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(Concluded.)
jo modern play-wright seems to bave the
jest notion that there is a time proper for
ng, and a time proper for holding one’
. Shakspeare introduced songs, an
jy shoul .t they T Tiue ; but Shukspear
¢t went asingle inch out s way lo
modate a song. His men md
uy asmen and won.en ought to do
f time, and in the proper
ites which we, who sing aw.y, “ uh ovo
¢ ad mala,”” have most unacconutably lost
tof. I quote the following words from the
b last number of Maga, without curtal
t, partly for the excellence of the cuti
, and partly becanse they supplied th
for these, my present rade
Joanna Baillie,” the critic, for be is
ng of no less a name, “ takes care to
e 0o people sing in situations in which it
nataral for them to the son 28 are
ng by thase who have W ile or nothing |
(0 An.icus Iy you Like I1,)
pduced when nothing very
g on; and they are supposed not to he
fancous l'\'vf?\\u 8ol th
jer, hut, as songy in ondinary life wsually
compositions of other people, wincis haye
often sung before, and which are oniy
rally applicable to present occasi
hese few words, which are neatly all h
this grezt poctess has laid down the prin-
on which alone can any musical drama
rcted agreeably to natnre,”
mach for theatrical song-singing : though
fhe way, [ have yet anotiier crow to pick
it helore ! leave ity inasmuch as the bet
the song is sung, the more it tends, by
uf an encore, to dispel still further the
wlusion of the stage. The grand vbject
drama is, of course, to *¢ hold the mirrer
nature,” the! it may admire (whick it
without vanity) its own beauties, and se
amend its own follies and deformities,
most amon 7 its secondary aims, | take to
tator with
sthat

¢ his eyes are not
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in an
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endeavour to Lapress the sp
lief, as far as such a thing is possitl
seenes which pass bhef
pus but realities— to make him zive him-
p to the illusion of the moment, annihi-
£ both time und space (rom the wnstant the
in  rises—trans orting himsell through
ries, and across oceans—underzoing a
jg metempsy chosis —no ¢ royal Dane,”
ow an “ antique Roman,” —and
to his pristine John Bullism only when
second-rate son ol the baskin glides deli-
from behind the curtain, to announce
ntertainments of the morrow, | do not
whether or no my principle be correct ,

be that as it may, it is that apon which
to act myself, if the gods would only al-
e. But no; the powers of the one-shil-
allery are a straight forward, matter-of-
race of deities, that have no notion of
deluded in any way whatever; tailor
weaks tailor, barher ont-bravos barber,
out-claps baker, butcher ovt-whistles
3 the play stands still, the actors re-

o their old attitudes, the song is supg
3 and Miss Snevellicei, act as she will,
the rest of the qvening, Miss Snevellic-
iss Snevellicei only. 1 never yet
ichard dream or d e asecond time ; hat,
it evpr be the pleasure of the British

to demand such an effort, (and there
any things, as far as I see, more impro-
I could regard the exhibition withy ex-
the same degree of complacency. But
mnning away from my friend the ma-

subsid-

ppose a lady of fashion now a days
a9 soon think of admitting that she did

fore Italian music, as b e would of con-
her age. For my spart, 1 Jook upon
lianizing dames pret y much as sturdy
hvensd (doked upan the Graciziog patris
% nou possum fecre, Quirites, Grecam

I There is no end to our nonatural |

hemian minstiels, and minstrels trom the Lord
knows where 3 verily, the plazue of forcigners

upon us, and of ali live plagues defend me
this! Were the evil confined to the boards
of the Opera-Housey or the purlieus of Lei
cester Square, | should not mind it s0 much,
thoush it weuld still b But this
Read a pro-
sramme of a fashionable morning coneert—the
is, that you will not find one kn-
Walk into a fashion-
wle deawing-room, and ask Miss Mary or Miss
vith a hittle

fifty to one she strikes up some Halian rigma-

had enough.
isy alas! far from being the case.
probability
shish song in the list,
Caroline ¢
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eautiful thing you ever heard in your life,
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vou would escape bein
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f 0o ver gt beard
a fantasia, or a f an aria, thit could
stand any tunz (son with thiee«
fourths of the old Lottish melsdies,
which one scar call for, for fear of
va by a parcel of people who
never even heard of their existen Those
of Scotland, in varticular, have to we, thou th
I am no Seotelman, an inexprossivle charm,
I could listen to * Auld Robin Gray,” and
 Ye banks and braes,” and % My ‘ove is like
the ved red 1ose,” and fifty more that | could
nam *, every night of my life, without being
weury of Lem. These,atter ally are the strains
that come kome o our hearts ; these the
sounds ot which the very fallinzol a pin isan
interruption “ grating harsh discord ™
1 float
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eing stared

are
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takes its our |
those very citadels of Jolin

y children of ten years old
wattle of Donizetti.

yid English song never was at

musical

tation nuresisted by
sides

practise

2 greater discount than in this most

. We donot geta decent oue once a-year;
ind, when we have that luck, it endures only
for a week. Our modern fashicnable ballads
ire the most execrable compounds of mawkish
seatimentality that ever melted the soul of a
nursery-maid —full of pale high brows, and
lark tlashing eyes, and long flowing tresses
of raven hWlackness—strong spirit-yearnings,

tarring passions of our most unmusical “ work-
lay world.”  The concert-roor: with its
laborious song,” moves om

it it stirs not our
touched by * Vivi

ution

tricacies o
er and I ear
s 3 W0 mar
may app X
e street-n whom we
to bestow his oft-re-
hat,”? on the unsus-
some more  distant
annot enjoy music, any more than
le try, in a crowd.—except it be
our owr o gnificent National Anthem, or some
strain which stirring us with the sound of a
trumpet, summons up at once in a thousand boe
soms other and nobler associations than those
which mausi generally to
awake ; strains wt which every heart heats
more proudly—Lo which every tongue bursts
forth in {nvoluntary chy wh ¢l kindle to
a blaze ip our hosoms all the pride, and the ho-
nor, and the love of onr fatherland, which,
thongh they may for a time hurn dimly, may
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nwe ustrel,
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are |
penny
nimy
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ality, '
an read
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and heart-tempests of appailing violence, Un-
bappy music eppe:rs doome! henceforth to a
wipetual state of maidenhood 3 for
hote is no longe »
ity her 1o,
1ed with the trashy words
s afflicted, is, to my thinking,
parts tuined 3 bot thisis a matter about which

weient
“ immortal verse

|
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Lven 200 y when tl
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three
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our medern musicians tronble their heads very
little—wonds are made for tunes, not tunes for
words ; and ane would think they were made |
by contract into the bargain ; sometimes they |
rhyme, and for the most part scan ; but as o]
iy thing heyond, why, a black swan would
be nothing to the ranity.  Our list of modern
song-writers  ( [+ do not mean mere © metre-
ballid-mongers,"and Haynes-Bayley-ites, but |
good honest song-wisers) is small tndeed ; of
living 01es we have scarcely any. Moore seems |
to tnink he has done enough, end so he h. .,'
for fame 3 for there is immortality enough and
to spare in the Irish melodies. Allan Cunning- |
ham has written several stirring strains—why
is his pen idle 7 Poor Captain Morris is dead !

peace to his manes ! his songs (and vo were
Dibdin’s) were supeib in their way—that is,
when men were reasonably well advanced in
the sceond hottle, OF Burns, I fear | may say,
little but the name is known in these parts,
save 0 a few. Walter Scott has written some*
glorious songs, but who sings them ! ang last
v not least in our dear love,” Felicia He-
mans has penned some strains of passing bean-
ty, which one would think the world would
‘ ingly not let die 5 yet, are all these pas-
sing away sileatly to their obl vion, to be re-
called, now and then, only by such old-fash-
ioned folks

We, Engli ppos, neglect our own
music more thn any people upon the face of
the earth, and witl ‘iule reason for so doing.
We are the most loan-Joving nation under the
sun; we borrow preity nearly every thing
our dresses, our hahits of life, and now, at last,
oup music.  We are nol gp idle people, nor a

=+ Jampridem Syrus in Tiberim de-

a foolish ‘:TI' 3 but somehow or other we
havé got hold of « netionr that nathing of our

to,!
|

never, like the Shebir’s fire, be wholly extin-
4 ed. To revel in the full luxury of music,
ust have no hired minstrel, no crowded
wlare of lamps, “ hustle,
rablery, and jaw [ must
ve a still calm eve, in some quict bower Lur
removed from the “ ham of human cities,”
with ¢ one farr spirit for my minister,” who
needs not 1o #sk or to be told what string to
strike—one who loves, as | love, the & auld
warld sanzs » and simple melodies of a more
simple generation—one whose purer taste re-
Jects the
# Shakes and flourishes, oatlandish thi
That mar, not grace, an honest Enzlish song,

nches, no no

but clingsstili to the “merit,not the less precious
that we seldom hear it,” the pathetic simpli-
city which nature prompts—whose heart is in
the strain she wakens, forgetful for the time of
external things, and I-ur.u_hm,: only in its own
cre A atmosphere of larmony his isto
me + vanquet at which there is no chance
* that appetite should sicken, and so die.” To
such a feast | would even be selfish enquzh to
wish no fellow guests. | would have no voice
to break the spell—to startle the spurit from its
trance of enchantment—to mar with the sounds
of earth the tones which bless us with dreams
of heaven.

Ous own Shakspeare, in one of the most
exquisite protuctions of his genins, has drawn
a lover of music after my own heart. | love
that music-loving Duke of Lilyria before he
has *poken two lines :—

Now, good Cwsario, but that piece of song,

That old ahd antigue song we heard last night ¢

did relieve my passion much
light airs, and recollected terms,

Of these most brisk and giddy-padded times
And again,

+ Mark it, Cesario—it w old and plain :

The spinsters, and the knitters in the sun,

And the froe maids that weave their thread with

Do wont t sing it.”
Yes | Shakspeare bas sought for the sfan;

ams, lap= | ¢

who tum confused from scientific and per-
plexed combinations of sound, to some more
simple strain which they can feel, and under-
stand, and ¢ whose taste is the taste
6f natote, 2nd therefore the true one.

Coleridge s * Lines compsed in a Concent-
Room ** are a hostin my favor. Truly,indeed,
does hie say oi the crowls who ordinarily fill
those re “eptacles, * tiese feel not music’s
gennine ower ;» and beautitully does he
long to change the © long-breathed singer’s
uptnlled strain,” for the melodies of th - un-
noticed minstrely, who

nember

A airs, 0 wild and low
t with quict tears.”

¢ Breathes on his flute

That bis own cheek is

Byron is on my aotwithstanding he
asseits hims-H to be ¢ a liege and loyal admi-

of Italian wusic.” The cleverstanza which
ashes off the *¢ long even'nzs of duets and
wants the feeling—marred as its «ffeet
is by the jinzing rhyme—which charact rises
the followiag one, in which h» speaks of

trios,"

et The home

Hoart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray Highlasds,
That Sr..g haber back to

er iar Atlantic continents
Th. calentures of music, which

Al mount.ioeers with dreams that they are nigh

lands
No more to be beheld but in »

Yes ! itis not the grand crash of the orches-
tra, or the painful effort of the concert-room—
itis not your  Babylon’s bravuras®" that stir
the heartof the wanderer who roams * remote,
unfriened, wmelancholy, slow,” among siran~
gers in a strange land ; but the I-nnu(!im};ll
stiaine of the people—homely things which
sink doep into the home-sick heart—strains
which have cheered his evening hours among
friends far away —remembraoce of all that man
hrids dearest—ol Diiondas o Kindied, of laxe,
of home. ‘There is many a hardy Swiss heart
that melts at the Ranz des Vaches, to which
the ot erture to Guillawme Tell would be an
unintelligible and powerless congregation of
sounds.

“ Music,” says Addison, “ is to deduce its
laws and rules from the general sense and taste
of mankind, and not from the principles of the
artitself; ory in other words, the taste is not
to conform to the art, but the art to the taste.
Masic is not designed ta please only chroma-
tic ears, but all that are capable of distinguish=
ing harsh from agreeable notes. A man of an
ordinary ear is a judge whether a passion is
expressed in proper sounds, and whether the
melody of those sounds be more nor less pleas-
ing.”

To these * chromatic ears " it is the fashe
ion now-a-days for John Bull to pretend —and
he seems determined to wear them long enough
in all conscience : but, though he has fo k-
en the national muse to attach himsell with
all the fervorof a renegade to her foreign sine
ters, I cannot help thinking, and hoping, that
we shall yet see the day when he willbe
pleased to resume the more “ ordinary®
organs which naturally belong to him—wi
the strains « which pleased of yore the public
ear » shall once more claim their sncient plage
in his estimation ; and the manes of the ex-
asperated mayoress be appeased by the resto-
ration of the long-exiled “simple ballat®—

ch visions!
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