
LADIES AT HOME.

who have been bored by drawing-room performances, with-
out knowing why, to have their feelings thus articulatcd
by so poctical a mind. Charles Lamb was at honme in the
palace of imaginative literature, nor did he ever lose the
key to that. But the palace of music was as a prison to
himi, the key of which he never possessed.

'l'o ail those imaginative minds Vho would claim the
author of Elia as a kind of big brother, there is this word
of confort: Be content to have a good song, set to good
nusic, provided you cau heur what the singer says; as for

the rest, leave it ta those who can honestly enjoy wlat you
honestly describe as, ta you, " empty instrumental mnusic."

But are there those who can find in instrumental mnusic,
apart fron its local associations, a boundless store of wealth
for the imagination ? I answer, yes. Read F. I. Haver-
gal's poem on the Moonlight Sonata and you may learn
how full of imaginativeness, ta lier mincd, is that wouder-
fui piece of "empty instrumental iusic."

Another instance of such wonderful fulness, we have in
an ai Mendelssoh's letters. At Milan he visited Madame
Ertailann, ane of Beethovei's friends, who told him:
" When she lost lier last child, Beethoven at first shrank
fron coming to lier house; but ut length lie invited her ta
visit himu, and, when she airrived, she found hin seated at
the piano, and, siniply saying, " Let us speak ta each other
by mnusic," lie played oit for moor than an hour, and, as
she expressed it, 'he said mach to ie, and ut last gave me
consolation.'"

,any ai us stand somewhere between Charles Lamb and
Madaiiie Ertmainn. I do not say which extrenie is the safer
one to approach. All I want to show is that both extreries
exist.

In regard ta nusic and words, there is, strictly speaking,
nao such thing as vocal music, except wihen a solo voice is
accomipanied by other voices in a hununing accomipantiment,
as is donc admairably in somne parts of Dudley Buck's
arrangement of Annie Laurie. What we usually undacer-
stand by vocal imusic is in reality music of the larynx plus
the inflections of elocution. Still, what is called vocal
music is the great need of the hour. W«e need more of good
articulation, and more of a mach neglected thing amolnlg
those who have nany other musical acquiremaents-the
power of singing at sight. These forni the best basis for a
musical education and aisa thle best crown for the edifice.

Viatever iay be saii of the colossal tone creations of
such masters in the realhn of I "eipty instrumental mnusic "
as Mozart and Beethoven, and I could go a long way in say-
ing it, when% we cone down ta the needs of the hote and
the school, the sick roomi and the sauctuary, there is
nothing else that rcwards us like Milton's compoundai of
"Lydian airs married to inînnortal verse."

MUSIC: AN D0E...

WasI il~ight timai siake frit lie diarktices, or usilcthat i smemc froin the
word,

Wisen Ilac nilght was eikilmmlle with soil< of tite suas or Ile îirst-bont
lint?

Souls enthrallei itu cmtrtranielilet In imulage ofcasom. that (ail and ripe.
louand fat vonli with te fetlers of limeA., auml iIlinattl with lighlt that dmics,

Uived not surely till music miake, aimi tle siirit of life was licarl.

Music, sister of snrise, &ami herahl of life o lme,
Smiled as dawn oit the spirit of itais, aml the thrall was free.

Slave of nature and »erfof liane. the ltaulinait of life amd death,
Dumb wilh passiomless platience that ImeAthed lait forlora aua reluctant

breati,
lieai, imlceki, am his soul maile asaswer,mil counumuned alomt with le sea.

Morning Piake. amd le hiearIm: miiu le lassionate slient noon
Keplt fur him nol silence: and aoi froun the imounain imsoo

FlI the gound of lier midetdr. hear as dawn's inu the breathless nlght,
Not of tueu bit of lins whoe note Iade mman's soul quicken mitai lemim to

lighl:
And the song of It simake, and the light and the drkness ofeallth were as

chorais In tute. -A C. %ici*blmrte.

TALKS WITH VOMEN, ABOUT WOMEN'S AFFAIRS

OME, let us pull our chairs together, dear sisters; you,
with your knittiig-basket, dear old gruauhna; you, with.
your darning-ball and great stocking bag, thoughtful

mother; yoi, with your serait of linen and yoir pattern
sheet. sweet young wife; and you, ny girl, wlho are neither
wife, mother, graudinother, or anytltinig but your own loue
self! That miakes a file circle, does it not? And while thet
back log snaps and flamies, and the shalei lamps cast soft
gleamîs over aci of you, I will talk and you will listen, or
vice versa, in tirai, and so, month by ionth, we wvill grow
ta know, and, I humably hope, like one another!

* * * *

IT must always be in the eveuing that we talk, in these-
short winter days, for youa and I are busy folk, and have
eiough ta do all day ; but it is sa much casier round the-
hiearth these long evenings, so much casier ta speak out, and.
so iuch pleasanter ta think, after the day's work lias been.
fuily acconplishied, thian while we have still the comaing aud
going, the trotting and the trying, which uusettle is ail day
long. I cannot hear you speaking, yet, but 1 hope before
long the postiman will b our constant nessenger, and I ca.
have the joy of response, the joy of reciving as well as the.
privilege of giving. If you are puzzled about tle boys,
uncasy about the girls, worried about the bill of flare, sick or
sad or weary ; if yoi are glad and merry, von't you let me
share it all? li auiother country I have known this pleas-
ure, and, often yet, a message from the far away friends,
whomi I have never seen, follows amie like a benison and
aîkes me ghuli. I hope a graina will write, in hier waver-

.ng handwriting, jIst trcibling enouglh ta shaew that sie is.
growing ready for the wonîderful step from life ta Life! And,
by the bye, dear grandmia, would you not like a knitting-
ieedle sheath? I notice that youî have to hold that old
needle in your mtouth, or stick it in your grey braiuds of hair,,
where it doesn't keei quite as polished as it should. This is
the way I imade a needle-holder for our grandia,. yesterday..
I took a narrow piece of whalebonre four inches long, and
covercd it with black silk; then I took two pieces of chamois.
leather, an inch wide and six inches long, and stitched thenm.
together down acha side and across iloe end, witi cardinal
silk. Tiien I stitched thmre rows of stitcaing fron the cloe&
end up ta within lialf an inch of the open edai. After that I
sewed a big hoak o the silk covered walebonie, and thei
sewed the whalebone on the under side of my stitched pieces.
of chamois. Then I sewed a big eye to-match the hook on.
the band of grandmîa's apron, and after I hall pushed lier four
nteedles down into their four pocketsof chamois, I hooked the-
whiole lusinîess on ta grandma's apronu-band. 3uy1 but she-
was pleaseI ta have it8 s iandy.

* * * *

DI> you know, mther dear, if I weae you, I should never-
darn that awtil huole, cris-crossasyou'ca daing, so patiently..
It will take yout half an hour. No, nior I wouildn't "tIhrow
away" agoodstockingeither, just because the "heelisout."'
When you know ane better, you won't think I wouild! But I
noticed that you did throw away that hopeless pair, which.
huavebeenx darnedi andi darned. Now Ishouliuse themn to paitch.


