LR

ONTARIO

WORKMAN

e e

Poreivy.
NOW.

The venerable Past is past ;
"Tis dark and shiges not.in the way; '
Twas good, no doubt—'tiy gone at last— -
There dawns another day.
‘Why should we sit where ivies creep,
Aud shroud ourselves in cbarnels deep,
Or the world’s yesterdays deplore
’Mid crambling ruin’s mossy hoar ?
Why should we see with dead men’s eyes,
Looking at Was, {from morn till night,
‘When the beautecons Now, the divine To Be,
Woo with their charms our living sight ?
‘Why should we hear but echoes duil,
‘When the world of sound so beautiful
Will give us music of our own?
Why in the darkness should we grope,
‘When the sun, in heaven’s resplendent copo,
Shines as bright as it ever shone.

The Prosent needs us, Every age
Bequeaths the next for heritage
But lazy luxury or delight,
But strenuous labor for the right :
For Now the child and sire of Time,
Demands tho deods of earncst men
To make it better than the past
And streteh the circle of its ken.
Nowis a fact that men deplore,
Though it might bless them evermore :
Would they but fashion it aright,
’Tis ever new, ’tis ever bright,
Time nor Eternity hath seen
A petition of delight
In all ite phases ; ne’er has been
Por men and angels that which is :
And that which is hath ceased to be
Ere we bave breathed it, and its place
Is lost in the eternity.
But Now is cver good and fair,
Of the Infirito and heir,
And we of it.  So let us live
That from the Past we may receive
Light for the Now—{rom Now a joy
That Fate nor Time shall e’er destroy.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

The Mayor and others took a deep interest
the fa:-, heautiful, wee woman—for she was
womaan in loftiness of soul and ripeness of
mind. She was frank, ingenuous and inno-
eent, bat very wise, and bore her sorrows with
» heroism really commendable.

Everything she needed was procured for her
and an escort was sent with her to Jackson-
ville, Through the influence of several prom-
inent and influeatial citizens, she was given a
room at the asylum aud was permitted to be
the constant companion of her brother. When
she firat saw Oscar, she rushed up to him;
kissed him apd asked him ever so pleadingly
if he did not &, ow her. The maniac at firat
soemed surprised and scared, and tried to run
away, but she held him fast and begged him to
speak to her. He looked at her blankly and
then smiled—but it was an expressionless,
meaningless smile, and conveyed such an idea
of melancholy sadness that Amy burst into
tears and cried long and bitterly. The maniac
eame up to her, stroked her flaxen hair, and
astonished her by asking if angels cried ; ace-
ing sho did not answer, he said :— )
¢““Little angel, this is a prison. If youcan't
fly, you will have to remain here.  The gates
are gnarded by huge sharks that swallow all
who attempt to escape; no fly, little angel,
, ﬂy. »
. “Dear Oscar, 1 am goiog to stay here and
take care of you,” she answered softly, and
turned her large blue cyes full upon him.
¢ T am not Oscar, I am Atlas; Qecarisina
lower ward,” he replied.. It is singunlar that

dont was very careful, however, not to allow
'to0 many out at ono time, ho also took the

_precaution to send a plentiful supply of

koepers along. As Wood never attempted to
csoape, and was’ obedient and docile, he was
usually pormitted to attend every fgte-cham-
potre that was given. Amy, as a mattor of
course, always accompanied him since sho
came, and for that reason the keepm were

. i less vigilant in his caso than in any other.

Along towards the first of Scptember onv of
these open air festivale was given on the ovont
of a visit from the commissioners. Oscar and
Amy were present, although the pic-nic was
not specially from his ward, but as wo have
olroady intimated, he was permitted to attend
nearly all these festivals.

On this day he strolled away towards the
outskirts of the grove, but on account of his
previous good bohavior, his absence excited no
alarrm. When out of sight of the rest, his
manner suddenly changed, his eyes shone with
strange brilliancy, his nostrils dilated and his
breath came thick and fast :

““Now, little angel, we are clear of the
sharks, run, littlo angel, run,” he said oxcit-
edly, wildly,

““Oh, no, dear Oscar, don’t go,” she cx-
claimed, taking his band as if to detain him,
but she trembled vieibly as she saw how un-
naturally wild he looked. -

““Good bye, little angel, I must go,” he said,
bounding away like an arrow.

“Oacar! Oscar !” she cried, running aftor
him as fast as she could. Happening to look
round he saw her following him, and stopping
suddenly he turned'back, took her by the hand
and ran on, on across & broad ficld towards a
road leading into the country. But little
Amy could not run far, she wasg soon tired,
and fell down from sheer exhaustion. The
maniac stooped quickly, gathered her up in
his arms, and ran on as befere. When he

.| reached the road, he ran towards the open

country for about half a mile, when ho found
the road bisected by a cross road, or one run-
ning at right angles with it. He now stopped,
put Awmy down, and scemed to ponder as he
hurriedly scanned the horizon :

“The north, little angel, the norih,” he
broke out with sudden vehemence,

Amy took his hapd and faced northward.
They ran on for a quarter of a mile, when the
maniae, looking back, saw some persons on the
road leading to the town, and thinking them
pursners, he snatched little Amy up again and
darted acrosz a wide, new-mown meadow,
skirted by a fow strapgling trees, beyond which
another road wasencountered. They followed
this road for some distance, followead it until it
became untraceable—lost in a great stretch of
prairie. It was now near sundown, and poor

' | Amy was very tired—for the last mile or two

she was barely able to drag herself along—
finally sh’ sat down and began to cry inward.
ly, but the big tears ploughed furrows through
her dust-covered cheeks, The maniac looked
at her with something like pity in his face;
again he picked her up and carried her for
about a mile., It was now dark, and they
were lost upon the prairie. They wandered
on some distance further, little Amy prayiog
very hard all the time. Suddenly something
dark and awful loomed up between them and
the horizon. The child was scared and irre-
solute, but the maniac went boldly up to the
object. He soon came back, and led Amy up
to what proved to be o haystack. He soon
scooped quite an opening in the side-of the
huge, grassy mound, into which he laid Amy
bad told her to go to slecp. He then threw
himself on the bay he had drawn from the
mass, and was soon sleeping soundly. Amy
arose and covered him gently and carefully
with a blanket of fresh, dried grass, and then
laid down again in thé opening ; but she could
not sleep for a long time—she lay awake for
hours, and watoched the stars, and thought of
heaven and poor Oscar, and wondered if her
mother’s spirit was not near. She awoke in
the morning shivering with cold.. Oscar had
already arisen, and was watching the man-
ccuvres of some cows and younger catile that
were evidently astonished and mystified by the
sight of a human being in that strange place.
They would advance almost up to him, with

while he disclaimed the name of Oncar, he in-
sisted upon designating another maniac by
that appellation. This vagary, no doubt,
arose from the fact that an inkling of the
name still lurked in his mind, but from the
narrowness of the compass in which it moved,
he was uanable to locate the name where 7 be-
.onged, Amy found him much larger and

" stronger, but as fair and gentle as.ever—he
was the most harmless maniac in the asylum,
and was evidently showing signs of improve-
ment, so much so, that the doctors did not
deem bim hopelessly incurable.

After Amy bad been a few days at the
asylum, Oscar became strongly attached to
hor, and during the day, canld not bear to
have her ont of his sight. Ho always called
her *little angel,” and seemed to get angry
should she call him anything but Atlas. One
"day he told her in a socret, caations tone that
he was going to escape. ‘The confinoment
evidently fretted him. To Amy he always
talked & /the fields and forests with rapturona
ddlpht, but with the cunning peculiar to
maniacs, he nover mentioned. these things be-
.fore the keapers or othiér inmates of the place.

- There was a grove nesr the asylum, and it

- westhe puctice of the mansgemient to hold.

AR pw}mel there occa-ionally, dunngthammmer,
mv'hieh ‘the “more_ fational snd tractable
... ‘kenerally tookputt The luparmton-

.

erect head and ears, then snort and scamper
away in a atampede ; but presently they would
return and repeat the manceuvre.

Amy waa quite lame, but she limped aronnd
and made a aort of reconmoisance which re-
sulted in the discovery of a farm bouse. To-
wards this house she led her brother. At the
gate they met the farmer's wife, & kind-beart-
¢d woman, who gave them some breakfast,
and asked but few qucations Amy was very
reserved and cautious in answering qucahons
Sho had noticed that the change of air had
already produced in her brother a remarkable
change for the bettor, and she half thought
freedom would effect a completo cure, and for
this reason she was now as cager to escape as
the maniac. The woman asked if they were
troveling to the mext village, and Amy an-
swered yes, but they had got lost on the
prairie.

They traveled all that- day, their only din
ner being some cheese and afew crackers Amy
bought at a country store. As it grew dark,
Amy thought of stopping at gomo house and
asking for shelter, but no house conld be seen
--not even a barn. or shed was visible in all
the expanse of prairie. Despair soized the
little waif, and she knelt down by the roadside

sound wan heard, and a:few minutes later a
!uge wngon dro\e up The dnver, ueing the

and prayed. Presently, s rumbling, deadened |

two, asked them if they -were gbing to town,
and, when Amy rephed in the aﬂimmtwe, he
made thom get in,

* You aro ‘welcome to o ride,” he said, “as
I om going direct, there.”

There are no stones on these roads, and very
few inequalities, 80 the wagon'did not jolt but
little, and Amy  was toon- asleep, warmly
wrapped in a heavy robe the man kindly
sproad on the bottom of the box. They reach-
ed the town a little before daylight ; but, as it
proved to be quite a large place, the maniac

not satisfied until they werea full mile boyond
tho suburba.

This morning they had no breakfast, as Amy
was afraid to stop at any of tho first houscs
they passed—she did not like their appearance
—and pow they had entered upon a road that
was evidently very little traveled, and on
which no houee could be seen or met for miles,
About ten o'clock, the sun became intensely
hot, and as they trudged along through the
choking ‘dust, little Amy suddenly swooned
away—fell at the maniac’s fect—the boiling
sun overhead and God alone at hand,

CHAPTRR XXIX,

Although Amy had been exposed to the in-
tensely hot rays of the burning sup, which
seemed to pierce the air with countless spear-
like threads of fire, she bad nevertheless
escaped being stricken down by coup de soliel.
Such an event might have happened had
nature not succumbed to the severe strain, re-
sulting from tho excitement apd excessive ex-
haustive toil of the two days last past, which
together with an insufficiency of physical
aliment, so acted upon the brain, and on the
nervous system as to cause a temporary cessa-
tion of the movements of the heart. And it
is a matter of surprise and wonderment bow
the frail, delicate organism of the little child
bore 80 much and endured it so long.

The maniac stopped and looked down at the

hig feet, and as he gazed, an expression puz-
zling to comprehend, a look of tumultuous
confusedness settled upon his countenance,
giving his face a fearfully striking appesrance,
The emotions of joy and sorrow, or pleasure
and pain, scemed co-existing, co-extensively in
the features, and it would be a matter of im-
posgibility to determine whether the poor
fellow was going to laugh or cry. It was a
sad, gloomy picture—the sister in a death-
like stupor stretched in the dust, the brother
a poor, helpless maniss, gazing so queerly
upon her, Ah! Alvan Relvasop, had yon
been present, you might well rejoice at the
completeness of the consummation of your
designs. And thus it is; in the struggle for
towering fortunes, gigantic incomes, what
burdens of despair, misery and privative des-
titution, are not borne by those who are taxed
to prodace them?  We see here a single ex.’
ample, but multiply it a thousand fold, and
some idea may be obtained of the wretched-
ness and misery produced by the accumulation
of a single colossal fortune.

Many men reach the magic land of magnifi.
cent ease, the enchbanted realm of splendor,
Juxury and samptuous idleness, but the high-
way over which they traveled is strewn with
the blasted hopes of hundreds of God’s chil-
dren ; it is paved with poverty, watered with
the tears of the widow and orphan, and made
hideous by the doleful, wailing sound of
misery's shricking voice, which is heard, over
and anon, above the melodious cadences of
mirth and gaiety, arising from that little hea-
ven created at the expense of an infinitely
larger hell.

The maniac continued to gaze on the help-
less creature with that curious but painful
look for some time. Presently she gave a
slight groan, and her body began to quiver
violently. This had the effect of recalling the
maniac, for he quickly picked her up and ran
across the field towards a large spreading tree,
in the shade of which he placed her, and then
sat down at some little distance and relapsed
into tho same mood, his face wearing the sameo
expression. Amy slowly recovered conscious-
ness and animation, but was very weak,
almost powerless. She lay on her side on the
green sward and looked steadily at her brother.

It was now nearly eleven o’clock, and owing
to hydrometric and barometric changes which
had gradually taken place in the state of the
atmosphere for the past few hours, Amy ex.
perienced a2 sonsation of closeness, orpression
and uneasiness ; and this added a fceling of
'gloomy despondency to her other sufferings
and sorrows. Light clouds with deep indent-
ed, rough, . jagged edges, moving in opposite
and variable directions, began to rise slowly
from the porthern horizon and canopy that
segment of the ether vault; but anon, they
moved faster, grew denser and blacker, and
cast a scowling shadow o’er the face of nature,
Low, rumbling murmurs of distant thuuder
were now heard, and theasensation of uneasi-
ness, faintnoss, awe, .increased. Light cool
breezes coming from uncertain quarters of the
heavens, fanned and refreshed the lower re-
gions of the air, bat they did not relieve the
atmosphere of that awe-inspiring dread that
coul be felt as it pervaded and enwrapped the
system liko an intangible, weird, awful pre-
sonce. At intervala of quite short duratiom,
flashes of lightning were observed. The cource
of these flashes were zigzag. This indicated
danger ns the breaking up of the lightning's
course showed its approximation to terrestial
ob)oots. This is generally termed forkoed light-
ning, and should always be regarded extremely

dangeroug. Amy, though young, was aware

scemed to grow uncasy and restless, and was.

lifeless, inanimate, temporarily dead being at.

of this, and she crawled some distance away
from the trec and begged tho maniac fo join
hor, but the thunder and lightning appeared
to have bad o strange offect upon him. He
leaped, danced, shouted, and giew wore
vehemently wild as the smu’s beams were
smothered in huge dark masscs of vapor, and
the quivering air was being almost continually
pierced by the prolonged, rolling, leaping
roverberations of violent thunder, while the
very earth trembled and seemed to quake and
shrink at the horrible shricking sounds that
reverberated aud resounded, far and near,
upon the pulsating. air. Suddenly he uttered
a terrible, appalling shout, and with the
agility of a squirrel, climbed up the tree and
out upon a large, overhanging limb. Here he
secmed to stand without any support, while
his body swayed nnd swung in the rising
breeze.

¢¢ Little Angol,” he cried, in wild, unnatural
ecstacy, *‘ hear His voice ; see the flash of His
eyo ; the sharks will be destroyed. Thisis
their day of judgment. The sound of Hie
voice will strike them dead, aud the fire of
His cyo will consume them one and all.”

( To be continued. )
———————— e

RAGHEL AND AIXA;

or,

The Hebrew and the Moorish Maidens.

AN INTERESTING HISTORICAL TALE.

CrarigR XXX VI.—The Fortune of War.

While the English, notwithstanding the
fatigues of the day, eagerly pursued the enemy,
Captain Burdett turned his steps towards the
farm house. Hers he was informed that a
chamber above contained a Castilian kaoight
who was wounded, and a lady who was solicit-
ously attending on him. Supposing theso
would be prisoners worth a high ransom, he
ordered Bouchards to go and tell them that
an English captain was in the lower room,
who would be happy to be of service to them.

Almost immediately the Morisca descended,
followed by Esau, whom Bouchard aupported,

and lead to a seat against the wall; he then
quickly loft the farm.

Aixa was hardly able to restrain an excla.
mation of joy on recognising the Late Comer,
thinking she might reckon on his valour and
friendship.

A very difierent sentiment animated Bur-
dett, who, at sight of the daughter of Mo-
hamed, began speculating on the enormous
ransom he should obtain for her.

“ Allow me to ask you how you knew I bad
taken refuge here " said Aixa.

Burdett only emiled, but Aixa did not
underatand why ; notwithstanding her cunning
and penetration, she did not suspect the snare
into which she was falling. All she feared
was becoming the ceptive of Don Pedro, and
this she did not apprehend while protected by
_Burdett, who, however, took care to alarm
her fears on that head ; till at length she pro-
posed that they should immediately quit the
farm, and that if ony one should question
them, the captain should say uhe was his
prisoner.

To this proposition Burdett replied with a
sinister smile, ‘‘ We understand each other
sarpricingly, madam : I reckon on no other
means of getting you across the camp in
safety.”

* It ig indeed an infalible way,” remarked
Aixa ; ‘ and the most natural in the world.”

“‘You are right, Madam, but do not let us
trifle any longer,” said Burdett, in a loud and
firm tone. *‘ You cannot quit this farm with-
out falling iuto the hands of Don Pedro’s cap-
tains, who occupy all the environs of the field
of battle. Besides,” continued the Late Comer,
¢¢it is much better to pay your rensom to me
than to any one else : for I declare to you very
seriously, madam, that you are indeed my
prisoner.”

Ajxa shuddered at this unexpected reply.
‘It is impossible, eir, that you are spesking
seriounaly,” §a.id she,

“In troth,” said the Late Comer, “you
are my prisoner, and I will resture your
liberty only on condition that I receive a good
ransom.”

‘¢ A ransom !” repeated the Morisca; “no,
I will disappoint thy shameful cupidity. I
will not allow my father to purchase my
liberty. 'Thou mayest torture me, thon may-
est kill me, but thou shalt not exchange me
for money ! Then pointing to Esau, she con-
tinued, “if that knight who sits there motion-
less were not mortally wounded, thou wouldst
not depart hence alive.”

Burdett, observing that the knight, whom
till this moment he had forgotten, wore gold
spurs, began to think he had made another
rich capture ; but Eeau, roused by the appeal
of Aixd, dragged himself with difficulty to-
wards Burdett, and raising his visor, the Late
Comer uttered au exclamation, and repulsing
the leper with his gountletted hand, he sprang

suddenly to the Morisca, seized her in his
arms, and, riotwithstanding ber shrieks and
struggles, fled with her from the farm. Rsau,
in trying to pursue him, staggered and fell
heavily to thé ground.

The Princce of Wales had caused hu stand-
ard to be planted before the entrance of the
farm, s0-that, the knights, sq'uim, and men-
at-arms, who had ventured in pursait of $he
fugitives, might mlly round the banner of
8t. George, -

Don Pedro, elntod at the bnlhut victory

that had been gained, went among his purtx-
zyne, dispensing rewards and promises to
somé, emiles and commendations to all, 34,
in‘the midst of hig triumph, adeop anxiety aat'
heavy at his heart. What had become of. his
illegitimate brotber, Enrigue ? LT

Tho Blsck Prince, meanwhile, with admiy.
able foresight, sought to strengthen his auc.
coss ; ho superintended the encampment of
the dxﬂ‘eront companies ; he sont to Nnvaretto .
to seek the provisions which had temptca
him (tbe chief of a etarving army) to give bat.
tle ; and he dispatched messengers to Burgos,
Toledo, and Seville, to announce to thein.
habitants tho defeat and ruin of Don Enrique,

Burdett, who was appointed Governor of .
Burgos, set out with his cscort, which was
composed of about a dozen horsemen, in the
midst of whom rode the Morisca, and two
Granadian soldiers, who bad been taken
prisoners.,

They bad brought her the most nlarming
news; they said that King Mohamed had
perished in defending Don Enrique, in the
wood beside the river, where Aixa had geen
the vanquished king take refuge and dis-
appear. '

Noone had seen Don Knrique leave the
wood where the last blows of the battle were
exchanged ; so the roport of his death had
been gencrally spread abroad.

Tho Morisca shed not & tear at the recital,
but her eyes flashed, and she inwardly vowed
& human holocaust to her father’s manes; -

Burdett, aftor taking leave of the Prince of
Wales, put himself at the head of his little
troop, and rode in the direction of Burgos. To
avoid a long detour, he decided on crossing
the field of Dbattle, thinking the shades of
night would spread a sufficiently thick veil
over that immense sea of blood to hide 1ts
horrors.

The moon could hardly piérce the black
clonds collected in the firmament. Like a
sepulchral lamp, she lighted with ber faint
and livid beams those men wrapped in their
iron shrouds, among whom here and theve one
would start, by a last effort, on hearing the
approach of the escort, but immediately
arrested by the hand of death, would fall back
again, and breathe his last sigh.

In profound silence, and leading their horses
carefully by the bridle, Burdett and his escort
at length reached the forest where Don’En-
riquo had disappeared, when one of the Gran-
adians whispered to Aixa, *‘ It is here, madam,
that the king, your father, must bave fallen,”
and he pointed to a large ditch where men
and horses, helmets and turbms, swords and
scymitars, were heaped in promiscuous con-
fusion.

The Morisca stopped her maule, and request-
ed Burdett to permit her to alight, and seek
the dead body of her father. The Late Comer
at first refused, but at length consented, on
one condition, which was, that her father's
rings, the pear] of the ealiphs in the handle of
his scymitar, and the housings of his horse,
adorned with precious stoncs, were to become
his property.

Too intent on her painful task, Aixa had
not observed the approach of some new comers,
who immediately began, like her, an examin.
ation of the dead bodies. With this difference,
however, that while the Morisca concerned
herself only with those whose heads were
covered by a tarban, the others were attract-
ed only to the helmets with gilt crests,

Gradually the two parties so strangely em-
ployed drew nearer to each other, till a few
steps only separated them, when one of the
men, half buried amonga heap of the slain,
which he turned over with untiring cnergy,
exclaimed, ‘It is he ?”

At that voice, which sounded more like the
savage shriek of a bird of prey, than like that
of 2 human being, Aixa was seized with a sud-
den trembliug, and in alarm was about to flec,
when her fect became entangled in the folds
‘of a white olbornouz striped with scarlet, at
the sight of which a piercing shrick escaped
from her lips.

“My father!” she exclaimed, pressing in
her arms the body of Mohamed, now ¢old as
the coat of mail that covered his breast. She
thought only of her father, of whose death
she could scarcely be convinced ; she regarded
him with swoln, but tearless eyes ; her heart
beat violently, as she placed hor hand on the
bosom of ber father to be certain that his
Leart did not beat like her own.

During this time, the man whose voice had
80 powerfully attracted the Moriscn had re-
mained kneeling, and gaved with sparkling
eyeson the body and head of the dead man
whom he held in kis arms, Then casting down
the corpse with diedain, and drawing himself
up to his full height, * At length,” he ex-
claimed, “I am King of Castile ; Don En-
rique has paid his debg 1"

These words reached the heart of the Mo-
risca ; she slowly turned her head, and her
sparkling cyes met the look of the triumphant
king. Don Pedro now perceived hor for the
first timo ; and, strange to say, he who had
fought so bravely on that memorable day, re
treatod with alarm and surprise at that sud-
den apparition ‘ Aixa !" murmured he, in
an altered voice.

“Is_thy brother really doad » aud the
Morisca, with a disdainful smile, )

“Quite dead, Aixa,” rephed. the king, “and
with the life of that .rebel has flown thy last
hope ; Heaven has ordained that thou shouldet
find thy punishment in thy revenge, Aixs.”

It suits theo well, impious ‘'man, to speak

of the justico of Heaven !” replied theMorisca,




