PLEASANT HOURS.

L

Qurfew Must Not Ring To-night.

[4GLAND'S sun was slowly sotting o'er the
hills so far away,

fled the land with misty besuty, at the
closo of onv sad day ;

xd the last rays kissed the forcheod of o
man and maeiden fair—

s with st.ps 8o slow and weary; she with
suooy Hoating hair;

Mo with bowed head, aad and thoughtful;
she with lips 8o cold and white,
troggled to keep back the murmur, *Cur-
few muat not ring to.mght.”

vSexton,” DBeasie's white lips faltered,
pointing to the prison old,
WWith its walls so tall and gloomy, walls so
dark and damp and cold,
“I're a lover 1n that prison, doomed this
f  very night to dio,

At the ringing of tho curiew, and no caxrthly
help is nigh.
MCromwell will not come till sunset,” and her
face grew strangely white,
Aasho spoko in husky whispers; ‘¢ Curfow
must not ring to-night 1"

“Bessic,” calmly spoke tho sexton (every
word picrced her young heart

Like a thousand gleaming arrows—like a
deadly poisoned dart),

“Long, long years I'vo rung the curfow from
that gloomy shadowed tower—

WEtery ovening, just at sunset, it has told
the twilight hour;

I bave done my duty ever, tried to do it just
and right;

Now I am old I will not miss it. Girl, the
curfew rings to-night1”

S Wild her eyeand pale her features, aternand
white her thoughtful brow,

40d, within her heart's deep ceatre, Bessio
mado a soleinn vow ;

Ske had listened while the Judges read,
without o tear or sigh,

B At the ringing of tho curfew Basil Under-
wood wmust die.

And her breath camo fast and -faster, and
her eyes grew large and bright,

One low murmur, scarcely spoken, ' Curfew
must not ring to-night.”

es,
in 3 8be with light step boundel .orward, sprang
of § within the old church door,

Left the old man coming slowly paths he'd
trod 80 oft before;

Not one moment paused the maiden, but,
vith cheek and brow aglow,

3§ Staggercd up the gloomy tower, where the
bell swung to and fro ;

Then sho climbed the slimy ladder, dark,
without onie ray of hght,

Upward still, her pale lips saying, * Curfew
shall not ring to-nigh¢ 1"

She has reached the topmost ladder; o'er
her hangs the great dark bell;

And the awful gloom beneath her liko the
pathway down to hell.

th. 3 See t the ponderous tongue is swinging; 'tis
to tke hour of curfew now ;

1n§§ And tho sight haschilled her bozom, stoppéd
ds, her breath aad paled her brow.

‘Alash with sudden light,
-t sho springs and ETasps it firmly: ¢ Cur-
fow shall not ring to-night 1” o

§.Out she swung—far out; the city seemod &

'_u’. tiny spock below—
dm @ Thero "twixt heaven and earth suspended, as
1of the bell swung to and fro; ]

4nd the half-dea.f sexton, ringing (years he
had not heaxd' t.ho bell),

"And he thought the twilight . curfew tang
young Basil's funeral-knell ;

g8 Still the maiden,-dlinging. ﬁrmly, cheek and
brow o palo and white,.

Stilled her frightened heart's wild beating : 4
“Curfew shall not ring to-night 1*

? Itwaa o'er, the bell coased swaymg, and the
R majden ltepped once miore

Shall she let it ring ? No, never! Her eyes,

Y

Firmly on the damp old !sadder, where, for
bundred yecars before,

Human foot hiad not boen plasted; and what
eho thia night had done

Should be told long ages after. As thorays
of sotting sun

Lizht the sky with mellow beauty, aged
sircs, with heads of white,

Tell tho children why the curfew did not
ring that ono sad night.

O'cr tho distant hillscame Cromwoll : Besaio
saw him and ber brow,

Lately white with sickening horror, glows
with sudden beauty now ;

At his feet sho told her story, showed her
hands all bruised and torn,

And her swoot young face, so haggard, with
a look 8o sad and worn,

Touched his heart with sudden pity, lit his
oyes with misty light:

“Go, your lover lives,” cried Cromwell;
¢¢Curfew shall not ring to-night!”

Rosa H. Tiorek.

“THE SORROW OF CHINA.”

THE RECENT FLOOD ONE OF TI™ MOST
APPALLING IN HISTORY.

LaTr details of the Chiuese floods
make the story one of tho most terrible
in history. What was a beautifu),
populous district of ten thousand
square miles is now a rolling gea. At
least three million people are homeless
and absolutely destitute of the barest
necessaries of life. It is thought that
the loss of life will reach 750,000.
Everything in the way of figures is as
yet, however, pure speculation, with
tho chances of a total mortality far
greater than the present estimate.
Court and business circles in Pekin,
Canton, and other cities are doing all
in human power to cope with the
disaster.

The special correspondent of Zke
Standard at Shanghai sends a graphic
picture of the tremendous-loss of life
in China from the overflow of the
Hoang-Ho river, and of the tremen-
dous famine now threatened. About
onesixth of the entire area of the
tGarden of China,” as Ho-Nan is
styled, is now converted into a vast
lake with here and there a-pagoda top
or the gable of some higher wall rising
over the ever increasing waters to
mark the site of what were a short
time ago prosperous cities- of many
thousand inhabitants. Tha rest of the
country is overrun with wretched
refugees, who were fortunate cnough

to escape with their lives, though watl: |.

nat ht else.  In hundreds of instances
wmey vho, three months ago were men
of wealth, to-day sit gazing on the
inland-sea stunned and hungry, stupid
and dejected, without a rag to wear or
s morxsel of food to eat. The inun-
dations commenced at a little distanco
from Xarfung-Fu, one of the largest
citics of the province, and in one
instant some four miles of solid em-
bankinent of stone, brick, sand and
clay werg swept away with inpumer-
able moles and fascines In the
district of Ching-Chow n.nd Chen-Chow
o less than three thousand large

{ villages are stated- to bave béen en-

gulfed in a very few monients and
s@rcely. any of their ill-fated -people

had time to save thomselves, aa the
breach occurred 1n the mght-time.
An extent of country much larger than
tho whole prinaipality of Wales and
rauch more thickly populated,isnow a
raging sen, and all the inlinbitants are
cither drowned or have fled. Tho
peoplo 5o ternibly visited cannot num-
ber far short of the whole population
of Ircland, as the Province includes
about twenty-five million inhabitants
within an area of 65,000 squars miles,
and tho waters of the river now cover
between cight and ten thourand square
miles. The accounts published in
native and foreign papers and i the
DPekin Gazette rovesls wmost horrible
gufferings undergone by the survivors,
who are perishing of famine. In hun-
dreds of instances when tho waters
rushed into the cities, sweeping walls,
housgs, and everything down before
them, the people refused to stir, and
met their deaths with that wonderful
indifferenco which characterises the
Chinese.  According to the best
authoritics the loss of life will bo
numbered by hundreds of thousands,
while there are millions of starving
people who are now Jdepending for
subsistence upon the charity of others.
The Emperor has already contributed
100,000 tasls, besides ordering iwo
willion taels out of the Imperial
treasury toward the relief of the
sufforers.
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HEARD AND ANSWERED.

ANNIE was a plain woman, almost
ugly, not clever nor cultured, nor rich
in worldly goods; but hosts of fricnds
gathered about her as she passed into
old age, and all burt an' ailing and
sorrowful folk who knew Ler came to
her for comfort and cheer.

She never fuiled them. She had
always a courageous, tender word for
each person. Poverty came to herat
last, and a painful and incurable dis-
ease. .She went through sickness and
privation, to meet death, with the same
high heart and happy temper that she
had in her younger and comparatively
moro prosperous days. ‘The laugh
was always ready, and the jest never
failed.

“How do you keep up your ¢courage?”
o friend asked her, on one occasion.

“] am old enough to know in whom
I have believed,” sho auswered, gravely.
“ When I was young, aud danger or
trouble came, I prayed to him for
help, and it came ; but then, when an-

‘other danger came, I would forget that
+he bad-answered me before, and doubt

and fesar even while I prayed; bat now
I am old, I have a record in my
memory of thesp past struggles. 1
know that he has never yct failed me,
and he never will.”

All young people beginning the
Christian - life are apt, in the stress of
8 great sorrow or temptation, to doubt
if their Master really hears and will
answer them.

“Did ever tronble yet befall,
And he refese to hear thy cd.'lr"

asks Wesley, And David, again and
again, after his many griefs and crimes,
ropeats, *“When I cried unto thee,
thou answercdest me.”

But the boy or girl, in the sharp,
sora pain of youth, scarcely listens to
this facoff testimony. 1t is only
when God has answoped their own
proyers that they, too, begin to know
and trust him in whom thev have bo-
lieved.

It is tho custora in certain chur-kes
in Europe % hang about the altar the
torn and biood-stained flags won in
battles, in which the worshippers, by
God's help, as they believe, have been
victorious.

So the Christinn should keep in his’l
heart, always present, somo record of
tho struggles with pain or sin in which
he has trusted in God for help and has
been heard and answered

His Mother's Songs.

Bexzatn the hot midsummer sun,
Tho men had marched-allday;
And now beside & rippling stroam,

Upon tho grass, they lay.

Tiring of garos and idle jests,
As swept the bours along,

Thoy called to one who mused aport,
¢ Come, fricnd, give us & song.”

“Ifear L -anot pleass,” hosaid;
‘*The only songs I kcow

Are those my mother used to sing
For me long years ago.”

¢ Sing ons of those,” e rough volce cried ;
““Thero's none but true men here;

To overy mother's son of us
A mother’s songs aro dear,”

Then sweetly ross the singer's volce
Amid unwonted calm—

s« Am I a soldier of the Cross,
A follower of the Lamb?*

* And shall I fear to own his causo *—
The very stresm was stilled,

And hearts that never throbbed with fear
With tender thooghta wero filled.

¥nded the song ; the singer ssid,
As to his feot he rose,
“Thauks to you all; ™y friends, good
night !
God graut us sweet ropou el

¢ Sing tus ono more," the Captdn beggod P .
Thesoldier bent hia head ;

Then glancing ‘round, with miling Ups,
“You'll join with me,” he said.

*Wo'll sing the old familiar sir,
Sweet as the bugle call,

¢ All hail tho power of Jexus' name !
Let angels prostrato fall.’”

Ab, wondroua was the old tune's spell,
As on the singer sang;

Man after man fell into line,
And loud the voicas rang.

TLe songe are done, the camp ia still,
Naught buot the stroam is heard ;
But ah, the deptbs of every soul
By thoso old hymns are stirred.

Aad op from many a bearded lip,
In whispers soft and low,
Riees tho prayer the mother taaght
Ths boy long years ago.
yours oee —~Selected,

Wz belisve in catting that liquor
dog’s tail off right behind the ears.—

Horacs Greeley, in 1867,
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