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LOVE.

O let Thy love ofir licarts construtn,
Jeaus the Cructfied ;

What hast Thou done vur hearts to gan ?
Langulsed, uud groaned, and died 1

Eacd ono by Thy example draw,
And mutual love fumpart ;

1ot kindneas sweetly write hee law
Deep in each gratcful heart.

O let us find the anclent way
Our wandoriog fuea to move ;
And forco a farrlug world to aay —
“Scatow these Clirfstlans love *

SCOT(H SONGS,

BY MRS. A. E. BARR,

If proverbs are the motherwit of
a country, the ballads are its senti-
ment; they embalm  its national
pride and its peculiar humau.ity just
as its honey preserves the flavor and
bouquet of” its flowers, And of no
country is this so true as of Seotland,
for its snmfs are the revelations to us
of a people and a country highly
picturesque, and fuil of the broadest
lights and shadows,

Where is there & land that pre-
sents such starting contrasts  of
mountain and moor, of wood and
water ; and where a people whose
character reveals such antitheses, they
lived as rudely as peasants, they
fought as if possessed by the very
spirit of chivalry and valor ; when
tney abolished the wagnificence and
aristocracy of the Papacy, it was to
inaugurato the barest and the most
democratic of churches.  They were
the first to betray Charles Stuart,
and the last to Iny down arms for the
rights of his descendants ; they are
worldly-wiseton proverb, yet strange-
ly susceptible to romance, Their
whole history is full of the most
abrup? contrasts,

The songs of such a people have
necessarily an infinite vartety ; the
color and the perfume of life are in
them. A noble, national music sym-
bolizes the early virtues of any na-
tion, dusb ag the flowers which were
fabled to spring from the blood of
gods and heroes indicated the beauty
of their lives,

When the Scotch songs were writ-
ten, and who wrote the greater p.rt
af them is & question as diﬁicuﬂ to
answer ag the famous Scotch proverb
~—"“Given the Picts—Who were they?
And who now represents them 7"
“The oldest manuscript we posscss is
the Skene M.S. which was doubtless
written out between the years 1615
and 1620 ; and left Ly the last de-
scendants of tbat house to the Facul-.
t‘y]' of Advocates in  Edinburgh about
the yenr 1869, They published a
copy of it in 1839, and in it, marked
a8 old, are most of our favorite melo-
dies. All of them benr the stamp of
high antiquity, the aromna of some-
thing that has passed out of our life,
and herein is their charm, forifit
could be proved that they were
modern, the heart of Scotland would
be bercaved indeod. The very sug-
geation that Lady Wardlaw (in Queen
Anne's time) wrote what Boleridge
rightly calls
¢ The grand old ballad of 8ir Patrick 8pence "

robbed it of much of its interest un-
til Mr. Aytoun restored it to its place
in the affections, by proving, not only
its undoubted antiquity, but also dis-
covering that Sir Patrick was really
an historical personage.  The ballad
describes the ex{:edition that took
Alexander’s daughter to Norway, to
marry Eric, king of that country, in
1281 ; and Sir Patrick was probably
a leader in it—at any rate Aytoun
says, his tumulus or grave is still to
be seen on the littlo island of Stron-.
say, one of the Orcadian group over
against the coast of Norway.

I believe that the oldest printed
Scotch air is generally conceded to
be “ Upin the morning early.” This
was a great favorite of Queen Mary
(the consort of William the Third,)
and on one occassion she gave great
offence to Purcell by preferring its
quaint melody and sly humor to his
finished classieal compositions. An-
other very ancient mnelody, and one
far too little known, is called “ Braw,
Braw Lads.” Burns has set to it
words full of . wild,tender, happiness;
and the eclebrated Dr. Haydn has
left n manuseript arrangement of
the nir, on which he has inseribed
(doubtless m the best English ho was
master of,) “This one, Dr. Haydn
fuvorito song.”

Tho private history of *Auld
Robin Gruy” is amusing, and shows

Low near together are the fauntains |
of mirth and pathos, It was com

posed by Lady , Anu Lindsay just.n
ceutury ago to-be sung to -n very an--
cient aiv called «'The. Bridgeroom

By

Greets,” of which she was passionate-
ly foud. The music was exquisito,
Lut the old words were very objee-
tionalle; so she determined to give
some little history of virtuous distress
to 1ts plaintive tones. One day while
attempting this in her cloget, sho
called out her young sister-—*1 am
writing aballad my dear 3 I am op-
¥ressing my hervine with misfortune;

bave sent her Jamic to sea, and
broken her father's arm, nfkl made
her mother fall sick, and given her
auld Robin Gray for a lover; but I
wish to load her with a fifch sorrow
‘within the four lines, poor thingl
“ Hlelp me to one " “Stenl the cnw
sister Annie,” said thelittle Elizabeth;
and the cow was inunediately lifted
and the ballad completed.  Lady
Aun’s charming little romance is still
sung, but it was set Ly o clergyman
called Lewes in 1825 to the eminent-
Iy beautiful melody which is now
popularly and universably known as
“Auld Robin Gray.”

The remodeling of very ancient
ballads and giving them a dress more
ncceptable to the present day was
onc of Burns' greatest accomplish-
ments. Evena cursory glance will
convinee any one that those songs of
his are far the best which take the
“ower-word " or burden of some old
lilt for their basis, For instance,
“The Birks o'Aberfedly,” both musie
and words, has a certain antiquity ns
far back as 1657 ; yet the place is
still pointed out where Burns sat and
wrote this beautifully descriptive
song. The melody is one of those
which closes on the sixth of the key,
o very favorite termination in all
mountainous countrics; and one
which occurs frequently in & volumo
of very ancient Welsh melodies which
I possess. To fecbly mnotice this pe-
culiarity of the lnys of Scotland’s
“ Laat Minstrel” would prove how-
ever, far too tempting for our limit-
ed space.

“ Annie Lauric” shares with “Auld
Robin Gray " an universal populari-
ty. This charming ditty was writ
ten under an “unluky star” by Mr
Douglns of England, in praise of
Aunic’s daughter of Sir Robert
Lauric. I sny “unlucky” hecause
she rejected the lover, who has given
her benuty o world-wide fame, in
favor of Ferguson of Craigdarroch.
The verses of Douglas have suffered
much at the hand of modernizers,
and I would like to do my purt to-
wards restoring in theic original
beauty such exquisiio liues 13 these :

4 Like dew on the gowan lying

Is the fa'o her fairy fest,

Ard like winds in summer aighing
Her volce is low and sweet.”

These have been very unadvisably
altered to,

“ [ ike geatle dew drope falling
Alight her fairy fect, ,
And like windsin summer calling
Her voice is low and aweet,”

One of tho great peculiarities of
Scottish song is the capability it pos-
sesses of expressing by the same
notes the most reckless mirth and
the nost profound sorrow. Take,
for instance, the song “There cam a

oung man.” Play it in the specifi-
ed time and it is the very essence of
mocking, railing drollery; play it
very slowly and tenderly and 1t closes
like a wui?v of hopeless sorrow. A
more familiar instance may be found
in “John Anderson My Jo.” It hag
now assimilated itself to the measur-
ed beauty of Burns' immortal words;
but so lato as 1704 it appeared as a
country dance, with a note attached
which “strongly illustrates the man-
ners of the time: “The tuneisto
be played even through once over
overy time, so that the first ”couplc
has time to take their dvink” But
better than all of this class is the
« Laird o'Cockpen.” It is comie,
pathetic, full of sly, humor or mock
fierojsm according to the words or
time with which it is played. It wns
composed by that Laird of Cockpen
who 30 faithfully wccompanicd the
sccond Charles in  his wando:rmgs,
and who by his wit and music e-

viled 30 many hours of the exiled

ing, Puticularly was he famous

The organist alarmed fell in his koees
oxclaiming, “It was not me, your
Majesty, it was not me.”

“You! You!" exclaimed the mon-
arch  contemptuously, " you nevor
could I)Iny anything like that in your
lite.” 'Then, turning to his old com-
panion with kindly face, “Odds fish!
Cockpen 5 I thought you would have
made me dance in the chureh.”
any an estate has been “ sold for o
song ' but the lands of Cockpon were
redeemed with one,

Many of the Border ballads have a
charm that is wholly indeceribable.
Works and music lilt along as if to
the gallop of horses and the jingling
of spurs and spears.  Who cver (that
had heart and ears to hear listencd
to “0 Kenmuir's on an’ awa’ Willie”
without longing to mount wul gallop
by his side? The sune wetive in-
fluenco accompanies the Jacobite
Songs. “It's up wi' the bonnets o'
bonnie Dundee” must have filled
many a legion for Prinee Charlie. To
Lear it is to have it chime in the
memory for days afterward.

The stately vhythm and march of
many of the oldest airs make them
peculiarly suitable for patriotic songs;
and Burns took advantage of this
when ho adopted “Scots wha hae”
to the air “Hey, tuttie taittle.” For
tradition says that to the spirit-stivr-
ing strains of this noble melody Bruce
and his heroes marched to the field of
Baunockburi.

Thero have been many theories to
account for the peculiaritics of Scotch
music. “Keep to the black keys” is
a very common one. Others affirm
that “ the Scoteh seale is the mndern
dintonic one divested of the fourth
and seventh, “The Broom of the
Cowdenknowes” has  both § “Ca’ the
ewes to the knowes” has a most ef
fective seventh, and the * Souters of
Selkirk” would be lost without its
fourth, while the seventh at its close
isa definite peculiarity. Mr. Finlay
Dun, one of the very best authorities
on Scotch music, points out the re-
markable similarity between the ca-
dences of the most genuine molodies
and the ancient music of Roman
Catholic Church. The fine old air
ealied « Tarry woo,” altered by Dr.
Geddes, o Catholie priest, in 1737, to
“Lewic QGordon,” was once suug in
the Catholic church as n Sanctus, and
it mnow appears in Whittaker's
“Seraph” ns a_hymn harmonized for
four voices, But all these theories
affect not its originality. Grant all
the seven notes of the scale, make
them fourtern, and they would not
account for the keen einotions, the
mysterious  stirrings, the strange
yearnings, these melodies so wild, so
simple, so rich, so various evoke, No!
it is because the musician’s lyre lias
been the musician’s heart ; beeause
from the sorrow and suffering and all
the travail of life has come the child
of song.

There is & common impression that
the playing and singing of Scotch
music is very simple, On the con-
trary, very few, not “to the manor
born,” are able to interpret it. Gem-
iniani is suid to have blotted quires
of paper in attempting to write & se-
coud part to “I'he Broom of the Cow-
denknowes ;” and Iam very much of
the Ettrick Shepherd’s opinion, who
defended its want of range by saying
that “human nature never wearies o’
its ain prime clementary feclings.”
Christopher North's charge of mono-
tony he says “is nac mair correct than
to ca’ n kintra level in bonnie gentle
ups and downs ; Lwa-three notes muy
mnk’ & maist beautifu’ tune ; twa-
three bonny knowes a bonny laud-
seape.” Ho then very plensantly
contrasts it with our modern music
which he says is the “everlastingly
same sce-saw—the same stap at the
foot o' the hill, an’ the same scamper
up~—the ¢ame helter-skelter across
the flat, and the same cautions riding
down the stony declivities.”

But Scotch songs are beyond eriti-
cism from a literary  stand-point, for
they are mostly the production of o
pre-literary period; for tho rest we
never think of criticising them 5 we

for his rendering of the  mirth pos-
sessed” old air called “Brose and |
Butter” Charles was so_eaptivatec

with it that “Brose and Butter’” lull-
ed him to sleep at night and awoke ,
him in the morning, _ After there.
storation, however, Cockpen with
many others was forgotten, aad poor
and frendless he found. it impossitle

to gain the car of the kivg. His
musical talenss uevertheless procured
 him the friendship of tho rnyal or-
! gnnist, and ho was pormitted to play
' fhe volutary one day as Charies was
leaving the” Chapel Brose and

i

King's yctreating steps in at

winute he  was v the avgan g

Butter ” stiyed’ as if by muvritf-thv ’
1other
vallery ‘

just receive _them and love them.—
From the Clristian Union,

A PLEA FOR THE LITTLE
FOLKS.

Don't expect ton mneh of them § it
has taken forty fyeavs, it may Dle, to
make you what you are, with all the
lessons of experience 3 and I will duve
say von are n faulty being at best.
Alwve 11l o't nxpovtjnﬁgnwnt in
a chibl, or patienee under
Synpathize in their mistakes and
troubles * don't ridicule them,

the inspired writer, and beautifully
does ho convoy to us the deep, faith-
ful love that ought to Lo found in
every woman's heart, the uufailing
sywpathy with all kei childron going
to their futher for comfort, I atn suee
thero is sumething wrong with their
mother,

Let the memories of their child-
hood be as bright as you can make
them, Grant them cvery innocent
pleasure ir  your power,  Wo have
often felt sur temper rise to sec how
carelessly their prms were thwarted
by alder pevsong, when a little tvouble
on their part would have given the
cliild pleasure, the memory of which
would last a lifetime.

Lastly,don't think a child hope-
less because 1t betiays some very
bad habits, We have kunown child-
ren that seemed to have been born
thieves and liars, so early did they
display these undenigble traits ; yet
we have lived to see those saume
chidren become noble men and wo-
men, and ornaments to society. We
must confess they had wise, affection-
nate parents. And whatever else
you may be compelled to deny your
child by your circumstances in life,
give it what it most values—plenty
of love.

WALKING.

How few men and women of ounr
country seem to find pleasure in walk-
ing. Louk at our cars and omnibuses
daily filled with those who preferri d
ing instend. Among those able to
choose their mode of conveyance ped-
estrinns are the exception rather than
the rule. Gentlemen who have the
good sense to walk often express re-
gret that ladies, on every occasion,
resort o the carringe, inst:ad of em-
ploying their muscles in this health-
ful, graceful excrcise, It is refresh-
ing to meet, now and then,with those
who have, by experience, proved its
benefits md its pleasures, Said a
Doctor of Divinity the other day—
ono often seen upon our streets in
manly vigor—“I have ever been a
walker. During my student life more
than once I walked from Newton to
Providence.” A slender, refined lady,
after serving the cause of our country
sud humanity as nurse of oursoldiers,
was sent to Kurope to find health, and
there learned—to walk, InScotland
and Germany twenty and even thirty
miles of that animating, life-giving
excerciso was no uncommon exploit.
Said sho :—* Now J think nothirg of
ten miles.”  May the example of this,
noble little woman—moving about on
her ission of healing, she will yet
make herself known among us—be
considered worthy of imitation—
Clicago Standard.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

From England and Ireland comes
the same story of a wide-spreading
blight of the potato crop, at present
eapriciously and irregularly distribut-
ed, but common enough tn excite the
liveliest apprchensions, Under the

ressure of such prospects potatoes
Euvc doubled in price, selling accord-
ing to the latest advices nt £7 to £8
per ton wholesalo, and retailing at a
penny a pound The only. kind of
otatoes which has so far escaped
ing touched by disease is a newly
imported variety called “the Ameri-
can Red Rose,” which is, however,
planted in very small quantities.

In Scotland, up to the first week of
August, the potato crop looked pro-
mising, but a few dayc lnter the -
vages of a small white maggot began
to excite apprehensions, and on Sun-
day, August 18, a thick easterly
“hoar " enveloped the whole of Scot-
land, after which the appearance of
blight becnme pretey general.  Since
then the discase has been sprending
rapidly, and from some districts
comes the report that more than
three-fourths of the crop hus already

been rendered unfit for consump-
tion.
HOME-THRUST.

The following is one of Flavel's |
home-thrusts: “Two thingsa master |
commits to his servaud’s care,” said
one,* the childland the child’- clothes.- |

trinls is oy

Tt will be & poor excuse for the ser-
vant to say at his master’s returnd
«Sir, here are all the ehild’s clothes,
neat, clean, but the child is lost !’
Much so with the account that many

bodies at the gveat day ¢ « Lovd, here !
body; and Tam very gvateful !

H

for it. I weglected nothivg that e- |

tlonged to its eontent and welfave  but

R

IN THE GLOAMING.

Summer suns ta ~ro alwavs beautiful.
They are vnjuyed alike by thoso who can
wateh them as they tinge tho mountans
with rawmboy colors, or pruabt suaryvellous
knclurc» npoii the sea, and by these who are
iept busy at desk or counting house, and
who can only see the sunset from tho win.
dows of the reom where thowr dafly tasks are
done. A thing of beauty is a joy forever.”
We hiave all watched gorgeous sunsets with
delight, mmeo the titne when wo wera lifted
up in mother-arms, that the gay coloring of
the skies nught please our infant eyes. But
we are not tired of them yet. Wo can
pearcely bia ro busy that wo will not spare
n fow minutes tu see the s sink bc}ﬁnt]
tho hills. We are seldom su uttorly weary,
but thoe sight of tho western skies is enough
to detain us frun rest fir awhile. And
even when our hearts are sad, and the
world looks dark and drewry, the suusets
have power to soften vur hoarts with peaco.
When wo are young they facinate onr gazo,
In middle age we delightto lookupun them,
andgenjoy them. And when we are old we
love to wateh the glowmng skies, though it
Le throngh wmists of tears.

But the gloatuing is d: ax to us uvt alons
because of tho sunset tints which ave hean
tiful to look upon. If our eyes cvaly wero
satisfied we should lose much of the peace
and joy which the hour of twilight brings.
There 18 much to feel and to think about
during the tinie whea the day fades into
night. And the evening brings leisuro for
thought. We toay surely thon lay asido
the work which has emgrossed us during the
busy dey amd recreate our souls with the
bowitehing poetry of the hour. Wonderful
waking drenmis are n{)t to come tous as the
shadows oreep over the earth, and cover up
the fields and woodlands. 'Wo think of the
?'cnrs that nre gone, and the friends who
wve vamehed from our sight. We try to
picture the latter in their new hoe, whero
theroe is no sunse!, beeause the Lamb is tho
light. We wonder what it must Lo like to
be at rest with no eare or sorrow to mar tho
delight, and almest envoy those wuo havo
reached the perfect good, of which, ns yet,
we only drea.

* Aud now we fightthe lattle,
But then ahall wear thc crown
Of full and everlasiing
And pasciotiless renown,”

The thought of the battle which ‘¢ now
we fight " will obtrude itself even upon our
sunsct hours; and we pass from the contem-

Iation of the rest in heaven to the consi~

eration of the work which we have to do
upon the earth. The twilight is & good
tinie for laying plans and arranging future
Inbors. They work thie hest who never fail
to take o little time to thivk about their
work 3 and we are more hkely to seo tho
best ways of doing it when we look at it
from & distaneo than when it is pressing
closely upuo us,  So woshould use the sun-
gets of our holidays so as to make ourselvee
the more ready for the business which the
working hours of future months should
bring.

'I'he sunset is the time for all gentle in-
fluences. It is the time when loving liearts
naturally draw neurer together. It shonld
also bethe tnue when learts that are es-
tmmicd should Jongtobereconciled, ¢ Let
not the sun go down upon your wrath.”
We can do many things in the twilight that
it would bo doubly hard to do at noon. If
wo have offended our brother let us go to
him among the shadows and ask hisforgive«
neeg, not feeling ashamed to own ourselves
in tho wrong, and not feeling inclined to bo
easily pained éven by his coldness. If our
brother haa offetided us forgive him without
waiting to bo asked. Love gives often the
most, and is most rowarded in giving when
it is voluntary and ausought.

The character of the pescemaker is a
very suitable ono for the sunset hiour ; and
it would be a pity if our hearts were out of
keeping with the peacefulness of the scene.

When the sun gets hehind the western
hilla do we not all feclarif we want to real-
ize thoe presenco of our IPather in heaver,
and to feel arsured of his forgiveness and
love ? Itisthen that we do not like to
think of our sing against him :and it is
then that the words are the sweetest—* Thy
ring, which are many, are allforgiven thee:
o in peace,” It is then that wo think of
the verse which ss children we nsed to
sing—

=

Yorgive me, Lordor fthyfdoar Son,
Tho §lls that T this day have done,
That with the world, myself, and thee,
1, ere I aleep, at peace may Le.”

And if we gring the verse from our hearts
thie answer will be awift in coming.

“ Where is heaven 2" a child onco asked
of anothor.

s Ttigover there where the sun is setting,”
was the confident reply.

And indeed we have perhaps all felt asif
when life is slipping from us our faees will
be turned westward. We cannot tell when
that shiall be. It may be sooner than we
think. Aro we vendy to pass into the land
of cverlasting summer 2—Marianne Farn-
ingham, in the Christian World.

Prayer of faith, excrcized with persever-
ance, surcly brings deliverence, if not im-
medintely, yet at & proper season ; and till
deliverance comes, the mind is stayed on
God and kept in perfeet peace.  Faith picks
the thorns out of the tlesh, and takes the

rankling pain away before the wound is

henled.—Berridge.

To comprehend a man'slife it isnccess-
ary to know net merely what he does, but
atso what he purposely leaves undone.
There is a limit to the work that ean be got
aut of - human hody or a human byain, nnd
he 18 & wise man who wastes 1o energy on
puesnits for whiclthe is not fitte 13 and he
15 Atill wiser whe, from amorg the things
thit he can do well, chonses anil resolutely
fullows thic best,— Gladstone.

Consider, for esample, and y a1 will find
that almost all the trrncactions of the tane

| will give to God of theiv souls and . ¢ Verpasian dilfi red Nittie drom thase of

the present day. Yon therve find men marry-
o r aml piving e marange, cduenting chiide
ven, si-hness, dually, wazy §odonus holidars,
tratlie. Rgereultnae . Tt rops, dnsolent pre,
citrpicions, Inving of HDS, Yeagings £0 the

Rememhot not to measure elild’s | tor-my sonl, that is lost and cast away ' death  of othirrs,  Vewsmenzorr, lovers,

trials by your standard. \s on
whom. liig naother comforteth,” saigh

« As one ( forever. T'tonk little eare and thouglft, |
t about it .

MIRETE, EH Cdbessing fur the eons wlship
and the kingdom; yet all these passedavay
and we howhere~—Mabdis dndonin s,
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