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CHAPTER XVIL—DENAS.

Daring the summer whieh followed, Tris was much at home,
About the beginning of the summer, just before the pilchard
season, Jacob Trenager died. He was a Pentrath man, and of
course “went home” for his burying. It did not seem an event
likely to affect the lives of Tris and Denas, and yet it did have
a very pleasant influence upon their future. In some far-bark
generation a Trenager had saved the life of an Arundel, and ever
since, when any adult of one family was buried an adult of the
other threw the first earth upon the coffin, in token of their remem-
brance and of their friendship. Mr. Arundel was aware of the
tradition, and he desired to perpetuate it.

So, in accord with his expressed desire, Trenager’s funeral was
observed with all the ancient ceremonies. His mates from the
numerous villages around carried him all the way on his bier te
Pentrath; carried him by the sea-shore, singing hymns as they
went. A great crowd of men and women were in the procession,
and the old church at Pentrath was full to overflowing. Jacob’s
forefathers for centuries back lay in Pentrath churchyard, and
there were old people living in the town who remembered Jacob
casting' the first earth on the present Mr. Arundel’s father's coffin,
and who wondered whether the son would do the same kindness
for the fisherman.

The day after Jacob’s death it was noticed in St. Penfer that a
strange gentleman called upon Denas, and that Denas went up
the cliff-breast with him and remained in the church town for the
greater part of the day. The strange gentleman was the organist
of Pentrath church, and his visit to Denas was made to induce
her to sing a portion of the funeral service; and St. Penfer being
nearer than Pentrath, they had gone to St. Penfer church to
practise.

It was a warm, sunshiny day. The church windows were all
open, and the rustle of the trees in the churchyard, the hum of
the bees, the songs of the birds, the murmur of the town beyond,
came through them. Mr. Arundel stood at the foot of the coffin,
Jacob's family at the head ; the ecrowd of fishers filled the old pews
and aisles to overflowing. Suddenly there was a burst of trinm-
phant melody. It filled the church and lifted the souls of all
present up, and up, far beyond, and far

 Above the smoke and stir of this dim spot
Which men call earth.”

<< T Inowo that my Redeemer liveth !”

Higher and higher the clear, strong voice rang out the joyful
assurance, till every heart swelled to rapture and every eye was
wet with holy tears.

¢ T know that my Redeemer liveth !



