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A CALM MAN'S EXPERIENCE IN HIS

COFFIN
¥ Hi I ' ST
I I A 1 man
1 1 1y
) I
\ 15}
\ \ i
K put to my
\
" ¢
Iy at Iy
) v ha | {
men | y
I atu { 1 v
plea reutn ! 1
I ! ) 1 \
They d 11 \ atel i
1 fas f W
Har} s he t ’ Wha
West for Jead ‘T v
k f ( ng wif
I y ) H \
forta kit ntelligence f her
She a v t P it
My caly was t it | 1t
yr myself it 1w I my
\ 1 t that
\ 1 \
rit I 1
t 3 , 10 say r
k [ the telegran Alas, 1 y
va lly dead. 1 wondered if ever
was it e afflictive, 1|
1 fa f per brought t
J a state by the Syrian fever,
[ did x ‘
wy ca view
again said over 1
East.  Harkee I
ed without delay N

if Pae.
Always wa

as if asl

and wanted to speak

1 leatl Vonderfully calm'!
For a moment 1 t 1T8¢
1 but won « }
me that t atior

anded absolute s A

Properly enshrouded flined, 1
W expressed witl 1 found
elf 1n my owr , the centre
f attraction to ug, admir-
ng f s, Sucl L Juite
attering t J a
went, h % ed that
my warmest admirers had least
appreciated my v Among

m were hard del
f my adver
Jardest of

all,

] my
1 name in life glorified i The
w who had been tender ever, and t
W lently that they passed my cl

almost unrecognized, save
1y calm, I kuew each by the smothered
b, the whispered name, the tender touch,
mysterious magne ch reveals t

1 loved and trac

v ation

ked for
there is in
e and

rescue me

for power
' e ( II
her break her heart in t u

[ must respond to the power of her

When all were gone she car Alone
with her dead! Voiceless, tearless, in he
reat anguisl ( g to me ) rate

i Ken I, inconsolable, anc
[a 1an, yet dead to her It wa

I fainted, Y [ fainted, bu

t calmly, know when and why 1

ed ml\\‘ I revived remembered

With that memory my last hope of

escll ‘H:,.s.l triving to forget the trifl
lents of a living en-collinment and

burial, I solemnly reflected upon my pros
peets for cternity, The present seemed to
e

amomentous hour pregnant with eternal |

THE

lly conscious was 1 that

ared
ty. My past life, virtu
arital and quite equal
t athsome,  Why
powe f an imm i
Vv 1 W ¢ " lif
y f to testt f(
Micht 1 » int
fv Him
) y 1 ate refl 1
nt i} I A fash \
i ’ \ ! i
\ .
f f A
1 \ \ new
1 1 that
v t v I ol at 1t
Crow wn il w
e I H v. DBig
f ral serm x| lin erspecially
y 1 1
fa lif u ne as A sutmer
eve ; | most preach u t myself
ke my last wl th ni
5 ively at his wit’s end to get hold
f anytl 1 red departes
H thou 1 made him
almost a saint ¢, here, w
¥ i tud Al 1
vided that’s Lot exactly word ol
he te perhay he preaching you kuow
t my Y but my iness is, a
Harkee was lovely out of hiscoftin, to mak
m lovely within it ( luly
And amid wlued lan I was lifted out
of my sunug retreat, and r rayed for the
tomb in more elabora
All ! for
1 thread ol wmy v
I i I wa 1
1in the fiv a
igued a . at, W ¢

leavoring to recover my

y, 1 fell asleep only to be awaked by fresh

lev f th lertaker, preparatory t
privat , Which I understood wa

1o | le tl . It was the meution

f my wife's uame that awakened w
‘Mrs. Ha is hard to mana

funeral,” indertaker
ke tol
I8 Jdea
only 1
s t hnd ne
st out of the

t her breast
wants that
ed dollars’
They couldn’t

have her mourning
O '1‘4- respect for the
even for his funeral

sermon, but told the mini ~l-x looking her-
self more like a corpse than Harkee here—
ays she 1 pastor, * Dear sir, this is an
hour for honest words, and alas, neither you
nor yet I have interested ourselves to know
if his soul, in life, was at peace with God
Summoned in an instant, what dare we say
of the future? 1 would give my soul to
know that his 1< ‘M‘ ; for I'love him better
than I do myself.””
d save her intellect,” sole mnly put
lorist,  * She must be going wild t¢
1 he reverend gentleman in that way
So many tender, sweel things she might have
Id him to ornament the funeral sermon.
l'h~ effect -rf that lily on the pillow is fine
the cheek, by contrast, hasalmost a life-like
w. Uncommoen corpse ! 7

I tricdto be calminmy eoffin and preparc
to die, but such a fuss was there, above,
aboui, around, over and under, beside and
beneath me, with mottoes, wreaths, crosses
( , anchors, and no end of floral
ns, that I felt my poor soul’s chance:
uderas to be scarcely worth con

‘Sweet motte breathed an amiable
lady, Amy’s friend, overlooking the work
“‘Safe in the arms of Jesus, “Sweet res
in Heaven,” *The g ' ¢ Angels wel
come thee,’ ¢ i u!-ln.\il a
hary 1 watiful floralidea,
that actual crown and harp of flows rs, with
the rest of the motto -|-<It din flowers be-
tween ! That must go over to the church.”

Awful to relate, the last “beautiful floral
idea” 50 struck my inherent sense of the
ridiculous that I laughed—in spirit—and
then, either for horrur that 1 h.-\-ll laughed,

rates ajar

or from an empty stomach, I once morel|”

WEEKLY

MESSENGER.

fainted, and revived only as they jos-|given among men, whereby we must be
tled we on entering the church, The first|saved.”
ounds I took in werethe words spoken by|  “So 1 was reflecting while you preached

the minister as I was borne up the aisle: {my funeral sermon ; but I understood
“ He that and believeth in Me shall | you t put me in Heaven by another me-
never die” My soul grasped them. In|thod.”

trest! No,» That wasmy mother “Oh,that was your
rest, my Amy’s 1o ¢

-‘||} ermon, .

enial b

I knew there is such

(B and that I ldu't 1
gan and the ¢l W tit! do
! 1 I st. Tak
hor 1 bol you
iy ried 1, joyfully,
I al |} I 4
1 ¢ d flin into 1 Ar-
| { s rode
" v G W n the rd Jesu
il 1 I | y U wad "n
wer Il 11
i hnot the Son shall 1 e life
at God a s hin : iLAD OF A HOUSE !
I 1 g of sweet 1 { BY ERNEST GILMORE
| n Heaven kept creey "
iyl 9 th The dozen new cottages on P low
pearly gates as Ty ul all been purchased l\\mm.\ 1en, most
“The Lamb is the ligl f whom had owned houses before, alth igh
S hhas A2 b le as these,  The twelve were
1 sl iy for thic style, with porch i
S 1l ikt bace. ks bay-window. They were
bottd 1:kould kirow d looked very fresh and
hink it appropria s ervv\,\\u\\\hwlu\ i green blinds aud bit
fas with my we fdoor-yards in front. At the ba
e ton 1t gt yuse was aswmall y neatly

smoothed, and thu or the
lay out as each one should ¢k

uly iu Apiil when

e new

pussession, and all was bustle and confusion

t wes | dlong the Row. Cl ried and ham

ver a calm, | mers pounded, birds sang and Kittens mew
li But | ¢, even human voices at times weredeard
1ost tm ittle home w 1-

it I satisfaction or dissatis

ory, that be, and t e the

Sowe e

N 1itindispen u me left

ent,—yradually
not supposed to

rein reality, and witl

itable delays, it -
vated me. It was very
istracting to hear what a goud w
J, e di l,‘. ,\‘ “‘L,_ Yeider .| In the fifth house from the corn
worthy citizen, and  benevolent helper, [|€0uple, who secued very fond
had been, “ nizing in spirit to | other judging from the AH.\I‘]\ wor
urever too late, the mean- | 28 frequently seen and heard by the neigh-

ey had three children

I two pretty 1 girls of
x years, Their yaud was
the prettiest on the Row when July came,
althou no better than the rest ‘-ulx)\_,
April H.x.l of it had been seeded down,
and now it rested one’s eyes just to look at
its green, velvety carpet. ~ Back of the seed-
&, close to the low fence separati
v be- | fifth yard from l]u sixth, a vine clambered
t 1" and all the way along, which was full of blue

hit have cans, ashes, and

n the Lord Jesus Churist * manly

gan sobbed in sym

who passed my colli

4 Diseny
much as possible from the
, candidly, “Am I,
liever in the Lord Je

answered my ul, truly, in the negative, | s, droo ping (.k. fairy cuj In the
-1).‘_ knowest not, oh, my soul, even|other half of the yard, there were two long
faith's meaning. By this time thgerowds | wire lines overhead upon which on \lulv

had passed, and I felt hands busy with the | days fresh white «lwlhn«\\\'\'u. the breeze,
"

flowers aud fol-de rols of my funeral toilet, | Then there was a rustic seat, hwln-~|nmll,:t
and knew the cover of the casket was tu be| hammock under the one tree aud a bed of
closed and locked. An awful spiritual | beautiful flowers,—also over the ferce be
avguish, unknown before, seized me, and 1| yween this vard and the fourth, nasturtiums
wrestled in body, soul and SRt I8 the mor- | leaned in all their golden bloom,
tal endeavor to save my body from the| Qpe hotl July moruing, the mothers in the
grave, that my soul might find” the way of | fourth, fifth, and sixth cottages, all happen-
cternal life. But the casket closed! The ed out at the same time to hang up their
key clicked iu the lock, and 1 was borne | clothes ; Mrs. Allen of Number Four look-
away, fainting as I went. Yet I fainted | od very cross and anxious ; Mrs, Coates of
calmly, saying to myself “I am fainting, | Number Six very weary-faced and discour-
and the grave will not hurt me. But what aged ; but Mrs. Bowen of Number Five
of that second death 1 looked happy, and was singing a low, sweet
The casket lid lifted. A breath of pure %ong, as she hung out the white clothes in
winter air seemed to penetrate my 1,.'“,“‘ the glorious sunshine, She glanced at hey
the undertaker said, “ His wife will have | ‘)-ll'l""]" Ih'“”“"‘ll ‘I“_‘ n_ at ‘]"‘“ ":'i‘“-
st look before we lower him. Some|yards, while a throb of pity entered her
one ““1. ,,),‘““,.,ml“l h.:,“l] H‘,:‘, h‘l‘fllmx r'“f; kindly heart. She was in a great hurry to
that last rose-bud, and she will lay it on | finish her washing, 'ut not in too great a
s heart.  We must humor her.” Then|hwrry to stop fora little kindly service.
my wife’s breath was on my lips, warm She ~[|mlu'«l down beside her loved flowers,
kisses which I felt, while at the same time I |Picked a bunch of beautiful pansies and
was thrilled with a sharp physical pain, un-{some sprays of mignonette, and reaching
known before. As she bowed over me, all '\.I\” (\'llll glowing nasturtiuwms, she called to
wershadowed with her flowing veil, she put | 31 en . : :
her little hand with the rose-bud, upon lun * And how is little Sue this n
pulseless heart asped.  She shrieked,| ' Better, but awful cross,” ansy
“He lives! There is a warm spot at Allen fretfully
heart 1" “Crazy ! Stark mad with grief, “I'm glad she’s better,— e her these
they muttered, and drew her away. My flowers with my love, please,” and with the
wife to a madhouse ! Myselfto the grave, | Dlooming gift there went "mile so full of
nd to eternaldeath ! The thought electri- :w\m; kindness that it touched Mrs, Allen’s
fied my waking life. I sat up, stood up in |h¢ art, " .
my coffin! 1 clasped my \\ltl- to my l]n:ul “Thauk you,” she said ; “Sue will be
vith my leftarm, laid my right hand on my "f““”l' she loves flowers. Then Mrs.
pastor’s—for he stood bes ide me—and sak ,|Allen went into the cottage, .\h: Bowen
calmly, solemnly, “Dear pastor, classmate handed a bunch of pinks to Mrs, Coates
wine, what must’T do to be saved 1 “ Aren’t they beauties, Mrs, Coates 1" .}..-
4 asked. Over the weary face there broke
smile, as Mrs, Coates said quickly, as -lw
iuhaled the fragrance of the flower.
“ Beauties ! Indeed they are.

yrning
sred Mrs,

He answered as solemnly, “ Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.”
There is noune other name under Heaven, |

Thank




