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sal valls ca2 v il Al Gt .songs. He recelved
$2:00) écam »1: purilshing house for a group of them.
H:wis a mia of ca'tars aala dslightful companion.
Hle last years were avent o Naw York, where he was a
stranger, and he died in a hospital there in 1864.
The words of m st of these songs are familiar. Those
of “Old D)g Tray' are pathetic and always appeal
strongly to all lovers of dogs :

OLD DOG TRAY

The morn of life is past
And evening comes at last
It brings me a dream of & once happy day,
Of merry forms 1’ ve seen
Upon the village green
Sporting whth my ¢1d dog Tray

Chorus.—Old dog Tray i» ever faithful,
CGrief canpot dri<e him away,
He's gentle, he In kind
1’1l never, vever find
A better {riend than old dog Tray.

The forme [ called my own,

Have vanished one by one »
The lov'd ones, the dear ones have all pass’d away.

Thelr happy smiles have flown,

Their gent'e volces gone ;

I've nothing left but old dog Tray. Chorus,

When thoughts recall the past
His eyes are on me cast;
I know that he tecle wh t my breaking heart would say:
Although he carnot fperk,
I'll vainly, vainls seek
A better friend than

)ld dog Tray. Chorns.

I'HE OLD OAKEN BUCKET.

Such a song as thi
many decad
cades to come. It
every home-
this and others ¢
singular thing that
v ondworth's po

which has been popular for so
ose its pop ilarity for many de-
80 thoroughly to the heart of
1 modern aire are forgotten
Itisa
irs ago a volume of Samuel
1 by George P. Morris,

Ihe O'd Oaken
r Woodsworth was a
$ &,u” in 1785, his father a
¢ place instruncted him
But
1 finully engaged iu wild spec-

es wiil not

appeala

w

will be remembere..

with oue prem Buc
ket."” the best
Massachusetts

puor farmer, T

R,

tried to raise muney en to send him to college,
he chose to be
ulations and lived
frlends. He a
failed in thst, He lved iu
and at last waudered |
long rtories and many §
sales, The 0 d Osken
summer of 18:7
Que hot day
glaes of watsr drained it eag
exclaimed, ' That
more refreshing wou!
from the old onken bucket I lef
well at home

** Samuel,”’
subjsct for a poem?’

ugh

he.time on loans from his
ed a newspaper, but ere long
Huartford, then in Baltimore
ck to New Y rk
all of which had large
ket "’ was written in the
1or was living in New York.,

He wrote some

he carre lulo rouse, and pourlpg oat a

As he sat it down he

reshing, brt how much

ye to take 8 good, long dranght
havging in my father's

said ‘wouldn't that

be a pretty
this suggation Woodworth
childhood

seized his pen, and as the homs of his
vividly to hix faucy he wrote the now familiar words. The
air to which the words set is an old Scotch one.
We shall quote only a part of two stanzis, although all

of it is beautiful ;
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How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood,
When fond recol'ectiors present them to view ;

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

jfeen messey run to receive it
As poised on the curb it inclined to my lips ;

Not a full, blussing goblet could tempt me to leave it,
Tho’ fi.led with the necter that Japiter nips.

How sweet from th

And now, fer removed from the loved situation ”

The tesr of regret will intrusively swell,
As fancy reverts to my father’s plantation,
And sighs for the bucket which bung in the well,

OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT,

This is one of the sweetest and most poetical of many
popular songs of reminiscence. Vet Thomas Moore, or
Tom Moore as he is more familiarly called, was born and
brought up over a corper grocery story in an obscure
quarter of old Dublin. His mother, however, although
the wife of o humble a person as Moore’s father, was a
lovable woman of hieh character, As the son advanced
in education and cultare his devotion to his lovely mother
never dec eased. Among his papers were four thousand
Jetters addressed to her. He was spoken of in Dublin as
the ‘“ darlint”’ of all circles and was very popular every-
where. He was tender-hearted, genial and jovial, a good
singer and yet he pever had the confidence to sing in
public. He died in Wiltshire in 1852. - The pathos and
the sad truth in th-se lines have been realized by many
who bave not passed the three-score and ten limit, as did
the author of them

QFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT,

Oft in the stilly night

Ere slumber's chsin hath bound me,
Fond mem'ry brings the light

Of other days arcund me.

The smiles, the tears of boyhood’s years,
The worda of love then spoken ; i

. —""Wood man,

MESSENGER AND VISITOR.

The eyes t-at shone now dimmed and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken !

Thus in the stilly night

Kre slumber's chain has bound me,
Sad mem'ry brings the light

Of other days around me.

When I remember all

The friends so link’d together
I've seen around me fail

Like leaves in wintry weather,

I feel like one who treads alone
Some banquet hall dessrted,

Whose lights are fled, whoge garlands dead
And all but be departed |

Thus in the ‘stilly night

KEre slumber's chain has hound mie
Sad mem'ry brings the light

Of other days aronnd me

There. are many other of these old & mgs of reminis
cence dear 1o the henrt and pleasant atill to hear over
and over agaiv, ‘‘The O!d Arm Chair,

associations,

with its blesved
1 fove it, I love it, and who ahall dare
To chide me for loving that old a'm chair

and

first of

Spare That Tree '’
Syne' and ‘‘Highland Mary,”
famillar and dear to every heart

It would be well if we sung them all move often at ovr

“Auld Larg
which is

the

own firesides and so kept warm the sweet sentiments
which they embod
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cande the saved si r knows the forgiveyessof God. The
token of forgiven {a forgiving
John tells us that the saved sinner is exalted. Christ

bes made us to be a kingdoin. We sre not only members
of his church in the earth bat we are cit'z:ne of hisever-
lnstiag kingdom. No wonder that Peter asks: * What
manner of persons ought ye to be'? The saved sinner
who is being loosed from sinfuluess, becomes & priest
unto God Whatsoever we ask of God in the name of
Christ, according to his will, we know that he heareth
us, and that we shall be properlv answered. Our priest-
hood always begins with ounrselves, A bsd.woman in
prison had been repeatedly shut into the solitary in dark-
ness. One jd+y in the c¢hapel service she was seen
looking steadily at & picture of Christ, saying to the sia-
ner: *‘ Thy sins, whict
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any more trouble. She began to pray for others, That
is the priesthood of the r who is loosed from sin.
It is the fervent prayer of the righteous that is effectnal.
Let us sing the song of the redeemed with John, Unto
him who msade himself of no reputation, be
the glory of our humble life. Uato him who was

despised and rej:cted of men, be the dominien of
conversion, Uato him who bore away tha sin
of the world, be the glory of peace. Uato

him who brought life and immortality to light, be the
dominion of Christlan hope. Unto him who latercedeth
for all his saints, be the glories of answered prayers.
Uato him who cometh withou! sia unto salvation, be the
glories of holy angels and redeemed.—Ex,

g1t}
DeAr EDITOR :—1 notice in the sketcli, f t'¢ o
Longtellow, published in your issue of the 8'h inet., that
the writer claime that * In Hiawathas, Lor glellow under
took a difficult task. He created a style entirely new,
adapted to the lives of a savage people, an embodied In
their mythe, and legends. Lovglellow went back into
the primitive nature worship of the North Awmerican Iu
diane.”

Did Longfellow create a style entirely new when he
wrote Hiswatba ?' In the great poem of Flolsnd * The
Knalevala,' with which no doubt Longfellow was familiar,
the mythology and folk-lore, of the Vine, are trsated so
much like Longfellow han treated stmilar materia!
North American sowrces, that all grobability fo
ing originality in Hiswstha seems to vandah

In proof of ‘his I will ask you lo
from the introfuctions of both poems

I am a great lover of Longfellow's postry, and it
not 'esson the beauvty of ‘'Hinwath: ' I Longlellow
botrowed the plan of it, from the Interesting ¥los

from

clalm

rrint extracts

does

KALEVALULA,

‘' These are words in childbood tanghit me,
Songs preserved from distant ages,
Legends thev thiat once were taken
From the belt of Walnamo'nen,

From the forge of Ilmariuen

From the sword of Rankomieli,
From the bow of Youkahainen,
Frem the pastures of the Norttland,
From the meads of Kalevala.

A R

There are many other legends
Incantations that were taught me,

That T found along the wayside,
Gathered in the fragrant copeses,
Biown me from the forest branches,
Culled among the plumes of plue trees,
Scented from the vines and flawers,
Whispered to me as I followed

Flocks in land of honeyed meadows,

e R T e

Manv birds from mauy fores's,

Oft have gang me lays in coneord
Waves of sea and ocan billows
Music from the inany waters,
Music from the whole creation

Oft have bees my gnide and master

BIAWATHA.

! Shounld you sask me * * *

Wi ence these legends ard traditions,

* % % [ should answer, I should tell you ;

From the frrests and the prairies.

From the great Jakes of the Northland,

From the land of the Ojibwaye,

From the land of the land of the D :cotahs,

From the mountains, moors, and fevlands,

Where the heron, the Shu shnh-gsh,

Feeds smong the reeds and rushes,

el e e R N R

*. % % these legends and trpditions,
1 shonld answer, I should t¥l you,
In the bird's-nests of the forest
In the lodges of the beaver,
Id the hoof prints of the bison,

“In the evry of the eagle !
All the wild fowl sang them to him,
In the moor.landa and the fen-lands,
In the melancholy marshes :
Chetowaik, the plover, sang them
Mahng, the loon, the wiid-gooss: Wa
And the grouse, the Mushkodasa !’
Chester, N. S. CUASS:

* B o2

The One Foundation.

There are two kinde of converts : First those who
constantly grow in joy, in likevess to Christ, and in
powe: ful service, so that every year of their life finds
them futher on than the year before. Second, those who
profess to be converted, and who remain Joyal for a year,
or for a few monthe, a few weeks, or even for a few days
onlv, and then drift back into the old life. In other
worde, the two clesses are, those who make a complete

success of the Christian life, snd those who muke a
partial or comp'ete failure of it.
Now, I am goiog to tell you of a very plain path that

any man, womsn or child can take, and w}
guarantee, lend you on, 8o that every year of your Chris-
tian life will be better than the year before, every month
will be better thax the month which preceded it
week will be better than the week which went beforey

will, I

evey

it, and eyery day better than the preceding day
You have heard the hymn sung, which ruans,
‘* Where is tbe blessedness I kuew when ficat 1 saw
that the Lord?" Friends, I know whers the jov is

once I knew, when fi-st I souvht the Lol It Is
twenty-seyen yesrs behind me, and to-day [ have a j 'y
I never dreamed of the year I was converted. Be sure
that you build all your life and service on Jesus Christ
and that Christ alone is the foundation. The text
this step is I Cor fil. II: '* Other frundation csn no
man lay than that is laid, which is Christ Jesus.”" The
hope that is built on Chris’ will stand svd grow. The
hope that is built on anyone, or anything, bat Chriet
will soon fall ; and the life that {s bailt apon anything or
anyone but Christ will soon go down,—R., A, Torrey,
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