VILLAGE FUNERAL.

PUBLISHED BY THF
AMERICAN TRACT SOCIETY,

STREET, NEW YORK




E FUNERAL,

PLEA FOR THE TRACT CAUSE,
AT
HOME AND ABROAD.

“No doubt,” says one, “ Tracts may be e

exceedingly
useful, but to circulate them throughout our country: will
cost too much.”  How much, then, will it cost?. A hundred

lollars has been expended in this country upon a
rserace! A million of dollars ean be:raised in'a
ty, or town, at almost any time, for
factory ! 7,000,000 can be |

1 single manu-

e state, for a

" says one, “is a g

ct. Ttp

vements, opens communication, and

facilitates

intercourse between one part of the country inother.”
I acknc it is a great and a noble object. And is there
nothing great, nothing noble in the everlasting improvement

f twelve million mi

Is? in showing a path, and facilitating
their progress on their way to gl

ory

vom glory

to glory, to everlasting ages?

But we must do vastly more than to supply the twelve

y with Tracts. The Can

ur own cous
and all South Ame

las,

ica, are calling v

n us to help
them ; five thousand will soon be able to read

mong our
Western Indians; ten thousand at the Sandwich Isl ands ;
and ten million can read now, in co ntries around the Med-
iterranean i

a gentleman, who visited 1} countries,

t home, had furnished him with

to men who,

cts for

, gentlemen, a thou-
sand times f n told that it was of no
to thi: s to Italians, Greeks, Portu-

[See page 3 of cover.
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guese, and Spaniards; they would not read them. Bu,
ntlemen, I know better

You have no idea how welcome

"

the Tracts were in all the ports at which we touched around
the Mediterrancan. The people ran afier me in the streets,
d pulled me into their hous

in order to obtain them ;
and that too, af

r I had distributed all that [ had. 1 could

hardly pacify them, but by telling them that when [ came

again I would bring them more.”  Printing-presse

are now

in operation in connection with Missionary stations on

Mediterranean. Give them the means, and Tracts, as cheap

as they can be furnished in this country, may be printed in
Greek, and Italian, o French, and Arabic, and Armenian,
wnd extended to ten million of people, multitudes of whom
wre almost entirely destitute means of grace. $1,000
may put in ¢ ilation one hundred thousand Tracts of ten
pages r es, two hundred and fifty thousand,
w ad r persons, would speak to one mill.
i peopl en, is a way in which men n
f , Christ and to souls, through the medium of th
cie P property in a manner, which, while it does

not make them poor, will make many rich

d secure an in-

le, undefiled, and that fadeth not away.
s and thousdnds are now perishing for the want
of Tracts, on the Island of

ylon

missionary om two to eight families in a day; some.

urneys, and are out six or eight days.

At such times we take a number of boys from the s hools,

ind we exceedingly need Tracts. As we pass from villag

spel was never preached, we find
1 1, I we Bibles or Tracts
we hav T no Bible, no T'ra

flee from the wrath to com

printed. I

how many

rospel be sent by means of Traets ; and
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VILLAGE

2 “Funerals in the country are solemnly impressive. The

th makes a wide space in the village circle, and is

stroke ¢

§ an awful event in the tranquil uniformity of rural life. The

ing-bell tolls its knell in every

ass-

s with its pervading

melancholy over eve hill and vale, and saddens all the Jand-

scape.”

Deati is a solemn subject of meditation ; but it is one

which presents stronger claims on our attention than any

other, because we must die. If to die were a mere cessa-

tion of being ; if, when the mantle of mortality fall

we lay

the tomb

down in to rise no more; if, when the intellect

) think, the passions ceased to glow, the active

and the 1

soul lived only in the recollection of surviving friends ; we

cens

{ tues ceased to displey their moral beaut

would forbear to pass a heavy censure on the general ind

ference which is manifested tow

s this solemn theme

\ But has not the Sacred Volume revealed life and immortal-
ity? Do we not there read, that “the hour is coming, i
the which all that

and shall come forth :

in the graves shall h

they that have done good, unto t
resurrection of life

and they that have done evil, unto t}

resurrection of damnation ? John 5 : 28, 29

Death spares neither age nor rank,

as the k of terrors, sways the

ity over all the living ; none can elude his attack, nor re

his power. What a scene is presented to the fancy, where
]

he has achieved a conquest! The sparkling eye is become

dim, the instructive lips are sealed
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af to the voice of friendship and

1e song of

e tabernacle of bliss is changed into the house
The preparations which are necessary for

ep the mind in a state of constant agitation 3

) djusted, and the mournful hour of

, the passions usually burst forth, and pro-

rs, and groans, the sadness of the

a fine summer evening, as we sat conversing
e immortality of the soul, and on that state

essedness which the righteous will enjoy

ily world, that we received intelligence of the

n. Mrs. Steve

dissolution of Mr s ex-
pressed a re to and her once more before her
deces and having accepted my offer to accompany her,
the chaise was immediately got ready to convey us to her

I have in my intercourse with society,

the b are not exclusively cherished
by any in ts members, but glow in the
breasts of a nvariably most delicate, when
efined by the hallowed fire of devotional sentiment and
feeling. On some occ ce, in the walks of hum.
ble life, even where religion has lled ber sweetest

utary tear paid to departing worth; yet

gree of insensibility which excites

red this lonely

s that we were in house  of

1, who had just returned from his

1e window-seat, with his frugal

hed ; his hand, spanning his fore-

as his little boy stood near him,

ce spoke, no noise was heard, nor

u o disturb musings of
grief. We felt a momen an apprehen-

captive. At



length Mrs. Stevens said, ¢ Well, Robert,

in the body, or in glory?” He s

siveness, and as the silent tear fell on h

She is still with u

he replied

She has been discoursing m you, ma’ar ny 5
and it will give her pleasure to see you again before she
enters the joy of her Lord.’

Weo walked up stairs, near, she ex
pressed great delight at seeing us. She sat up in her bed,

being supported by pillows; her face glowed with the hee-
tic flush ; her eyes shone with radiant brightness ; her voice

was clear, though not str and her mind soon discov

| its native rightliness and vig

ved, ““in the last stage of declir

pecting a change. Disease has nearly
before death comes 1
perisheth, blessed be God, my inwa
by day. I have passed through de
you, but they have not been permitt

when the enemy came in like a flood,

lifted up a standar

of m

over; the |
Mediator will s very s
the presence of the Divi

He is a faithful as well as a merciful High Pri

with exceeding joy. Oh!

“I am happy,” replied Mrs. Stevens, “to find you in
such a delightful frame.  You have borne a living testimony
to the truth of and now you can bear a dying tes.
timc to its excellence.

living testimony,” sait been but feeble ;
it ut decisive tones as it ought to have
¢ 10t think of it, but with regret, with self-loath-
in, been an unprof le servant, a treacherous

sciple, a disobedient chi I look for redemption, and

for acceptance, to Jesus the Med whose blood cleanseth

from all sin.’
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1 pleasure,” Mrs. Stevens remjarks

uit of your religious prin

ot have been so rich

as you

the dying saint, «

gratitud

to believe
at 1 shall soon be
in the immediate
I can derive no satisfaction from
T am a sinner saved by

om fallin

“near the end of your
uld not willingly recommence

erfully, if my Lord were to command
Tlong to be with him. To giveap
1 child occasioned a hard contest

parting spirit to the Lord
r husband and her child, who were
; deprived of their richest earthly
villa, where the

1e space of an hour.

d o the
she lay with her eyes
n of her lips it was ey

w wch engaged in prayer; at length she
cha I cannot describe—is this death?
54 1 terror ransformed into an
iverance. 1 shall soon see the King, the Loni
his beauty. I am entering the valley, but there
ess. | see shadow of death, but feel not the
short pause, during which her spirit seemed

n v ) :, she embraced
nd her child for the last time; and having
nmended them to God, she reclined her head on
ind expired.  Precious in the sight of the Lord
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1 the
ur la
dead
mtry ;

5
i
which th
he mind:
ligious pr
g, “Let us
end ;

he evenin

and this ¢
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Far from this world of toil and strife,
They're present with the Lord
The labors of their mortal life

End in a large reward.”

T'he effect was solemn and delightful. Echoes, which

had slept for ages, awoke and tuned their responding voiees
to the melody of death. The bier stood still as soon a8 the
was sung, that the bearers might rest from their las
when the thrush and the nightingale, roused from

eir silence by the music of the valley, in

rmingled their

enchanting notes, as though anxious to perpetunte the songs
The number of rs increased as we advanced; all
were serious, some wept ; and when we turned into the lane
which led up to the graveyard, the venerable Mr:dngleby
headed the procession. Another hymn was now sunghin
accents more bold, but equally melodious with the formers

«0, 1 overec th,

T'o cheer my dying hours,

To triumph o'er the monster Death,
And all h tful powe

y boasted vict'ry, grave?

the monster’s sting #

I r vhen tak to the church, was placed in
e portions of Serip-
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ture were read, it wi

the burial

where, aft
posite d till the morning

and his

had just received t
loved, they wept ;

dejected, yet anim

world.
The solemnity of
my mind. I

ing round tt

mi
theme of my meditat
culated to bring down
the flame of ambition
A chilling horror ¢
my own decease. Tl
tear ; the final farewel
solemn anticipat
world ; the interme

rushed in upon my far

Never did the comm

this momen T
believeth in me, thot

and whosoever liv E

Believest thou this 2 J

life bursting in up
scene with the vision
desolation ar

above t
Lord Jesus Christ, « w
may be fas} d |
the wor
unt

himsel

L did not leave the

arried out to the place of
service was performed, i
f the resurr n Wh

ked down into the g

tile bereaved boy loo

nd returned to their house

s of her whom they

al made a decp impression on

1 the crowd, which was pre

k of the coffin, that I

Death was th

me! How cal

ement

extinguish

1 we dead, ye hall | v
b eth in me, shall 1 T die
m 11

und me, to look for the Saviour, the
hall char ur vile body, tha

m us bos e ng to

€ 1 ’ 11 thing
! 1 il t t
irchyard till the ws of the
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evening reminded me of the lateness of the hour, and alsg
of my having 1 my friends, whom I found waiting for
me at the Rectory, When I entered the study, the venera
ble Pastor said, “I am happy, sir, to see you once more on
this side the grave ; 1 shall be more happy to see you on the
other side ; but before that blest interview can take place,
two graves must be opened, and we both must pass through
the dark valley of the shadow of death. My graveyard is
much richer than it was when I commenced my labors in

sel ;

walked t

g round it my mind gets associated

ligious friendships. Here, I see
with whom I took

sweet coun-
there, the tombstone of my companion, with whom 1
wpany ; and now 1 shall

parish ; and in wal

h some of my earlie:

monument of my frien

house of God in ¢o

have one erected to the memory of her whose remaii8 ive
have just committed to the earth. Yes, and the day is ot

f

r distant when I shall be called to rest from my Jaborss
Ah, soon, in a scene like this, I shall be the principal figure
All these ceremonies will be performed for me. But I have
v sublime prospect before me. A prospeet, in comparison

th which the boldest scenery of nature, the richest deco-

tions of ar most fasc attractions of social or
mestic blis way, as the brilliancy of the stars is
scured by the overpowering brightness of the meridian
)

s not every ( id Mr. Stevens, who

n speak with the same degree of confidence of future haps

iess. Some can meet death with rapturous delight; others

enjoy a settled composure in their last moments; while in

e, hop fear alternately prevail. And though we

of consolation, as, in each case,

agency of God, who dispenses a lar

instances trace up this varying state of feeling,
to physical causes, yet, should we not

in these cases, the all-wise and benevolent
er or smaller portion
he sees to be best ?”?

Pastor; « yet the Scriptures

“ Undoubtedly,” replied t




an eminently holy life and ar
Hence, the apostle, af
tivation c he grace of the
character, concludes by saying, ¢ Wheref o

1 and Sav

nfidence of th

for

50 their

tensive as

which Dr. G erience

dying ¥’ ex n litt

what, for so many years, 1 been

precious does the righteousne

I nnot love me better than he

love him r I 1 :

How many have we oursclves seen who wept upon the
mountains of Z ut rejoiced in the valley of the shadow
of death ; whose harps, 1 s the illows

were taken down, and deli
song in the most strar

cannot

perfumes of ¢ Arabia the Happy’ are blowr
boring provinces. Above all, there
plicity of fa
to all our pe
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aind often, inser

y to ourselves, we are
) entitle us to the diy

St i God.  But all this is now oy
Whist can the beliver do when dying #AIWRE qual
tions can he then acquire? What attainments can he then

t him look back, says one, *upon a w

spent life s is impossible. Every review which he
takes of himself humbling. The very sins of his holy
duties would drive him to despair. One resource remains—e
nly ch is always equal to our relief—one,
consol nly hindered from flowing in to us by
the want of f mind : it is, looking, by faith, to the
Lamb of God, who h away the sins of the world ; it is,
commit implicitly the soul to him. ¢He is ablélalso
to save them to the uttermost that come unto God by himj
h liveth to make" intercession for them.’”

I am fond,” said Mr. L——, ¥ of visiting the sic

When with them, I feel the truth of

the

The r which seizes on the spirits of an infidel in his last
moments, and the rapture which glows in the breast of the
expiring Christian, equal ipreme excellence. 1

have seen the unbeliever tremble, as the footsteps of death
has turned pale through fear, or
air. T have heard him utter the
hs and groans—the speech-
ach himself in the strongest
ng passed through

ilt, in ha

» an enemy to the faith of Christ ; and I have seen him ¢

s0 seen the believer
e heard the music of
\ting as the vital spirit
istened with pleasure,
Iy feelings and bliss-

any

pire in unutterable ar

ca levated, and e

his soul becoming more
has
while he has given utterance to his

but T have never heard one expres

anguished in his frame

ful anticipations ;
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regret for his attachment to the doctrines of the Gospel. 1
have never known one willing to renounce his faith,
up his prospect of death
¢ I Mr. Ingleby, “and this circumstance is
esumptive evider in the adaptation of

ity may contemn

riends to scorn ; but she

is hless ; for when disciples want her presence in
their last h nerally m as victims whom
she has fitted ft ruction, may return among
the g I the dissipated, to prepare them also for the pangs
of the second deatl

I te before we left the Rectory, and in passing by

the cottage which had that day cast out its dead, we saw a

light in the room, ar n knc g at the door, we gained
admittance. “ Well, Robert,” said Mr. Stevens,  you ar
not yet 16 bed

he re ; “if I go to bed, I don’t think

go to sleep. I thought when my wife lay so ill,
ed so much, that I should be willing to give her
d, if he would take he
11 what

but now she is gone,

eath is, till it comes
was a go

» by

d wif

heart. My boy tries to
wants a comforter

God,” observed Mr. L——, “can support

ur trial ; for he has said, ¢Call upon me ir

uble : I 1 r thee, and thou she

“Oh, yes,” replied Robert, ¢ he ¢ me, and
has given me a spirit of resignation to } will ; but,
sir, nature can’t help fe J

But,” said Mr. St “I do not

recall her from heaven, even if you were permitted.”

suppose you would
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it gives me pleasure to think that, while I
re below, she is enjoying the felicity of the

but if T were permitted o recall her, T am

am mourni

heavenly stat
sure that I u
happy. But she i

be tempted to do it ; for she always tried

to make me ne, never more to return.
In looking into her drawer, since we came back from the

funeral, I found these papers, which I have j
ng.”

I looked over them, and having transcribed a copy of

one, T will inser It was dated three months before her

decease.

“T he
of the loving kir
s. He has removed all my ¢

e just been favored with a singular manifestation

all

ess of my Saviotir. He has pardoned

me peace, and has enabled me to resign my hi

child to h are. - He will soon take me to himself.

\es great depression, and may in my last mo
| i I now record in
r | have seen him. 1

die o guilty and worthless sinner, depending on his death

ments be unable t eak of hi

writing what will not be seen t

for salvation ; and cz

that T die in full and certain hope

al life. Saranm

of a joyful resurrection

« Dear wipowsp Hussanp—Before you see this, 1 shall
ssed through the valley, and joined the redeemed
bove While you are v

ng, I shall

r you, ar

s meet in glory

“Yours for ever, Saran.”
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