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CASTLES IN THE AIR

In It not prssing nunro
That fancy ofl can build

An edifice hc‘ond the range
Of architretn more akill'd?
And {eeely thought will 11se
To formt a building (air,

Whoee top will reach so near the skics
1tsonn 18 loxt In ur

No vain foundation’s ratecd
Upan the fickle mnd,

Nor can upon a rock be based
What ne'er wan joinei to land.
Dut high the castie proud
Standa nadly in mid air

Ustil when comes a murky cloud
Tis gone we know not where.

Thus oft In fancy’'s flight
Wilkexpectations glow,

To form a vision far more bright
Than may be found below
The sun of hope will shige,
The joyful epirite rise

And both {ogether wall combine
To reach the far o skies.

Anfcald rmlity | |

wtfﬁ&me. s wiere a lodd,
And then hope & brightest sun willbe

Enveloped in a shroud .

And breaking every Lok,

By which they seemed so fair,
Wil fond imagioation eink

With Castles in the afr.

. RHP

Yorkville, Narch 20, 1852,

fiteratare.
THE LILY OF LIDDISDALE.
(Continxed from our last.)

Amy Gordon sat there an hour with the
loving, but honourable Boy, and sang many &
plaintive _tune, and recited many a romantic
story. She believed every word she nttered,

whether of human lovers, or of the aCection
of fairies, the mlent creatures of the woods
and knowes, towards our race. For berself,
she felt a constant wild delight in fictions,
which to her were all as truths ; and she was
glad and proud to ses how they held in silent
attention him st whose request she recited ot
aang. But now ehe sprang to her feet, and,
bheseeching him to forgive the freedom she
hed used 1n thus venturiog to speak so long
in such a presence, but at the same remem-
bering that a lock of her hair was near his
heart, and perceiving that the little basket she
Lad tet him take was half filled with wild
flowers, the Lily of Liddisdale made a grace-
ful vbeisance, and disappesred. Nor did the
youth follow her the , had sat together for one
delightful hour—and he returned by himself to
the Priory. L . .

From this day the trouble of a new delight
was 1n the heart of young Elliot. The spirit
of innecence was b‘lggdpb ith that of b
all over Anay,. the Shepherdess ; was
theje perfec{’ upion that the nable, Boy so
dearly loved. Yet what could she be to him
more than & gleam of rainbow-light, & phan-

tom of the woods—an_ imagination, that

with that of beauty | pered

passed away into the silence of the far off
green pastoral hills ¢ she belonged alinost to
anothor world,—another lifo. fhs dwelliny.
and thet uf his Mreminers was a Vrincoly
Hall.  She, and &l her nameleas line, were
dwellers in turf built hutz. ¢ In other times,”
thought he, 1 might have transplanted that
Lily into mine onn garden; but these are
foolish fancies! Am 1 in fove with poor
Ay Gordun the daughtor of o Shephord 7 As
theso thoughts were passing through his
mind, ho was bounding along a ridge of
hslls from which many a sweet valo was visi-
ble ; and he formed a sudden determination to
visit tho cottage of Amy's father, which he
had scen some years ago pointed out when
he was with a gay party of lonls and lalies
on a visit to the ruins of Hermitago Castle.
H1o bounded like a decr along ; and as he de-
sconded into a littlo vale, Jo! on & green
mound the Lily of Liddisdale herding hor
shecp !

Amy was half terrified to see him atanding
in hia graceful beauty before her in that soli-
tary place. In o momont het soul was dis-

uieted within her, and she feit that it wasin-

eed lova, She wished that she might sink into
that verdant mound, from which she vainly
strove to tise, 89 tho impassioned youth lay
down on the turf at her side, and telling her to
fear nothing, called har by a thousand tonder
anaendeaning names. .Jover, till ho had scen
Amy, had he felt ono tremor of love ; butnow
his heart was kindled, and in that utter solitude,
when all was go quict and so peaccful, there
seemed to him a preternatural charm over all
her charactor. e burst out into passionate
vows and prayers, and called God to witness,
that if she would love him, he would forget
all distinction of rank, and marry his beautiful
Amy, and she should live yet in hiscwn Hall -
The words were uttered, and there was silence.
Their echo sounded for & moment strange to
hie own ears; but he fixed his soul upon her
countenance, and repeated them over and over
again with wilder emphasis, and more impas-
sioned utterance. Amy was confounded with
fear and preplexity ; but when she saw him
kneeling gefore her, the meek, innocent, hum-
ble girl could not endure the sight, and eaid,
Sir, behold in me one willing to be your ser-
vant? Yes, willing is poor Amy Gordon to
kiss your feet. I am a poor men's daughter
—Oh ! sir, you surely came not hither for
evil? No—no—evil dwells not in such a
shape. Away then—away thep—my noblo
master—for if Walter Harden were to see
you }~if my old father knew this, his heart
would break !”

Once more they parted. Amy returned home
in the evening at the usual hour; but there
was no peace now fjor lier soul. Buch intense
and passionate love had beon vowed to her—
such winning and delightful expressions whis-
into her heart by one so far above her
in all things, but who felt no degradation in
equ:'ling ger to him in the warmth and depth
of his affection, that she sometimes strove to
think it all but one of her wild dreams awa-
kenod by some verse or incident in some old

oallad, But she had felt his kissos on bLer
cheek—his thrilling voico was in hor soul—
and ahn wee ~ppees-~d WM & PARSION, PUT
1t i8 true, and tost innorently humble, but »
passion that seomed to bo hika life itsell, never
to bo overcome, and that couldceasn only when
the heart he liad deluded—fur what clse than
delusion could it be 1—ceased to beat.  Thus
agitated, she had directed her way homow ards
with hurricd and hicedloss steps,  She minded
not the miry pita—the quivering marshes—
and tho wet rushy moors. Instead of cross-
ing the little sinuvua mourland stroams at thoir
narrow places, where her Light feet used to
bound acruss them, she waded trough them
in her foverish anxiety, and somctimer, after
hureying along the bracs, sho sat suddenly
down, breathless, wenk, and exhaustod, and re-
traced in weeping bowilderment, all the sceno
of fear, joy, endearmonts, caresses, and wild
persuasions, from which she had torn herself
away, and escapod. On reaching home, she
went to her bed trembling and shivering, and
drowned in toars—and could scarcely dare,
much as she needed comfort, even to say hor
prayers,—Amy was in a high fever—durin
the night sho became delirious—and hor vl
father sat by her bedside till morning, fearing
that he was going to lose his child.

There was gricf over the great Strath and
and all its glens, when tho rumour spread
vver them that Amy Gurdon was dying. Her
wonderful beauty had but given a tenc :rer
sad brighter character to the love which her
unsulhed innoconce and simplo goodness had
universaily inapired; and it was felt, even
among the sobbings of a natural aflection, that
if the Lily of Liddisdale should die, somethi
would be taken away of which they were :ﬁ
proud, and from whose lustre thers was a
diffusion over theirown lives. Many a gentle
hand touched the closed door of her cottage, and
many a low voic enquired how God was Jeal-
ing with her~but whore now was Walter
Harden when bis Lily was like to fede t He
was at her bed's foot, as her father was at its
head. Was sho not his sister, although she
would not be hisbride. And when he beheldher
glazed eyes wandering unconsciously in deliri-
um, and felt her bloof thrubbing su rapudly ln
her beautiful and transparent veins, he prayed
to God that Amy might recover, even although
her heart were never to bo his, even although
it were to fly to the bosom of him whose name
she constantly kept repeating in her wander-
ing fantasics. For Ay, although she some-
times kindly whispered the namo of Walter
Harden, and asked why her brother came not
to see ber on her death-bed, yet far oftener
spoke besecehingly and pessionately of that
other youth, and implored him to bresk not
the heart of & poor auraple Shephecdess who
was willing to kiss his feet.

Neithar the Father of poor Ay nor Walter
Harden had known before that she had ever
scen younfg George Elliot—but they soon un-
derstood, from the innocent distraction of her
speach, thst the noble boy had left + (he
Lily he loved, and Walter said ¢  alonged
not tothat line ever to injure the nelpless.



