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THE RURAL CANADIAN. °

»
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perhaps very long, for I romomber that I calmly
reasoned oven then : ¢ Time naturally moves slowly in
such unpleasant circumstances ; my friends will inquiro
for me whon tho railroad disaster is known.” They did,
and I heard snatches of conversation respecting myself
asfollows : *“ John Harkeo was on the train!" ¢ What
was ho West for!” ¢ Dead!” ¢ Tolegraph back to
family. " ‘“Charming young wife. Fine baby boy.
Hopo he leaves them comfurtable. Shucking intelli-
goncoe for her.” ¢‘Sheis young and will seun get over
it -

My calmness was tried, but 1 soothed me by remind-
ing myself that I, who loved my Amy most, should
least regret that she would so **svon get over it."
Yet I tried hard to rise, to cry out, to do anything, to
save her tho ‘“shock ™ of the telegram.  Alas, my Ludy
was practically dead. T wondered if over anvther wero
in a satato so afllictive. I recalled recorded facts of
persons brought to just such astate by the Syrian fever,
who yet rovived and lived. I did not quite despair,
yot my future to my calmest vigw looked dark,

Time passed. Voicesagain said over me, ““Telegram
from the East. Harkeo's remains to be expressed
without delay.” ‘No lack of means.” *‘Beautiful
corpse. Morcy he was not disfigured. Always was fino

looking.” *‘ Appears as if asleep ; almost as if howere
alive and wanted to spesk.” ‘‘ Painless death. Won-
derfully calm !

For a moment I was tempted to curso calinness, but
an instant's reflection convinced me that the awfulness
of my situation demanded absulute self-possession.

Properly enshrouded and encoflined, I was ‘* express-
ed without delay,” and found myself in my own draw-
ing room, the centre of nttraction tv a crowd of weeping,
admiring, complimentary friends. Such appreciation
wes quite flattering to my pride. Only for a moment,
however, for I calmly reflected that iy warmest
admirers in death had least appreciated my virtues in
life. Among them were hard debtors, hard creditors,
Gespisers of my adversity, enviers of my proaperity ;
hardest of all, slanderers of my good name m life
glorified it in death. The few who had been tender
ever, and true, wept so silently that theyp assed wmy
closed uyes almost unrecognized, gave that, being very
czlm, I knew each by the smothered sob, the whisper
ed name, the tender touch, the mysterivus magnetism

which reveals to the soul the presence of the loved

and true. * This would be edifying were my situation
less precarious,” reflected I, ‘“ but it is more than pre-
carious, positively disastrous; calmness, however, is
the part of wisdom.”

Where is Amy ? Somechow I luvked for her love to
rescue me—for power there is in such a woman's love.
Could I lio there and let her break her heart in twain
for me ? Surely I must respond to the power of her
voice, her touch.

When all were gone she came.  Alone with her dead!
Voiceless, tearless, in her great anguigh. Clinging to
mo proatrate beside me, broken-hearted, incolsolable,
and Ialiving man, yet dead to her ! It was too hurrible.
I fainted. Yes, I fainted, but did it calmly, knowing
when and why I swooned ; and when I rovived re-
membered i all.  With that memory my last hope of
rescue fled, and striving to forget the trifling incidents
of a living on-coffinment and burial, I solemnly reflected
upon my prospects fur eternity. The present scemed
to me a momentous hour, pregnant with eternal con-
soquences. Whollyconscious was I that my soul was not
prepared for its immogtality. My past life, virtuous,
just, reasonably charitable and quito equable, was to
mo, in that hour, loathsome. Why had I wasted on
trifles the powers of an immortal nature ! Why neglect-
ed the Word of cternal life ! Why failded to test the
power of Christ's salvation ! Might I even now, acquaint
myself with Him and—

Such salutary and appropriate reflections were rudely
interrupted by a fashiouable undertaker, and his body-
guard of assistants. Tho coffin, in which T had begun
to foel aomewhat at home, was regarded as not goud
enough for the decay of mortal flesh, and I heard
whispered gratulation that this new one cost fivo
hundred dollars, and that as much more monecy would

not pay for tho flowers which wero to adorn it, |

«Lovoly corpso,” briskly observed the undertaker,
¢ monoey plenty ; rare opportunity to make our best
display. Funeral at the church, too. Crowds drawn
by the railroad disaster and Harkeo's popularity. Big
guncral acrmon expocted ; minister specially happy in
kis imnaterial there, too, such a faultless Yife * caln,,

9FOR0 A3 B oummintd ove, L wuld miruvat proash upuis § havn wobese than to thibk it uygm'ayr:ow. Then wy | ytands wol-rocordod. — V.

it mysolf ; so unliko my last caso. whon tho minister
was positively at his wit's end to got hold of anything
to tho credit of thodoparted. Ho did his best, though,
and mado him out alifost n saint. But Harkeo, hero
was ¢ lovely in his lifo, and in death he is not divid.
ed '—that's not exactly the wording of tho toxt, perhaps;
the preaching you know, is not my vooation, but my
business is, as Harkee was lovely out of his coflin, to
make him lovely within it, sv hero's-to duty.” And
amid subdued laughter I was lifted out of my snug re-
treat, and re.arrayed for the tomb in more elabomte
and costly apparel. All this, as boforo intimated, sadly
sundered tho thread of my sulemn reflections, and by
tho time I was satisfactorily bestowed, and adjust-
ed in tho five hundred dollar casket, I was su
fatigued and disgusted that, while endeavoring to re-
cover my habitual equanimity, I fell asleop only to be
awaked by fresh devices of tho undertakor, preparatory
to the privato funeral, which I understood was to pre-
cedo the public. It was the mention of my wife's
name that awakened me.

* Mrs. Harkeo is hard to manage about the funeral,”
said the undertaker. “‘She’s not fond of display,
would like to be much with her dezd —preposterous
idea that ; deprives our profession of its only oppor-
tunity. Great ado there is to find ono withered rose-
bud, which I lost out of the first coffin. It seems ho
put it on her breast the morning he left homo, so she
wants that and makes nothing of five hundred dollars’
worth of hot-house flowers. They couldn’t get her off
her knees to have her mourning fitted till we appealed
to her respect for the dead” She don't care even for
his funeral sermon, but told tHe minister—looking
herself more like a corpse than Harkeo here—says she
to her pastor, ‘Dear sir, thit is an hour for honest
words, and alas, neither you nor yet I have intereated
ourselves to know if his suul, in life, was at peace with
God. Summoned in an instant, what dare we say of
its future 7 I would give my soul to know that his is
safe ; for I love him better thun I do myself.’"”

“ God save her intellect,” svlemnly put in the flor-
ist. *‘ Shemust be going wild to answer the rever-
end gentleman in that way. So many tender, aweet
things she might have told him tv ornament the fune-
ral sermon.  The effect of that lily on the pillow is
fine ; the cheek, by contrast, has almost a life-like
glow. Uncommon corpse !”

I tried to be calm in my coflin and prepare to die.
but such a fuss was there, above, about, around, over
and under, beside and beneath me, with mottoes,
wreaths, crosses, harps, crowns, anchors, and no end
of floral decurations, that I felt my poor soul'achances
were 80 slender as to be acarcely worth considering,”

¢t Sweet mottoes,” breathed an amiable lady, Amy's
friend, overlooking the work. ‘* ‘Safein the arms of
Jesus,'” ¢ Sweet rest in Heaven,” * The gates ajar,’
¢ Angels welcomo thee,” ¢ A crown upon his forehead,
s harp within his hand.” Beautiful floral ides, that
actual crown and harp of flowers, with the rest of the
mottospelled in flowers between ! That must go over
to the church.”

Awiful to relate, the last ‘* beautifnl floral idea” so
struck my inhorent sense of the ridiculous that I
laughed —in spirit —and then, oither for horror that I
hiad laughed, or from an empty stomach, I once more
fainted, and revived only as they jostled me on enter-
ing tho church. Tho first sounds I took in wero the
words spoken by tho minister as T was borne up the
aisle: ¢ Ho that liveth and believeth in Me shall
never die.” 3y soul grasped them. In awcot rest?
No, no. That was my mother's rest, my Amy’s rest.
1-knew there is such a rest, and that I possessed it not.
Yet the organ and the choir were chanting, ** Requs-
escat in Pace.” 1 stopped my oars, to use a metaphor,
and said boldly to my soul : ¢* Be calm, and deal truly
with thyself, O immortal soul ; though organs, choirs,
hymns, mottoes, sermons and their authors lie, lie
thou nut to thyself, for soon thou wilt be with thy
Gud, where truth alonoe shall etand.” Thus charged,
my soul made honest answor : ** Thou art no belicver,
and ¢ Ho thit bolioveth not the Son shall not see life,
bat the wrath of Gud abidoth on him.”” The singing
of swoet hymns of love and peaco in Heaven kept
creeping n to mock me, and over my kead the pastor
read of tho pearly gates and golden streets, and I
caught, *The Lamb is the light thoreof,” and

*¢ Whoso names are in the book of lifo.”

They meant it kindly for mo, I krow ; but they all
ikt have knewn that if my spirit heard I shuald

solomn dealing with my soul was sadly_put about by
tho sermon. It scoms very ungratoful to come down
on a man, especially on o good man, my own dear pas-
tor, he my porsona! friend and collogo clasamato, too,
for anytbing so woll meant, €0 solemn, tendor, appro-
priate, + d altogethor up to tho tines as a model
funeral se.mon over n calm, peaceable, morsl maa in
his coflin, But truth compols me to say it almost cost
mo my soul to lie there and haten toit. It put me
into Heaven so neatly, in theory, that hnd not the
circumstances mado it indisponsable for me to got
there in ruality, and without any but insurmountable
delays, its sophistry might havo cheated me. It was
vory distracting to hoar what a good son, amiablo
brother, devoted husband, dear friend, worthy citizon,
and benevolent holper, 1 had been, just as I was ag-
onizing in spirit to learn, oro it was forover too late,
the meaning of that beliof in tho Lord Jesus Christ
which is unto eternal lifo, -

Pathotically the sermon closod. The audience were
melted to tears, and the organ sobbed in sympathy
with tho crowds who paased my coffin, soothing their
anguish with its glories. Disengaging myself as much
a8 possible from the pageant, I asked myself, candidly,
‘ Am I, at heart, a beliover in the Lord Jesus Christ 1"
and answered my soul, truly, in the negative, ¢ Thou,
knowest not, oh, my soul, oven faith's meaning.” By
this time tho crowds had passed, and I felt hands
busy with the flowers and fol de rols of my funsral
toilet, and knew the cover of the casket was to be
closed and locked. An awful spiritual anguish, un-
known tefore, seized me, and I wrestled in body, soul
and spirit, in the mortal anguish of a calm endesavour
tu savo my body from the grave, that my soul might
find the way of eternal life. But the casket closed !
The koy clicked in the lock, and I was borne away,
fainting as I went. Yet I fainted calmly, saying to
myself ¢ Iam fainting, und the grave will not hurt
me. But what of that gecond death "’

The casket lid lifted. A breath of pure winter air
seemed to penstrate my being, as the undertaker said,
¢‘ His wife will have a last look before wo lower him.
Some one has found and handed her his last gift, that
last ruse-bud, and she will lay 1t on his heart. We
must humor her.” Then my wife's breath was on my

lips, warm kizses which I felt, while at the same time
I was thrilled with a sharp physical pain, unknown
before. As she bowed over me, all overshadowed
with her flowing veil, she put her little hand; with the
rose-bud, upon my pulseless heart. I gasped. She,
shrieked, ‘‘ He lives! There is a warm spot at his
heart I” “Crazy! Stark mad with grief,” they mut-
tered, and drew her away. My wife to 2 mad house t
Myself to the grave, and to eternal death ! /The
thought electrified my waking life. Isat up, s

up, in my coffin ! I clasped my wife to my heart with
my left arm, laid my right hand on my pastor’s—for
he stood beside me—and said, calmly, solemnly,
¢« ch.;-‘pastor, classmate mino, what must Ido to be
8ave

Ho snswered as solemnly; ‘ Beliove on the Lord
Jesus Christ, and thou shalt bo saved.” **Thore is
none other name under Heaven, given among® men,
whereby we must be saved.”

“ So I was reflecting while you preached my funeral
sermon ; but I understood you to put me in Heaven
by another method.”

‘¢ OQh, that was your funeral sermon, John,” he re-
plied, a twinkle of genial humor shining through his
tears ; ‘‘it couldn't hurt you, dead ; but alive, don't
trust it ! don't, I beg! Trust the Lord Jesus Christ.
Take Him at His word, &s your boy does you.”

“Prust Him! Tseeit!” cried I, joyfully, * why,
'tis plain as day !”

Istepped out of my coffin into my carriage~—putting
Amy in first—and rode home, a happy beliover in the
Lord Jesus Christ. : "

THE PAST.

Tho infinito galleries of the past await but ono bricf
proceas, and all their pictures will bo called out aud
fixed forover. I had a curious illustration of this
groat fact on a humblo scale.  When a bookeess, lung
standing in one place, was removed, thero wasthe
exsct image left on tho wall of the whole, and of many
of its portions. But in tho nudst of this picture was
another, the precise oatlino of 2 inap which had hunug
on the wall before the bookeaso was placed there.  Wo ~
had all forgotion overything about the map until we
2a% its photograph on the wall. Thus, somo day or
otlier, we may remembor a sin which has boen covored
up, when this lower universo is pulled awey fivm

before the wall of wnfinity, where the wrong-domg
. Holmes. :
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