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POETRY

FEMALE FAITH.

BY MISS LANDON.

She loved you when the sunny light
Of bliss was on your brow;

That bliss has sunk in sorvow’s night,
And yet siie loves you now.

She loved you when vour joyous tone
Taught every heart to thrill;

The s#cetness of that tongue is'gone,
And yet—she loves you still.

She toved you when vou proudly slept

The zayest of the gav ;

That prile the blight of time has swept,
Unlike ber love away.

She loved you when vour home and heart
i fortune’s smile could boast,

Siie saw that smile decay~—depart—

and then she inved you most.

O such the generous faith that grows
In woman’s geutle breast; .
s : . ' .
Tis hike the star that stays a:lsl\%h)ws

Alone in night’s dark vest. .

That stays because each other ray
Has left the lonely shore,

And that the wanderer oa his way
Then wants her light the more.

SONG

THE FAIRIES

Let us wauder, let us wander,
Where the dewdrop glistens sheen;
‘Where the peariy rilis meander
Through meads of brightest green
We'll urip it by the fountain
That waters younder plain ;
We'll scale the rocky mountain—
A merry merry train!

Where the ivy bough is clinging
To the grey and time-worn stone,
Qur tiny veices ringing
Shall wake the echo’s moan.
Where the purple heath is growing
On the wild hiil’s lonely side,
When the midnight breeze is blowing,
We'll featly featly glide.

When the crystal billow gleameth
Beneath night's silver ray,

Whilst each weary mortal dreameth
His cares aud toils away.

Beside the lake we’ll linger,
Beneath the spreading ferp,

Till Aurora’s rosy finger
Shall berald 1n the morn.

When the moping owl is hooting
His melancholy cry, -
We'll watch the meteor shooting
Across the starlit sky :
Yes—we'll triv it by the fountain,
- And o’er each mossy plain;
__We'll scale the rocky raountain-—
A merry, merry train !

CHOOSING A WIFE.

I like to write about things that are, and
‘tis a passing belief with me that very few
people would find occasion to wander into
the region of dreams, if they would only
use their senses when wide awake. Per-
chance my inclination is qu:te unfashiona-
ble; but carefulness on this head saves a
world of trouble. 'Tis with this view that
I have laid the seene of the following tale
neither in Germany nor New Holland; but
have sat down with a calm mind, to sketch
one of the commonest occurrences in a new
England village; and which in every loca-
tion, follows the settlement of a new minis-
ter, as surely, and sometimes as swiftly as
the ordination dinuner. In short, I propose
to tell of such a one’s ¢ choosing a wife,’
and all about it; and if the reader possess-
es one spice of curiosity, or if he happeus
to be a Yankee, he will read on. Perhaps
he may revolt at the title, or speak harshly
of his native land,—so do not [.—New En-
gland people are still freshin my recollec-
tion : even the peculiarities of her children
endear the memory more. And there are
gsome peculiar traits abaut them ; there are
some habits of thought which denote the
source from which they sprung; which tell
of the pilgrim band who sought in those
wilds a refuge from oppression. Time isa
sad innovator, but some things resist his
power, and thovgh the pilgrim’s step 1s
heard no more on the New England hills,
and songs of praise float up no longer from

_ her ancient forests, though the neat church
' tells of undisturbed security and the refine-
. ment of modern taste, still there is a trace
_of the pilgrims’ spirit and the pilgrims feel-
‘ings left on the whole land broadly marked
and visible on all her children ~ It is a ves-
tige of this feeling which gives such pecu-

liar even worldly honour to the profession of
- the ministry, which makes it an object of

every boys ambition, and every father’s hope.
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This is perhaps seen more in small villages
than large towns ; and if any one doubts the
truth of this assertion, let him go to a vil-
lage where they had just settled, or are
about settling a minister. Let him go to the
village of B and see the Rev. Edward
Melville, a young, handsome, and unengag-
ed man, our hero; one who, when undertak-
ing the various duties of minister to the se-
cond church in B agreeing to preach,
pray, bury the dead, visit the poor, neyer
dreamt that the people of his charge con-
sidered him bound to perform a harder duty
than all —actual'y to chocse a wife amidst
the bloming maids of his congregation ; cer-
tainly he was an ignorant young man, for he
did not think of this. Perhaps it was saffi-
cient that his people did. The very evening
alter his ordination he was inquiring of a la-
‘v, who bad I confess, passed the silly age
i#hiteen, concerning the talents and cha-
* a neighbon:i . minister; was be
not a very fine i, sessed of ge-
nine ?

«“ Oh ves! he was a very fine mat, though
not p’::-'%‘ﬁ‘:se(i of gentus; but his wile was so
gaod that she zained the hearts of all. A
good wife was very requisite for a nunister,
it increased his usefulness so muchi!”” Here
he speaker paused, for she daved say no
uore. It wasa gentle hint, but might be
forgiven one who was tired of living on the
interest of sixpence a year, and setting her
cap for all the old bachelors 1n the neigh-
bourhood. Her remark was taken up by a
gentleman who sat opposiie, who had a rich
ill-tempered sister to dispose of, and wished
ike many others, to get rid of a bad article
as soon as poseible: “’twas a great thing
for a lady in that station to have a fortune
to dispose of, then the minister had the s t's-
faction of reliesing the temporal as well as
spiritual wants of his people.”

In perfect innocence, Melville admired
tho correctness of both observations, -mak-
ing no persoual application ; but other days
were to come. Invitations to dinner and
ea crowded upon him. Parties were made
and nosegays offered in vain, it was literally
¢ much ado about nothing,” he seemed intent
on other thought, though perfectly aware of
their intentions. IHow could it be otherwise ?
when even a note sin.ply and briefly written
to a lady-in his society, requesting her to
take a class in his Sunday school, was an-
swered with great haste and very ready com-
pliance on pink paper. There was a dream
of a lovely being Edward had met in B
accidentally, a short time before his settle-
ment, th=t sometimes haunted him. There
was a recollection of a sparkling blue eye,
a witching smile, and the silvery tones of a
young and innocent maiden thanking him
with the overflowing warmth of a grateful
heart for saving the lite of her companion, a
fine boy, who heedless of her remonstrance
went too near the edge of a projecting rock,
and would have f2!l into the water, had not
Edward saved him, and brought him to her.
Perchance the excitement of the moment
tended to deepen the feeling ; certainly Mel-
ville remembered the circumstance long af-
ter it occurred, and feeling that he had then
met his kindred spirit, the somewhere ludic-
rous idea of falling in love with a young lady
whom he knew only by the namz of CaRro-
LINE, as her brother had called her, never
struck him. But Melville seemed destined
to love in fancy only; for though he knew
that Caroline resided somewhat in the vil-
lage, and though he had made every possi-
ble exertion to see hery it had been all in
vain. Two long months had passed since
his settlement, and though in that time he
had visited every family in his parish, at-
tended every social circle to which he had
been invited, and seduously sought the face
of his lady love under the shade of every
pretty bonnet that was seen in his church,
he had not met her, but remained in his
state of primitive ignorance. Perhaps this
confirmed him more in his romantic dreams;
certainly what was at first idle fancy began
to take a serious aspect; and feeling the
whole vexation and disappointment which
rushes over the enthusiast when midst com-
mon voices his ear has been strained for a
musical cadence which is not found there,
—Melville, tired of the dull realities of com-
mon people, and with the full intention of
waiting the good pleasure of fortune, and
lettirg patience have her perfect work, re-
solved to renounce dining out, eschewing
taking tea with any one, and devote himself
wholly to the high and holy work in which
he had enzaged. Vainly did the well among
his people plead for aught but friendly calls,
vainly did 11« sick remonstrate against taking
up his valuatle time.

He bocame the idol of his people, every
day his character vose not only amongst
those under bis care but in the opposite pa-
rish, where a Litter feelivg of hatred had
before prevziled. The dissention was un-
happy, and he.ed it.  Yet alas! every day
his deporiv:ent towards the fair sex became
colder, thonah still gentle and polite as ever.
What couil.d be the reason? Every one had
tried to atiract him, Miss Marvin was rich
and would gladly bave made him so; Miss
Wilson was wonderfully polished, and would
bave done the honors of his table most grace-
fully ; Miss Benson was very domestic, and
would have ordered his house sweetly ;
Miss Linden was sentimental, and at his

{

first call, meaning to be irresistable, en‘ered
the room with the leaf of a stunted orange
tree twirling in one hand, and a new novel
in the other, but it would not do. All their
endeavours to be taken were thrown away.
The whole parish agreed that his conduct
was unaccountable ; some counjectured that
he had made a prior engagement, but for
some strange reason the parents who had
daughters to dispose of, seemed unwilling to
admit the truth of this very natural suppo-
sition, and for one egually strange, ihe
young ladies bore them company in belief.
At any rate it was not ascertained. There
were two ladies in the parish, who out of
mere good nature, were particularly grieved
to see the lonely condition of Melville. A
minister without a wife, why, the like was
never heard! poor man! how lonely he
must be in that house. 'Twas plain he had
never seen a lady to his mind ; what a deed
of charity it would be to find one suitable
for him. They were true matchmakers, and
did as much harm in their line as that class
always perform, and like many others of the
same stamp, all out of pure good will. The
question was decided by then, that he ought
to have a wife, some one ought to interest
herself in getting one for him, par conse-
quence, they would do it themselves. Who
shouid she be? After much deliberation
the choice fell on a young widow of their
acquaintance, a very accomplished, and feel-
ing woman, but unhappiiy, both the ladies
forgot that Mrs. L was not cne that would
ever marry a second time ; it entirely escap-
ed their memory that the loss of her husband
was still fresh in her recollection. They
concluded that a whole year contained suf-
ficient to lament 1t, to wear mourning, learn
forgetfulness and lay plans for the future.—
Accordingly Mrs. L. was invited, and it may
be necessary to state here that she belonged
to the other socteiy, and that though a re-
conciliation was eftected, the people had just
begun to visit together. Mrs. L. was very
charitable. The smiles and winks and nnds
of Mrs. F. told Melville that her views of |
informing him of Mrs. L’s visit and her
praise so violently bestowed upon the lady,
were all intended for his special banefit, but
he had now grown a philosopher, and bore
matrimonial trials with the spirit of a martyr,
besides he really wished to become acquaint-
ed with Mrs. L. for he had heard her name
spoken in the haunts of misery with a biess-
ing, and her praise trembling on the lips of
disease. She had been represented to him
as an angel of mercy, and he had seldom
made a visit to the house of wnurning with-
out finding Mrs. L. or Miss Crawford {who,
from hearing them always linked together,
he had supposed to be her sister,) had been |
there before him. Neither of the ladies he
had yet seen, and he eagerly embraced the
opportunity of meeting one of them, though
without the remotest idea of bettering his
condition thereby.—Mrs. F. was delighted,
her friend and coadjutor Mrs. O. was no less
pleased; they were both in raptures; and
the good women forgot in their excessive
joy that they had concluded it was most
prudent not to inform Mrs. L. of the reason
of her visitation.—Caution was gone, out
came the secret to the lady before his ar-
rival. ‘

Imagine their surprise, when hurt, and
insulted, Mrs. L. declared she should go
home forthwith, and rose to depart; for
though at any other tice she would have
been happy to see the young man, a set, de-
clared spouse-seeking visit, was too revolting
The inviters were amazed, protested their
good intentions, and declared she should
not go. But Mrs. L. was determined, bade
them good bye, and went to get her bonnet.
A knock was heard at the door—Melville
entered! What a meeting! The delighted
Mrs. F. caught her hand and introduced her.
Mrs. L. had determined to be at the freez-
ing point, and turned with an air almos®
haughty in its 1eserve and dignity to speak
to Melville, but his first words re-assured
her. The friendly, and almost grateful man-
ner 1 which he addressed her, and the la-
tent flattery contained in his passing regret
at never before meeting one who was so well
loved by his flock, did wonders. Mrs. L.
laid her bonnet down, was sure he had no
designs upon her, and soon felt towards him
as a friend and a sister. The visit was de-
lightful to both.

¢ Dear me!’ said Mrs. O. ¢ how soon they
became sociable! ’tis plain they were des-
tined for one another !—What a couple they
will make !’

‘How thankful we shoula feel to be the
means of bringing it about !’ rejoined Mrs.
F.; and they were thankful. So was Ed-
ward, for Mrs. L. was really a fine woman,
and became one of his most esteemed friends.
Perhaps he committea some slight impru-.
dences in walking with her, visiting at her
house, and quoting her opinions; certainly
many people in the little village of B. began
to expect an inviwation to a wedding.

The proceeding was prewnature, neither of
the parties had any such views. Oue beau-
tiful afternoon in summer, as Melville was
walking out with Mrs. L. the thought of his
heart rose uppermost. He wished to speak
of “Caroline but the word would not
come.

“] wonder,” exclaimed Mrs. L., “if Miss

' just here, I will look as I pass by.

Crawford has returned from , she

0

meant to be here this week. Her house is
Oh yes
she is there and quite a party too.”

Melville looked in the direction; they
drew nearer—there was no mistake: he saw
Caroline sitting in an open window talking
to two young ladies. How his ear drank in
the music of her long lost ones; how his
heart thrilled and his cheek burnt when he
met her glance of recognition, and bowed
in return! Mrs. L. spoke too, but no an-
swer came from the blushing girl. They
passed by. :

“ Are you acquainted with Caroline Craw-
ford, Mr Melville ?” said the lady.

The secret of his heart was unlocked oy
the question ; he told her all.

¢ Bless me !” said Carolines companion,
Miss A, who being acquainted with Edward
took the bow to herself, * how handsome
our new minister looks! I never saw him
have such red cheeks before.”

“ Q! what a beauty he is I’ said the flat.
tered Miss W. making the same conclusion
about the bow in question, *you must know
him Caroline.”

Poor Miss Crawford, there she sat with a
burning cheek and a downcast eve and a
trembling heart fancying every one was
quizzing her, every one looking at her with
scarcely the power to answer with a smile
the sagacious remark of a lady who sat near
that she guessed Mr Melville was strikinz
up a bargain with the widow.” Bargain, oh
it is the curse of this life that the hand of
avarice should scatter its golden sands
where there should flow the holy fountains
of human love; it is the bane of all happi-
pess that the polluting thought of worldly
g=ins cones and mingles itself with higher
things, inthe view of that unison which,
when entered into by pure hearts, wonld
give a semblance of a blessing hereatter, of
of a state of existence where heart
flows out to heart, and spirit meets
spirit in high and blissful communion
It is these earthiy thoughts that profane that
sanctity of love—it is these earthly worship-
pers, who have burnt false incense on a ho-
ly altar; but this is a digressicn. There sat
Caroline, till the voice of her little brother
called her to thie garden, a most blessed re-
lief. Notthat she was 1n love, as the word
goes,—but she felt flattered, perhaps ner-
vous, and to say truth, there was a little in-
terest connected with Melville to her.

“ How amiable Carcline is,” said Mrs W
who always saw the best of every thing, “to
run so quick to that chila.”

In the walk home, Melville learned,all the
particulars about Caroline that he wished. —
She was an orphan, and with her brother
had resided with her aunt in B , ever
since the death of her parents. Her aunt
was & gay careless woman, and proud of her
beautiful neice, suffered her to do entirely as
she pleased, sparing ueither pains nor ex-
pelse to g1ve hier every accomplishmert and
refinement. She was the idol of the circle
in which she moved, and her graceful wia-
ning manners made her a favourite where-
ever she went. The next day Mrs L. was
called from B. a contagions fever broke out
in the next town, and the whole ‘village was
in courcil to prevent its spreading. Woe
to him who falls sick in a season of prevail-
ing alarm. One woman was doomed to
drink of this bitter cup in the village of B.
Every one stood aloof from her who would
not peril their lives by going into the infect-
en atmosphere. *“ Old Mrs. H's sister was
with her,” said the good people ‘and that
was enough.” The news was told to Mel-
ville of her sickness—his feelings were in-
terested by the desolate condition, and _de-
termined to see that she did not suffer, he
went to her house, There,iin the abode of
sickness—in that region of fear— witha pale
cheek but a fair heart, sat Caroline. Undis-
mayed by repoart, she had gone there the
uight before, and finding the only attendant
exhausted, and knowing the impossibility of
filling her place with another, she had sup-
plied it herself. - _

One in this situation feels always like a
sacrificed being ; a seal seems set on every
thing around him. But Caroline Crawford
shrank not, and turned not from her duty.
The poor patient recovered, and when Mel-
ville heard afterwards her blessing fall on
the lovely being who had saved her in all
probability, from the grave, a deep and holy
rapture thrilled his heart, and when he gazed
on Caroline, who unharmed by her exertigns
sat by with the bloom of health and sat by
with the rich glow of beauty mantling on
her cheek, a kindling adniration and strange
pride came over him. In a short time.the
question was settled.  Thevillage of B.
was supplied with materials for a year’s gos-
sip; the engagement of Edward was declar-
ed, ;and his marriage followed. Mrs. F.
and Mrs. O. were amazed, yet delighted to
have a marriage in any manner; the two
parishes became junited, and all the young
ladies and all the old agreed that marriage
was the 8 rangest affsir in the world, and
that people went about it in the strangest
way. Such z surprise !

It is resolved to erect a light-house on the
dangerous rock called Skerryvore, situated
in the Atlantic Ocean, twelve miles south of
the Island of Tiree, in Argyleshire..Greenock
Paper,
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