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PY THE LATE WILLIS GAYLORD CLARK 

Sqiemn, yet beautiful to view 

Month of my heart! thou dawnest here, 
With ead and faded leaves to strew 

The Summer's melancholy bier, 

The morn ngs of thy winds I hear, 
As the red sunset dies alar, 

And bars of purpe clouds appear, 
Obscuring every western star. 

Thou solenin month ! I hear thy voice ; 

It tells my soul of other days, 

When but to live was tc rejoice, 
When earth was lovely to my gaze ! 

Oh, visions bright—oh, blessed hours, ! 

Where are their living raptures now? 
7 ask my spirit's wearied powers— 

Uask my pals and fevered brow 

look to Nature, and behold 

My life's dim emblems rustling round, 
Tn hues of crimson and of gold— 
“he year’s dead honors on the ground : 

And sighihg with the winds, I fee), 

While their low pinions marmur by, 

How much their sweeping tones reveal 

Of Jifeland human destiny. 

When Spring's delightsome moments shone, 

They came in zephyrs from the West, 

They bore the wooa-larks melting tone, 

Blake's glassy breast ; 
ating in the heat, 

“in the forest shade ; : 
€ and strengthened now, they beat 

n'Storm, o'er mountiin, glen, and glade. 

HBw like these transports of the breast 
When Jife is fresh and joy is new, 

Soft as the lialcyon’s downy nest, 

Ang transient all as they are true! 
They stir the leaves in that bright wreath, 
Which Hope about her forehead twines 

Til Grief’s hot sighs around it breathe, : 
‘wien Pleasure’s lip its smile resigns. 

Alas, for Time, and Death, and Care, 
What gloom about our way they fling! y 

ike clouds in Autumn’s gusty air, 

The burial pageant of the Spring : 

The dreams that each successive year 
Seemed bathed in hues of brightergpride, 

At last like withered leaves appear, 

Aud sleep in darkness side by side! 
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Time wore away, and the prattlers of the viljage hogan | 
1 he weary oi the subject of the Rogsiters. The only one 
of the trio which had excited their attention, remained at 
the farmbouse. To mirth he cotati nn utter stranger, 
but he was perfectly composed.and not unwilling to make | 
mself uselul, At times he faboured with the gpade or | 
the hoe, or in other ways took part jn the toils of the day. 
His opinigigpe longer excited general attention. It was, 
however, slirgwdly goessed, fiom the good will with 
which Mayreganded Lim, and from his continuing so 
long with Farmer Brown, that she looked upon him as 
mor future husband. "This impression was not removed 
By har unhesitatingly rejecting sevigaml young men 
the village, who offered themselves a8 shitors. 

Rossiter, aware of this, began to fear that his presence 
might inpure the [ortimes of an interesting female, who 
hud always manifested Kindness towards him ang his fa- 
ily, From the frankness which existed between them 
Ye had no dillicalty in communicating what. occurred 
to Lim on this, to her not unimportant, subject, 
“Why, Mary,” said lie, «if you will allow me to ask 

the question, why do vou so resolutely decline the atren- 
tions of the youths of the village ? At your time of life, 
to choose a partner and protector is natural and proper.” 
“But I do not wish tor one.” 
* Do not think nie vain wien I say it, 1 have feared — 

feared, 1 repeat it, that 1 am the cause of your acting as 
vou have done.” 

Mary did not attempt to reply. 
“This, Mary.” he continued, “1 ghould regiet ; for, 

though under other circumstances | had heen proud and 
happy to fina tuyself prefered by une so kind,and in all re- 
spects so estimable as vowrsell, situated®as 1 am, such 
rood fortune, as some may term it, would be misery .— 
Mary, I must not be a lover,” 
Mary was silent, 

fere with your 

“lt as not the coldness of ny nature—not any one of 
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the every day promptings of prudence, avarice, or ambi. 
on, that have caused this svowal. A decree, an awful de- 
Cree, separates me from the rest of the world, which ren- 
ders me unlike other men, which gives me the sorrow 
and the aspect of age, in what should he the bright noon- 
day ot youth, that forces mie to say 4 many not love.” 
“I have not sought your love,” ‘said Mary; “it 4 have 

appeared to do ro, reprove my boldness, hut deem it not 
imtentional, That I have marked vour deep sorrgw with 
interest, I will not deny. To abate it would have heen 
happiness, but only on vour own terns. 1 wauld not 
wake feelings in your bosom which you decide ought to 
have op place there? 
“Then why, again I ask, the demals of your lave, to 

which [ adverted? Am 1 in any way the cause 2” 
“Youware” «J feared 20.” “Those who have otfered 

themselver ars so different from yon, that their attentions 
are most unwelcome, Foolish mirth and thoughtless pas- 
sion are not far me. Without wishing for your lave, | 
prefer being vour friend, to becoming the wife of another.” 

Rassiter was touched by the aveowal. ile replied— 
“ Were my situation other than it is, what you have just 

uttered had made me yours for life. But duty forbids me 
to think ofiyou, or of any one.” « Yau are, perhaps, al- 
ready a hushand.¥ “No.” «Or engaged soon to become 
one.” “No; what d have said as to the interdict, extends 

“to the whole sax, and at once embraces the past, the pre- | 
“sent, and the future.” 

“It iz enough for me to be your friend. Do not think, 
should 1 offer yog*any little kindness, that | wish to inter- 

olution 5; and blame We not because | 
feel no affect 
who would talk to me of marriage.” 
On these terms their fawoihiariy was continued. Mary 

serupnlously abstained froin even a look that might seem | 
to betoken love. There was a something so profound in | 
the grief of Rossiter, that she contemplated it with awe 
‘and reverence. Yet ghe subject of his mystery was at | 
times approached, ad more than once he seemed on the 

i point of explaining, svhen he suddenly checked himself, 
as if he had been about to commit an outrage, changed 
the conversation, or {eft the room. 
But one day he went so {ar as to ask what punishment 

could be too great for the selfish man who could invite a 
lovely feruade to plight her faith with his, and, doing so, 
expose her to vengeful persecution, and fix disgrace for 
ever on her name, 

“1s that possibie, Mary asked, in the absence of guilt?” 
“Once | shonld have answered ‘nos now I say ‘yes. 

Bot it may be that 1 am wrong. What men call guilt, is 
guilty end he who falls smder theic ban, has only to sub- 
mit to his hard fate in this fife, and appeal to the ternal 
Judge of mankind {or pardon ii the next.” 
Mary feared to prolong the conyersation, and was eare- 

ful to avoid recurring to it. One day she accosted him 
with more than usual pleasure, She had ti.atto tell which 

| she thought would gratify him. 
“Sir,” said she, “one is coming here whom you will 

be glad to see. lt is a Frenchman, and from Paris. He 
will be able to gige you much information about vour 
countrymen, reover he is learned and religions,” 

“Indeed! There are few of my countrymen whom 1 
desire to see again. Who is this person?” 
“He is a minister. Two or three vears ago, he passed 

some months with us, He used tg (ake me on his knee 
and teach me French ; to kiss me when I did my lesson 
right, and pine) my eay when { fajled.” “Who was he?’ | 
“He was then a Cure, but is now something still grand- 

er. 1 think they eall him an Abbe.” 
“His namg “lt is Gamaches.” ¢ Gamaches! [ave 

mercy Heaven I” eried Rossiter, starting from his char 
(in fearful emotion. “Arg you acquainted with him #2” 
Mary anxiously enquired. “No.” “Do you knaw any- 
thing of him—anything particolas | mean?” ¢ Yes” 

“ What ?>—May ask it?” «1 mnst not answer that 
question ; when will he arnve °° < On Tuesday.” 
“Then 1 will leave you for some time ; How long will 

he remain here 2” Several weeks,” 
“There is one person | wisn to sce in London, 1 will 

take occasion to seek him while your visitor is here. Let 
me caution you to Le on your guavd with this Gamaches.” 
“On ysur account do vou mean ?” 
“No, on vour own. The clergy of France are little to b) | oI 181 

| he trusted where your sex is cancernesl.” 
“But he is an old fiiend. When Le was here before 

he treated me like a father.” 
“ Yon were but a child thrge years ago. Now vou are 

a woman; with men 1 have reason to know this Gama- 
ches is cold and heartless, and such a charagter | care not 
to trust with women,” ; 

‘I'he caution was superilous, so Mary thonght, nt that 
it was kindly meant she conld not for a moment doubt. 
Bhe regretted that the coming of Gamaches was not agree- 

| able to Rossiter, but consoled herself’ with the thought 
that the change of scene which it would, in a manner 
force upon the latter, might improve his heglth and tend 
to dissipate his melancholy. On the day before the new 
comer was expected, Rossiter withdrew. {le promised 
to return when the visitor should be gone. Mary offered 
to send him the earliest intelligence of the Abbe’s depar- 
ture, but that he said would be unnecessary. 
Gamaches arrived on the day after that named for his 

coming. He was welcomed by Mr, and Mrs. Brown, as 
also by Mary, though the last retained a lively recollection 
of what had been said in his dispraise by Rossiter. 
The Abbe was a man in the meridian of life, He was 

full of health and in high spirits. He spoke very good 
English, and in his manner there was at times the gravity 
appropriate to his sacred protession, but at others he in- 
dulged in a vein of playful gaiety, which to those whose 
hearts were moderately at ease, was eminently agreeable. 
The lights and shades of his conversation, were thought 
most happy to relieve each other. His solemnity instrue- 
ted and his mirth amused. He was surprised at learning 
that they had had three French inmates, but the name of 
Rossiter he did not remember to have heard befoie; of 
us own good fortune he spoke with some exultaiion, and 
recalled with pride the fact that he had been one of the 

for the boisterous intruding young men 

pointed to assist the murdersns traitor Ruvai ne. 
led the French king, I believe, ahoat this time 

fast year,™ said Biown, “He did,” Gamaehes renlivd, 
“and never shall 1 forget how obstinately the wretch de - 
med that he hud aeromplices, Though his legs ween 
crushed in the brodequin, still the unrepentant, God-rejee- 
ted sinner, zefused 1 make any disclosure. Even whew 
the red hot pincers had torn the flesh from his breast and 
bled -stuined hand, and flaming resin was dropped into 
the wounds, thaagh f tqok the wauble then, to conjure 
him for the sake of his etern«! pesce to well all he knew, 
he, sull obdurate, denied, though on the verge of eternity, 
that uny ane participated in his gail” 
“You speak of this? saicd Mary, “as being sinful be- 

yond measure. Why might the fact not be s0 2 If such 
the case, he could not hpve neeuged others, without taking 
upon is goul the most fearful gail” 

“It is against all probability 10 suppose, that one so 
mean could have assailed the life of a great king, without 
being moved 10 at by some person of consequence.” 
“Do you thep helieve that the great must always take 

part in treason?” “In ninety-nine cases out of every 
hundred Todo, Well! he was duly reguited in Lis own 
person for the bloody deed, and so far as that can go, n 
salutary warning has been given to all the king kilders ou 
earth. His cries were most terrific, ver the brutal rage of 
the man was distinguishable even in his agonies, To the 
Leropvd his groans were music, and Paris was never more 
gay than ailliminated mm all quarters with the ben- 
fires mag heme the separated limbs of the demon, 
It wag oyful sight, thus to see in little as it were, 

inst Lucifer hipwelf” 
te “at this playful coneeir, but his auditory were 

Boy prepared to join in ‘mirth of such a character, 
He saw that his sentiments were not approved, anid 
inought it necessary to indicate what he had advanced. 
| “Hor me,” said be, “the minister of peace on earth.and 
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zooil will towards men, 1 joy not in the sinner’s pains; hut 
to pity those who are accursed ot Heaven, is weakness, 
Did not the prophet of the Lord hew to pieces the mon- 

(arc; whom folly would have spared, and did not Judith 
‘bravely display the head of that same Holofernes on whom 
| she had previously bestowed Ler love? Shall then ‘he 
meek follower of the Lamb shrink back appalled from the 
Just punishment of sin? 1 moarn that human depravity 

| should provoke divine wrath, but onghit 1 pusillanimously 
| to wish that the outstretched arm of justice should be 
staved, when reason and religion both declaye such shrin- 
ing to be unlawful? 1 sigh while the mangled limbs of 
the criminal writhe beneath the avenging knife, but sti} 
the heart of the true Christian must be firm, and Fial jus 
Glia rual cefum, the stern reply to those who would talk 
| of compassion.” 

"The Abbe proceeded in a gratnlatory strain to shew 
what mighty benefits had been seenred to the faithful, by 
the bold unflinching energy of those who feared not tg 
shogk their nature, to vindigate the most High. 

“ And ean he—can he need the aid of man—to justify 
his fearful behests 2” enquized Mary. 

“ltr 5,% said tte Abbe, “by human instruments, that 
the will of the Eternal is to be worked out, and he who 
falters in the dread task is a recreant.” 
He went on in a lighter strain to shew that true religion 

nad largely profited by those judgements, which the timid 
might fear to execute. Especially he dwelt on the vast 
importance of using the rack to extort eonfession, and 
| shewed, in many instances, how criminals had thus been 
discovered, and for their own eternal benefit made amen- 

‘able to an earthly tribunal, who had «lse mournfully per: 
ished in the course of nature, with all their sins unexpia- 
ted. That such means should be necessary, he owne! 
was to be lamented, but since there were ne other, what 
could the true believer il" faithful 10 his trust, do, but avaij 
himself of them? Brown and Ins family presumed not 
to controvert his regsoning, however imperteetly satisfied 
hy his arguments, 
|“ But enough of this,” said Guipaches. “1 would now 
Hewpn how has my old pupil improved on ihe lessons it 
was mine to give? She has, I hope, not forgotten what 
was so fairly begun; and, during my present stay, shall 
clpsely examine her as to her progress, to the end that 1: 
may be seen the good seed formerly sown, has not heen 
consigned tg stony ground.” 
Aud then he playfully exnmimined Mary as to her profi- 

ciency m French, Her answers, thouen hy no means 
what a rigil preceptor might huve desired, were not 
wholly unsgiisfactory. 

In the succeeding day he manifested no small anxiety 
on this point. He was always at leisure to teach what 
Mary desired to learn—alwapys ready to attend her in her 

I walks, 
To the neighbouring hill avd the adjacent heath, their 

preambulations sometimes extended. He loved to con- 
template the glories of the setting sun; and Mary, a true 
worshipper of nature, joined with Limi in admiring the 
splendopr of the deglining luminary. 
One evening after being thus engaged, darkness de- 

scended on the face of the surrpunding landscape befors 
they thought of returning. The divine if surprised was 
little disconcerted ai this. He pressed closer t¢ him the 
arm of his fair companion as they prepared to descend the 
hill, and his language, if less subline, became more ten- 
der than before. “In this warld,” suid he, “night and 
day alternately succeed each other. So shoulil eur thoughts 
and feelings relieve those we have previously knowr.— 
Reason and philosophy have thew proper place, and reli- 
gion must not be intruded on hy them. "The last may not 
improperly be succeeded Ly other feelmgs, by sentiment, 
by mirth, and by love.” 
Mary started. His tone and manner were different from 

what they had been ; and a tall and menacing figure, at 
some distance, caught her eve, snparently listening to her 
companion’s speech, and watching his actions, He saw 
no one near, and his language became bolder, 

“ Alone,” said he, © what is the world to us? Hearts 
true to virtue fear not 10 recognise each other.” 

“ We must hasten. Lome,” suid Muy.“ Why need we 
hurry,” said he : (he saw not the object on which her eye 


