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- fair fHiends will be induced to devoto & fow of their leisure hditrs
to the study of the lovelicat of terresttial things. If titey do so,
I have no doutit but that they will find many p!cusing‘ specimens
in all their vural walks ; and if Botdhy is ono of tlie employ.
mients of a future state, we may take delight then in examining
the productions of other worlds, and in- beholding the surpassing
beauty of Him, who is called -<the Rose of Sharch and the Lily
of the Valley.” . .

PmrAnTHOS.
Woodstock, June 26, 1848.
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OLD SOUNGS.

B\ BLIZABETIL YOUATT.

I~ ancient tunes, the Muscs were said to be only three, Mneme,
or “Memory;” Metle, or “Meditation 3 and Aoide, or “Song.”
According to the poet Aleman, they were the daugiiters of Ura.
nus and Ga, dwelling in Mount Helicon, but nesertheless chil-
dren of Earth. It is of the last mentioned of these three gentle
sisters that we are about to write, claiming her as one of the
sweetest of our houschiold deities to this duy.

Muslc nas buen called “an artistic union of inarticulate sornds
and rhythm, exciing agrecable seirsations, and raising mental
images and emotions direcily or indircetly pleasing.  Asan ad-
juncy, it is a beautiful illustration of language ; combined with
thie sister art, it becomes a highly ornamental kind of eloquence.”
It is 2 tuneful link between the present and the past—a sweet
and mysterious voice, whispering of by-gone days—and fricads
—and scencs—and bright, fairy hopes that may acver come a.
gain. “Musical floods of tears?” to quote the words of one of
jits most eathusiastic votaries—*“gushes of pure joyfulness! ex-
quisite embodiments of fugitive thoughts!” ~ A thing of dreams,
and meniories, and bbauty ! Melodious outpourings of genius,
that slip into the heart, as dear old Christopher North says; just
like Iignf, no ono knows how, filling its chambers swectly and
silently, and lcaving it nothing more to desire for perfect con-
tehtment.

Madame De Stail advocates the infinite superiority of instru-
mental over vocal music, on account of the vagueness of the for.

, mor leaving so much to the imagination ; while Metustasio de-
scribes it as possessiny that advantuge over poetry, which a u.
piversal lnnguage has over u particular one.  But this is a sub-
ject upon which we have no intention of cntcr.ing, the present
paper being devoted to the thoughts and reminiscences indisso-
lubly connected with Old Song—and who has nut some such!?

We are told by Lucretius, that “the birds taught man to
sing.”” “And did God teach the birds ?”” asked one who was too
bright aund pure for this World, and is now, we trust, among the
cugels in heaven. The expression of that childish face. with
the ciear carnest eyes, and thoughtful brow, is bunting us yet.
«Did (od teach the birds 7 or did they burst out singing all at
once, when they opened their cyes upon so beautiful a world 7 1
do not think I should have requived teaching, it scems so natu-
ral to sing when we'are happy ' Like that young child, muny
ofour ancient philusophers believe song ard speech to have becn
coeval, -

Music among the Greeks is a comprehensive term, signifying
poetry sung with some sort of accompaniment.  According 10
teadition, Cadmus with his Pheenicians originally introduced
music into Greece.  But Plutdrch, in his “Dialoguc on Music,”
first makes Lycias a professor of the art, repeats the stutement
of Heraclides, that Amphion, the son of Jupiter and Antiope,
taught the Greeks to compose and sing lyric poetry ; then by a
second interlocutor, Soterichus centradicts the first, assigning
to Apollo the merit of having converted Greece mto a musical
nation—Apoilo, the singer, as he is termed by Horace.

* «By what is called Greck music, therefore,” writces the able
. author of that article in Knight's Clycloptedia, “we understand

" the union of poetry und music, the former of the two exercising

the greatest sway over the miad, because eXpressing noble sen-
| timents—gracefully inculcating relig’on and moraiity—icaching
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obedience to the laws~=cxciting gencrous feelings—and inspir-
ing patriotism and courage. It is thus only that we can account
for the effects said to be wrought by ancicat nwsie.”  And 2.
gain, ho repeats his belicf that it is the blending of harmony and
song, which undeniably operated with such amuzing force on ail
clusses of the people—music being but ghe ally of verse.  Ac.
cording to Plato and Aristotle, the Greeks, tov. had their old
songs, some of which have descended to the present day, full of
classical and traditibnal associations.

Homer is said to have sung his own cpics.  What is so de.
lightful as to hear a poet sing his own compositions?  The ex.
pression, the soul of the poetry, comiag from his lips just as it
welled up from the deep fountain of inspiration, the mysteries of
which are so little understood by the uninitinted. What is so
delightful as to set some favarite rhyme to a tunc of our own,
and sing it to weariuess—if that were possible? It is pleasant
cnough for an author to find his works transluicd iute 2 forcign
language ; but to hear his own songs uncxpeerdly, in a far lund
—ah! that is fame indeed !

Roussenu” deseribes Song (chanson) “as a vory Lk, lyrical
pocm, founded commonly on agrecable subjects, to which a uic.
lody is added for the purposc of singing it vn [umilar vicasions,
cither at table among friends, or to u beloved object ; end cven
when alone, to dfssipntc the ennui of the rich, and to lighten the
care and labors of the poor”—but their principal clianin snustever
rest in ussociation. It is scarcely nceded that they should pos.
sess any peculiar merit of their own, but will be qaite suificient
if they serve to call up a faint remembrance of the Just tine we
heard them ; and of the dear oues who might have buen with us
then,  Ifthey bring back the past, even thouglh it by in sorrow
—the melody remaining when the voice that warbled it su swect.
ly is hushed in death!

“A well known tune
Whichin some dear seene we have loved 1o hear~—
Remember'd now in sadness!”

“We would liken musie,” says L. E. L., “to Aluddin’s lamps
worthless in itself—not so for the spirits wluch vbey us call.
We love it for the buried hopes, the garnered memories, the
tender feclings it can summon with a touch.”

“As children,” writes a cilebrated authioress, “und betore the
sister-band was broken and Jivided by deati and chunge,
we had, I well remember, » pleasant custom of singing i tuins,
cither at our ncedle.work, or after we reurcd o rest. And 1
have many a time, when [ happened to lio avuke ot mghbt, heurd
my litle sister still singing on in her sleep. Tue munmory of
my gladsome and innocent childhoud cuines Lack hihe o spell,
wheunever [ hear those old songst”

How truly has the Poét said—

«There is delight in singing, thougi nuic hiea
Beside the singer !

It is so naturel to sing when onc 1y happy.  On a bright sun.
ny day for instance—or as we sit alonc—or go about our house-
hold tasks—ay, and even at our desk, when the mood 1€ on us.
the invisible .Aoide, and tho heart's music will have vent! How
an old song, or sometimes only a few hines of one, heard long
since, comes back all of a sudden, like a flash of lightning, hzun.
ting ds for days and wecks, ever in our thouglts and on our hps,
Lrenking forth halfinvoluntanly into words—and, then, as
strangely it fades away, and returns not again, for years: wst
as if its memory had gone to gladden some one cise.  How
often, when sorrow has stricken us 1nto silence, has a few notes
of some old fumiliar song broken the spell, and compelied us ir-
resistibly, as it were, to join in that weil-loved melody, so that
we have wept to find oursclves singiug, and yet sang on unti
we forgot our weeping ! l

We can remember, ycars ago, going on a visit 1o onc who,
ultheugh personally, unknown to us at the time, we had been ac-
customed to regard with o Jittle: . and reverence, nnd feehing,
as the voung are apt tc feel in a sirange bouse, and amongst
4 steangors, untii on opening the window the fullowingz morning,
i ~¢ chanced to hear our hostece singing in the garden beneath,
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