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The  dalliopean.
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the ancient bards, whose songs of the brave, tho dauntless, and
the freo, urged the people on to deeds of valor and noble during,
gave fresh courage to the warrior on the field of batile, and
mlndo him more cagor to rush on to now scenes of conquast aud
ory.

8 Often does somo favorite air call up before the mind, with
all the freshness of first improgsinns, scenes and associuted feel-
ings long forgotten. To tho exile it briugs recolicctions of his
homo and early friends , the songs to which in chilihoou’s days
he was wount to listen, now come back to s minj with as much
freshness as if the air around him was stll tremulous with 1ty
gontlo impulsions. It still has the power to move his soul either
to joy or sudness, according to the circumstances under which it
was first heard. It is the voice of departéd friendship uud love,
now falling mournfully upon his ear, us when the wind breathes
gontly through a cypress grove ; again, his spirit’s chords, swept
as l':iv an unseen hand, are tuned to rapturous meludy.

Music often lifis tho mind above earthly objects, and causes it
to soar beyond everything visible. Even the soul of the untutor.
ed savage becomes elevated; he listens, ho dances—Ius durk
cyes sparkle, and his whole countenance is lit up with 2 super.
natural radiance.

The birth of our Saviour was celedrated with music. Imme.
diately after the announcement by the first angel, the Shepherds
heard an inbumerable company of the heuvenly host prawing
God, and singing * Glory to Gud in the highest, and on earth,
peace, good will towards men.” Being cursed by sin, this
carth is filled with sighs and grouns, yet even here are inter.
ludes and -nterminglings of softer and more harmunious notes,
Nature, though groaning beneath the curse of Adam's God, has
ot forgolten to sing praises to her Maker. There is music in
the stream, as it descends from the mountain, and glides in cd-
dying currents through the vale, The birds, as the day breaks,

warble sweet notes to Him, who sees even a sparrow fuli to the’

ground.
« Above is heard
‘The melody of winds, breathed, as the green trees
Bow (o their quivering touch, in Jiving beauty,
And birds sing forth their cheerful hymns.”

There is music in the deep blue sea.
¢ Lonely and wild it rises,
‘That etrain of solemn music from the sea,

As though the bright air trembled to disclose
An ocean mystery.”

And oh! if the scattered and broken clements of music here pos.
sess such power to move and thrill the soul, how sublime and
elovating those songs which angels hear, in which millions ofun.
gelic Mozarta sweep their golden harps, and swell the mighty
anthem. Qur earthly organs are teo weak to bear the over.
whulming conception.

¢ Wherefore and whither bear'st thou up my spirit
On englo wings, thraugh cvery plume that thrills ? &
It hath no crown of victory to inherit—

Be sull! tnumphant harmony ! be sulf Axzna,

RELIGION.

Wi have scldom read a more finished description of this hea.
vealy principle, in easy language, than the following, cxtracted
from the Engiish Monthly Review :

“ Religion—that messenger of heaven—dwells not exclusively
in cclls or clowters ; but gacs forth amang men not to frown on
their happiness, but to do them goond.  She is familiar and cheer-
ful at the tables and firesides of the happy ; she is equally inti.
mate in the dwellings of poverty and sorrow; she encourages
the innocent smiles of youth, and kindles a glow of serenity on
the venerable front of nge 3 sl is fuund, t00 at the bedside of
tho sick, when the attendants have ccased from their labour, and
tho heart is nlmost still ; she is scen at the house of mournping,
pointing upward 10 the *house not made with hands ;” she will
not retire so long as there is evil that can be prevented, or kind-
ness that can be given: and st is not umtil the jast duty is done,
that she hastens awny, nnd raises her altar in the wilderness, so
that she may not bo seen by men.”

: the Calti .
A FRAGMBENT. For opean

“ [ feel my weainess increase daily, dear Bryant; itisin vain
that Dr. Lorrimor attempts to conceal the fuct that my earthly
duys are numbered. I have tho witness in mysclf that [ am si.
leatly und swiftly passing from the associations which have fot.
tered me sv strongly to this changing world,” said o young and
lovely girl, whuse hectic flush and fuded form powerfully cor.
roburated her words,

* Dear 3mily,” replicd her brother,  be composed ; you think
yourself worse than you really are. We shall yet see you as in
days goue by ; in the crowded assembly, the fairest where all
were fair.”

“ Bryunt, my own dear brother, ceuse to speak thus, T implore
you. ‘I'tie duys to which you aliude uro fled for ever, aud some
of them leave painful remembrauces.”

“Surely, dear Emily, nothing has transpired to shade your
sunny pathway, Say, dearest giel,” he cuntinued anxiously,
“has any deep mental anguish been added 10 your physical suf.
furings?  Has any wound been inflicted on your sensitive spirit
which u true-hearted brother may relieve—if not remove 7’

“No, Bryant, no. Not at least of the nature to which you
allude,” replicd the fuir girl. & deep flush crossing her beforo
pallid features, *I have mingled with the first circles of so.
ciety, and have been received in 2 manner sufficiently flatterin
to woman’s vanity ; yet with the exception of dear Agnes nng
yourself, [ have not an object of deep interest upon earth.  Come
nearer to me, dearest Bryunt, and let me tell you what has hung
heavily on my heart for sume time past.  Let me speak to you
as | used 1o in those happy days when you taught me to weave
garlands of sweet wild flowers, and to sing soft strains of joy
and melody.”

‘There vsas something deeply touching in the cadence of Emily’s
voice which had its fuil effeet upon her brother, who springing
to her side, folded her closely to his bosom as he kaelt beside
her couch,

Early left orphans, the family of the Lindsay’s had clung
earnestly and unfulteringly to cach other. Bryant was the
senior by some years, and the little Emily had ever been the
joint pet of Agnes and himself. A mother’s dying voice be.
queathed Emily to Bryant’s especial care, and nobly had he ful.
filled his obligations.  Possessed of wenlth and munificence, no
expense had been spared in her education ; and the éciat which
greeted her firstentrance to the beau moude thrilled Bryant with
emotions littic short of paternal.  Commnn ling in person, and
accustomed to exact implicit submission to his requests, Bryant
was universally regarded with deference Few, save the gentle
Emily, presumed to approach him with familiarity. Yer, to her
he was cver yielding and affectionate, whilst she repaid his kind-
ness by implicit and unreserved confidence. But, fo return to
ourstory. For some momentsaeither spoke.  Atlength Enmily,
raising herself from her brother’s shoulder, said,

1 do not often feel equal to the task of spenking, but this even.
ing [ breathe more freely than usual, and I must speak whilst |
have the power.  Bryant, dearest Bryant, my more thaa brother,
listen to the last words of your cherished Emily ; nay, start not,”
she comtinued ; for the arm which still encircled her, quivered
convulsively. I am a dying girl—no human skill can vid me;
“fur me the ficlds have no medicinal relief, nor the vexed ore a
mineral of power.” But I can anticipate death without appre.
hension ; nay, there are even moments when I view his approach
as that of a friend. Dearest Bryant, why should we dread the
messenger, however unprepossessing his appearance, who comes
to conduct us to th presence of a beloved and fionoured father,”

Shie paused for breath, and Bryant hastily remarked,

“To such as you, my Emily, death can wear no terrors.—
Your blameless hfe—your untiring gentleness—your winning
loveliness—your unnumbered charities—all plead your accept.
ance with [feaven.”

“ Ah, Bryant, dear Bryant, do not talk thus. I implore you,——
Listen 1o my dying assurance. No lite, however blumeless to
humn observation, will afford any consolation when the last
enemy stares you in the face.  Bryant, death is very, very dif-
ferent when we view him from situations like mine, to what he
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