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Poetry, 
NO. NING! 

0! the power and joy of being nothing, hav. 

ing nothing, #nd knowing nothing but a 

lori d Christ up there in heaven, and of 
eing ** careful for vothing’ but tte honor ot 

His sweet name down here on earth, 

0 to be nothing—nothing, 
~Qaly to lie ne His feet 
A hruken, emptied vessel, 

Thus tor Lis use minde meet ! 
Ewptied, that He may bil we 

An to His rervice | go, 

Broken, so that unhindered 

Through we His lile may flow. 

0 to he nuthing—notfing, 
An arrow had in His hand, 

Or a messenger wt His gateway 
Waiting fur His commund ; 

Only an instrument re.dy 
For Him to use at his will; 

And shou'd He not require me, 
Willing to wait there sull, 

0 to be nothing-=nothing, 
Though paintul the humbling be ; 

Though it ny me low in the sight of those 
Who ure now, pertmps, praising we, 

I would rather be nothing nothing, 

That to Hin be their voices raised, 

Who alone ie the fountnin ot blessing, 

Who alone is meet to be praised, 

Yet e'en ae my pleading ri-es, 
A voice sectus with wine to blend, 

And whispers in loving necents, 
+ I eall (hee not servant, hut friend. 

Fellow-worker with Me | call thee, 
Sharing my sorrows and joy-— 

Fellow-htir to the glory | have above, 
To treasure without alloy,’ 

Thine may I be, Thine only, 
Till called by Thee to shure 

The glorivus heavenly wansions 
Thou art gone-helure to prepare, 

My heart and soul are yearning 
‘ow see Thee face to lave, 

With unfettered tongue to praise Thee 

Fur such heights aud depths of grace, 
= Chistian, 

~ Heligious. 
ASUNDAY IN SALT LAKE CITY. 

——— 

BY REV, HUGH STOWELL BROWN, 

Sunday worning came, and at half. 
st ten I went to the ** Tabernacle.” 

fe is a huge building, an ellipse 250 
feet by 150, Forty-six red sandstone 
pillars are arranged in an oval form, 
and upon these pillars is placed the 
dome-like roof, which rises some 70 or 
80 feet, aud has the appearance of a 
huge dish-cover, which, it it were a lit- 
tle higher, would go over Mr. Spur. 
geon's Tabernacle und completely hide 
it frem view, 
There might be 1,500 persons in the 

tabernacle on that Sunday morning 
They appeared te be chiefly English 
people. There wus rcurcely un Ameri 
can fuce amongst them, There was no 
mistaking the county whence most of 
those whom [ heard spenk had come, 
My familiarity with Euglish provincial. 
isms enabled me to detect Hereford. 
shire and Devonshire, Buckingham. 
shire and Suffulk, as the birthplaces of 
not a few, Though especially familiar 
with the dialects of Yu kshire, Lanca- 
ghire, and the vorth ot Englund gene- 
rally, I wet with scarcely any who 
seemed to have come from those parts 
of our country, and [ heard nothing to 
remind me ot either Scotland or Ire. 
land ; but such nawes as Owen, and 
Parry, and Joues, and Hughes, seen 
over stores in the City, proclaimed sn 
immigration from the Principality, I 
have seldom seen so many counten. 
ances expressive uf feeble intellect ; 
and the women appeared to have less 
sere than the men, and were the most 
dejected looking beings it ever was my 
unbappivess to behold, 1 fel it very 
humiliating to find myself far more 
amongst my own countrymen in Salt 
Lake City than in Chicago, Boston, or 
New York. > 

Punctually at half past ten, Brigham 
Young came upon the platform, ae. 
companied by oue of his wives, A 
man who, for voice and manner, might 
have been a parish clerk in Berkshire 
or Wiltshire, rose and gave out the fine 
aod well-known paraphrase— 

——— A Sp 

Behold the mountain of the Lord 
In latter days shall rise, 

On mountnin tops, above the hills, 
And draw the wondering eyes — 

and the choir sung it right well to a 
tune well known all over Kogland. 
Another official person then prayed, 
and his speech, too, reminded me of 
certain southern English counties, 
The only merit of the prayer, which 
Was extcmporaneous, was its brevity, 

[t was utterly destitute of warmth, of 
‘earnestness, of evangelical sentiment, 
and I could not wonder that the peo- 
ple paid not the slightest attention. 
We heard a sermon from Orson 

Pratt, one of the great lights of Mor. 
mounism, whom, if [ am not mistaken, 

[ heard prea h the same sermon, some- 
where in England, more than a quar- 
ter of a century ago. © His text was the 
passage in Isaiah which is paraphrased 
in the hymn that had been sung. He 
began with an ingenious apology for 
any rambling from the subjection which 
he might indulge, He always implicit. 
ly followed the guidance of the Holy 
Spirit aud it might Le His will to lead 
him to something else,  Prepar:d then 
for anything, we listened ; and he cer. 

tuinly was permitted to keep to his text 
in Ads way ot keeping to it, for he 
preached upon it for eighty minutes, 
1 he text, Isaiah ii. 2-5, was the grand 
Scriptural argument for Mormonism : 
Sult Luke City and the Territory of 
Utab, high up among the Rocky Moun: 
tains, were the fulfillment of the pre. 
diction—"* The mountuin of the Lord's 
house shall be estublishad in the top of 
the mountains,” Peovle had come 
thither from Englund, and from all the 
countries of the Kuropean continent, 
Who could doubt that, in their City, 
they saw the verification of the promise 
“ All nations shall flow unto it"? He 
went 10 another passage to teach us a 
lesson in geography. te spoke of the 
land shadowing with wings which is 
beyond the rivers of Kihopin.” The 
vivers of Ethiopia were to the westward 
of Palestine, Westward, then and 
ever westward, until the Atlantic had 
been crosscd,—and what did we find 
there ? Let any man look at a map of 
America, North aud South ; its striking 
resemblance to the wings of a bird was 
conclusive evidence thut America was 
meaut by the Prophet. 1 thought that 
there was one allusion to the peculiar 
institution of the Mormons, when the 
preacher quoted the words, * In that 
day seven women shall tuke hold of 

Ject was only glanced ut in the briefest 
manuer possible, 

The great service of the day i# held 
in the atternoon, | attended it, ‘I'he 
congregu'ion must have been nearly 
4,000 1» number, In th» pew beneath 
the pulpit sat eight men who, I was 
given 10 understand, were bishops, and 
one of whom had, on the previous day, 
shown me over the Tabernacle, and 
accepted a dollar for his services. 
A young man, grossly illiterate, 

preached ; and it was @ better sermon 
than we had had from Orson Pratt 
Rambling nud discounceted certainly it 
was, aud full of grammatical blunders, 
with many passages of this sort: 
* What suys Peter? why be says, says 
he" ; **und what says Duniel ? why he 
says, says he”; aud afier ach * he" 
there wus a quotation, which in no one 
instance was correctly given,  Siill, 
the young fellow. who wus only a be. 
ginoer, did spesk some practical good 
sense, warning the people against 
drunkconess, and against the love of 
money, which, he said, had horribly 
corrupted them, - But he 10se to reul 
earuestness when he rebuked them for 
not paying their tithes; ** for what 
says Malachi? why Le says, says he — 
* Brivg ye all the tithes into my store- 
houses." And, for once, I did observe 
that something like un impression was 
made when be told them that the Lord 
would send the grashoppers to destroy 
their crops if they did not speedily pay 
up their arrears, Less politic than the 
shrewd orator of the morning, the 
afternoon preacher admitted and be. 
wailed the great apostacy that was 
taking place in their ranks, 
Aud there is an apostacy which 

Halifax, Nova Scouia, Wednesday, 
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one man" (Isa. ive 1) 3 but the sub 
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threatens to bre.k up the vile impos. 
ture before long. In fact, there are 
three sects of M srmonsa—the orthodox 
tollowers of Brigham Young, the Jose 
phites, and the Godbeites, which last 
have a newspaper in Salt Luke City, 
und are building a rival Tabernacle. 

Opposed a« the Mormons are to all 
who do not adopt their opinions and 
practices, and whom they call Gentiles, 
American freedom has of late asserted 
itself in Utah, and Mormonism, hap. 
pily, is not the only religion known 1n 
Salt Luke City, There is a handsome 
Protestant Episcopal ehurch, the only 
building in the City with any preten- 
sion to architectural eftect, for the 
Tabernacle is simply hideous. The 
Methodists and the Congregationalists 
ulso have their meeting-houses, or halls 
used for {religious services; and on 
Sunday evening I attended a swall 
meeting of Baptists, but it certainly 
was very small. | do not think more 
than thirty persons were present, and 
they seemed as lifeless as the congre- 
gation in the Tabervacle. A Morwon 
had turned in. [ certainly found it 
rather hard to keep my patience when 
he introduced me to his three wives ; 
but it was still worse to be told that 
he had often heard me in Englund, and, 
he trusted, to his great ed fication ! 

Mormonism is doomed. Shrewd 
members of the sect admit that the 

fired at Camp Douglas 
when the sun goes down, daily sound. 
its knell, But I think that no English. 
man can visit Salt Luke City without 
a feeling of huwiliation and shame, 
when he finds there so large a pro. 
portion of his own countrymen. If 
America be responsible for the rascal» 
ty of the system, England is, in a very 
great measure, avswerable for the ig- 
norace aud the credulity that have sus- 
tained it.— The Day of Rest. 
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INDIAN TRIBUTES TO SIR DON 
JALD MACLEOD, 

“A Punjabee ” writes as follows in 
the Friend of India :—* The mourn. 
ful news ot the. sutden death of Sir 
Donald Mcleod, formerly Licutenaut 
Governor of the Punjab, touches so 
many hearts very closely that a few 
words of loving record of his blameless 
life will be welcome from that Province, 
His forty years of service opened wide 
opportunities to him for m king 
friends ; and now, at Jubbulpore, at 
Beoares, in the Jullunder' Doub, and 
throu; bout the Punjab hills and plains, 
there are hearts grieving over the de. 
parture from this earth of one ot the 
loveliest characters that have ever 
swayed nuthority in India. He was by 
conscientious conviction a member of 
the Baptist Communion, but no sec. 
turinn bins could sully the free, genial, 
and devout support which he gave to 
every beuevoleut «flort. The Mission. 
ury Conference will bave to deplore the 
loss of him who was the President of 
the former similar gathering at Laliore, 
The poor Biblewomen in the back 
slums of Whitechapel will miss the 
earnestness which led that whitehead: d 
veteran to overcome natural shyness, 
and speak to them week by week of 
the subjects which lay nearest to his 
own heurt, © The wany Anglo Indians 
whore brothers, sons, or friends found 
in lus litle house in Kensington all the 
hospitality and home comtorts which 
he could make it yield, will miss the 
tenderness they always found there, 
All who knew him now know how much 
they have lost in losing him. His 
menns were so crippled by his gifts that 
he afforded himselt only two servants, 
And yet many a one who rolls in care- 
fully hourded wealtlr, and pretends to 
thiuk hiwselt happy, envies the unfad. 
ug riches, the childlike serenity of 
sonscience, and the charm of the whole 
surroundings of Sir Donald Macleod.” 
The editor of the Friend of India 

suys :—** Sir Donald Macleod was far 
greater as a man than as a ruler of men, 
All that was noble and amiable in his 
spotless character unfitted him to deal 
with the meanness, selfishness, and ig. 
norance which came before him wheth- 
er a8 Judicial Commisioner or Lieuten. 
ant Governor of the Punjub. As an 

Cm mn + ———— aa 

official his merit lay in lid knowledge 

S—— amt ema - 

JESS ——— c— 

of an influence on the natives. He was 
one of the fine old school, wise in 
coun-el but too sensitive for action, save 
in 80 supreme a crisis as that of the 
Mutiny. lle had settled down in Lon. 
don near his old friend Lord Lawrence, 
in that district of South Kensington 
which has been so pleasantly ap- 
propriated by retired Punjabees. But 
his heart was in his own native land, 
and when last we saw him, only so re 
cently us in September. he was worship- 
ping in the church of the greatest 
Edinburgh preacher. His best epitaph 
would be this—* lle so administered 
many districts of Hiudostan and tor 
years governed the Punjab that all men 
loved him.'”, 

« oo - 

AN EVFNING AT TUE METRO- 

POLITAN TABERNACLE. 

If one wished to see the warm place 
which the honoured pastor of the Me- 
tropolitan Tabernacle has secured in 
the hearts of his people, and also the 
esteem in which he is held by the 
geoeral publie, he should havebeen 
present at the above-named place of 
worship on Tuesday Jan. 28th, after. 
noon and evening. There was a great 
deal of work to be got through. 
First. a tea-meeting, to begin at half. 
pest four ; then the quarterly meeting 
in connection with the Pastors’ Col- 
lege ; aud, finally, an illustrated lec- 
ture by Mr. Spurgeon, descriptive of 
his recent tour in Italy. 

After the first two parts assigned 
for the day had been brought to a con- 
clusion, Mr. Spurgeon doffed his 

greatcoat, and plurged into his lecture. 
Before he got launched, however, 
there went up a great cheer. which 
was again and yet again renewed. 
The lecturer thanked them in eharac- 
teristic fushion. It was very cold, and 
he hoped they had warmed themselves, 
(Laughter.) He explained that to de- 
liver a lecture was to him the stervest 
of all toil, lle never locked forward 
to it without pain, never began it with- 
out hesitation, and wever finished it 

without thinking he was a fool to at. 
tempt it, and should be a greater fool 
if he ever attempted it again Yet he 
liked to do it vow und then for the 
suke of feeling very dissatisfied ; just 
as there were some medicines which 
had all the greater effect upon the sys- 
tem because of their bitter taste. He 
never had wny gifts given him in the 
live of lecturing. His gifts lay entirely 
and he was very gratetul for it, in the 
simple preaching of tue gospel. When 
he stood in his Tabernacle with a text 
before him, and the very faces of his 
cougr ‘gation listening, he could not 
help preaching. Whenever his bear. 
ers saw a goose flying they mizht say, 
“ That is exactly like Mr. Spurgeon 
when he is deliveriag a lecture.” 
(Laughter.) He vow proceeded to 
describe 

HIS TOUR IN ITALY, 

It rained the whole of the time he 
was away, and what could a man see 
in perpetual showers It was as un. 
comfortable to be wat in Venice as in 
London, but if there wus anytuing more 
uncomfortable than another, it was to 
have nothing but wet iu beautiful 
soenery. Here in Kuglund, even if it 
was wet, there was nothing to see ; vo. 

body wanted to see the architecture of 
London ; if we are involved in a per- 
petunl fog, ae far as the beauties of our 
city were voncerved, we should not be 
wuterinlly the losers. (Laughter) 
At Cannes, during six weeks ot pain 
und guguish, be found upon recover. 
ing he bad forgotien the things he had 
stored up io is own mind tor future 
use, and to his astovishiment he found 
his mem ry was failing him in matters 
in which.it had vever failed him before. 

Muuy iucid. nuts therefore which might 
have c¢nlivened this lecture he could 
not remember ; nud indeed he never 
would havo given the lecture, but that 
the placards announcing it, and other 
arrangements, were made in his ab- 
sence. It was a most nbsurd thing to 
attempt to lecture on travels after all, 
because nothing ever happened to you 
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now on your travels to lecture about. 
You just got into a railway carriage, 
were whirled to the end of your jours 
ney, and cme back again. Tn Italy 
ouce he thought that some brigands 
might get hold of him aod his friends ; 
but troops accompanied the expedition 
aud as there was no chance of brigands 
he rejused to po. The last time he 
lectured on his tour, he received rat 
a severe rebuke from a learned writer 
for not remarking more upon pictures 
and statuary, which it was assumed 
must always be a great attraction to 
any educated person. He must con- 
fess he took very little interest in them. 
After about twenty wiles of picture 
galleries, one did rot want to sed any 
more ; and when you had seen the prr- 
trait of a man 20 000 times, it began 
to get somewhat stale. [He had been 

‘| heartily sick during this last journey of 
these repetitions in the pictures and 
statuary. lle was quite unable t., form 
any conception of what the Virgin 
Mary was like. If he had been left 
alune, and bad never seen a portrait of 
her, he might have formed some idea ; 
but he had seen her as a French, Ger- 
wau, Datch, Spanish, an Italian wo- 
mau ; and, last of all, as black as soot. 
He therefore was quite unable to tell 
what she was like, and the manner 
in which the artists had dealt with their 
Holy Families avd Virgins led him to 
think more of their pencils than of their 
brains. (Laughter.) Susannahandthe 
Elders—a pretty subject truly for an 
arcist— he had seen twenty times, and 
should know those two clders where- 
ever he met them. St. Sebastian and 
St. Bartholomew he had also seen very 
often. Some of the works of Gustave 
Dore, which were really magnificent, 
were said by the wise men of this gen- 
eration to be in bad taste ; but what of 
St. Bartholomew depicted with his skin 
half torn uff and all his veins exposed? 
St. Sebastian he saw stuck all over 
with arrows in a variety of ways, some. 
times hke a piocushion, and some. 
times turned into a porcupine. (Langh- 
ter.) At length he and his friends 
came to St. Sebastian dead, and very 
thankful he wus for it, thinking they 
should now have no more pictures of 
hiw ; but by-and bye another confront- 
ed them in a church, and his friend 
exclaimed, “ Hallo! here is our old 
friend Sebastian again.” (Laughter.) 
There was ouly a monotony in the art 
of the old masters, but often an utter 
waste of talent. He had visited a 
French gallery in Bruesels, which he. 
defied any man to forget. The gallery 
was the production of one man who 
went over-ucres of canvas. Some of 
the pictures were terrible. He should 
never forget the picture of the ** Com. 
ing Mun,” with a crowned head—a 
right royal-looking man, who was tak- 
ing into his hand riches, eagles, mitres, 
tiuras, and all that stuff. There was 
an awful picture of the Great Napol- 
eon in Hell—one of the most fearful 
pictures he had even seen. But he 
respected the artist's ‘motive, which 
was to set forth the detestable charac- 
ter .of war. He very much adwired 
one celebrated pioturé which had a 
prominent place io u noted gallery ; it 
was an excellent picture of a red cab- 
bage, afl he wondered why an artist of 
so much ability and power should so 
spend his \ime ; but, no doubt, three 
out of four of all the paintings which 
you saw in jouraeying about might as 
well be upow red eubbages for any in- 
struction or use they were. These 
were, of course, in dreudfully bad taste ; 
but he had already been found guilty of 
the crime, and meant to continue his 
vuormities, there were some pictures, 
however, such as Paul Pouer's Bull, at 
the Hague, upon which one might gaze 
and yet find them inexhaustible. He 
saw three pictures in Rome of the pen. 
tent Magdalene. The first was a figure 
clad in sackcloth, with ashes on her 
head--that he considered theatrical. 
The second represented an abundance 
of tears. but so as to make the woman 
more lovely than ever; dress and hair 
were evidently arranged with a view to 
‘the display of her beauty, even while 
her eyes were red with weeping. This 
he considered proof of a divided heart. 
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