or others’ spiritaij 
maladies. We cry)met he aniweri not a word j 
entreat, but be tutu upon us a frowning 
countenance ; when be speaks, his words sum 
to cut us off from comfort and from help. But 
deal u he may with us, hide bimulf u he may, 
speak roughly as be may, let us still believe that 
there beats in that heart of our Redeemer a love 
to us, upon which we can at all limn cast our
selves in full unbounded trust 

" Woman, great is thy faith j be it unto thee 
even as thou wilt And her daughter was made 
whole from that very hour.”—Dr. Hanna, in 
Sunday Magazine.

Conquering Faith.
But two inataaoM are recorded ia drhieh 

Jesus passed an approving judgment, and look
ed with admiring regard upon the faith of thou 
who came to him ; and it is remarkable that 
they are thou of the two Gentils s—the Roman 
Centurion and the Syro-Phceniciio woman.— 
" Verily,” said he of the one, “ I have not 
found so great faith j ao, not in Israel 1"—

Woman,” said he to-the other, " glut is thy 
faith !" Great faith wu needed in those who 
were the first to for* the barrier that ages had 
thrown up between Jew and Gentile, and great 
faith in then initiaces was displayed. Of the 
two, however, that of the purely Gentile wo
man was the higheet ia its character and the 
noblest in its achievements.

The Roman’s faith was iu the unlimitedness 
of Christ’s power—a power be believed so great 
that even as he said to his soldiers, " Go !” and 
they went; “Come!" and they came; “Do 
this !” and they did,—so could Jean» aay to dis- 
eau, and life, and death ; curing at a distance I 
saving, by the simple word of his power ! The 
faith of the Can unite waa not limply in the un- 
limitedneu of Christ's power. Hie power she 
never for a moment doubted. He bad no rea
son to say to her, Believeat thou that I am able 
to do this ! But his willingueu he gave her 
bimulf some reason to doubt. Thousand placed 
u she was would have doubted,—thouunds 
tried aa she was would have failed. Which of 
us has a faith in Jesus of which we are quite 
aure that it would come through such a conflict 
unscathed P In her it never sums for a mo
ment to have faltered. In front of his mysteri
ous, unexampled silence ; of the explanation 
given of that ailenu that appeared to exclude | 
beneath the unteacs that assigned her a place 
among the dogs; her faith lived on, with a 
power in it to penetrate the folds of that dark 
mantle whicn the Lord for a short uason drew 
around him to. know ud ue that behind the 
assumed veil of eoldneu, ailenu, indifference, 
repulse, reproach, then beat the willing, loving 
heart, upon wbou boundless benevolence she 
cits herulf trusting, and not afraid. This wu 
bar confidence, that there wu more love in that 
heart to her than the outward conduct of Jesus

What is Plagiarism ?
A respected correspondent requests us to 

draw the line between plagiarism and a lawful 
improvement oj what a man reads.

It is certainly proper for one to remember, 
understand, digest and incorporate with his own 
thoughts, whatever he reads or hears. Truth, 
like air, is common property. If a man so mu
tera the thoughts, and even the language of an
other, that they become his own, and he uua 
them unconsciously, he is no plagiarist. It does 
not follow that one is a plagiarist because he 
intentionally quotes sentences or paragraphs 
from an author without giving him credit for 
them. The omission may inflict no injury 
on the author and Heure no undeserved praiu 
for the reciter. Plagiarism is literary theft— 
The plagiarist appropriates to his own use the 
intellectual labors of another, and is desiroua or 
willing to conceal the just claims of the author, 
and to receive unmerited commendation himself. 
The desire of concealment is an element in 
every species of theft. If a man uses the lite
rary productions of another with a wish to con
ceal their authorship, and to make a display in 
borrowed plumu, be is a plagiarist—a thief— 
He may, from ignorance or inconiiderateqeu 
be comparatively innocent ; but his oonru is In
defensible.

Plagiarism is a very foolish and profhlen tin; 
If it Hours a reputation at all it is transient and 
will be followed by ihime and contempt No 
preacher or writer will forfeit either respect or 
influence by a frank acknowledgment of the 
source from which he derivu hie thoughts or 
his language. If the composition is rare, he 
will have credit for research, and if it ia good* 
he will be praiud for discrimination and correct 
taste. On the other hand, the plagiarist cannot 
escape detection among, intelligent hearers or 
readers, and, losing all credit for his reuarch or 
good taste, he will be lightly esteemed for the 
wsakneu and vanity which lead him to aspire 
alter unmerited honor. Honesty, in literature, 
as in trade, is the best policy.—Ex.

Men Wanted.
The great want of this age is men !—Men 

who are not for sale. Men who are honest, true 
to the heart’s core. Men who foar the Lord 
and bate covetousness. Men who will condemn 
wrong in friend or foe, in themulves as well as 
ia others. Men whom consciences are as steady 
as the needle to the pole. Men who will stand 
for the right if the heavens totter and the earth 
reels. Men who can tell the truth and look the 
world and the devil right ia the eye. Men that 
neither swagger nor flinch. Men who can 
have courage without whistling for it, and joy 
without shooting to bring it Men in whom the 
currant of everlasting life runs still, and deep, 
and strong. Men careful of God's honour end 
careleu of man’s applauK. Men too large for 
aectariaa limits, and too strong for uctarian 
bands. Men who do not strive, nor cry, -nor 
cause their voices to be heard in the streets, 
but who will net fail nor be discouraged, till 
judgment be set in the earth. Men who know 
their message and tall it Men who know their 
daty and do it Men who know their place and 
fill it.. Men who mind their own business. Man 
who will not lie. Men who are not too lasy to 
work, nor too proud to be poor. Men who are 
willing to eat what they have paid for. Men 
who know in whom they have believed. Men 
wbou feet are on the everlasting roek. Men 
who are not aahamed of their hope. Men who 
are strong with divine strength, wise with the 
wisdom that someth from above, and loving 
with the love of Christ. Men of God.—Fer
managh Reporter.

Saved by Singing.
A good leader of sacred song in a prayer 

meeting is almost as important as a good minis
ter. Hymns chosen without appreciation of the 
spirit of the muting, or sung without life and 
unction, may disturb religious enjoyment, or 
even turn aside interest awakened. On the 
other band, appropriate hymns, sung by one 
whose heart fuis quickly all the pulsations of 
the meeting may help both to conviction and 
conversion. The following incident is in point :

Sometime in the year 1836 a youth of many 
prayers bad been brought by Divine grace to 
feel his sinfalness, and was led to trust iu Christ. 
The examination of the conversion had bun 
made by the pastor and elders of the church, who 
were all satisfied. The Sabbath was drawing 
nigh when he wu to stand before a large con
gregation and avow his faith in Christ. His soul 
wu much agitated, and Satan wu busy with 
suggestions. He betook himulf to earnut 
prayer, that God would strengthen him, that he 
might manfully bear his testimony for that dear 
Friend who bad bought him with His blood.

" What sinners value I resign ;
Lord, "11» enough that Thou art mine.
I shall behold Thy blissful face,
And stand complete in righteousness."

This wu snug by the whole congregstion ; 
the young man’s fears all left him ; be wu filled 
with unutterable joy, and felt that he could bear 
his testimony before all the world.

The hymn hu been p.-ecious to* him daring 
the put thirty years, during which time he has 
been constantly bearing his testimony for Jesus ; 
hu been all the time, and is now, a warm
hearted laborer in the Sunday-school During 
the late wu he oonuerated money, time and 
labor in the work of the Christian CommUaion.

A text of Scripture, vena of a hymn, or a 
sweet song of Zion, often provu to the weary 
and timid Christian like the sprig of moss ia 
tke desert which animated and inspired Mungo 
Puk. Let Christiana often apeak in psalms, 
and hymns, and spiritual songs, on tbs pilgri
mage of life.

Intelligente.
Spurgeon’s Church and Sunday 

School.
Mr. Spurgeon is the most popular preacher in 

Loudon. His church will Hit comfortably 6000. 
It is always full. All the aeati in the vut edi
fice are rented. The chapel ia rented by uats. 
The party who takes a pew receives aa many 
tickets u there are seau in it. These hold good 
for six months. Each person to occupy that 
pew prsunts a ticket at the gate and is admitted. 
Without such ticket no one enters till ten min
ute! before aervicea commence. Then the gates 
are opened and the throng ruak in and take all 
unoccupied Hits. Mr. Spurgeou’a church is an 
old cm. It wu formed in 1650. It wu min
istered to by Dr. Gill, Rippon and other distin
guished men. It now numbers 3800 members, 
every one of which hu to report bimulf at the 
monthly Communion or he is subject to discip
line. Mr. Spurgeon is an open Communion 
Baptist, but allows no members but thou who 
have been immersed. The Communion is cele
brated in Mr. Spurgeon’s church every Sunday 
night, but only by a part of his church who be
lieve in a weekly celebration. The regular Com 
munion is monthly.

Everything about this concern is gigantic. 
The chapel as they call dissenting churches here, 
is a huge stone edifice, with a massive atone por 
tico, supported by six columns, and guarded by 
an iron fence which would be sufficient for a 
penitentiary. The interior is cathedrsl style. 
Two deep galleries sweep clear round the church. 
In front of the gallery, opposite the main en
trance, is a large platform, filled with chain, and 
beneath the tables standing on the platform ia 
the beptiitry. Above this platform, is a second 
one. It is reached by circular stairs on either 
side from the first platform. On this upper 
platform is a sofa, with a table by its aide. This 
is the pulpit ef the famous London preacher. 
The platform is surrounded by a railing, and 
this ie all that keeps him from the people. Dar
ing his preaching he walks the circuit ef the rail, 
grasping it at times with energy, smiting it with 
the palms of hie hands, leaning over it while he 
holds a familiar colloquy with his people. Sit
ting on this upper platform the sight ia exhila
rating. Every Hit ia full Every standing 
place is crowded. The aisles can only be known 
by the hight of the men standing in them. At 
precinly the time of worship, Mr. Spurgeon 
walks on the platform from the rear, attended 
by hit elders and deacons, who have seats pre
pared for them in stalls. He is a short chunky 
man, with a genuine English look, dark hair, 
expreuive eyea and cheerful face. He has a 
merry spirit, and cheerfolneu and humor pre
dominate in his system. He is very reverent 
in hit manner. His first act in the public ser
vice is prayer. His voice is ringing and cherry. 
His first words are full and clear through all 
the chapel There is a mouthing, snuffing, whin
ing, indistinct mode of speaking here to which 
Spurgeon is a splendid contrast The singing 
is very grand. Each hymn is read twice—once 
through before singing and then vene by verm 
as it it sung. A chorister steps out on the up
per platform and Htt the tune, in which the 
whole congregation join. No organ or musical 
instrument is allowed in the chapel While be 
preaches every inch of Mr. Spurgeon is to be 
seen from his boots to his hair. A small piece 
of paper laid on the table by the side of the sofa, 
to which he nldom refers, contains hit notes. A 
Htmon of about forty-five minutes is a simple 
presentation of Evangelical truth, earnestly, viv
idly and sometimes graphically Ht forth. Mr. 
Spurgeon hat the power of putting himulf in 
sympathy with his audience and sways them at 
his .will.

Hit Sunday uhool is very large, and would 
be larger if these were room for children. One 
of the Bible cIishi for young men has 200 mem
bers. A Ladies’ Bible Class has 700 in attend
ance and 900 on the roll Six hundred young 
men go out every Sunday to preach among the 
poor and dntitute parts of London. The col
lege connected with this chapel has 93 atudenti, 
every one of whom goes out every Sunday to 
preach in some neglected and destitute parts of 
London.—Correspondent Boston Joumdl.

A Spelling Class "for Colored 
Preachers.

A lady in Augusta, G a., gives aa interesting 
account of an experiment in ‘ teaching theology.’
She uys:

A theological school is just being opened here 
for colored Baptist ministers. A building is to 
be erected by-snd-by, and a professor from the 
North is to take charge ; but at pteunt the 
school is simply a voluntary organization of 
brethren, meeting together for study, with such 
help as they can get. They have asked Mr. 
Prinee to take charge, and be has proposed to 
me to assist him.

I made my first visit lsst night, my good frisnd 
fflaa Burt accompanying me. I had taught 
night school before, but ne^er just this kind of 
school Here were about forty ministers, of dif
ferent ages, from the white-headed father in Is
rael to the young licentiate, every one with a 
book in his hand, and eager to study. They

they should consider it an honor.
It touched me much to sea a row of young 

ministers, every one with a primer in hand j li
centiates I presume then were. Miss B. took 
them in hand, and afterwards attended to a 
Third Reader class, while I took charge of a large 
class in the Freedmen’s Second Reader. On 
the front Hit was a venerable old man, evident
ly more accustomed to the spade or the hoe than 
to a book. Ha held it up to the gai, borrowed 
a pair of ‘ specs' of a neighbor, and finally suc
ceeded in reading the first two paragraphe ef the 
opening lesion! I confess I felt some delicacy 
at correcting the old gentleman for the misplac
ing of a letter or two, or the disregard of the 
commas and periods. I pictured him in the pul
pit giving full vent to hit native eloquence, urg
ing his unconverted brethren to come to Jesus, 
or going down to the river tide to administer the 
rite of baptism ; and I almost felt as if 1 were of
fering an insult to hie gray hairs. Not so he, 
however ; hit face brightened up each time I cor
rected him, and as he evidently enjoyed it I be
gan to enjoy it toe.

But now picture if you can a minister’s spel
ling claie ! Imagine my feelings as I called on
the Rev. Mr.--------  to apell w-o-r-l-d, and the
Rev. Mr.-------- to spell b-e-a-s-t-t ; a difficu t
word, by the way, both to spell and pronounce, 
and over which every one ti ipped and fell I I 
took occasion to enliven the spelling with vari
ous little diaaartstions on the nature and pecu
liar! tiea of the English language, the derivation 
of worda, &c., with which they seemed highly de
lighted. When every one had read and spelt, it
waa proposed by the Rev. Mr.-------- that they
should read the first chapter of Revelation, and 
I readily conunted, adviaing that one should 
read in a distinct audible voice, stopping at the 
end of each verm for the rest to criticise. My 
advice wm followed and proved very acceptable 
in ita results. Criticisms showered down freely, 
and I was appealed to as umpire. • You Hid 
sanctified inatead of signified,’ cried one, allud 
ing to the first verse ; ‘ you said ' the’ things in
stead of ' those’ things,’ cried another, referring 
to the third. The worthy putor stood rebuked 
aad submitted himself with a lowliness worthy 
of imitation. We wound up our exercise by re
peating simultaneously, all the bard words in the 
chapter — Alpha, Omega, Ephesus, Symrna, 
Thyatira, See.

Conversion of Mahometan Offi
cers.

We have been favoured with the following 
most interesting letter by the Hon. Secretary of 
the Ladies’ Syrian Association :—

On Sunday, December 2nd, I was sent for by 
Mr. Robertson to interpret for him, becatue 
some Turkish officers, who had been Mahome- 
dane, and had become Christians, were with him. 
They had lately come from Constantinople aad 
were going the next day to Damascus. I went 
and met them at Mahlein Shaheers’ houu. There 
were two or three women with them. They 
told me that the csuh of their coming to M. 
Shaheers’ was that they were passing the door, 
and they heard some people singing ; they 
thought that it wu Mr. Jeuup’s houu, and, 
having letters for him, they went iu and found 
M. Shaheers and his family sitting together sing
ing. He invited them to sit down with them | 
and, as Mr. Robertson’s houu is very near, they 
unt for me to speak with them.

I asked them how they became Protestants. 
One of them answered that they bad heard the 
word of God from an American Miuionary in a 
village near Constantinople ; then they began to 
search the scriptures and aak about than things, 
till they became quite utiafied that ours ie the 
true religion, and then they openly declared 
themulves Christians. Wbeu this was heard in 
the “ Porte,” the Mufti brought one of them be
fore him, aid asked him if be were really u^ro- 
testant, and he answered, “ Yes, I am.” The 
Mufti said, “ Yen must deny ypur new faith or 
your life will be in danger." He replied, “ You 
can kill the body, but not the soul” He then 
added that our Saviour had uid, “ Whouver 
confesuth my name before the world, him will 
I confess before my Father wbeh is in hear 
en;” and again, “When they bring you be' 
fore rulers, be not afraid,” See. Then the Mufti 
ordered him to prison, where he remained many 
days ; but when the American and English Am' 
busadori heard about him they compelled the 
Government to releau him. They then added, 
“ It ia by God’s help and mercy that we are spar
ed.”

Mr. Robertson remarked that we are told of 
some rulers in the Bible who were pious. They 
said, “ Yu, Cornelius.” And then 1 spoke of 
the other centurion who came to Jhus and ask 
ed him to heal his urvant I made a mistake 
in Turkish, and said his son instead of urvant 
and the wife of one of them immediately stopped 
me and uid, “ No, it not his son, it wu his ur
vant.” They then told me that thirty of their 
regiment in Constantinople have become Chris
tians, and one of chief officers. They told 
also that there are 200 Mahommedans in Con
stantinople who hove become Christians ; after 
confining their frith in the Lord Jesus, they 
were banished, but they have since been recall
ed, and are still standing, firm.—Letter from 
Turkey us Christian World for February.

me at full trot. We caught sight of each other, 
at the same instant. Being without a rifle or 
other meant of defenu, I wheeled suddenly to
ward* the ship, with, 1 fancy, much the same re
flections about discretion and va’or as those 
which crossed the mind of old Jack Falstaff when 
the Douglau Ht upon him ; but finding after a 
few lengthy strides thatT waa-not gobbled up, I 
lcoked back over my shoulder, when, as much 
to my. surprise a* gratification, 1 saw tbs bear 
tearing away toward the open water with a ce
lerity that left no doubt u to the state of his 
-mind. I suppou it would be difficult to deter
mine which was the most frightened—the bear 
or I.

The troops of foxes about us were at first quite 
tame ; but they had been cured of their famil
iarity by the leseona learned from the hunters, 
and had to be approached with adroitness. Of 
both blue and white varieties I had living speci
mens in my cabin. Then two varieties of the 
fox, notwithstanding their many points of raiem- 
blance, are evidently distinct apeciea. I have 
not known them to mix, the coat of each preurv- 
ing its distinctiveiiue, that of the blue tot vary
ing merely in distinctive shade, while the white 
changes only from pure white, to a slightly yel
lowish tinge. Their thins are much sought af
ter by the trappers of South Greenland, where 
the animals are rare, for the fur commands a fa
bulous price in the Copenhagen market.

The tough, nearly hairless hidea of the great 
hi lions, which are about an inch thick, hafl a 
singularly iron-plated look about them, peculiar
ly suggestive of defenu ; while their huge tusks, 
which they brandished with an appearance of 
strength that their awkwardness did not dimin
ish, looked like formidable weapons of offense 
if applied to a boat's planking or to the human 
ribs, if one should find himmlf floundering in 
the ua among the thick-skinned brutes. To 
complete the hediouiaess of a facial expulsion 
which the tusks rendered formidable enough in 
appearance, nature had endowed them with 
bread flat noies which were covered all over with 
•tiff whiskers, looking much like porcupine quilla, 
and extending up to the edge of a pair of gaping 
nostrils. The use of then whiskers is as obscure 
as that of the talks ; though it is probable that 
the latter may be aa well weapons of offenu and 
defenu as for the more uufel purposes of grub
bing up from the bottom of the hi the mollusks 
which constitute their principal food. There 
were two old bulls in the herd who appeared to 
be dividing their time between steeping and jam
ming their tuska into each other* s faces, although 
they appeared to treat the matter with perfect 
indifference, u they did not appear to make im- 
preasion on each other’s thick hides. As we ap
proached then old fellows—neither of which 
could have been leas than sixteen feet long, nor 
smaller in girth than a hogshead—raised up their 
heads, and, after undertaking a leisurely survey 
ef ue, uemed to think ua unworthy of further 
notice ; and, then punching each other again in 
the face fell once more uleep.

Ae we jog on towards spring, each hour of the 
aix months’ darkness grows a little longer, and 
(oaks a little more color ftom the blood, and 
takes a little more from the elutioi ty of the step, 
and adds a little more to the lengthening face 
and cheeks, little byjjttte, the cheerful laugh and 
the merry jeet that came from held and cabin 
and, without being willing to confias it openly, 
yet we are all forced te acknowledge to ounelves 
that the enemy does new and then get the better 
of us, aad that we have often to renew the jase- 
lution. The moonlight cornea and goes again, and 
the night glutens clear and cold ovéyhe white 
landscape ; and the memory returns,"unbidden 
to other daya that are fled and gone ; and wa miss 
in the sparkling air and the still hour of the 
winter night, the jingling belle, and the sleigh 
which will always hold one more, and the way
side inn, and the amoking supper that “ mine 
boat’’ urves up, and the crackling blase of 
country loge ; and then we forget the moon, and 
the snow and the froat, and we recall the sum
mer and the sunshine, we remember that “ the 
sent in the abide of the hawthorn both” ia far 
•way.—Dr. Hayed Open Polar Sea.

Smral
A Life at the Pole-

The hears, wandering continually through the 
night, must needs have a hard struggle to live. 
During the summer, the nils, who furnish their 
only subsistence, crawl up on the ice, and they 
are euily caught ; but in the winter they only 
resort to the erseke to breathe, and in doing ao, 
barely put their noeu above water, ao that they 
are captured with difficulty. Driven to desper
ation by hunger the bears will sometimes invade 
the haunts of men, in march of the food which 
their quick senua have discovered.

I had an adventure about this time, which 
shows that the polar bear is not ao ferocious u 
is generally supposed ; indeed they have never 
been kntfwn to attack man, except when hotly 
pursued and driven to clou quarters. Strolling 
one day along the shore, I was oburring with 
much interest, the effect of recent spring tides 
open the ice-foot when rounding a pointed land,

Off Hand Speaking-
” To speak well you must be in rapport not 

only with your own mind, but with your eubject 
hod your audience; It is really wonderful that 
this connection ia ao rarely complete, and that 
such mishaps come from ita abuuoe. Some
time! you are out of joint with yourulf, and 
your mind Hems no more to -jump with your 
tongue than the mind of the man in the moon, 
and you feel that you have no hold of yourself 
Again your thought, although quite active in a 
certain way, does not enter into the eubject, and 
you are very much like an eager horseman who 
♦ants to ride, but finda the horae refusing to be 
mounted, or when mounted, insisting upon 
standing still or pitching the lucklus rider over 
his bead. Sometimes, moreover, when you and 
your subject get on very well together, you fail 
to connect with the audience, and without having 
any positive quarrel with them, you find your
ulf as far apart as if they were a thousand miles 
off! You will use every means to establish the 
true relation, to keep your own mind ready at 
your call ; to make it dwell faithfully upon such 
leading principles u are fundamental to all im
portant subjects ; and to take vital interact in 
sun, not such u belong to your clique only, but 
in men as men in all the various tempers and 
conditions of the common lot. He is happy 
who masters this connection thoroughly, and 
agreea with his own soul, his subject, and Bia 
audience. He is the good rider who is master 
ef himulf, his good steed, and the road, and he 
goes forth conquering and to conquer.

“ Some very interesting and curious pheno
mena occur when this rapport is complete, and 
some oi the signs that spiritualists ascribe to 
supernatural agency are constant attendants of 
good extemporaneous speaking. A strange, 
and sheering, and powerful influence rius up 
within the speaker, and is met and quickened 
by the subject and the ocouion. The calmer he 
is, and leu elevated and blown about by pusion, 
the more profoundly be is inwardly moved— 
Thoughts and emotions come to him of them- 
ulvu without painful seeking, and the subject 
opens iteelf to him u if it were a part of bin 
own brain or heart Words and unteneei of 
unusual fitness and beauty come to him of (hem-


