T

ST —

I CANADIAN FAM

Y HERALD.

Fivx Smiuives rER Axsem.]

AAARAAAAAA SAR VA VAR AAA VAN AA WAL

Yirtue {3 True Weppinezs.

VOL. 1.

e ———

ANAATAGR AAAA AT VA MR nA A NLA L AR

PONRENY

TORONTO, SATURDAY, APRIL 3, 1852.

[Sixers, Tunrs lave Prxcr.

A SUMAN NSNS L W anNtas A

No, 17,

C 3

Poctry.

ARAATIATAA L AASAAASLAA LN CRNNAY WA RS TS NSy

LIFE 1S ONWARD.

$.Me'ls anwanl—nse it
With a forward aim ;
Tail is heavenly chouee it,
And Its warfare claim.
J.ouk not 10 annther,
To periorm your willy
Lcénnl your uvwn hrother
eep yoor warm hand still.

Life is onwanl--never
Look upon the past §
It would hold you ever
In la clutelies fast,
Now is ynur duminton.
Wervo it 48 you pleare ;
DL not the goul & fhision
To a bed of case.

Life 1s onwand—try It
Fre tho dsy Islost,

It hath sirte=buy it
At whatever cost.

1 the world strould offer
Ev'ry preciousgem,

Look nut at the wraffer,
Chauge it niot for them,

Tl 18 onwanl- heed it
In each waried dress;
Youc own sct can lpce\i it
Qaq to happiness.
Y1 w Lright p:'on o’er you
Time wavew nut In vatn,
1f Hope chaunts betore you:
Her proplietic strain.

Life is sunovan)—prize it'
++ Instushine of in form §
Oh! douot dexpgelt
In lts humplest form.

Hope atid joy logethier

v Bianding at the goal,

. . -. Through lile.s darkest weather
. Beckon onjbe st
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.. .THE LILY OF LIDDISDALE.
w1 0o . e

;pbpg‘ LIONTS AND §/IADOWS OF SCOTTYI LIFE.)
. l‘ ; ) Sr———_— .
"The cotmtry sl utound ‘rang with ﬁ;g
béhilty gf Amy Gordon; and, although it was
A N i
figt kndwi ywho fitst Besowed upon her the
appellation, yet now, shg, bore no othor than
ﬂf&. Lily of "Liddisdale., , She was the only
child of a shepherd, aud herself a shephordess.
Neverhad she béen out of the valley in which
she wez'born'; Bt meny had como from the
'géf Wouring distrigts just to look upon her
§lshe yésted With'her Hock on thd” hill side ;
#ishie fasilod smjliie from Hgr father's doo¥)
as sk inher serencr loyelinessin the Kirk ou
Sabbath day. . Somplimes there are_living
beings in nature aa heautiful as in romance ;
reality surpasses imagination; and wo ses
bredthing, btightening, and moving before
outEjes; sights dearer (o 'ouir hearts than any
o gor behold i thetond of sloop._~
- B was thus thatall Tali whalooked an the
Lily. of Liddisdale. . Shehad grown up under
the: dews, and .breath, &ud light of heaven,
amnongt the solitary hills; and, now, thet she
had"taited to perfect womanlicod, natare

Ol

ep:aqujtpé béaut _,.i‘ha,t' ' Igﬂi!eggd)ggé still-
s R i g

should this ono maiden have been crea-
ted lovlior than all othera’ I In what did her
surpnuinﬁ lovelinosa consist 7 Notro conld
tell ; for had the most imaginative poct des-
cribed this maiden, something that floated
around her, an air of felt, but unspeakable
Frncc and lustre, would hase been wanting in
his picture.  Her face was pale, yet tinged
with such a faint and Jenf-like crimaon, that
though she well deserved tho name of Lily, yet
was sho at times also like unto the Roewe,—
When neleepy or in silent (hnnsht, the was
like the fairest of ali tho lilied brocd ¢ but
when gliding along the braes, or einginﬁ
her songs by the river side, she might we

remind ono of that other brighter and more
dazzling Flowor, Amy Gordon know that
she was beautiful. She know it in oycs that
in delight met hers, from the tones of sn many
gontje voices, from words of affection from the
old, and love from the young, from tho suddon
smile that met herwhen in the moruing she tied
up at the littlo mirror her long raven haie, nnd
from the face and figuro that looked wp
to her, when sho stooped to dip ler pitcher
in the clear mountain-wéll. Truo that
she was of lowly birth, and that her man-
ners were formed in 8, Shepherd's hut.
and among Shepherdesses on the hill.  DBut
ane week passed in tho halls of the highly born
would bave sufficed to hide the little graceful
symptoms of her humble lincage, and to equal
her in clepatice with vhoso whom in beauty
'she had far excelled. The sun and the raio
had indeed touched her hands but nature had
shaped them délicate and small.  Light were
het footsteps upon tho verdant tarf, and throush
the birchwaod' glades and down the, rocky
dellg, she .ghided or bounjed along, with a
boauty, that seemed at once pative and alien
there, like some creature of another climo that
still had kindrod wwith  this—an Oriental
Antelopo‘among the roes of a Seottish forest,

. Amy Gordon had reached her uincteenth
summer,—and as yct she knew of love anly as
she had read of it in 0ld Border sungs and
ballads. These anciont ditties wero her de-
light,—and_ her silent roul was filled with
wild and beautifol traditions. In them love
seemed, for tlie most part, sumething sad, and
whether prosperous gr, unhappy, alike torudd-
nating in tearg. " In them the young naiden
was spoken of as dying in hot prime, of [Lver,
consumptipn, o1, & pining heart; and hee
lover, & gallant wnrrior, ur & peaceful shep-
hetd, kiﬁed in battle, or porishing in eome
miduight storm. In them, tou, were some-
times.heard blessod voices whispering affoc-
tion béneath the greenwood tree, or amang
the shattered eliffs overgrown with light-
waving treesin some, long, deep, slitary glen.

To Amy Gordon, as sho chanted to her-
self, in the.blooming or verdant desert, all
these varjaus truditivnary lay,s, love geemod a
kind of beautiful superstition belonging to
the memory of the ddad.  With such tles she
felt o sad and pleasant symprthy ; but it was
us with something, far remote—although at
times the bressyre of her vaige, 48 it guse an
affecting | expression o feelings cmbodied in

-

such artless wonls, tovched a chord within her
hearty thet dunly told her that hentt might me
;!ny havo its own peculiar and overwhelming
ove, *

The stmmer that wns now shinlng had
been ealm and sunny boyond the memory of
the oldest shephend. Never hiad pature scomed
so delightful to Amy’s eyesand Amy'e heart
and neser had she scemed so dediglittal to tho
ayes and tho hearts of all who boheld her with
her flock, Clten would sho wrenthe tho
spriga of heather ruund her raven ringlote,
tilt hee dark halr was brightened with a gal-
axy of richest blossowins,  Or dishovelling her
tresses, and letting fall from them that aliower
of gluwing aud baliny peoels, she woull hind
tham up again in simpler braswag, sad fix in
tho silken folds two or threo wator lilios,
large, massy, and whiter than the snow.
Necklaces did shio woar 1a bier playful glee, of
the purple frat that focde tho smali birds in
the moors, and beautitul wae tho gentle stain
then visiblo ovor the blue vems of her milk-
whito brenst.  So were floating by tho days
of lier nineteenth summor among the hills.
The cvenings she speut by the side of her
Erc)hc:ulcd nther—and the old man was

losged., Her nights passed in & world of
gentle dreans. '

But, though Amy Gardon knew not yet
what it was to love, sho was herself the ohject
of a3 deép, true, tender, and passionate love,
aa éver swelled and kindled wathinn human
breast, Iler cousin, Walter Hardon, now
lived and would have died for her; but had
not hitherto ventnred to tell his passion; - He
was & few yoarsoldet than hey, and had fon
toved her with the gontle purity of a brother
affittion. Amy had ne brother of her own,
and always colled Walter Harden by that
endbaring name.  That very namo of hruther
had probably so familiarized her heart towards
him, that never had the theught of him, oven
for,a single moment, in any other hght. But,
although, he, o0, called Amy, sister, ha heart
busaed wath vther feelinge, and ho mast wus hor
tw bo lus bride, and poasess hier as s twife, or
dre.  Whon rhe was & mers chuld he had led
her by the hand—shen a far gorl bo Lad §n
his arms hfted her acrogs the swollea buros,
and oser the snow dily—iua ihat she wnsa
wuman, he had loohed va hwr i siience, byt
wizh & suul ovorcbarged wih o thousand
tuvughts, hiupes, and desiresy, wlich he feared
tu.spesh of to hor ear; for he knew, and sew,
and felt, in sorrow. that she Iuved him bat as
a bruther.  He knew, Bosvever, that she Joved
none else ; and in that—aud that alonc—uas
his hape,—su e at laat deteemaned to wou the
Ln y of Lildiadnle aad win her, do ber beauty
agd fragrance o Llvaw wathin. bua house.. .

The Lily was sitting alone in a deep hol-
low among the hills, with her sheep and farb
pasturins ur I:!r\,iug arpund her, s Bl uyex
that litfle scciuded G lo s sugla, bunk.was
Bhogiog far upinghe.shy. She waa glad, but
Byt susfisedy 1o sog her bruther standing ben
sile ber ¢ and when hesat down by her aide nnd
tauk her hand wtaLinyahe looked apun hum with
a geuilc toile; tud ashed of Le was gowng upon
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