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The Conqueror's Grave.
„r WILLIAM C U I. I. K N BRYANT.

n ilbin Ibis lowly g™ve » Conqueror lies,
And ,el the monument proclaims it not,

Sor round the sleeper’s name hath chisel 
wrought

Tbs emblems of a lame that never dies ;
I.THid amaranth, in a graceful sheaf.
Twined with the laurel's fair, imperial leaf.

A simple name alone,
To the great world unknown, 

b graven here, and wild flowers, rising round, 
jfrek meadow-sweet, ami violets of the ground, 

Lean lovingly against the humble stone.

laides below, amid a mass of human beings, 
ami in foul, confined air, was anything but 
inviting, particularly when we learned there Riggs, Scbauffler, and Mr. Everett, mission-

N. Righter, agent of the American Bible QgrOiSIQ Springing frOID Faith ill
Society for the whole East. Dra. Hamlin, r
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Here, in the quiet earth, they laid apart 
No man o‘ iron mould and bloody hand:*,

Wbo sought to wreak upon the cowering lands, 
The passions that consumed his restless heart ; 

Bat ene of tender spirit and delicate frame. 
Gentlest, in mien, and mind>
Of gentle womankind,

Timidly shrinking from the breath of fame ;
One in whose eye the smile of kindness made 

Its haunt, like flowers by sunny brooks in 
May.

Yet at the thought of others’ pain, a shade 
Of sweeter sadness chased the smile away.

Nor deem that when the hand which moulders 
here.

Was raised in menace, realms were chilled with 
fear,

And armies mustered at the signfcas when 
Clouds rise on clouds before the rainy East— 

Grev captains leading bands ot veteran men 
And fiery youths to he the vulture's feast ;— 
Not thus were waged the mighty war that gave 
The victory to lier who fills this grave ;

Alone her task was wrought,
Alone the battle (ought ;

Through that long strife her constant hope was 
staid

On God alone, nor looked tor other aid.

the»

had been already one death from cholera on • ariea, with their families, thus making quite “ Though a host ahouM encamp again* me, my heart 
hoard, and two additional cases remained, an American sâttlement. Mr. rlamlin has hide me in h^ pavilion lie shall me up upon a rock ’ 
Therefore, commending myself to the pro- charge of a seminary for the education ot —Pinlmt x,v,i 85
lection of the kind Father of us all, 1 galh- Ameniao young men, which numbers forty IIe wh° bravely endures great sufferings, 
ered the drapery of my Scotch plaid around
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me, and laid down to pleasant dreams on 
the naked deck, canopied by the soit, hazy 
sky of the Orient. Never was air more 
balmy, or sleep more refreshing.

The next day we passed many places of 
historic or fabled interest, among others the 
alleged Plains of Troy,steamed through the 
classic Hellespont by night, hurried over the 
Sea of Marmora by daylight, and at 8 P. 
M. OB the 6th day of November came in 
sight of the loviest daughter of the sea, the 
capital of the East, the far-famed city of 
Constantine. Nor had all that romancist or 
poet ever wrote equalled the reality ot the 
scene. At first the city was stretched out 
before us in the dim, imperfect line of an 
amphitheatre, the picturesqueOriental houses 
covering the hill-side, while the arrow mi
narets and dazzling domes of the temples of 
Mohammed crowned the height, in their re
splendent brightness drawn in effective re
lict on the back ground of a mellow Eas
tern sky. As we drew nearer, the amphi
theatre began to separate itself into distinct 
hills. Mosque detached itself from mosque, 
the outline became broader, more varied, 
and more picturesque, until even in the cold
ness of our own nature, we were ready to 
acknowledge that for once, reality had out
stripped romance, and prose out-poetried 
poatry. On our left was the city proper, old 
Stamboul, separated by the Golden Horn 
from Galata and Pera, with its prominent 
Genoese tower ; before us the beautiful Bos
phorus, connecting the Sea of Marmora with 
the Black Sea ; on our right the Asiatic 
coast, with Scutari and its colossal hospital 
of “Nightingale” notoriety; also the old 
city of Chalcedon, of peculiar interest in 
early Church history. Such a tout ensemble 
we had not before witnessed, nor do we ever 
expect “ to see its like again.”

Friendless and alone, we trusted onrselves 
to the Turkish caique, and I was soon fol
lowing my guide to a hotel in the Frank por
tion of the city. The romance of the reali
ty fades very much on entering the narrow, 
filthy, crowded streets, jostled by porters 
carrying immense weights, by donkeys and 
camels, pashas on richly caparisoned horses, 
now almost trodden under foot, now receiv
ing a thwack on the head from articles of 
freight, attacked by savage dogs, or scowled 
at by beardless eunuchs lor stopping to gaze 
at the female curiosities under their protec
tion, all veiled, with the exception of pierc
ing black eyes and a large nose, meeting 

sounding "Greeks, Jews, Turks, Armenians, Persians, 
Circassians, negroes, Germans, French, 
English, Italians, Spaniards, in their pecu
liar dress : all this, and much more, pre 
sents itself in a few minutes’ walk in the 
city of the Sultan.

A part of my object in visiting Constan
tinople was to become acquainted with our 
excellent American missionaries, and with 
their operations in this interesting and im 
portant field. For this purpose 1 was for
tified with a general letter of introduction 
to them all from the Rev. Dr. King, of 
Athens, and I found it ot much service. I 
first visited the Rev. Dr. Goodell, one of the 
pioneers in this missionary field, and who is 
well known in America. It is superfluous 
to add that 1 received a cordial American 
welcome from him and his large, interesting 
family, and passed a lew evenings with much 
pleasure und profit in their society. The 
hospitality of the missionaries at this place 
is quite Oriental, and a decided improve
ment on ours at home ; they all have what 
they term a “ friend's room," and you are 
always expected to pass the night. As is 
well "known, the labour of Dr. Goodell's life 
has been to translate the entire Bible into 
Armeno-Turkish, that is, into the Turkish 
language with the Armenian character.— 
This he has already done, and I found him 
in his lioine-like study engaged in an entire 
revision of his translation. The value of 
this immense work eternity alone can un
fold. Well might one exclaim, after such a 
Herculean labour, as it would seem to us, 
“ | have accomplished the work thou gavest 
me to do.” But this is not the feeling of 
these noble-hearted men ir. Turkey. They 
will only close their labours with their lives. 
I was much gratified to find the doctor, al
though in the decline of life and strength, 
as genial and entertaining a companion as 
one could wish, giving himself up, alter the 
laliours of the day, to an unrestrained free
dom of social intercourse with his family 
and friends, quite after the German charac
ter. It is to these evenings of rest, and 
lively, social pleasures that he attributes, in 
part at least, his good health, after so much 
labour and anxiety. May God long spare 
his life for the missionary work, and may 
his labours tie blessed to the salvation of 
multitudes unborn in this distant land !

In the immediate vicinity ot Dr. Goodell 
is the school lor the education ot Armenian 

I girls. It is at present under the superin-
, , , , , tendence of Mini West, from Palmyra, New-I Iriisr, nroluably emn oved ! x- , , , , , i,• ' • ’ ’ \ ork, and numbers twenty-three pupils. Itadvantages ot leisure v travel 1 • ■ J ■

conducted in llie nulit -junt and with the 
proper preparation, absolutely incalculable.
A limited degree ut study in places hallowed 
Uy association, produces that freshness and 

reo/ib/, which are. alter all, ti 
^traction, and a great object ot all study

students. English text books are in use, as maintains a firm will amidst overwhelming 
all the students learn English. Theology is perils, and whose intrepidity remains un
made a prominent study, and already have I shaken in dangerous extremities, is account-

She met the hosts of sorrow with a look 
That altered not Iwneath the frown 

wore,
And soon the lowering brood were tamed and 

took,
Meekly, her gentle rule, and frowned no 

more.
Her soft hand put aside the assaults of wrath, 

And calmly broke in twain,
The fiery shafts of pain,

And rent the net of passions from her path.
By that victorious hand despair was slain.

With love she vanquished hate, and overcame 
Evil with good, in her Great Master’s name

Her glory is not of this shadowy state,
Glory that with the Hefting season dies ;

But when she entered at the sap hi re gate,
"Wbat joy was .radiant in celestial ey 

How Heaven’s bright depths with 
welcomes rung,

And flowers of heaven| by shining hands 
were flung !

And He who, long before,
Vain, scorn, and sorrow bore,

The Mighty Sufferer, with aspect sweet, 
Smiled on the timid stranger from his seat,

He who returning, glorious, from the grave, 
Dragged Death, disarmed, in chains, a crouch

ing slave.

See as I linger here, the sun grows low ,
Cool airs are murmuring that the night is 

near.
0 gentle sleeper, from thy grave I go, 
Consoled though /ad, in hope ami yet in tear. 

Briet is the time, I know.
The warfare scarce begun ;

Yet all may win the ti iumphs thou has won.
Still flow the fount whose waters strengthened 

thee;
The victor's names are yet too lew to fill 

Heaven's mighty roll ; the glorious armory, , 
That ministered to thee, is opuii still.

— Putman's Mayazittr.

Correspondence of the Christian Advocate & Journal.

Letter from Constantinople.
Where 1 have been «n i what I have done since my 
list letter—KmbarK lor Constantinople—Sights U, the 
v.v— Appr-j.o'-h to the V tv - Splendour of the Scene 
—the Romance and the Reality— American Mission 
aries—Mission Schi.d- lor the Armenians — The Turk 
ish Charade!—The Ha h

Many months have transpired since my 
last communication, and in ihe mean time 1 
have passed through many new and strange 
scenes in the various countries 1 have visit
ed. The fatigue ot travel and the engross
ment of time, wheie study is sought to be 
untied to travel, have rendered it nearly im
possible tor me to communicate with Ame
rican friends as I might -have desired.—

, Since my last date, which I think was Lon
don, I have visited England, Scotland, and 
Ireland, become somewhat acquainted with 
the people of these countries, have passed 
months ot study and observation in Paris, 
made a pilgrimage to Geneva and Mount 
Hianc, loitered through N ut hern Italy, and 
remained a lew weeks in classic Athens, j 
prosecuting the study ot Greek literature ’ 
and ol I lie modern Greek language ; and in 
<vmpanion-hip with noba-.minded generous j 
tireek students, UeVmed daily to lectures in j 

’■he rich, euphonious language of Plato and 
Socrates. l'lin- my time lias been indus-
Iriously and,
'or l think tli

twenty native pastors left this institution for 
labour among their countrymen. Dr. Riggs 
has charge of the printing press, but poor 
health will oblige him to visit America in 
the ensuing spring. Dr. Schâuffler bas been 
labouring in the Jewish field, but during the 
visit of Dr. Anderson, secretary of the 
Board of Missions, this field of labour has 
been given up, and Dr. Scbaufflek will pro
bably direct his attention to the Turks.— 
These brethren all dwell altogether in uni
son, and they are doing a wonderful work. 
They arc very anxious that the Methodist 
denomination should supply the Bulgarian 
field, which is considered the most promising 
in entire Turkey. There are several cha
pels, in which there is Armenian service 
each Sunday, and this work only suffers 
from want of more labourers

But there is now promise that this field 
of operation, interesting as it is, will be 
eclipsed by another of still greater interest. 
Within a tew months a movement has been 
made among the Turks themselves, not only 
in the city, but also in the interior, as en
couraging as it was unexpected. They have 
suddenly commenced buying the Scriptures 
in their own language, and some have al
ready renounced their faith in Mohammed as 
a prophet. Atdliis opportune time the Eng
lish, American, Prussian, and Dutch gov
ernments are pressing the subject of entire 
religious liberty upon the Ottoman govern
ment, with every sign of final success. It 
is not for man to foretell the result of this 
grand movement, which is so eagerly watch
ed by Christians of every country. Upon 
this subject, at least, the occasion of the pre
sent war has been productive of much good.

In regard to the general subject of the 
Turkish character, I find it like many other 
things, which, after much study and obser
vation, one can pronounce upon with less 
confidence than at first ; entire ignorance is 
wont to exercise the prerogative of absolute 
certainty and unmistakeable confidence. I 
am tempted to ask, in regard to many things 
in this world, What is truth, after all? In 
regard to the authority due to the ordinary 
books of travel by flying Americans, on this 
vexed subject, I think there is not so much 
doubt. They pronounce ex cathedra, when 
they have no means of knowing anything as 
they ought to know it. Even among those 
who know the language, and have resided 
for years in Turkey, I find a very great di
versity of opinion. Ftom all I can see and 
learn, I am inclined to believe the Turks 
have more good qualities than it has been 
fashionable to represent. That they have 
a remarkable kindliness of nature appears 
beyond dispute. In regard to the philoso
phy of the Turks in practical life, there is 
reason to Mieve it is not mere stupor, as is 
so often charged. rI can hut think that if a 
little of the Turkish coolness was engrafted 
on the Yankee character, it would be a de
cided benefit. There might be a less num
ber of steam-engines and patented machines, 
but I am confident the purposes of human 
existence would be quite as well answered. 
Speaking with regard to things of highest 
import in this life, I am unable to see the 
mighty advantages of an entire engrossment 
in the material world. 1 can hut feel much 
interest in the Turkish character, particu
larly when it comes under ’he influence of 
the word of God.

Although 1 shall attempt no general des
criptions in my letters, leaving this much- 
cultivated field to professional writers, yet it 
may not be amiss to glance at one of the 
curiosities of the East, of which so much 
has been said and written, the Turkish bath. 
Upon this subject I can speak from a very 
touching experience. Many travellers re
fuse to venture their life and limbs, that 
they may speak, for once at least, with cer
tainty. When I declared my intention of 
becoming experimentally acquainted with 
this Oriental institution, I was cautiously 
advised to seek a proper day, that it might 
not end in a fever, and to have a sufficient 
amount of time remaining before my ex
pected departure for the healing of broken 
bones and dislocated joints. In company 
with a good friend, for mutual support and 
encouragement, I went pre pat ed to meet 
ray fate. We were first ushered into a 
large reception ball, where we were stripped 
of our clothing. We were then taken to a 
second room, it ith an exceedingly high tem
perature from steam, where we were stretch
ed on a hot, sweating, marble floor until 
there was a general time ol free, harmo
nious perspiration. At first there was a 
little gasping for breath, but that soon passed 

When sufficiently melted, we were

ed a hero. Hence, history has written the 
name of Tarik, a Saracen prince, among its 
heroes, because, after his army had fought 
against superior numbers, and sixteen thou
sand of bis men lay dead or wounded on 
the field of Xeres, near Cadiz, be remained 
imconquered. Turning to the survivers, he 
cried aloud, “ My brethren, the eneny is be
fore you ; the sea is behind you. Whither 
would ye fly ? Nay ! follow your gene rah 
I am resolved to lose my life or trample on 
the prostrate king of the Romans."

Animated by this address, his troops ral
lied. Tha strife was renewed ; the tide of 
battle turned, and the enemies of Tarik were 
cut to pieces.

The conduct of Tarik in this battle con
stituted him a hero. His brave soul stood 
unappalled amidst the terror of that deadly 
strife. Unconquered and unconquerable, 
his firm will refused to yield, even when to 
hope for victory seemed madness. And 
however much we may feel disgusted at the 
cruelty and barbarism of war, we cannot 
help our admiration of these noble qualities 
in the man. Such deeds are the attractions 
of history.

But the royal Psalmist exhibits a nobler 
and grander heroism than the Saracen war
rior. Like Tarik, he could face a host with 
a heart of iron ; hut he drew his courage 
from a higher source. Tarik’s heroism 
sprung from the dark depths of human pas
sion. He was too proud to yield to a detest
ed foe, and therefore, he grimly resolved to 
fling his life away, preferring death to in
glorious defeat. But David’s heroism flow
ed from a heart brimful of holy trust in 
God. He drew the sword at God’s bidding ; 
he fought to accomplish God’s purpose ; he 
felt safe because of God’s presence ; he felt 
assured of victory because God bad promis
ed it to his arms. Hence, not only his man
ner, but even his heart, was calm in the 
most critical moments of battle. “ Though 
a host should encamp against me,” he sings, 
“my heart shall not fear.” But why ? 
Because, like Tarik, he was too proud to 
yield, and too ignorant of the future to 
dread death ? Nay, but because Jehovah 
was his friend : “ In the time of trouble he 
shall hide me in his pavilion.”

The Christian Church lias furnished a 
host of heroes fashioned after the pattern of 
:he royal Psalmist ; heroes, the least of 
whom wa< more glorioui than Tarik. These 
heroes of Christianity compose the noble 
army of martyrs, and the records of war 
may be safely challenged to produce such 
lolty exhibitions of the heroic as are found 
on the pages of ecclesiastical history. The 
military hero marches to the field of his 
glory stimulated by the presence of his 
companions in arms, the clangor of the 
trumpet, the melody cf martial music, and 
by all the pomp and circumstance of war. 
The martyr moves to the scene of his suffer
ing unsustained by the presence of his 
friends, not only without the stimulus of 
one favourable, visible fact, but amidst the 
hissings and jeers of-a multitude of foes. 
The warrior is necessarily excited by his 
passions, which make him blind to all sense 
of personal danger ; the martyr is calm, and 
the pains of a bitter death stand distinctly 
before bis eyes. Tbe soldier has the hope 
ol coming from the strife unarmed ; the mar
tyr is sure that his fate is to suffer. The 
prospect of his country’s approval, the smile 
of men, and the admiration of mankind, 
warm the heart of the former ; while the lat
ter falls with human execrations ringing in 
his ears. Visible honours await the first ; 
the latter must derive all his strength from 
invisible sources—from the promises of an in 
visible God, and the hope of an invisible re
ward. Yet with all these advantages in fa 
vour of the warrior, the martyr has equalled 
if not excelled him, in brave endurance of 
suffering, in intrepid defiance of danger, in 
unconquerable firmness of will

We know no better example of martyr 
heroism that that furnished by Eusebius in 
his account of the death of the venerable 
Polycarp, the personal friend of tbe apostles, 
and Bishop of Smyrna. Placed at the pro
consul’s tribunal, he stood bowed beneath 
the weight of many years, in the fullness of 
patriarchal beauty, while a ferocious mob 
clamoured fiercely for his blood. We love 
to picture him to our fancy with a few thin 
locks of whitened hair scattered over his 
head ; a large, clear brow, rich in the wrin
kles of honourable age ; unclouded, mild 
eyes, beaming with devotion from beneath 
his arched brow ; a venerable beard white 
as driven snow, and his aged countenance 
radiant with the light which streams from

“ Call them ! ” replied the invincible old 
man.

Thinking to add terror to his threats, the 
incensed judge cried out, “ I will cause you 
to be consumed by fire, should you despise 
tbe beasts ! ”

At this utterance a smile lights up tbe in
trepid patriarch’s face, and he calmly re
sponds, “ You threaten fire that burns for a 
moment ; but you know nothing of the fire 
of eternal punishment reserved for the wick
ed. But why do you delay ? Bring what 
you wish ! ”

Upon hearing this, the astonished procon
sul proclaimed, through a herald, to the 
multitude, “ Polycarp confesses that he is a 
Christian ! ” And then, amidst cries and 
yells from innumerable voices, tbe glorious 
old patriarch is dragged to u pile of wood 
and straw, which is hastily thrown together 
by the blood-thirsty mob. With perfect 
self-possession, he lays aside his outer gar
ments, and suffers himself to be bound to the 
stake. Thus bound, he lifts his eye to hea
ven, but not, as common martyrs da, to seek 
strength to suffer. He had that already.—

He looked up to offer a sort of triumphal 
song to God—a loyal thanksgiving for being 
permitted Ihe honour of proving his adhesi
on to his Master by a martyr's death. A« 
the voice of his death dies away, fire is ap
plied to his pyre, and, a moment alterward, 
he is seen standing in sereee majesty, wrap
ed in flames. A few moments of suffering 
ing succeed, and Polycarp is in heaven.

This is heroism m the highest degree, 
combining bravery, intrepidity and firmness, 
under circumstances most trying to human 
courage. More nobly human nature could 
not deport itself ; and there is no battle- 
scene which displays the heroic half so beau
tifully as this martyrdom of a Christian 
bishop.—Sacred Kchocs from the Harp ot 
David.

Progress of Civilization.
The course of civilization flows on like a 

mighty river through a boundless valley, 
calling to the streams from every side to 
swell its current, which is always growing 
wider and deeper, and clearer as it rolls 
along. Let us trust ourselves upon its bo
som without fear ; nay, rather witli confidence 
and joy. Since tlte progress of the race 
appears to be the great purpose of Prov
idence, it becomes us all to venerate the 
future. We must be ready to sacrifice our
selves for tbe coming generation, as they in 
their turn must live lor their posterity. We 
are not to be disheartened that the intimate 
connection of humanity renders it impossible 
for any one portion of the civilized world 
to be much in advance of all the rest ; nor 
to grieve because an unalterable condition 
of perfection can never be attained. Every
thing is in movement, and for the better, 
except only the fixed eternal law by which 
the necessity of change is established ; or 
rather, except only God, who includes in 
himself all being, all truth, and all law.— 
The subject of man’s thoughts remains the 
same, but the sum of bis acquisitions ever 
grows with time ; so that h!s last system of 
philosophy is always the best, for it includes 
every one that went before. The last poli
tical state of the world likewise is ever 
more excellent than the old, for it presents 
in activity the entire inheritance of truth, 
fructified by the living and moving mind of 
a more enlightened race.”—Bancroft.
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is m a very flourishing condition, aud is in 
excellent hands. When this school was first 
commenced, many years ago, there was 
much opposition to it from the Armenians 
themselves. They said it was impossible to 

n u mv leac** females any more than wild asses, and 
it taught, they could not light a pipe or wait 
upon their masters any better. This preju
dice is now so far removed, that not only is 
the school full, but it has awakened the Ar
menians to establish schools themselves, thus 
doing much good, both directly and indirect
ly. The pupils are instructed in the ordin
ary elementary branches, in moral and meo- 

b , an Oppressive Grecian sun, 1 em- | ta[ philosophy, in the Bible, needlework and 
Ur ? U’,n :l * reneh steamer tor Cons tan- i music. It was quite affecting to hear them 
1.°°/ :l fmai adieu to the classic j sjng j„ unison in their own language familiar
^ -1. ^ fl,‘ accommodations on board I found j clmrcfi tunes that 1 had heard from an affec- 
tam m”,llU,1 a-reeablc. O ir company was ( ,jonaie Christian mother since my earliest 
oo °i ’I"e '* French soldiers, j rec0||ectk>n. There is at present an inter-

un"r‘"d English bakers, all dcsiined to j uStjag religious work going on in the school, 
Wllh passengers and crew, anj each pupil has her own closet for a 

»>g the number to eight hundred, mille halt.hour’s solitary prayer and meditation
each morning. They are all so much at-

at the An, V 7' ,- "B......- i tached to their teacher, that they insisted
Pomted mu ^ n, /‘ueven1'“s wus 1 strenuously upon not /saving the usual vaca
nt the e trlv' - h“"V’ Marathon, the scene ( tion for Christmas, a thing quite unparalleled 
tint, to wi iorj Ur'*rW", , 1 lle rellec* lin school history, even in Christian coun-

vnd travel, and which may be likened to the ; 
^neftts derived front the teachings of a liv- j 
it\j teacher in comparison with the teachings 
ul a book, or from the soul-stirring extern- j 
foraneous speaker when compared to the j 
®ere trader of a prosaic essay.

Gn the 4th ot November, at 3 P. M., ! 
under ;

y. "uni ""’‘'"“'"'I , Turks into | his happy soul, and beautiful for tbe benevo
lence of its expression. Thus he appears, 
that lovely old man, the fame of whose pi
ety is as wide as the knowledge of Christi
anity, at the judgment seat of his persecu
tors. Tbe proconsul himself, despite bis 
Roman firmness, is moved by his appear
ance, and appears anxious to save his vic
tim's life. Addressing him, he says :

•• Have a regard for your age ! Swear 
by the genius of Ciesar ! Swear, and 1 will 
dismiss you."

These look like easy terms. A few 
words, and Polycarp may live. Ay ! but 
these few words may wound his Master, and 
render himself an infamous traitor to the 
best of sovereigns. And what is death cont
oured to such infamy ? Evidently death is

ish coffee with a serenity of body and soulYnothing to Polycarp compared to dishonour 
s ranee, who a se c y j , nalmlr surviving the multitude
never before experienced, 1 tell at peace

dragged by naked .savage-looking 
a side court still hotter, thrust down upon a 
platform, and scalded with hot water, dashed 
int^opr faces and over our bodies, until we 
bad the appearance of boiled lobsters.— 
Then, by the assistance of rough mittens, 
we were entirely rubbed out of our outer 
skin, when the savages caught us by the 
hair and held our heads against the wall 
with one hand, while they solt-soaped us 
entirely with the other, until eyes, ears, and 
nose were full, and we could neither see 
nor breathe, I was determined to see the 
whole process, and only gasped out to my 
weak brother that Mohammed was great. 
For one or two minutes the suffering was 
painful, but tbe recovery was bliss indeed. 
Enveloped in warm blankets,«sipping lurk-

Scriptural Illustrations.
The Arabs of the desert commonly clothe 

themselves also in manufactures of camel's 
hair ; and the article most prized by them 
is the “ liaik," or cloak of that material.— 
It is either black or white, with or without 
broad stripes ; it consists of a square piece, 
with holes for the arms, and has no seam. 
The Druses of Lebanon, and the jieople of 
Mesopotamia, not only wear a coat which is 
“ without seam,” but “of many colors," 
having variegated stripes proceeding a point 
downwards from the shoulders, like a re 
versed pyramid. This is believed to be of 
the same description as that bestoiwed by 
Jacob on his favorite child. We are in
formed that our Saviour also wore “ a coat 
without seam, woven from the top through
out and that, in the wilderness, John 
“ had his raiment of camel's hair, and a lea
thern girdle about his loins.” Tbe “ sack
cloth ” of the Scriptures was a similar ma
nufacture, but of the roughest kind, like 
that which is worn by dirvishes and reputed 
saints. It is still used for sacks arid tent 
covers. We can easily understand the ne
cessity of a girdle ; no persons with loose 
flowing robes can engage in active occupa 
tions without first “girding up the loins"— 
that is, taking up a portion of their dress 
out of their way. Some lay aside their 
outer garment for the time ; others prepare 
to put forth their strength by fastening a 
belt or girdle round the waist, and by laying 
bare the arms to the shoulders. Thus Elijah 
“ girded up his loins, and ran before Ahab 
to Jezreel and the sacred writings abound 
in passages which, like this, illustrate the 
habits of those who wear the Oriental cos
tume.

Neglect of the Means of Grace.
We cannot conceive how so many pro

fessed Christians habitually neglect tbe 
means of ,grace furnished in5 the chnrcb for 
their special benefit, — without so much as a 
momentary conviction of its sinfulness.— 
Surely there must be a fatal error some- j 
where, either in the hearts and minds ul 
those, who, while they endeavour to per
suade us that they are deeply concerned for 
salvation at the same time wantonly neglect i 
to use the very instrumentalities by which 
they may escape “ the corruptions that are 
in the world ” and “ make their calling and j 
election sure." There is certainly a strange j 
incongruity here ! and we should suppose j 
the thing impossible, were it not practically i 
demonstrated in every day life.

This subject lias for a long time been a I 
source of much distress to my mind, and 
there is but one conclusion to which, after 
the most thorough and patieifv^xamination,
I can possibly arrive. It does seem uncha
ritable to suppose, that such persons have 
no saving interest in Christ—no well ground
ed hope of heaven, no relish for spiritual en
joyments ; and vet, what supposition is more 
reasonable ? To say that one whose heart 
thrills with love to God—whose whole na
ture is permeated by the divine Spirit— 
transformed—regenerated—whose one pur
pose is to glorify our Father in heaven, can 
wilfully, and without compunction of con
science, habitually neglect the means of 
grace, is to suppose it possible that one 
whose whole being is absorbed in the plea
sures of life, and whose only ambition is to 
“ lay up treasures on earth,” may turn aside 
from the paths that lead to fortune, and 
trample upon the very idols he delights to 
honour.

Now, while we do not presume to test the 
sincerity of the heart by the regular and 
punctilious observance of the rites and cere
monies of the church ; yet we do maintain 
that if the heart be imbued with heavenly 
zeal and love — if its every aspiration should 
be heavenward, as most surely it should be 
—no privilege will be lightly esteemed—no 
opportunity disregarded, that may render 
one more useful tbthe church and the world, 
more holy in heart and in life. This truth 
must be evident to all. And yet, whether 
really ignorant of this truth, or only seem
ingly so by design, how many there are who 
from Sabbath to Sabbath, year after year, 
not only regard it as a great sacrifice to 
attend I lie worship of God, but actually 
complain when they are urged for instance 
to attend service on Sunday night, saying 
that two sermons on Sabbath are as much 
as they can conveniently hear. They are 
absent on prayer meeting occasions—always 
absent. They are generally absent from 
class meetings, regularly absent from love 
feasts ; have no time to devote to the Sab
bath school—none for the Stewards', Trus
tees', Quarterly conference', or any other 
meeting of the church.

And what is their excuse ? Business en
gagements ! And who may not urge the 
same with as much propriety as they ?— 
May not all the members^of the church, es
pecially the poor, who labour for a pittance, 
and yet who are always present on such oc
casions, more reasonably be excluded on this 
plea ? And for whom are they toiling, and 
wasting their mental and physical strength ? 
Is it for the glory of God ? Is it to advance 
the interests of Christ’s Kingdom in the 
world ? Alas ! alas ! For fortune and ho
nour— worldly honour, they labour without 
ceasing. They are deceived, and yet seem 
Ijjind to the cheat. Strange inconsistency ! 
How such persons can hope to “ grow in 
grace" or maintain a good profession before 
the world is something I frankly confess in
conceivably preposterous. They have time 
for any and every Interest, but that of the 
church and their own eternal welfare. Sick 
or well their business must be attended to. 
Their worldly project will never be interfer- 
ed witb by any circumstances. They have 
lime to be laid low with disease, and for 
weeks together resign all their business 
schemes into other hands ; but not an hour 
of their precious time in health can be given 
to God from their business. They must 
have time to die ! and oh ! bow terrible the 
conviction of that hour, when a fortune has 
been made—an honourable name secured 
among men ; but a soul in poverty and dark
ness, a fearful, helpless future beyond ! — 
They have worked and accomplished their 
earthly designs ; but the great work—tbe 
work demanding all the energies of soul and 
body has been neglected. The night sha
dows are gathering—the day of labour is 
ended and this great work is not yet done !

Alpuecs.
—Southern Christian Advocate.

* ...... passengers ana crew, ;
number to eight hundred, quite 

toough tor the hot weather and the cholera 
Season- 1 soon took ray last lingering look

with all mankind. It was a matter of utter 
indifference to me whether my next voyage 
took me to my own home or to Botany Bay. 
I was awakened from my Elysian dream by 
the calls of my burying friend, and I only 
regretted that there was permitted me mere
ly three short hours for that most luxurious 
of all pleasures, the Turkish bath. More 
anon. D.

Constantinople, Dee., 1855.
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is <>t .Marathon, the scene 
ut Greece. The rellec- 
hUtoriv lit*I*I gave birth 

' interrupted by thoughts fur the night. 
_ cover,-,| the lace of the deep,
We ®°uf?Kt tor re-t. To obtain a berth 
lmp0e“ble- To sleep on the floor or

My next visit was to Bebek, a beautiful 
village situated on the Bosphorus, six miles 
front the city. Here reside 07 esteemed 
friend and future travelling companion, Rev.

It is the best of all blessings to die well, 
and get safely home to heaven.—Stoner.

Thf. thoughts ot the righteous are right ; 
but the counsels of the wicked are deceit.

In diving to the bottom of pleasures, we 
bring up more gravel than pearls.—Balzac.

Hence, after calmly surveying the multitude 
a moment, be turns to the proconsul with 
words so full of simple affection, we wonder 
they had not broken even a Roman heart 
Hear him :

“ Revile Christ ! ” he exclaims, as if that 
were a crime too base to be thought of— 
“ revile Christ ! Eighty-and-six years have 
I served him, and he never did me wrong ; 
and can I now blaspheme my King that has 
saved me ? '

The Roman still urges, but the noble old 
man replies. “ I am a Christian ! If you 
want to know what the doctrine of Christi
anity is, grant me a day, and listen to me.”

The proconsul, finding entreaties useless* 
now resorted to threats. “ I have wild 
beasts at hand,” be says ; “ I will cast you 
to them unless you change your mind !

Indian Commentary.
“ Cast thy brt-ad upon th* watU-as for then ‘bait fiu-i it 

after many day*.' — Eccl. xl. 1.
Some years ago one of the preachers of 

tbe Mohegan tribe of Indians, which tribe is 
situated on the Thames, between Norwich 
and New London, was preaching on the 
above text. To illustrate bis subject and 
enforce the doctrine of charity, he brought 
forward a circumstance that transpired in 
bis early days. To use bis own language, 
he observed : “ A certain man was going 
from Norwich to New London, with a load 
ed team ; on attempting to ascend the hill 
where Indian lives, he found bis team could 
not draw his load; he came to Indian, and 
got him to help him up with his oxen. Af
ter he had got up, he asked Indian what was 
to pay : Indian tell him to do as much for 
somebody else. Sometime afterwards, In
dian wanted a canoe,—he went up Shetuck- 
et River, found a tree and made one. When 
he got it done, he could not get it to the ri
ver. Accordingly he went to a man and of
fered him all the money he had if be would 
go and draw it to the river for him. The 
man observed, he would go. After getting 
it to the river, Indian offered to pay him.— 
No, said the man don’t you recollect so 
long ago helping a man up the hill by your 
bouse ? Yes. Well : I am the man,— 
there, take your canoe and go home. So, I 
find it after many days.”—Bel. Messenger.

The Mighty Power of God.
A young man, who was very thoughtless 

and negligent of religion, and to whom no 
person had spoken on the subject, as he was 
standing engaged in an engrossing employ
ment, became suddenly and remarkably im
pressed with a sense of the being and cha
racter of God. His mental exclamation, 
“ O, the being, the majesty, and the good
ness of God ! And how I have neglected 
him ?” His frame trembled ; tears, floods 
of tears, gave vent to bis feelings.

Young man, have you been thus deeply 
convinced of the being, the majesty and the 
goodness of God and your shameful neglect 
of him ? If not, his mighty Spirit may con
vince you in a manner and at a time you 
little think of. Perhaps you may doubt of 
God’s being, or be imbued with infidel sen
timents. The writer was so, and would 
most likely have been so, but for a power 
that was “ not dreamt of in his philosophy" 
—tbe mighty power of God’s Holy Spirit. 
He had to stand still in the midst of his 
atheistic neglect of God, and proud and ir
rational infidelity, and in “ a flood of tears” 
see, by the demonstration of the Spirit, the 
transcendent glory of Christianity, and the 
dreadful infatuation of despising the glorious 
Gospel of Christ ; and from that day to this, 
he has been fully as persuaded of the truth 
of Divine revelation, as he is of his own 
existence, and has been endeavoring to spend 
his time and energies in “ preaching the 
faith which once he destroyed."

Young man ! believe one who knows both 
sides. Christianity is true, and infidelity, 
atheism, secularism (or by whatever name 
the antagonism of Holy Scriptures may be 
called,) they are one and all supreme im
postures, and exist only through the gulli
bility and godlessness of unfledged, sell- 
sufficient, and spiritually unenlightened
minds.

Freni thf New York t>hf#rv«r.

Kirwan on the Archbishop,
the archbishop thinks his ciivrch is

INCREASING : KIRWAN THINKS NOT.
“Archbishop Hughes, in his recent lec

ture in Baltimore, expressed the^ opinion 
that the Roman Catholic Church in this 
country can anticipate little increase to its 
numbers or strength from immigration , and 
that the future hopes of the Church must 
be based upon its retaining its present num
bers, and upon the increase from conver
sions. lie thinks the present condition of 
the Church, and the numerous accessions 
which, lie says, have been made to it from 
eonverts of American birth, justify the 
most sanguine expectations in this regard.

We clip the above from the papers, as a 
brief synopsis of a lecture delivered re
cently in Baltimore by Bishop Hughes of 
this city. The bishop has so utterly fallen 
from the position he once occupied, that his . 
opinions, on any subject, weigh not a feather 
beyond the illiterate circle of which lie is 
the centre ; and on this account we might 
he excused from noticing the above charac
teristic paragraph. VN ti supposed, also, that 
his tremendous etfort to raise the window, 
and with covered hands, to cast out that 
vile insect. Brooks, had so completely ex
hausted his lowers, that we should not 
hear of him again, until they had sufficient 
time to reoover. We supposed that he 
would have confined hiinsell to the duties 
of his office, which arc, mainly, mumbling 
masses, walehin»U^A' political vantf so as to 
know where, and tor what party, to set his 
traps,—and husbanding the income of the 
‘ Calvary Cemetery.' We expected, oc
casionally, to hear ol his gracing a mass 
meeting of Irishmen» met to consult^md to 
tight, about the liberation of Ireland,—or a 
lecture in the Tabernacle, by tip; poor, fee
ble, fickle, fallen Bishop Ives, Wdio has dis
covered, since he hung his trinkets over the 
tomb of St. l'eter, wii.U a blessing It was 
that printing was so long undiscovered, and 
what a blessing ignorance is, because it 
compels ignorant people to learn divine 
truth Iroat the priests' lips, that cannot lie, 
instead M learning it from the printed page, 
which may lie! ! But the bishop has dis
appointed our suppositions, and our expec
tations, and he has ventured another expe
riment upon the credulity of the public, of 
which tlie above is given as the substance. 
Let us briefly analyze the assertions of the 
pretentious paragraph.

1. “ The Catholic Church in this coun 
try can anticipate little increase to its mem
bers or strength from immigration.” This 
sentence is designed, no doubt, to lull the 
apprehensions of Vrotestants, on the one 
hand, and to excite prejudice against the 
Know-Nothings on the other. Many are 
alarmed'at the influx ol the squalid I’opish 
population that infest djh? -enboard, and that 
are crowding all the ways ol access to the 
interior of the country. They are every 
where, like the frogs of Egypt, and they 
arc just as much, and as little to be feared. 
Since the beginning ot the Russian war, 
and since the opening of the present refor
mation in Ireland, and since the increasing 
benefits of the “encumbered Estates Bill” 
there have been made apparent, emigra
tion has been greatly diminished from Ire
land and Germany. But when the war is 
ended, and when high prices aud low wages 
again rule, the tide w ill rise to its f ull again > 
and papists, as poor as priests can make 
them, will lie poured in shiploads on our 
shores. And the partial check, for obvious 
causes, is laid at the door of the Know- 
Nothings, every one of whom thé "pious 
bishop loves with the love he bears to Eras
mus Brooks. Time will prove fbe bishop’s 
assertion to be utterly baseless. Protes
tants need net be alarmed ; but.the papists 
will come. And the more the better And 
the Know Nothings have sins enough to 
answer for without having charged upon 
them the effects of the causes above stated. 
We have not a doubt hut that one hundred 
thousand Irish in this country are now lay
ing aside from their earnings enough to 
bring their friends here within the m><t 
year. And every one that comes will -he* 
sure to he followed by t,wo or three others.’

2. “ The future hopes of the Church 
must be based upon its retaining its pre
sent numbers, and upon the increase from 
conversions." Here the hopes of popery 
are made to rest upon two legs. The right 
leg is “ retaining its ]pres£n^ numbers,” that 
is, retaining those who are^fow papists, with 
their children arid descendants, But this is 
impossible. In Italy, in .Sardinia, in Spain, 
and etren in Ireland, the most servile and 
priest-ridden country on the globe, the 
church cannot retaih the people within its 
pale. They heard the Pope—they exile 
his impertinent bishops who would put the 
crozier above the crown—they send home 
his nuncios—they denounce the priests as 
perfidious robl>ers—they protest against the 
dogmas and claims of the church. Can it 
he otherwse in the l ruled States? Nobody 
knows better than John Hughes the extreme 
difficulty ot keeping even tbe Irish in the 
traces here. -lust as rapidly as they ex
change their brogues for shoes, arid their 
native frieze coats tor broadcloth, and their 
potatoes and oatmeal for meats arid bread, 
are they rising lo the region where men 
assert the right to think lor themselves.— 
Arid when men think for themselves, it is 
all over with the priest. It this is so with 
the raw material, w hat must it lie with the 
children, brought up amid our schools, anil 
all our institutions, which are to Popery 
what an August sun is to an iceberg ! Mil
lions of the descendants of papists are at 
this hour in fervent opposition to Popery ; 
and multitudes who have felt its irons in 
their souls are the most eloquent denouncers 
of it both in Europe and America. Priest 
Reardon of Pennsylvania ' made the true 
statement upon this subject, who deplores 
the awful tendency of the Papists to ro- 
testantism in this country, »nd who a> * 
the Irish to stay at borne and saw 
souls upon
come here to s - ...I„ I,., anting meat on r relay, souls in jeoparuy uj e i
and fading u, gp to contes-,on . Ihe hopes
ot the church based “on retaining ns pre
sent numbers!" Then are they built upon 

: a cloud ■’
The left foot upon which the hopes ol the 

' church are made to stand is “ the increase 
I from conversions.” There are always mile 
! eddies to lie found on the margins ul riters 
which have a strong current into which the 
waters ran, and in a direction contrary to 

I the main stream. Into these eddies are

their
potatoes and «ah rather than 

, „et rich, and thus put their

1 :
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