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SIT 1S NOT ALWAYS NIGUT

——

R

1tis not slways meht ¢ thongh darknesa reign,
tugloomy silene e o or the slimhering enrth,

The hastentng tawn will bring the light again,
A call the glonies ol Wi dday 10 inrth

The sun waithdraws awh o lug blrsaed light,

v stunie again—it is not always night

The voices of the storm may Allthe sky,
AN tempeat eweep the air with angry wing ;
Nut the Geree winds v gentle murmnringadie,
And Freshiennd beauty to the workd they bring;
The alter calin w sweeter anvd more bright;
Though storms ariee, it Is not alwayw night*

The night of Dature and the night of korm,

Are emblema both of shiadows ou the heart ;
Which il afiid chill its caerents (}nkk And warm,
And bid the light of peace am ,1[;, depart.

A thousand alipes Liath surtuw to allright
The suui of man, und shrvud his hopes i night.

Yet, when the darkest, muldest hour s come,

Aud gnm despair woald seize hus sbniuking heart,
The Jawn of hope breaks on the heavy gloom,

And otie by one the shaduws will depart .
Austorm aml darkness yield to calm and light,
So witl thie heart—jt 18 lot always night ! W.C. R

FORGIVENESS,

—

“1fow lovely falls
From human hps that wond Forosvx;
Forgn eneas—"Uis the attribute of God—
The snund which openeth heaven . renews again
Oa earth toxt Eden 8 fuded bluon, and thugs
Hope's haliyon halo o er the waste of Life
‘Trice lappy he whosc heart lias bectt su schooled
Ju the meck lesans of humsnily
‘That lie cau give 1t utlerance ; o imparis
Celestial grandour to the human soul,
ADJ maketh mau an sbgel.”

Literature,
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THE LILY OF LIDDISDALE,

(Concluded from our last.)

At last she secemed to be falling down
from & height, but.s~ftly, as if borne on the
wings of the air ; and as her feet touched the
Emund, she knew that young Elliot had taken

er from that flect courser, and lovking up she
saw that she was in a wood of old shadowy
trees of gigantic size, perfectly sull, and far
away from all known dwellings both on hill
and plain.  But a cottage was before her,
and sho and young Elliot were on the green
in its front. It was thickly covered wnh
honey puckle, and moss roses that hung their
beautiful fuli-blown shiming lamps high as the
thatched roof- -and Amy’s soul sickoned at the
still secluded, lovely, and lonely sight. ¢ T'his
shall be our bridal abode” whispered her
lover into her ear with panting breath. Fear
me not—djstrust me not—J am not base—but
my love to thee is tender and true. Soon
shall we be married—ay—this very evening
must thou be mine, and may the hand that
now clasps thy sweet waist wither, 2nd the
tongue that woos thee be palsied, if ever I
ceaso to love thee as my Amy—my Lily—my
wedded wife I

IIRE EL )

The wenricd and half fainting mai ‘en could
a8 f‘cl mako no reply. ‘T'he drenin that she
had belicved was gono for ever, now brightened
upun her in the intense light of reality, and o
was in her powerto becone the wafu of lum
for whow she hiady yn tho inuocence and si-
phcity of her nature, ouce felt n consunnng
passiun, that had brought her to the brink of
the grave.  IHis warm breath was on her
bosom—words charged with bewitching per-
suasion wont thrlling through her heart.
atrings—-and if she had any pride (and what
human heart has ltnout 1) it might well mingle
now with love, and impel hgr into the cnbraco
that was now open to clasp her closo toa
burning heart,

A stately and beautiful lady came smiling
from the cottago door, and Amy knew that it
was tho sister of Eltiot, and kneceled down
before her.  Last time the shepherdess had
secn that lady, it was, when, with a fearful
step, she took her baskets into the Hall, and
blushing, scarcely Lifted up her cyee, when
she aud her lugh-born sisters deigned to com-
mend her worhmanship, and whispered to
cach other that the Lily of Liddisdalo deserved
her name. ¢ Amy,” said she with a gentle
voic2, as she took her hand, ¥ Amy Gordon!
my brother loves you, and he has wen me to
acknowledge you as my sister. I caa deny
ny brother nothing, and his grief has brought
low the pride, perhaps the foolish ¢.ude, of my
heart. ill you marry him, Amy? Will
you, the daughter of 8 poor shepherd, marry
the young heir of the Priory, and the descen-
dant, Amy, of & noble race !  Amy, I sce that
thou art beautiful—I know that thou art good—
may God and my mother forgive me this, but
my sister must thou be—behold my brother is
at his shepherdess's feet !

Amy Gordon had now nothinﬁ to fear.
That sweet, young, pore, noble lady was her
friend ; and she felt persuaded now, that in
aoad truth, young Elliot wished to thake her
his wife. Might she, indeed, live the lady of
the Priory; be a sister to these beautiful
creatures ; dwell among those ancient wonds,
and all those spacions lawns, and richest gar-
dens ; and might she be, not in a dream, but
in living reality, the wife of him on whose
bosom her heart had died with joy in that
lonely dell, and lose him, and yicld him her
love even unto the very hour till she was
dead! Such changes of estato had been long
ago, and sung of in many a ballad; and was
she to be the one maiden of millions; the oune
born in hupdreds of years, to whom this

passed on and away like sun rays uvpon a
strearn; the cloud, not a dark one, of reality
returned over her. She thought of Walter
Harden, and in an instant her soul was fixed;
nor from that instant could it be shaken by
terror or by love; by the countenance of death,
or the countenance, far more powerful than
of death, that of the youth before her, paleand
flushed alternately with the fluctuations of
many passions.

Amy felt in her soul the collected voice, as
it were, of many happy and humble years

bleszed lot was to bofall ?  But these thoughts,

e

among het lulle, and that told her not to foraske
her own natueal Iife.  The lower that lived
hnppily and beamtifully in it own secluded
novk by the sude of the lunely tarn ar torrent,
might lose much, both uf its fragranco and s
luaire when transplantod stu a nicher sl and
more sholtered bed.  Cuuld sho furge. for
ever hor father'a ingle ; the earthen floor: ita
ample furniture of day and might ! Conld
she forget all the famniliar places ronnd about
the hut where she was burn1  Aud if sho
left them ail, and waa taken up even in the
arms of lovo wiste anothor leul’\! of Lo, would
nut that be the eane, or worso than to furget
thom, and wonld 1t not be sacrilege 1o the
holincus of the many Sabbath nights on which
she had eat at her widowed father's knees
Yot might such thoughts have been destroyod
in her beating heart by the whispcred .nusic
o Young Elliot's eloquent and impasrioned
voice,  But Walter Harden, though ignorant
of lor present jeupanly, seced to stand be-
fure her, aud she resinombered lus face when
he sat beswle hor dying bed , his pravers over
her when ho thought sha slept ; and their aaths
of fidelity mutually aworn before the grent
God

« W)l you, my noble nnd honoured master,
suffer me, all unworthy as 1 am to bo yours,
to feave yourbo om 1 Sir, 1 am too mirerable
about yuu, to pretend to feel any offence be-
cauxe you will not Iet me go. 1 might well
be proud of your love, since, indeed, it happens
z0 that you do love mc; but Jet me kncel
down at your beautiful siater’s feet, for to her
I may be able to speak—to you I feel that it
may not be, for humble am I, although un.
fortunately 1 have found favourin your eyes.”

The nﬁimwd outh relesrod Amy from his
arins, and she flung hereell down upon her
kuees bofure that lovely lady.

«[,ady ! hear me speak—a simple unedu-
cated girl of the bille, and tell mo if you wounld
wish me break an oath sworn upon the Bible,
and vo to lose my immertal soul? 8o have [
sworn to bo the wife of Walter Harden—the
wife of a pour shepherd ; aud, lady, may [ be
on the left hand of God at the great-judoement-
day, if ever 1 be forsworn. I love Walter
Harden. Do yon counsel me to break his
kind, fuithful heart?  Oh, sir !l—my noble
young master ! how dare a creature such as [
to speak so freely to your feautiful cister ? hiow
dare I keep my eyes open when you are at
your servant’s feet.  Oh, sir! had I been
born a lady, I would have lived—died for you
~—gone with y.a all over the world—all
over the sea, and oll the Islands of the ses,—
[ would have sighed, wept, and pined away,
till § had won your love, for your love would
have been a blessed thing: that do I well
know from the few momeunts you stooped to
let your heart beat agninst the bosom of a fow-
born shepherdess. Even now, dearly es [
love Walter Hardon, frin would | lay me
down and die upun this daisied green, and be
buried beneath it, rather than that poor Amy
Gordon should affect the soul of her young
master thus; for never saw I, and nevor can



