
April 22, 1903 MESSENGER AND VISITOR. m '%
ml ті ; c 1 ; ; j 1 > 11 il hh 5 V. songe. Йе received 
|n,t)ii i< і a » і і м ill thing home for » group of them. 
Hi *11 а він of ci tar; «al a dill<btfal companion. 
Hie last years were eoent to Nsw York, where he was a 
stranger, and he died in a hospital there in 1864.

The wordi of m ist of these songs are familiar. Those 
of "Old Dig Tray'’ are pathetic and always appeal 
strongly to all lovers of dogs :

old dog та a v.

The eyes tvat shone now dimmed and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken !

Thus in the stilly night
nre slumber’s chain has b^und roe,

Sad roem'ry brings the light 
Of other days around me.

When I remember all
The friends so HnkM together 

I've seen aronnd me fall
Like leaves In wintry weather.

I feel like one who treads alone 
Some oarqnet hall dea-rted.

Whose Hght* are fled, whnee garlands dead 
And all hut be departed !

Thus In the stilly night
Kre slnmher e chain has hound me,

Sad mem'rv brings the light 
Of other days aronnd me.

D*ar Editor I notice in the sketch, tf V 
Longfellow, published in yonr Issue of the 8 h ln»t., that 
the writer claims that " In Hiawatha, Lorgfellow under
took a difficult task. He created a style entirely n*w. 
adapted to the lives of a savage people, ae embodied In 
their mythe, and leg-nds. Longfellow went l>*ck Into 
the primitive nature worship of the North American In

Did Longfellow create e etyle entirely new when he 
wrote Hiawatha ? In the great poem of Finland " The 
Kafevala," with which no dooht Longfellow waa familiar, 
the mythology end folk-lore, of the Fin», ere treated, eu 
much like Longfellow he* treated etmt'er me ter let, from 
North American aonrcee, that ell probability to. claim
ing originality In Hiawatha eeema lo vanish

In proof of thle I will ask you to rrlnt estrade 
from the Introductions of both poem*

I am a great lover of Longfellow’s po*try. and it d »ee 
not’esson the beenty of * Hlawath*," If Longfellow

The morn of life le past 
And evening cornea at last

It bring# me a dream of a once happy day. 
Of merry forme I’ve ween 
Upon the village green 

Sporting who my did dog Tray.
Chôme - Old dog Tray la ever faithful,
Orief cannot dri-e him away,
He’s gentle, he 1* kind .
I’ll never, i-eter find

A "belter friend than old dog Tray.
The forme I called my own.
Have vanished one by one. »

The lov’d oner, the dear ones have all pass’d away. 
Their happy smiles have fl mu,
Their gent e voices gone ;

I’ve nothing left but old dog Tray. Chorus.
When thoughts recall the past 
His eyes are ou me cast ;

I know that he feels wh t my breaking heart would say: 
Although he ca- not $>piak.
I'll vaiuly, vainl\ seek

A better friend than old dog Tray. Chorus.

Fhere are many other of іЬеле old wongs of reminis
cence dear to the heart and pleasant still to hear 
and over again. "The Old Arm Chair,"’ with Its bleared botrowed the plan of It, from the Interesting Flos 
associations,

kalbvala.

" These are words In childhood taught me 
Songs preserv'd from distant ages. 
Legends thev th-At once were taken 
From the belt of Watnamo'nen.
From the forge of Ilmarln'n 
Fmm the sword of Kaukomiell,
From the bow of Youkahainen,
Fr'-m the pisturee of the Norttland, 
From the meads of Kalevala. 
**■#**■**#**
There are many other legends, 
Incantation" that were taught me,
That I found along the wayaide,
Gathered in the fragrant copese0,
Blo»n me from the forest branche*. 
Culled among the plumes of pine trees, 
Scented from the vines end flower*, 
Whispered to me а» I followed 
Flocks In land of honeyed meadows.

I love It. I love It, and who shall dare 
To chide me for loving that old n-m chair.

?
"Woodman, Spare That Tree," and " An Id L««rg 

Syne" and "Highland Mary," the first of which is 
familiar and dear to every heart 

It would be well if we sung them all mo«e often *t o»r 
own firesides and so kept warm the sweet sentiments 
which they embody.- Sel.

THE OLD O AKEN BUCKET.

Snch a song ая this which has been popular for so 
many decades will not lose its pop llarlty for many de
cades to come. It appeal* so thoroughly to the heart of 
every bomc-lover that when modern airs are forgotten 
this and other,* of this cLis« will be remembere h It Is a 
singular thing that many years ago a volume of Samuel 
VNoodworth’s po?ni3 W48 published by George P. Morris, 
with one p^em avklug. and that *' The O'd Oiken Buc
ket," the best one lie ever wrote. Woodsworth was a 
Massachusetts man, borniu Sweats in 1785, his father a 
pvorfariner. T e minister of the place instructed him 
tried to raise money enough to Fend him to college. But 
he chose to be a printer, ov-J finally engaged in wild spec
ulation* and }<**eri much of the. time on loans from his 
friends. He at l*st esv-blished a newspaper, but ere long 
failed in that. He lived In Hartford, then In Baltimo'e 
and at lest wandered back to New Y rk. He wrote some 
long stories and many p tins, all of which had large 
sales. The " O il O^ken Bucket " was written In the 
summer of 1817 when the author waa living In New York . 
One hot d-iy he ca > e Into the house, and ponrlng out a 
glass of w&t'r drained it e-igerlv As he sat It down he 
exclalmtd, "That ih!» it very refreshing, bnt how mnàh 
more refreshing would it be to take a good, long draught 
from the old oaken bucket I left hanging in my father's 
well at home. ’ '

" Samuel," said bis wife, " w mldn't that be a pretty 
subject fora poem?* At this sagg-e'.ion Woodworth 
seized his pen, and as the home of his childnood rose 
vividly to hi* fancy he wrote the now familiar words. The 
air to which the words were set is an old Scotch one. 
We shall quote only a p*rt of.two stanzas, although all 
of it is beautiful ;

How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood, 
When fpnd recol’ectlors present them to view ;

The orchard, the meadow, the deep tangled wild-wood, 
And every loved spot which my Infancy knew !

How sweet from the gfe**n mi siy run to receive it 
As poised on the curb it inclined to my lips ;

Not a full, bins ring goblet could tempt me to leave 
Tho’ fi-led with the necter that Jupiter nipa.

And now, far removed from the loved situation 
The tear of regret will Intrusively swell,

Ae fancy reverts to my father's plantation,
And righs for the bucket which hung In the well.

Л * J*

t An Exiled Apos lc’s bong.
The wonderful experience of John while he was exlîttl 

on the Island of Patmos, ‘ for the word of God and the 
testimony cf Jeans " quickened tile son! with praise1 of 
Christ He opens the revelation wb,h. this mighty song : 
"Unto Him that lo^eth us, and !<- sed as from yir ninn 
by Hi* blood, and He m*de u* to he n Kingdo/n, to be 
the glory and the dominion for ever and ever : 
not the song of an holy angel, hut of a redeemed sinner. 
John understands the Saviour s aUl ude towards alnner*. 
It le love. “He k>veth 11* with everlasting love " He hae 
drawn ns nnto Hlms-lf wjifa lovinv kindnesses The love 
of God for sinners I* the phrase rf Scripture, the light of 
orophrey, the teaching of Chriat, th- harmonv of 
Christian testimony., ** God commende'h He love to
ward ns," eeys Paul, " in that while 
sinners, Christ dii'd for uc. ‘ What 
to Christ ? 0»r understanding of miracles ? Oir sym 
pathy with his povrttv ? It wai his love on the Ctona 
stronger than death J >hn know» what Christ does with 
in* sinner. He died for «inner», but he accomplishes 
something within brileyi a g *n 1 orient s'nnera " He 
looeeth us from onr sins by hi* blond." 
sacrifice. He Is the Lamb slain from before the founda
tion of the world. He beureth *wa> the sin of the world. 
He delivers from the bondage of slnfnluess. The b'eli*v 
ing aln. His gospel is the power of God unto salvation 
to everyone that bclieveth. HI* blood is ever availing. 
Hie iutercei alon perpetuates bis atonement. The life be
comes character. The deed of life is mercifulness, be
cause the saved sinner know* the forgiveness of God. The 
token of forgiven is forgiving.

John tells ns that the saved sinner is exalted Christ 
has made ns lobe a kingdom. We are not only members 
of his church in the earth bat

Manv birds from many fores's,
Oft have song me laya in concord ; 
Wave* of sea and ocan hillowa,- 
Music from the many waters,
Mnsic from the whole creation 
Oft have been my golde and maa'er.’

This -s

HIAWATHA.

1 Should ynu ask m* * * *
W-r ence theee legends e"d tradltiona.
* * * 1 should answer, I should tell yon ;
From the forests and the prairies.
From the great lakes of the Northland,
From the land of the Ojlhwayr,
F om the land of the land of the D icotahs, 
From «he mountains, moors, and fenlands, 
Where the heron, the Shu shnh-gah,
Feeds among the reeds and ruihe»,

we w«’re yet 
brought us

* ' ’ these legends and traditions,
I should answer, I should tMl you.
In the biîd'a-nests of the forest 
In the lodges of the beaver,
In the hoof

His Is no age

prints of the bison,
‘"In the evry of the eagle !

All the wild fowl sang them to him,
In the moor.lands and the fen-lands,
In the melancholy marshes :
Chetowaik, the plover, sang them 
Mahng, the loon, (he wild-goose; Wawa, 
And the grouse, the Mnahkodasa !" 

Chester, N. S. C. A, S.
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The One Foundation.
There are two kinds of converts : First those who 

constantly grow in joy, in likeness to Christ, and in 
poweifal service, so that every year of their life finds 
them father on than the year before. Second. tho*e who 
profeea to be converted, and who remain loyal for a year, 
or for a few month*, a few weeks, or even for a few days 
onlr, and then drift beck into the old life In other 
words, the two classes are, those who make a complete 
success of the Christian life, end those who make a 
partial or comp'ete failure of 1L

Now, I am going to tell you of a very plain p-i'h that 
any man, woman or child can take, ami which will. I 
guarantee, le«d yon on, so that every year of your Chris
tian life will be better than the year before, every month 
will be better than the month which preceded it, ever 
week will be better than the week which went heforey 
it, and every day better than the preceding day. 
Yon have heard the hymn sung, which runs, 
" Where is the blessfdness I knew when first 1 saw 
that the Lord?" Friends, I know wber* the j vr is 
once I knew, when fi et I eonvht the Lorft ft 1* 
twenty-aeyen ye«re behind me, and to-day I have a j у 
I never dream»d of the year I waa converted. Be sure 
that you bnild all yonr life and service on Jesus Christ, 
and that Christ alone ie the foundation. The text for 
this step is I Cor ill. II: "Other ffondation c*n no 
man lay than that ia laid, which ie Chriat J^sus." The 
hope that ie bnilt on Chris’ will aland and grow. The 
hope that ie bnilt on anyone, or anything, hot Chriat 
will soon fall ; and the Hie that Ie built upon eny thing or 
anyone but Christ will soon go down.—Ж. A. Torrey,

are cit'z;n* of bis ever
lasting kingdom. No wonder that Peter a«ks 
manner of persons ought ye to be ?1' The save 
who is being loosed from sinfulness, becomes 
nnto God Whatsoev-r we ask of God in the name of 
Christ, according to his will, we know that he heareth 
ns, and that we shall be properlv answered. Our priest
hood always begins with onrselve*. A bsd.woman in 
prison had been repeatedly shut into the solitary !n dark
ness. One ÿd*y in the dbapel service she 
looking steadily at * picture of Christ, saying to the sis- 
ner . " Thy sins, which are m»ne, ate forgiven th*e ; go 
in peace, and sin no mute." She remained seated after 
the others had gone out, and the matron thought that 
more trouble w*s coming. She asked the wrmau what 
•he wanted. She said : 'Let me go back to solitary, 
for I want to think of him." They let her go hack into 
the darkness. On the third day she signalled to 
out. She came ont a changed woman, and never 
any more trouble. She began to pray for others. That 
is the priesthood of the sinner who is loosed from sin. 
It ie the fervent prayer of the righteous that is effectual. 
Let ns sin® the song of the redeemed with John. Unto 
him who made himself of no reputation, be 
the glory of onr humble rife. Uoto him who was 
despised and rejected of men, be the domin’on of 
conversion. Unto him who bore away th- sin 
of the world, be the glory of peace Uoto 
him who bronght life and immortality to light, be the 
dominion of Christian hope. Unto him who intercedeth

' What;

X

OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.

This is one of the sweetest and most poetical of many 
popular songs of reminiscence Yet Thomas Moore, or 
Tom Moore as he is more familiarly called, was born and 
bronght np over a corner grocery story In an obscure 
quarter of old Dublin. His mother, however, although 
the wife o' so humble» person as Moore'a father, was a 
lovable woman of hlvh character. Aa the eon advanced 
in education and culture his devotion to his lovely mother 
never dec eased. Among hie papers were four thousand 
letters addressed to her. He was spoken of In Dublin as 
the " derllnt" of all circles and was very popular every
where. He was tender-heart* d, genial and jovial, a good 
singer and yet he never hadc the confidence to sing in 
public. He died in Wiltshire in 1852. - The pethoe and 
the aad truth in th-se lines have been realized by many 
who have not passed the three-score and ten limit, as did 
the author of them.

was seen

give

OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.

Oft in the stilly night
Ere slumber's ch-rin hath bound me, 

Fond mem'rv brings the light 
Of other days arcund me.

The smiles, the tears of boyhood's years, 
The words of love then spoken ;

for all his saints, be the glories of answered prayers. 
. Uoto him who cbmeth without si a unto salvation, be the 

glories of holy angels and redeemed.—Ex.
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