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GENERAL LITERATURE.

TIIE INDIAN SUMMER.
(CONCLUDED.)

Tur mother had heen left a widow with iwo
children, a son and daughter. The son had been
too saon exposed lo the templations of the world
- —had hecome dissolute, and was carried away
by the frenzy of intemperance. This almost
broke her heart, but it could not alienate her af-
fection. There is somelhing so patient and en-
during in the love of a mother! It is so kind to
ns—so consoling—so forgiving! The world de-
ceives us, but that deccives us not—friends for-
sake us, but that forsakes us not; we may wound
it, we may abandon it, we may forget it—but it
will never wound, nor abandon, nor forget us!

The daughter was delicale and feeble. She
sickened in her mother’s arms, and fell into a slow
decline. Her brother’s ingratitude bad stricken
her too. Those who have watched the progress
of slow and wasting decline, may recollect how
fondly the sufferer will cling to some favourite
wish, whose gratification she thinks may strength-
en her wasted frame, and which, though we are
persuaded it will be useless to grant, we feel it
cruelty to deny. With this hope, she had long-
ed for the calm retirement of the country, and
had come with her mother into the bosom of these
solitudes, to breathe their exhilirating air, and to
forget, in the calm .of rural life, the cares that
seemed to hurry on the progress of the disease.
There is a quiet charm in rural occupations, which
soothes and tranquilizes the soul; and the inva-
lid, that is heart-sieck with the noige of the city,
retires to the shades of country life, finds the hope
of existence renewed, and something taken away
from the bitlerness of death. B

hen the poor girl saw her young friends
around her in the bloom of health and hilarity of
youth, and she alone drooping and sickly, she felt
that it was hard to die. But in the shades of the
country, the gaiety of the world was forgotten.
No earthly desire intruded to overshadow the soft
serenily of her soul; and, when the last hope of
life forsook her, a voice seemed to whisper, that
in the sleep of death no cares intruded, and that
they were blessed who die in the Lord.

The summer passed away in rural eccupations,
and the simple pastimes of country life. She
was regular in her devotions at the village church
on Sundays, and after the service, would visit
the cottages of the peor with her mother, or stroll
along the woodland, and listen to the sonyg of the
birds, and the melancholy ripple of the brook.
At such times she would speak touchingly of her
own fate, and look up with tearsinto her mother’s
face. Then her thonghts would wander back to
earlier days—to her young companions—to her
hrother. When she spoke of him, she wept as
thongh her heart would break. They were near-
ly of the same age, had been cducated together,
and had loved each other with all the tenderness
of brotherly love. There was something terrible
in the idea that he had forgotien her, just as she
was dropping into the grave. But there arc some-
times alienations of the heart, which even the
dark anticipations of death cannot change.

At length the autumn cam®—that sober season,
whose very beauly reminds us of dissolution and
decay. The summer birds had flown, the leaf
changed its hue, and the wind rustled mournfully
smid the trees. As the scason advanced, the
health of the invalid gradually declined. "The
lamp of iife was ncarly exhausted. Her rambles
became confined to a litle garden, where she
would sometimes stroll out of a moming to gather

—

flowers for her window. ‘I'he fresh morning eir
seemed to tevive her; but, towards the close of
day, the hectic would flush her cheek, and but loo
plainly indicated that there was no longer any
hope of life.

The mother watched her dying child with an
anguish, that none bul a mother’s heart can feel.
She would sit, and gaze wistfully upon her as she
slepty and pour out her soul ia prayer, that this
last solace of declining years might yet be spared
her. But the days of her child were numbered,
She had become calm and resigned, and her soul
seemed to be springing up to a pure and heavenly
joy. Religion had irradiated the gloom of the
sick chamber, and b:ightencd the pathway of the
tomb. Death had no longer a sting, nor the grave
a victory.

The soft, delightful days of the [ndian summer
succeeded, smiling on the year’s decline. The
poor sick girl was too sick to leave her chamber;
but she would sit for hours together at the open
window, and enjay the calm of the autumnal land-
scape. One evening she was thus seated, watch-
ing the selting sun, as it sunk slowly behing the
blue hills, dying in crimson the clouds of the
western sky, and tinging the air with soft, purple
light.  Iler feelings had taken-a calm from the
quiet of the scene ; and she thought how sweet
it wete that life should close, like the close of an
autumnal day, and the clouds of death catch the
radiance of a glorious and elernal morning.

A little bird, that had been the comparion of
her sickness, was flultering in its cage beside her,
and singing with a merry heart from ity wicker
prison.  She listened a moment to its song with
a feeling of tenderness, and sighed. ¢ Thou hast
cheered my sick chamber with thy cheerful
voice,’ said she, ¢ and hast shared with me my long
captivity., I shall soon be freo, and I will not
leave thee here a prisoner.” As she spoke, she
opened the door of the cage ; the bird darted forth
from the window, balanced itself a moment on its
wings, asif to say farewell, and then rose up inlo
the sky with a song of delight.

As she watched her little favourite floating up-
wards in the soft evening air, and growing smal-
ler and smaller until it diminished to alittle speck
in the blue heaven, her attention was arrested by
the sound of a horse’s hoofs. A moment after,
the rider dismounted at the door. When she be-
held him, her check became suddenly flushed,
and then turned deadly pale again,  She started
up, and rushed towards the door, but hier strength
failed her; she faltered, and sunk into her mo-
thet’s arms in a swoon. Alinost at the same mo-
ment the door opened, and her brother entered
the room.

The ties of nature had been loosened, hut were
too strong to be broken. The rebukes of con-
science had arisen ahove the song of the revel,
and the maddening glee of drujkenness, Haunt-
ed by fearful phantoms, and fall of mcaial terrors,
he had hurried away from the scenes of debanch,
hoping to atone for his errovs, by futare care and
solicitude. His mother embraced him with all
the tender yearnings of 2 mother’s heart.  Sorrow
had chastened every reproachful feeling,silenced
every sentiment of reproof. She had already
forgotten all past unkindness.

In the meantime, the poor invalid was carried
to bed insensible ; and an hour passed before signs
of returning life appeared. A small taper threw
ils pale and tremulous rays around the chamber,
and her brother sat by her bedside, silently and
anxiously watching her cold, inanimate features.
At length, a slight colour flushed her cheek ; her
lips moved, as if she were endeavouring t) articu-
late something; then she sighed deeply, and lan-
guidly opened her eyes, as if awakening from a

deep sleep. Mer inother was bending over her;
;he threw her arns about her neck, and kissed
er.

« Mother,* ¢aid she,in a soft and almost inau-
dible voice, ¢1 have had such a dream!—1
thought that George had come back again; and
that we were happy ; and that 1 shonld not die—
aot yel.  But no, it was not a dream,’ conlinued
she, raising her head from the pillow, and gazing
wistfully about the room. ¢ He has come back
again—and we are happy—and, oh! mother,
must | die 77 . Here she fell back wpon her pitlow,
and covering her face with both hands, burst into
tears., ’

Her hrather, who sat by the bedside, hidden by
the curtain, could no longer withstand the vio-
lence of his emotions. He caught her in his arms,
and kissed her tears away. She unclosed her
eyes, smiled, and faintly articulated, ¢ Dear
George” the rest died upon her lips. 1t was
nalure’s last effort.  She tumed her eyes from
him to her mother—(hen hack—then fo her mo-
ther again ; her lips moved—an ashy hue spread
over her. countenance—and she expired with a
sigh.

Such was the history of the deceased, as I ga-
thered it from one of the villagers. 1 continued
my journey the nexl morning, and passed by the

raveyard. ‘The sunshone sol’(l[v apon it, and the
dew glistened wpon the turf, It seemed 1o me
an image of the mosning of that eternal day, when
this corruptible shall put on incorruption, and this
mortal shall put on immortality.
A e ——
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NO HOPE!®

Tur night must.be very- dark that has no star.
That heatt must be very dark thal has no hope.
Whose path is not cheered by the star of hope ?
The sailor fixes his eyes upon it in the wilderncss
of the sea. The traveller in the desert passes on
his weary way, while hope promises that his
journey’s endis near. The Christian—a nariner
n a boisterous sca—a traveller in a howling wil-
derness—is sustained by hope, as an anchor to his
soul.

SinNEns HAvE 10PE. 1t can scarcely ba pos-
sible that any man gan live unconcerned, withoot
some scerct assurance of future good. Despair
would soon wear out life. But it must ba a mi-
serahle hope thut an impenitent sinner hugs to his
heart. It must prove like the phantom Fnea
embraced, which vanished as often as le caught
it in his arms, Thereis the hope of the hypocrite
it deceives its owner more than others. But the
sinner thinks any hcpe better than none, and
bangs his etemity on a spider’s web.

One hoprs in the fulness of the alonement.—He
thinks Chirist has made so glarious a sactifice for
sinners, that none need fear of failing to find for-
giveness. He loves to dwell on the all-sufficiency
of the atoncment, and talks largely on heing re-
deemed among the multitude that ne inan can
number. DBut he makes a fatal mistake. If the
atonement had been ten thousand times more full
and free, il wounld not avail for him, unless'he
complied with the terms on which it was ofiered.
If Christ had died but for one sinner, that sinner
could not he saved unless he repented and be-
lieved. The merits of that sacrifice must@e ap-
plied by the Holy Spirit, or it has been made in
vain. All the rocks on earth would not avail to
sustain 2 house unless it were built upon them.
The sinner must find the Saviour, and build on
him, or when the storms of trial come, e will

discover, too late, that his house was built upon



