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THE FUNERAL,
Auridgen from the Rev. F. K. Pagevs ““Tales of the Village.”

LaTein the afternoon of a ¢ brief November day
I found myself approaching the church of Abbot’s
Arderne, a village some two miles soulh-wcst'of
my own parish of Yateshull, and on the opposite
side of the River Trent,

The day was not ungenial for the time of year
—indeed, the 2ir was soft and warm ; but there
is something of peculiar melancholy in that zca-
son, when the sich and vatied hues ol autumn
having passed away, its sombre accompaniments
only remain ; when nature has not assumed her
winter garh ; and when, instead of clear bright
skies, and frosty, but bracing and healthful air,
dark, leaden clouds invest with one monotonous
hue of sullen grey every feature of the landscape,
or thick, penetrating vapours ehscure it from the
sight. It was so on the present occasion : the in-
cessant rains and equinoctial gales had ceased
but the whele atmosphere was ra overcharged
with moisture, that the drops fell fast and thick
from the boughs of the now almast leafless trees,
and wreaths of mist huag upon the meadows, and
followed the windings of the swollen river.  All
around me was dark and checrless ; and I felt ihe
depressing influences which the sight of decaying
nature can hardly fail to produce in those who
rejoice in ils opening bloom,

But if the day was melancholy, not less so was
the task in which [ was about to be engaged.

My friend Waller Lang, the vicar of Arderne,
had that morning requested me to read the burial
service over one of his parishioners--a lady with
whom he and his family had long lived in such
habits of friendship anil daily intercouise, that he
felt himsell quite unequal to the personal discharge
of the painful duty which had devolved upon him.
Nor could I wonder at his, distress 3 for the de-
ceased Mrs. Fullerton was one of those persons
whose loss is felt acutely, far beyond their own
immediate houschol ; and she had been cut off
alter a very few days of severe suffering, in al-
most the primé of life, * * Like the good Shuna-
mite of oldy she might have said, I dwellamong
mine own people ;* (2 Kings, iii. 13.) and her
own people had daily expetience of the advanta-
ges which that simple expression secured to them.
Compassionate and kind-hearted, she grodged
neither cost nor paing, whenever it was in her
power, ta alleviate the trials of those who were in
sickness or sorrow. Courteous and gentle, yet
sincere and open as the day, she said what she
meant, and mednt what she said.  These were
some of the gualities which endeared her to her
dependents, and fitted her to discharge the duties
of her appointed station.

She had, however, yet higher claims on our re-
gard and admiration ; for she was one of the hum-
blest, most simple-minded Christians with whom
it has been my happiness to hecome aequainted ;
and she was quite a patlern fo those around her,
in the quiet practical discharge of religious du-
ties. Indeed, relivion was with her the one oh-
ject of existence 3 by this all the petly details of
ber daily lifc were hallowed 5 from this they all
took their tone ; fothis all her thoughts and wish-~
es ¢so far as human infirily permits) were re-
ferred.

« And being such as this,” thought I lo myself,
as I walked along, “how mysterious is the.dis-
pensation which has thus suddenly cut off such
an emplary person from the land of the living,
while her light was shining so brightly before
men, and she was adomning the doctrine of God

—

our Savioar in all thinga! ¢ Her sun is gone
down while it is yet day;’ and, oh, how sorely
will its light be needed! Her hoy, just of an age
when such a parent’s advice and guidance would
be most valuable. Little Mildred Clifford, too,
poor thing | deprived of a mother’s care, and left,
I fear, without a home or a friend in the world !
Well, God’s ways are not our ways, neither are
our thoughts His thoughts 1

Thus musing with myself, 1 approached the
churebyard of Ardetne. The bell was tolling;
the licn-gates were already set open for the ad-
mission of the funeral train; and to my right, a
mouni of fresh carth showed the position of the
new-dug grave. | afterwards learned that it was
by her own especial desire that no vault or rest-
ing- place within the church had heen prepared for
lier ; she desired, she raid, ¢ hat po diffcrence
should be made hetween her remaing and those of
her fellow-Christians who were sleeping round
her : earth should be restored to earth, and dust
to dust.”

1t was a lovely spot, that humble cemetery.
Yet, mingled with so much calin heauty, there
was an air of solemn sadness around. The entire
seclusion of the spot ; the silence, unhroken save
by the occasional tollings of the beil, and the caw-
ing of the rooks in the adjoining grove ; the som-
bre hue of the evetgreens, which, for the most
pait, surrounded it ; the heaps of withered leaves

'that strewed the groennd on every side,—all these

were caleulated to impress the mind with grave
and solemn thonghts, and to reiterate (though with
small, still voice) the awful exhortation, to watch
and pray, beeause we ¢ know not the hour.”

The funeral-train advanced, and I went forth
to meet it. Mis, Fulletton had been, as I bave
already intimated, in a special manner, the friend
and favourite of her poorer neizhbours.  Asof the
patriarch Job, it might be said of her, that ¢ when
the car heard her, then it blessed her; when the
eye saw her, it gave wilness to her; the blessing
of him that was ready to perish came upon her;
and she caused the widow’s heart (o sing for joy.”’
And now, when her bounly and kindness had
ceaged, and when no interested motives for a
show of gralitude could exist, they, whom that
bounty had supported, or whose trials her many
acts of kindness had lightened, voluniarily came
forward to pay their hamble tribute of respect to
her memory, and of aflectionate regret. The
children whom she had 1aught al school, their pa-
rents, and not a few infirm, totlering creatures,
who had scarce left their cottages for months,
formed the rear of the mourning company. ¢ Ma-
dam Fuller,” they said, ¢ had heen a good friend
to them and theirs, and they would even see the
lest of her.”?

Thus accompanied, the corpse was cairied, for
the 128t time, into the heuse of God g the rervice
within the walls of the chareh was concluded ;
and then; once more, the procession-avas formed,

lither the eoffin is borne ; it is lowered into its
natrow resling-place ; ¢ carth® is consigned ¢ to
carth, ashea to ashes, dust to dust:*’ the prayers
are concluded, the blessing pronounced, and the
service of the church is over.

Then it was that the two persons most deeply
rconcerned in this impressive and melancholy scene
uppcared to beeome sensible, for the first time, of
its stern reality. Up to this time exertion was
needed : and, no doubt, both of them had exerted
their utmost for the sake of the other—Mark for
Mildred, and Mildred for Mark : and so they had
stood, side hy side, their faces, indeed, buried in
their handkerchiefs, bul without that violence of
oulward grief to which uadisciplined minds would
have given way. When, however, the funeral-

service ceased,. and the crowd on cither side fell

L

hack, in order to allow the yodthful mourners fo
take a Jast look at the coffin which contained the
remains of her whom both had loved with the
depth of Glial devolion,—then it seemed that the
greatness of their desolation burst upon them : for
every tinge of colour faded from the lad’s fine
manly face, as Mark Fullerlon drew Mildred’s
arm within his own, and led her forward to the
fool of the grave : while she, hrushing away with
herhand the long, dishevelled ringlets of fair hair
that covered her beautiful face, raised her eyes
with deep affection towards him; and then, giving
one long, piercing, agonised look inlo the open
grave, hid her facz in her hands, and sobbed as
though her heart was breaking.

Oh ! that last look !—the lust /—even thongh
it be in death and sorrow—the lust Yook ! how vi-
vidly isits remembrance borne in otir hosoms while
life continues,

After'some brief pause, Mark and Mildred turn-
ed away in overwhelming grief from the spot
where they had been standing.

% Ah, well-a-day ! L heard an old man exclaim
to his Jame companion, as I followed them dowi,
the church-walk ; ¢ well-a-day, Becky ! if ever
there was a good Christian soul, 1 do believe she
lies=in that grave yonder 1”?

“ Yon may say that, neighbonr; 2nd what we
poor creatures shall do without her,the Lord-only
knows,»

“ Ay, ay’; many a comfortable hit and sup have
we had from her kitchen, and many a yard of
good warm clothing: more by token, she ordered
Master Saunders to make this coat for me, for she
said she couldn’t abide mny wearinz such an old
one on Christmas-day.”

¢ Paor lady I she little thought then that you
would 30 soen wear it at her burying,’”’ rejnined
lecky., ¢ We shall be sorc losers now she’s
gone ; for i’s not like that they yonung things will
take much thonght abhout us poor folk.”?

¢ And that’s trie,” said the old man ; ¢ they?]l
have gayer thoughts by and by, I’ll wasrant them,
for all they are so downeast and tearful tonight,”?

“ 111 tell you what it is, Simeon Clayton ; they
may be light-hearted again before long: they are
young, aud it is but natural; but they will never
be as they have been : their eyes are opened this
day, and they have learned what this world is
made of—~gorraw and triai for the yonng ; and for
the old, aches and peins, as we know full well,
Simeon. God help ug !

% Yes,” thought I to myself ; ¢ poor children,
their eyes are opened today. There is no sorrow
in after Jife like the orrow of the first bereavea
ment,  Yet, bitter and enduring a3 is an early
aflliction, the lesson which it is calculated to con-
vey is far more ensily learned in yonth than in
maturer years, May the presept grievous chas—
tening yield the peaccablz froit of tizhteousness
unto them that are exercised thereby 177 :

With these thoughls in my mind, I proceeded
on my way, cnjoying the balmy freshness of the
autumnal evening. A light air sprang np: the
mist that hung upon the lowlands was dispelied ;
the sun, so lang obscured, burst forth for a wiile,
warming, checring, invigorating the face of na-—
ture 5 and then, amid ils cloudy pavilion of gold,
and parple, and all other gorgeous hues, went
down behind the roof of Ardernc church,—appro-
piiate termination to the scene in which Iphad
heeit engaged—meet emblem of the rest of those
who sleep in Jesus, and who, when their light has
shone its appointed time before men, shed forth
accumulated Justre in the moment of their depart-
ure, and then fading from before us, sink but to
rise upon another hemisphere, and beam out with
unfading splendour in a pure and cloudless sky.



