“QURFEW MUST NOT RING TO-NIGHT.” [

BY ROSA A. HARTWICK,

England's sun was setting o’er the hills so
far away,

Filled the land with misty beauty at the
close of one sad day; ;

And the last rays kissed the forehead of a
man and maiden fair,

He with steps so slow and weary, she with
sunny, floating hair;

He with bowed head sad and thoughtful, she
with lips so cold ‘and white,

Struggling to keep back the murmur—

“Qurfew must not ring to-night.”

“Sexton,’ Bessie’s white Lips faltered, point
ing to the prison old,

With its walls so-tall and gloomy, wills so
dark and damp and cold;

“T've alover in that prison, doomed this
very night to die,

At the ringing of the curfew, and no earthly
help is nigh; :

Cromwell'll not be be here till sunset,” and
her face grew strangely white,

As she spoke in husky whispers—* Curfew
must not ring to-mght.”

“Bessie,” calmly spoke the sexton (every |
word pierced her young heart; i
Like o thousand gleaming arrows—likea
deadly poisoned dart.)

“Long, long years 1've rung the curfew,from
that gloomy, shadowed tower,

Every evening, just at sunset, it has told
the twilight hour;

I have done my duty ever—tried to do it
just and right,

Now I'm old I will not miss it—girl, the
curfew rings to-uight!”

Wild her eyes and pale each feature, stern
and white her thoughtful brow,

As within her heart's deep centre, Bessie
made a solemn vow.

She had listened, as the judges read, with-
out a tear or sigh,

Atthe ringing of the ‘curfew Basil Under- {3

wood mus: die,

And hex breath came fast and faster, and
her eyes grew Jarge and bright,

One low murmur sca: cely spoken—'*Curfew
must not ring to-night!"

She with light step bounded forsvard, sprang
within the old church door,

Left theold man coming slowly, paths he'd |

trod so of’'t before,

Not a moment paused the maiden, but with
cheek and brow aglow,

She gazed up the gloomy tower, where the
bell rung to and fro, ¢

Then she climbed the slimy ladder, dark,
without one ray of light,

Upward still, her pale lips saying—"Cu1-
tew shall not ring to-night.”

She has reached the topmost ladder, o'er{
her bangs the greatdark bell,
And the awful gloom beneath her, like the
pathway down to hell.
See the ponderous tongueis swinging, 'tis
the hour of curfew now,
And the sight has chilled her bosom, stop- |
ped her breath and paled her brow.

Shall she letit ring? No, never! her eyes |

flash with sudden light,
As she springs and grasps it firmly—"Cur-
few shall not ring to-night!”

Out she swung, far out, the city seemed a
tiny speck below,

There twixt heaven and earth suspended as
the bell swung to and fro,

And the halt deaf sexton ringing (years he
bad not heard the bell),

It was o'er—the Dell ceased swaying, and
the maiden stepped once more

Firmly on the damp old ladder, where for
hundred years before

Human foot had not been planted, and
whatshe this night had done

Should be told long ages after, as the rays
of setting sun

Light the sky with mellow beauty, aged
sires, with heads of white, :

Tell the children why the curfew did not
riug that one sad night.

O’er the distant hills came Cromwell—Bes-
sie saw him, and her brow,

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

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

And her sweet young face so haggard, with

a look so sad and worn,
Touched his heart with sudden pity—Ilit his
eyes with misty light,
“Go, your lover lives,” cried Cromwell,
Curfew shall not ring to-night,”
t
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A LITTLE GOOSBY.
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[The following exquiritely simple verses, Il |
| from The pen ot an Inknown,” will touch |
| the heart of every. futher and inother ] il
The chill November day was goue, ’
The working world howe fariog; i)
The wind came roaring through the streets, !

And'he thought that twilight curfew rang
young Basils funeral knell.
Still the maiden clinging firmly, cheeks an

brow so pale and white,
Stilled her frightened bearts wild beating—
“Qurfew SHALL Y25 »or=mo-NIGHT!
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And set the gas lights flaving; ‘
And hopelessiy and aimlessly !
The seared old leaves .were flying; |
When mingled with the soughing wind = |
I heard a small voice erying-— ‘

And shivering on tha corner stood
A child of four or over; i

No cloak nor hat her small, soft armg, {
And wind blown curls to coyver,

Her dimpled face was stained with tears,
Her round, blue eyes ran over;

She cherighed in hér wee, ¢old hand,

A bunch of faded clover.

And one hand round her treasure, while
She slipped in miae the other,
Half-scared, half-confidential, said,
“Oh ! please, I want my mother.”
“Tell me your street and number, pet;
Dot ery, I'l] take you toit.”
Sobbing she answered, “1 forget;
The organ made me do it.

“He came and played at Milly's steps;
The monkey took the money;

And so 1 fz lowed down the street,

" The monkey was so funny,

1've walked about « hundred hours, |
From one street to another;

The monkey's gone, I've spoiled my fiow-

e

Oh ! please, T want my mother.”

“But what's your mother’s naine, and what
The street ? now think a minute.”
My roother’s name ig mamma dear—
e street—I can’t begin it.”
“But what is sirange anont the house,
Or new, not like the others 2 4
“] guess you mean my trundle bed,
Mine and my little brother's.

“Oh ! dear! I ought to be at home
To help him say his prayers, |
He’s such a baby he forgets,

And we are both such players—
And there’s a bar between to keep
From pitching on each other,

For Harry rolls when he's asleep;
Oh, dear! 1 want my mother.” }

The sky grew storuiy; people passed
All muflled, homeward iaring;
«you’ll have to spend the night with me,”
I said, at last, despairing.
1 tied a handksrehief round her neck—
“What ribbon’s this, my blossom ?”
GYWhy ! don’t you know !’ she smiling
agked, ¢
And drew it from her bosom.

A cara, with number, street and name;
My eyes astonished met it;
“Teor,” said the little one, ‘you see
1 might sometimes forget it;
And so I wear a little thing
That tells you all about it;
Jeor mother says she’s very sure
I would get lost without it.”
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Overthe crust of the beantithl snow :
|| Snow so pure when it falls from the s

11 Tobe t

¢ Fell {o be trampled as the filth of the street,

| If the snow and the ice struck my desperate; 5
i brains B }/
Fainting; 4

| To be beard in the streefs ofa crazy town,

 To be and to die, ismy terrible woe,

AL SR
Oh ! the snow, the beautiful snow,
Filling the sky and the earth below ; P
Over the house-tops, over the street,
Over the heads of the people you meet;
Daucing,
Tlirting,
Skimaming along,
Beautiful spow ! it*does-no wrong ;
Flying to kiss a fair lady's cheelk,
Clinging to lips in a frolicsome freai :
Beautiful snow, from the heaven above,

Pure as an angel, gentle as a dove.

Oh | the snow, the beautiful snow,
How the flakes gather and lnugh as they o,

Whirling aboat in its maddening fun,
it plays, in its glee, with every one.
Chasing.
Laughing,
Hurrying by 3
Tt lights on the face, it sparkles the ere;
And the dogs, with a bark and a bound,

Snap at the erystals that eddy around—

The town is alive and its heart in a glow,

To welcome the coming of the beautiful snow !
Tow wild the erowd goes swaying along,
Mailing ench other with hnmor and song,

7 sledges tike meteors flash

How the ga 3
Bright for the moment,. then lost to the eye—
Ringing, :

Swinging,

Dashing they go,
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To be trampled in mud by the crowd rushing
by ; :

1 and tracked by thousands of§
B

feet,
it blends

Till with the filth in the horriblefs
street. J

Once I wag pure as the snow—but T fell §

Tell like the snow-flakes from heaven to hell 1§

Fell to be sce ffed at, spit-on and beat !
Pleading

Dreading to die
g )

l . ¥ Fahe
S:lling my soul to whoever would buy ; 4 £
& bl %
j
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D a'ing in shame for @ morsel of hr

Hating the living and fearing the
Merciful God ! have I fallen so 1
And yet [ was ouce like tire beantiful snow.
Once I was fair as the beautiful snow,

stals; o heart like 1tS§

With an eye like its cr)

olow ;

nee I wagloved for my innocenf.grace—

Plattered, and sought tor the charms of my face

Father, § -
Mother,

Sister, all,
God and myself; T have lost by my falli;
The veriest wretch that goes shivering by & o

Will make a wide sweep, lest Twander toouigh;i#
for all that on or above me I know, 8
There is nothing that's pure as the beautifw! =
SNOY.
: \
[Icw strange it shopld be that: this bgautifals
EROW
Should fall on & sinner with nowhere to go;

How strange it should he when the night comesife =+

again,

Freczing,
Dying alone;

Too wicked for prayer, too weak for a moan

Gone mad in the joy of the snow coming down

With a bed and & shroud ofthe beaptifitl snow.
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CONSIS 'y, THOU ART A JEWEL
trace of this quotation is 1n a bal.ad calied iy
Robin Roundhasd,” published in 1¢%4, and reads thus;

“nsh, tush, my lasse, such thoughta raslyn,
Comparisons are crueil;
Fine pictures suit in {rames as fine,
Jonaistencie’s o jewall””
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