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T may seem 11ik. repeatingu oft-toldlItale to recaîl the incidents of well-
known sange for whieh the, world has

se long shown reverence and reared
monuments. But it is well from time te
time to brush off the duet and cobwebs
that gather upon the fading recorde, and
bestow a few fiowers and tokens upon
honored graves. There are times when
we ail yeorn for the old familiar sangs
that go right to the heart.

Any person who has given any thought
te the subjeet muet have been struck with
the decedence of popular songe of the
present day as conipared with those of
seyerai years ago.
"lTime was when a mother blessed the dey
That gave te her an angel in the forma

of Nellie. Gray."
Although we are net so uncontrollably

moved by gratitude te the lyricist as wae
that mother, we can syxupathize more
deeply with her if we stop to consider
the words that are now-edays embel-
lished by popular tunes and hoisted upon
a teo complacent public by enterprlsing
publishers of music. At least Nellie Gray
was an innocent inaiden, fit to dwell in
a "cottage lowly,"1 beside which a "«weep-
ing willow grew."1 Not se much ean be
justly said of the majority of our modern
lyrie heroines. The new woman-music-
ally speaking-is a "Great Big Beautiful
Doll," with eyes that won't behave and
inanners that bespeak a giddy knowledge
of the world. The' general morale of
modern songe has descended neyeraI steps.
Ini trying te be clever the writers have
degenerated to féooishnens and downright
coarseneen. They flaunt the double mean-
ing toe boldly for even questionable taste.

Frequently we stili hear Foeter's negro
melodies and Clover's romantie ballade,
because they have some of the red blood
of humanity, but these frivolous compe-
sitions that publishers exploit in a mis-
taken belief in their commercial velue,
shrivel like mushrooms, because they
don't contain a worthy human sentiment.

Oid Polk Songe
The author of "Oild Black Joe" wae

Stephen Colline Poster, who aise wrote
"Swanee River," "My Old Kentucky
Home," "Old Uncie Ned," 'AVe are
t'oming, Father Abraham," "Melssa's in
de Cold, Cold Ground," "O Susa'na, Don't
Yeu Cry," and "Hard Times Corne Again
'No More-the Most popular American
folk songs. He wae born near Pittsburg
on Juiy 4th, 1826. When oniy sev'en
-vears old lie went into a shop one day
aiid picked up a flageolet, the first instru-
aient of the kind he had ever seen. In
a feîv minutes he ivas able to play any
>impIe tune. At thirteen he began
wvriting songe, but it was three ycars
later before hie firet song ivas published
-"Open Thy Lattice, Beloved." "Hard
Timee" was published in 1854, and imme-
diately caught on. "Uncie Ned" ap-
peared in 1847. 'No American song
«mriter hbas ever corne so near t el'
heart of the people. None of these songe
are likely to die. Why je it that coon
songe corne and go, but "Old Folks at
Home," "t'ncle Ned," and "Old Black
Joe," remein? le it not because thev
came ont of a man's heert, and in'g
froma the heurt te the heart st ili.

Are they forgotten ?-the old famlilier
songe. The music seilers env"N. They
may have disappeared fromi the vaude-
ville and popular concert stage. andl have
been supplented by the rapid ire suc-
cession of temporary bits, but forgotten
thev have flot been. They still Erre S1ung
in parlor and best room, and by mariv a
fireside.

Go into a music store and esk for
'Marguer ite." The selesmnan doesti't
haVe te whistle ùÀp to the stock roonm for
it. Tt xnav not be on the sales eounter,
but alie hirhs to do is to turn tot a near-
Ibv slielf. and there it is. Tiaît doesn't
look wuchel like as if it liad been for.rot-
ton. And the carne is ti ne of mjau' a
song tfiat no longer conweso'. .r tht foo)t.
liglits.

'4Home, Sweet Home"
The. one characteristic of songs that

live on from generation te generation, is
that thev muset appeai in a direct. simple,
spontaneous xvay te cemmon hunin so.i-

paiv- lov-e of home, mothr or

try. It je a common belief that what je
called classical music has had a greater
Influence on men than the simple tunes
and melodies. This je not so. The great-
est effect on the world through music ha.
been made by simple songs and hymns.
On the evening of May 8th, 1823-ninety
3fars ago-at the~ Theatre Royal, Cuvent
Garden, London, Maria Tree firat sang a
song which, though simple, thrilled the
audience, and huae since re-echoed in cvery
heart of the Englieh-speaking race. It
was a plain littie poem by a homesick
American, set to music by a very ordin-
ary musician. Yet millions of song's
have since been written, thousands of
orchestral scores composed, end tons of
thes eiéther sold or burned as waste
paper, Iwhule for over ninety years one
simple, unpretentious song has lived and
stili lihes to soothe 'and cheer the home-
sick wanderer, or, put its benison on
those who are happy in their own homes.
1 refer to "Home, Sweet Home." It je
really the firet thoroughly popular song
written. It belongs to ail times and ail
people.

John Hloward Payne, becoming an or-
phan at the age of thirteen, developed In-
to a waLndering actor, and from that time
he neyer knew what it was to have a
home. One cold, dreary day in October
of 1822, when hie was thirty-one yeare of
age, ho was alone in a forelgn country
etranded, and living in a garret in Paris.
In that moment of keen distress and
heart Bickness, with the tears falling
like ramn upon his paper, hiseiner eye
bounded across the ocean and hoe saw
ogain his childhood hoMé, nestled under
the trees,. close to the 'hill, with the
cherry blaze of the hearth, hie loving
niother singing light-heartçdly while pre-
paring the evening meal, and hie father
ùffectionately holding him on hie knee
while assisting him in hie school.boy
tasks. With this panorema of his child.
hood fiitting before him, hie indited that
exquisiteiy expressive eong, <"Home, Sweet
Home."

<'John Brown's Body"'
We are told that at Fort Warren,

Mass., there was a splendid Male quart-
ette in a battalion of one of the United
States regiments, and one of the singers
whose naTme was John Brown, was a
Scotchman. This John Brown was some-
what eccentrie and was usually made the
butt of humor, which lhe often resented.
but which ivas the more vigorously ap-
plied by the b&Ltalion., One night when
the quartette came into camp they. were
asked the usual question, "'What's the
newvs ?" They reported that John Brown,
the great abolitionist, had been hanged,
and aorne one jokingiy replied (referring
to John Brown, the Scotch man>, but hie
soul goes marching 'on. From this joke
was evolved:
"John Brown's body lie& a'mouldering ini

the grave,
But his soul goee marching ohi."

The John Brown song was most en-
thusiastically adopted by ail who heaerd
it, and that which was originnlly a joke
becanie a literai prophecy.

"Rock-a-bye Baby"l
The ministry of song is one of those

mnighty influences which are expressed in
universal language, and so become the
interpreter of «Il tongues and are illus-
trated in every stage of human existence.
The tinv infant, iying in its Mother'e
lap, is wafted into dreamland to the
crooning toiýes of:
"Rock-a-bye baby on the tree top,

When the wind blows the cradle will
rock,"

or some other equaily soothing lullaby.
"After the Bal"'

"After the Bail" ivas written at tlhe
requet of Fo friend W-ho wanted some-
thilig to sing at a semi-professional en-
tertaianent." As this was to take place
w ithin a feiv days. the friend wanted it
qiiklv. Charlec5 K. Hlarris had not, up
to thadt time, iade a great succese with
wny of hie songs, but his friends regarded
hirn as a young genius Who couid knock
off a sang to order ini no time. The day
his friend came'to him, however, M;.
Hlarris w-as tired. Re had beeiiet a
dance the night before and didn't feel up
to the mark. Consequentlv, w-hcn he was
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