
Sang-lait, if wo May so express lt, is a home fceling-Aoide,
Sa householil dcity. Tho maiden sings nmong hier fiowors, or at
ber daily tasks. The mother.sings ta tho infanut on bier breast ;
and again, tlîa ittle children, as they grov up around hier, sin-
eit their merry play. But by.und.byre, ail af a sudden prbeaps,
ane younz vaicot la biushied I end tho moiher îveeps ta hcar tho
sanie sang wnrblcd by alter lips ; and then smiles again in the
trusting feîtb ai bier mcck heuartto think that thatlitie ne, thraugh
tho mernts af tho Redeomer, may bc singing stili-in bieaven.
The *oug %vifu sings to hoer husband, and ko is a laver once
agatn. The daughîter singe taer ot liohr and mother wvîtn the
touls af tho day arc over, and thcy gathier round the hearth,
soinn ancient ditty for tho liundrodth tinte, ta whi.ih tbe oid peo.pie listen with tears ini their eyes ; sitc thinking the îvhilc ai o-
ther things ; for that sang bas no charmn for bier, sai'c that tliey
love ta listen ta it. Thcy calling ta mind the scornes and hopes
ai the Past, and hcnring in imagination the voiecs af thoso who
bad been resting li the quiet grave ycars ega, tho m-other re-
niembors boîv sita uscd ta sing it whea a girl, gatbcring %vild
fiowcrs in bier native wood, and the father that memarable day
wben ho hourd it fur tba lirst time. It ivas a bright epoch inl
bath their lives

Nirs. Ellis imagines a sîveet scenie, îvhich may nlot bie altoge.
ther ideal-af a brother, a prodigal-an alion from the paths ai
peacc-a dwellcr in distant lands, still hauntcd by tbis fareside
miusic, telling him, as il ivero, ta relurn, until hie exciaimsa t
length, ii tho benutiful languiae ai Scripiture, "T1 iill arise, and
go ta mv father ?» Hoîr readily-iow joyfully is hoe rccieid
and forgiven - Nevertlclss, a feeling et estrangement steels
orer thora .nimost imperccpibiy-îhe inoviteble resait ai a long
absence. Presentiy the siiîcr sits doývn ta te instrument ; sho
touches a foîv cbordis, and begrins ta sing. It is the cecning
hymn. Hoîr often have tliey sang il lugether -,mars ea, and
nowt once again their vaices blunad; but lus bas; g.-otn" manly
sinice thon, and vet, îvhon hoe first began, it tremblcd like that ofl
a lutte child. Trhe wbole family join in the sac rod mciady-
heurt and vaice united, as ai old. That hymn bas braken downî
the.barricrs.affimo and change, and ronde them ail ana again.

WVe have keoire the memary ai a hymn, under the btessîng
of' God, ta bc more pawverful eren thun this in recallingz the %van-
derer buck ta penitence and peaco, an~d rcalizi ng the cry ai the
returaing prodigai, in ils truc and Scriptural sonso ;-a sweet
and touching romiîîxsccnce, but scarccly suitod to.thc character
af aur preserit papier. -

How exquisiteiy simple and natural is Burns' description ai
"Bannie Jean :

".And aye sho wrought her m amii'a werk,
And ayo she sang sae merrilîs;

The blithest bird upon the bush
Had ne'er a lghier hocart titan sh.c."

WVe knew just such a one, years aga. Her real name was
Mlargaret, but we have callcdl lier Jean, ever since we read it.
Titus wolild she go about the house, always busy, and always
merry; %varking and singing, sa*that it did one's heuart grtad ta
heur bier. She iras nlot rich or accomplished-having been
broughit up ut home, under tho oye ai a kind and judir'iaus pa-
r'ent, iteo took care nlot ta sacrifice the useful ta the ornemnental.
Jean passessed no instrument, and we are not sure thut site
oould havé piaycd aboya half-e-dozen tunies on it if she,hud ;
but bier ar was quick, and bier vaice sweet and expressive. The
aid father tbought that no anc la the ivarld sang like his Mlarge.-
ret, and was Deoir tired ai asking bier for «"My aie Firesideé,"
"John Andorson my Je," "Tbe Banks o'Doon," and muny
others ai the samo kind--ail ai îrhich she sang without music«,
generally as -ahe sat at work, ini a soit, plaintive voice, thut wrs
irresistibly touching. We cati remeniber hearing ber $]*ng
"Auld Rlobin gray" once, and weeping like a child. The recol.Leon aof "Bannie Jean" is inseparuby connectedl wbh these
aId sangs.

'Lucy Grey bail a voice like a bird-not powcri' but full aof
aweetneaa and éxpressian. Wbether it wasthat si .et voice, or
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lier fuir, gentlo face, ira know nlot, but whirrever site 'ent sho',
%von ail hecarts, and dettror than ail to her-tlnt, of' licr brava
c,>usin, 1ýValtcr Grabum. Scarcoly ant cvcning js'dbut lie
'vas sura to rand saine excuse for maîkitg lus alprar-tieo- nt lier
niothier's lb'2use, where Lucy noyer wcarieil of plh3 ing bis fa-
vorite songs, îbieh, becamne hors aise from the inoiiîWnt tia. ad.
mired the m. Singing did nat, hivevor, bindvr iiirc scricous
mnattcrs ; and ivluorî Wnltcr Graham ivas forer) it irtigili to rc.
.ia bis regiment, it ivas as the betrotlicd husbanI of bis cousin
Lucy. But lio noer rcturned agnin!

Ycars passed vvy, and tire sorrow.sîricken gir, nrciqe up nt
icngth rrom bier sick couch, to minglo in that woarid wbiiel scmu.
cd a dreary wildorness ta lier withauî him. Wc cati fiancy hier
8itting atone, and singing once more iliose wcII.-remeinbcredi
sangs, pausing beîwcoen ench, as thouigl tha lowv, prnist'fut whis.
per of liar dead layer could evcr conte aniin, save in -ncmnory.
Poor Lucy ! And yct theoreareoothcrs marc ta bic pitied-wliu"l
aid sangs bring back the chanîged' 1rhy grief is sweet conîipar.
cd ta the agony-îlîe bittcrness-tlhe îvounded pride, andi blight.
cd affection, connecteid îith such reminiscces.

The poet boivs duiwn his luûy hcad ta listen to flic ýi.npec me.
ladies of bis childhaod, and hold ccmminunian îvitl the horischold
spirits that camte baçk et their call, ais thaughl it ivre but yester.
day. Wliat changes have passedl aîer him aiicer thcn 1 Front
a song.iovcr, lie bas becomte, by the most naturvil transition in
tha warld, a sang %vriter. Ail truc poets milst li"cils be, moiro
or lcss, admireri af aId ballads , il is a part of thteir swPet crccd,
as îvorshippers af tho Beautiful! Hope wliispers-%vbant those
sangs are ta 1dm nor, his May bc ta others years licnc"f ; while
tho lieurt af the poct burns within hlm uit the tboiught.

"Of ail my comnpasitions," said a icîcran ntith .'r, nç lie' sat
tranquil and gray.boaded, becaîh the sharlk of Iiis îmell.earned
laurels, 11nothiug perhaps lias ever aft'urdcd me re rcnl hap.
piness than a song" %rritten years ag, i th1 c'irn,î nc 'ment af
my literary career, and beroru I bucme so c3rnrelc0y tibqorb.
cd in more abstruse studios. The îvorld lias clai nx d t0lci,
but tho song sîll rnnkos music in my heuart and ha Np. y
clîildreil sing il to me every night ; and sonictimrii in t1iiodat' as
wcll I heur thom humming it j and they little thinkz liow it pleas.
os me ta listen. And they irili sing it stili, witli béars may be,"
addcd the aid ma, "%Yhen 1 amn dead and gone !"

Two sisters sat tûagethor i tlîeir humble apartmeont, (îiP more'
a widow's cap ; bath woro pale and sorroîv-stricken. Tlîey
warkcd on in silence, until a woman's clear voice arase ulî ail.
af a sud -dèn fram tho narraw street beneath, and cornmencedl
singing an aid ballad, îvhîo the widow's teers feli fs1-

"Do y au remomber, Anne, irbere ire lest hourd that sang?7"
asked site. But hier sister bcd forgatten. There ivere inuny
tearful reminiscences, and a fcw sun.briglit linkcs in tbe chein
af association, but this was nlot aone af themt for bier. Sho badl
been sewing piacidiy an, the sang and tbc singcr aliko unheed-
cd, except once, when it just crassed bier mind that it was a
bitter day ta be abroad in, and s0 thinly ciad as that piour balnd.
singp-r--somnehaî beilad.singurs alircys (Io aamce out ant wuî
daýs.

Itwas e~ the Isle aof Wight," cantinued the youing wic!aw, fol.
lawing aut the train of hier aîvn tungled tboughts%. -'Suroly yau
must recoîllct. dear Anne, how yau end 1 and Frank set out ta
visit the neti light.house, loaving the rest ai aur party comfort.
ably establisbed et the littie cottage adjoining the Sand.rock Ho.
tel, and haw we grew tired when littie rno:e thnn lhaif-way. andi
set dawn ta rest. It was a stili, rnoonligbt evening, and Frank
sang thet very sang ta us. 1 have neyer heard it silice, sari, in
my dreams, until now. What a happy night that was 1Wc
neyer gat aci far as the ligbt.house efier aIl, but remained talhk.
ing; and planning out a long future that was flot ta bce. Ahi I
littie thought then af losing bim s0 soon ?

«IGod's will be donc !" suid Anne gentiy. 'I-He scndeth sar.
row in love*, ]cet aur bearts shauld dling avcr-much ta eartb. "

The ballad.singer passed on, and the sisters were loft atonte
agan, with the memory of the paar.

[To ine conciud ,d i cor mta-
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