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WOMAN AND sOCIAI.t

In kis splendid series of ac
the noon hour in S: g::ﬂ: Da Moulin
during the past wee! et of

stress upon the DO
good. Like all upright men,
jdola devotion
B abport #5 lh' ;:t‘;el: I?::t of crea-
sy 'hm:fx:ri t’!-exogic in his idolatry,
‘has 4 power lm‘rem'
good and bad alike that, oget‘::"::’:c:‘;

as she is, the new order e
will take u long, jong time to des *
~Not only, however, is this tr “odboer

fluence she exercises OVer husband,
::m and brother, but it is also the es-
sence of truth as regards her POWS‘:

over self and her kind. Whatever a
vance woman has made since the days
when she was regarded as the property
of the father, or, when married, as &
chattel of the husband, she owes al-
most entirely to her own efforts.

_The morality of the people is, 88
Canon Du Moulin forcibly puts it, from
the highest to the humblest, in
hand of woman. The condition of our
morals indicates the condition of her
influence. If society is corrupt it meu;s
that women are corrupt. If the stan i‘
ard of right living is degraded it is
because women permit it. In this w'e
assume that woman is morally max; s
superior. He may trangress and t;
pardoned; if she errs . the mantle :.1
charity is not brodd enough to conce
her from the world’s scorn.

Irt is folly to say this is wrong and it
1s useless to urge that the same rules
should apply to both sexes. The effect
of man’s errors is not so wido;cpread
as is the influence of 2 woman’s mis-
deeds. The purity of the family, the
relations of brothers and sisters to each
other are entirely dependent on the
honor of the mother, and in this, and
for this reason, the written and unwrit-
{en laws of al ages
sovere on the errors of the wife.

Carlyle said the average European
was a vicious savage
veneering of culture. Thig is true in
part, for the tendency of our youth and
of those adults who live in the con-
tracting ruts of fashion, is to lapse
into the condition of our savage ances-
tors. In tropical countries where the
natives go nearly naked, or wear dress
for ornament, one soon grows so accus-
tomed to the nude as to be no mere
influenced by it than he would be by a
painting of cherubs by the brush of a
Raphael. But when modest women, at
the dictates of fashion, expose them-
selves in a way that puts physical
charms on exhibition for the gaze of
men who are not their fathers, hus-
bands or brothers, it would seem that
the still nobler fashion of purity should
interdict it and force a less suggestive
form of evening dress. But this ques-
tion must be setiled by the women
themselves. If their progress is to be
upward they must head the march, If
a higher standard of social purity is to
prevail the women must set tl_}e exam-
ple.

To quote Canon Du Moulin again,
ever since women gathered about the
sepulchre of the Son of Man they have
followed in His footsteps and have
bheen His missionaries for good. The
family altar is the corner stone of the
country and they are the corner
stone of the altar. The men and wo-
men of to-day reflect the character of
the mother of the past generation. The
men and women of the next generation
will illustrate the character of the
mothers in this. The home is the one
and only school of morals. If fathers
and mothers, instead of associating
with their children and their children’s
visitors, surrender the parlors to them,
no good can follow. If the father loves
the club more than his home, evil must
result. If the young are permitted to
read what they please and to go un-
questioned to places of amusement,
moral disease must ensue. The woman
is the mistress of the home, the home
is the school of morality, and in the
crusade for decency we must go to the
fountain’s basin—the home; thence to
the fountain—woman, and thence to the
spring that feeds the fountain—God.

addresses at
Cathedral

women for

THE WOOING OF WOMEN.

In a recent number of the English-
woman a thoughtful article appears in
falling in love, a process, the import
of which cannot be over-estimated. It
is one of the strange facts of the
world,showing how far custom may re-
place nature, that love unwooed often
has been held as unwomanly or un-
maidenly,as to confess love, unmasked
Not to woo has been admited on al'l
hands to be the woman’s part, and
has been Iimmemorially a point of
maiden pride and shame. So great,
indeed, is this persuasion that even the

exact opposite of wooing has been|

made a point in the drawing of de-
licate women characters by many
poets and storytellers. To hide every
hint of love, to pretend even coldness
and indifference, to Dbe inaccessible,
discouraging, to “let concealment like
@ worm i’ the bud,” etc.—‘‘the proverb
is something musty’’—this has been the
ideal of a woman’s part set before
sensitive young girls in song and story
and drama. Of this some words here-
after. But at present why—even if a
high feedng must be buried out of
sight as !, Shakespeare says of a
beard on a coward, it were ‘‘nature’s
excrement” instead of nature’s bloom
and fruit-hiding petals—why, in the
name of all that is simple, sincere and
natural, is it a fault or a shame for a
woman to love unsought ?

If she may not speak or seek, may

che not then feel ? 1Is love such a thing | tenderness.

00 women
20 education ? And if the latter, is it a

4

ue of the

and all lands are _

1 that & woman must
her love, to invite a re-
r to carry it to its end,
noble marriage ? Let us not
but ,rather the
: ing, whence love gets on-
-ard towards its end like some noble
curve. whose apex is at infinity. I8
this to be set down to nature ? Are
v made so ? Or is it custom and

good custom and a natural educatlon.
~ There is a story extant of a young
girl who, to a young man courteously
adcompanying her home one evening,
spoke thus, simply and quietly: .
“My friend, I wish to say something
to you very simply and truthfully,.and
I ask you not'to think ill of me or be
turned against me for it. It is this:
I like you very, very much, and I
honor you. I wish you would come
to see me often and constantly, to try
whether you may not like me. I know
I have few attractions on slight ac-
quaintance or infrequent meeting. But
[T have a good, true , & mind not
unstored of much reading, and
such virtues of character as I have
been able to gain by daily sincere ef-
fort. These are the best attractions, if
only there can be acquaintance, If
you will come to see me steadily
enough to know me you shall not be
bound in the least. 1f you do not in-
cline to me there will be no blame,
5o harm.”

The young map, being high-minded,
wds touched ana moved deeply. He
said to her:

“You are a generous and brave girl.
I will be as simple and truthful as
you have been.: I must tell you truly
that I never have thought of you in
the least. I have had the pleasure to

pay you once or twice such little eour-

tesies as I owe to all women. But my
mind never has dwelt on you when
away from you—not for a moment.
There are two things, also, which you
ought to think of. One is, that it 1
should visit you in that manner, and
then, finding myself not drawn to you,
cease my frequent calls, it would be
given out, either that I had trifled
with you or that you had trifled with
me, and either reputation would be
very bad for you. Tae other con-
sideration is, that as soon as it is ob-
served that.I visit you constantly all
other young men will keep away from
you. Have you considered these
thinzs 7 5

“I have considered,” she sald.

“And still you wish ¢» have me come
and to leave me perfectly free i
acked. i

“I wish to have you come and to
leave you perfectly free,” she answer-
ed quietly.
In such an a¢t there is naught un-
womanly or unmaidenly. It seems all

dignity, serenity, simplicity, grace. It|jng wag at its height in Rome. There

is possible for such an act to combine
the strength of the sea, the firmness
of the mountains, the freedom of the
winds, with all the modest grace of a
violet hiding in long grass and velled
with dew. What words could express
the churl-soul and yokel-mind of a
man moved by it only to aversion or
embarrassment or amusemen?, or any-
thing execept respectful sympathy, un-
less, indeed, to a deep and tender re-
verence ! What a cowardly sneak
would be he who would betray such
a womanly act to his male friends or
to other girls!

The story opens two questions. First,
whether the initiative in lowe ought
to be the right of both men and. wo-
men or only of one. Secondly, whe-
ther, if only of one, the right should
belong to men or to women. One thing
seems certain, that the present method,
which inflicts silence and concealment
on women, or penalty of gshame and
derision, and gives to men alone the
dignity and right of seeking to be lov-
ed—that this has some very heavy
courts against 1t, and is very far in-
deed from being a happy and con-
spicuous success.

When we sum up the many sad
marriages which have awaked rudely,
at least on one side, from fair dreams;
the many marriages of convenience,
which never had dreams; the many
lonely women,and some lonely men. who
accept their lot bravely, but are too
round-souled and good to accept it
willingly; the winks, quips, quirks,
smirks, waggeries, innuendos, jokes,
sneers with which love, elder maiden-
hood, bachelorhood, are treated 1In
common social talk, even often in
places and,company - called elegant;
the rankling and cruel jealousies, the
flirtations, triflings, selfishness and
unfaithfulness of social life among the
young; the mean, paltry,soul-shrinking
arts, coquetries, devices, cunning,
plots, allurements to which women re-
sort in lieu of the dignity of direct
power and right—these amass to 2
heavy reckoning for the present sys-
tem. . Some of them wholly, perhaps
all in part, may lie in the atavism

_of that human nature which always

stands trembling, and so will for many
a long stretch yet between the glory
of its destiny and the meanness of its
history. But all the same it is true
that the present system has little to

say for itself if judged by its results.
There iS oo much evil mixed with the
good, and some of the evil at least,
and some of the worst of it,~fairly may

be traced to the stupid and umnatural|’

rule which forbids a woman to seek
her own love-life simply and plainly.

| It may be that an equal, unrestrain-

ed, similar and open access to each
other for initiative or confession of
love might wear away much bloom,
wonder, sanctity, which is preserved
by the difference 6f relation of the two
to the beginning and avowal: The
sexes are so different, while such a
unity, that this no more should be
overlooked than their essential unity
in the midst of their so great differ-
ences. It may well be that it is for
the harmony, delicacy, joy, mystery
and beauty of love that the differences
of the sexes should be recognized by
a different relation to the initiative of
the relation.. It may be that an inex-
pressible, indefinable, but very valu-
able sentiment may depend on some
patience, anxiety and canonical de-
licicy, conventional reserve on the one
side, to meet action, judgment, choice,
decision, initiation on the other.
Where all may advance equally and
in the same way nothing is hidden
without some reserve there can be no
Where all may explain

in a woman that it is a shame to wake | o yally and without hesitation there
10 it unless a man asks for it ? Yet so can be no drapery, no veils, and where
have many women pretended in g00d | 4yape {s no mystery or wonder there

stories ‘and plays, and no doubt in
real life. It is past doubting that
many a woman has felt it would be, or
unhappily, was, a shame to give her
love without being asked for it. But
this is as upside-down and topsy-
turvy a8 if it were held a shame to
live and breathe because we were not
invited to be born. WHYy is an attach-
ment of heart more to be
jaden or held unwomanly (which is
more than inhuman) than an attach-
ment of mind ? In other words, no
more shame ought to be felt in loving
a person unasked than in thinking of
@ subject or using one’s reason in any
way uninvited.

But if this be conceded, or whether

it be or not, what is to be said of the!

shame- |

| will be a lack of joy. A seeker and a
| sought, a proposer and a considerer, 2
| jeader and a follower, a petitioner and
|a giver, may be a fairer sight, and
| more wholesome to love, than two
who may challenge each other equally,
{ who, therefore, have no defined duties
\Or sweet reciprocities regarding each
other, who, perhaps may delay for
| each other—a stupid situation—or may
\strive to get the start of each other—
ian utterly demeaning, and undoing

rivalry—or may scramble to forestall

others—a profane haste which often is|

bad enough now. But if this be true
it is still a question whether the initia-
tive should rest with men or with wo-~
men. “I am far from saying that there

d stage-

! the strident, selfish
' ting-ring.”

he |

g pad YR B

are 10 good reasons why it shodla not

Englishwoman, “I only insist on two
points : (1) That the immemorial vest-

ing of this right in men, the physic-
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‘nized. Many strong men have gone

‘rest with men,” says the wiiter in ‘down under pressure from Delilah, be-

sides Samson, And strong men, not
physically but mentally. Has not Eng-
land in recent years had her Dilke,

ally stronger and more agrressive, i ;rnhnd her Parnell and the United

no proof whatever of ,
such an allotment,or necessarily means
anything more than that men seized it
when savage conditions gave muscle a
greater value than gentle intelligence,
and that its continuance now is but a.
survival of a barbaric usurpation; 2)
I insist that 1fs transfer to women
would infilet no shock whatever on wo-
manly nature as truly it is and ‘that
there is nothing in the least destruc- -
tive of maidenly reseérvé or womanly -
beauty in taking the initiative in love." °

The writer suspects, as do. we, that
the boldness, haughtiness, vanity an
pretension of the lordly gex 'would be
shorn very much, and oes not think
that women would be spoiled by the
right and power so a?;to queen it on
the strength thereof,” as commonly
men now strut and lord it on their
prerogative. “There is not so impru-
dent a thing in nature,” says Con-
greve, “as the saucy look of an assur-
ed man, confident of success.”

the ‘wisdom ‘of

HORSE RACING PAST AND PRESENT.

Dr. Weldon, the headmaster of Har-
row, referring .to the revival of the
Olympian games in Greece this year,
suggests in The Church Monthly that
it would be ‘well “to wevive the

| thought that the highest excitem®nt,

the most passionate enthusiasm in the
sport of horse-racing, does not demand
t disrord of the bet-
Horse-racing itself he de- |
scribes as “the sport of kings, the,
noblest exercise of the physical powers
of the noblest of animals,” but gamb-
ling he denounces as ‘the vice of
slaves—the dark, pestiferous shadow
that infects all sport with its poison.”
He proceeds to point out that racing
and betting were not always connect-
.ed. In ancient Greece no one made a
bet on the Olympian games. He does
not say that every bet is an act of
sin. He disclaims the use of exag-
gerated language, but he does contend
that the habit of gambling ‘“‘calls out
what is worst and meanest in human |
nature,” and encourages tendencaes
which, if not checked, issue in personal
and social disaster. ‘Let, then,” ‘he |
urges, “horse-racing and gambling b2
dissevered once more. Let the patrons |
of the turf eschew an evil which dis-
honors and degrades their splendid
spo 'D, 3

The winner of a prize in the Olym-
plian games received buta laurel crown
for his reward, but the people of his
province, state or city gave him sub-
stantial presents. So, at least, his-

‘toriy bettered his fortunes by win-

torians say. Gambling on chariot rac-

horse-racing became the “game” of
kings. It is recorded that Marc An-

ning a chariot race.

So little ¢id the Roman think of
chariot racing that the owner never
drove his own horses. The driver In
those days was better paid than the |
jockey of to-day. Though there was
no betting-ring, more money was lost
and won. A sporting writer, who was
a fair Latin and Greek scholar claim-
ed that “Ben Hur” was a failure as
a historical novel. In it Massella, 2
nobleman drove his own horses, and
Ben Hur, the adopted son of a Roman
centurion, boasted that Taesar had
wanted him to drive his 'coursers.
Neither could have occurred, according
to this guthority. Charioteers in Rome
were slaves,' in Greece of the aristo-
cracy. Alcibiades won a chariot race
at the Olympian games and increased
his popularity with the Greeks. Gamb-
ling does not appear to have been
fostered by the Greeks. In Rome [}
was a custom.

INSANITY AND LOVE

A remarkable case was on trial in
New York recently, in which a woman
sought to put restraint upon a man
who professed to be in love with her,
and who had importuned her with his
attentions until she had become seri-
ously in fear that he might attempt
her life, and then end his own, as has
been the case in instances with which
most readers of the intelligence of the
day are familiar. Dr. Allen McLane
Hamilton was put upon the stand to
testify as regards the effect of insanity
so directed. Dr. Hamilton is one of the
most eminent of authorities. Here are
amusing instances of the questions put
to him, and his answers :

Q. If a man loves a woman all his
life, even though she is married to an-
other man, and loves her until he dies,
does he die an insane man ? A. That
is a question of ethics. I am not here
to testify as to ethics.

Q. You do not say that all men who
love married women are insane ? A.
No.

Q. What are the symptoms of love.
doctor ? A. There are no symptoms of
love, Love has no symptoms.

Q. Why not ? A. Symptoms are evi-
dence of disease.

Q. Are not the symptoms of love and
of insanity alike? A. Love has no
symptoms.

Q. Have you read “Romeo and
Juliet”—seen it played ? A. Yes.

Q. You know that Romeo was a
murderer and suicide, do you not ? A.
Yes.

Q. Do you consider that Romeo Was
insane ? A. I never examined Romeo.

Mr. Nichol objected to this line of
examination, but Justice Bookstaver
allowed it to continue for a short time.

Q. Did you ever hear that Abraham
Lincoln wept over the death of a WO-
man he loved because it was snowing
on the day she was buried, and he
said he wept because he thought she
would suffer ? A. Never heard that.

Q. Would you consider such a man
insane ? A. I didn’t examine him and
can’t express an opinion.

Q. You testified that Guiteau was
responsible ? A. Yes.

Q. Don’t you know now that you
were wrong ? A. No. (To Justice
Bookstaver)—Are we trying the Gui-
teau case ?

Q. Was it not shown at the Guiteau |
autopsy that his brain showed he was
insane ? A. That autopsy was very
unsatisfactory.

Q. Have you ever watched and studi-
ed a person in love for fourteen years?
A. Thank God, no.

Dr. Allen Fitch, another physician,

of States her Breckrenridge ?

Decline of the Dance.

In that clever-sketch entitled ‘“The
Man from Blankney's,” the author of
“¥Vice Versa” hinted very plainly at
the habit certain hostesses have of hir-
ing guests to complete their numbers
&t dinner-parties, says the writer of
Small Talk in The Sketch. He then

on:
. From what I can see, the enterpris-
ing man who sturts an assoclation to
supply hostesses with eligible dancing-
men would make a fortume in about
a single season, It is a lamentable
fact, rrom the point of view of the
hostess aforesaid, that latter-day
young men will not dance, even it they
can. They vote dancing a senseless
waste of time and energy, and I must
confess to complete agreement with
them. There are a few males who
will attend dances whenever and
whereever they get the chance; they
are, for the most part, as Thackeray
described them at the ball attended
by Mr. Titmarsh and the Mulligan. To
my mind, the inanity of dancing be-
comes daily more apparent. The con-
stant shifting of partners, the im-
possibility of reasonable conversation,
the usual inability of a chance couple
to dance with anything approaching
elegance, the hideous comventionality
of the entire proceedings—all these
things affect my nerves. Not one man
in ten, and not one girl in flve, can
dance gracefully—that is, with a pro-
per balance of body and limbs, with &
fitting rhythm and with expression.
Where does the raison d’ete of the

modern dance come in ? The exercise

cannot be healthy, carried on, as it is
usually, in heated rooms, and accom-
panied by suppers from which a sen-
sitivé liver shrinks aghast.

A very dear friend of mine gives sev-
eral dances during the year, at inter-
vals, and, as she always allows ‘me to
express my opinions freely, I asked her
why she gave them. “You have” I
said, “only three daughters, two mar-
ried, and the last scarcely in her teens;
your son only attends your dances be-
cause you happen to be his mother.
Men come to them for the sake of the
supper, which is always excellent, and
for the billiard-room, to which they
manage to find their way. Not a few
of them leave their card with the
butler before they go, in order to
avold the conventional visit. Surely
these entertainments are getting more
farcical every year. Give them up; re-
place them by dinner-parties;, and let
mder choose whom I will take in to din-
nér.” My hostess gave e one of her
most fascinating smiles, ®nd said she
could invite one hundréd and fifty
people to dance, but not to a dinmer-
party. That was practically all her
defence. Meanwhile, the lack of men
is becoming so embarrassing that
many hostesses send blank cards of
invitation to their intimate friends,
bidding them collect eligible dancers.
Is not this a burlesque of hospitality?
I do not think that a hostess is right
to ask, or a man to accept, an invita-
tion to a house where he knowd no-
body. There are, of course, excep-
tional circumstances, but they, like
all exceptions, go to prove the rule. I
am prepared to become secretary to an
Anti-Private Dancing League—provid-
ed the salary be munificent and the
labors light.

Pashian’e Follfes,

The society observance of to-day’s
customs present few advantages: for
the youngest generations, who a re in
dispensable to the so-called brilliancy
of social functions, on which columns
are daily written in the many soclety
journals that are published to please
flatter and entertain vacant minds and
are read with much interest by the wor-
shippers of drawing-room ceremonies.
This absurd and stupid fashion of en-
tertaining one’s friends by giving
“smart luncheons,” and dainty five
o’clock teas,” is‘surely not intended for

the intelligent- ' members of good so-
ciety. People of brains and common

L sense do not lend their patronage to

such folly except with an ill-concealed
sneer at the vogaries of the social tea.
If any doubt this let them attend
these foolish tea parties and survey
the surroundings anl after listening to
the stupid gossip, they will speedi-
be satisfied that such should be left
for the enjoyment of nursery folks.
How stupid women of such tastes
must appear to the Wir, as well
as to the gentler sex of *roader minds
when they are seen hurrying from

"chocolate,” at which some fair
daughter is making her {nitial appear-
ance in society ! One reads weekly
of Miss Blank Blank’s debut and. a
glowing account s given of how well
she appeared, and acted during the
“trying ordeal’” Can anyone say
wherein the “ordeal” is “tryng” on
one’s nerves ? This, of courss, is said
to give weight to the affair, but how
do people of sense read these things ?
Sneeringly, of course, .for very little
knowledge is gained by attending these
“smart luncheons and colored teas.”
The conversaiion of the guests, as a
rule, is anything but educating, and
how do mothers expect their daughters
to improve their minds if such inane
folly is to be overlooked ?

What is gained by traveling from
house to house to sip a cup of tea
and eat a wafer served by dainty
Miss Gusher and to chat a few minutes
with Miss So-and-So about the last
dawnce they attended and of how
Miss Wallflower looked anything but
herself in her unbecoming costume,
and they can’t understand how she
was writen up in the paper as looking
charming ? Of course they insinuate
before they leave each other that the
““dear creature” must have given the
description herself to the reporter.
Then is given a hand-shake and after
the usual “I’ve had a delightful time”
(to the hostess) she leaves and rushes
off to the next “tea’” on her list.

Now, can any intelligent mother see
wherein this mode of pastime is to
benefit the girl of to-day ? You may
say she is made more independent In
her conversation and manner 'as this
improves her for the soclety of the
opposite sex. Pray, how does it im-
prove her ? Are not the dandies and
dudes that also attend these entertain-
ments of the most brainless kind—
mere “party” boys, that never once
read a book of weight to improve and
enlarge their minds ? They are mere
nothings when engaged in conversa-
tion with people of knowledge; but
place these society followers with
girls and married dames of their own
tastes and of course they are given
more scope to air their society con-
versation. They can Dlease immense-
ly their fair companions at a dinner
party or “chrysanthemum tea,” by
telling them of their numerous invita-
tions and trying to impress upon
them that they are much sought after.

testified that love developed in this
way might at any time become dan-
gerous. In his cross-examination one
of the above questions was repeated :

Q. Is the fact that a man loves a

married woman a symptom of in-
'Sanity 2 A Not at all. A man may
Jove a married woman respectfully,
V'and on that account never marry any
one else.
Q. Is it not a fact that cases of this
, kind always show the love of a poor
man for a rich woman ? A. Well, now,
that seems to be a very common ac-
cident.
There is a directness and dryness in
the last answer that will be recog-

Do these foolish men know anything
of the literature of the day er aught
of the men and women who made and
are still making history ? Nothing at
all. But they can discuss society tit-
bits that adorn society journals and
are relished intensely by social but-
terflies. From beginning to end they
can carefully describe Miss Bank
Share’s smart pink tea, which enter-
tainment is more distinguished by
empty vain show, where colors and
decorations are expected to take the
place of the “feast of reason and the
flow of soul,” and where anything but
educating conversations are indulged
in. In such places trifling talk pleases
best, and we nead not marvel that
brainy people are ill at ease when they
come across the path of the “tea

Mrs.Newrich’s tea to Mrs. Nicklemine's:

'.puty;r hendy man and “chocolate”
fHend. g a

Would not many homes be mace
brighter and more places of comfort if |
the wives and da would see |
that the dinners and
carefully looked after,
being everlastingly in
thing new for their next
of the latest fadseis the !
reception. Where next will our boyis
and girls land from this sea of fool-

ery 7 I read In a soclety journal of &'
“Brownie tea.” The toyful way it
wag described as to Cups, Sg!;ll‘;ef:v :-;Ld |
spoons was ludicrous. o
minded, giddy people could be expect- |
ed to attend such a childish affair.
‘Properly speaking, such pastime be-
Jlongs ‘to children’s Xmas parties, and
nat to grown-up and elderly women. l
If this process of educating girls ex-
tends, I wonder what kind of enter-
tainment will exist in a generation or
two. One would have thought that |
“pink, and yellow” teas would have
been the final stroke for grown-up and
antique babies, but, horrors of hor-
crors! it is now becoming popular to
glve “Brownie” teas. Is this farce to
be continued ?

I am looking now for a new plunge
from the “girl of to-day.” Let us hope
it will be one of sense and intelligence
and that it will be of more use both
mentally and physically, and that the
five o'clock tea will be considered &
thing of the past, and never be resur-

rected ? ;
A VOICE FROM THE WILDERNESS.

BEAUTY OF SOOTCH SONG.

BALLADS THAT HAVE STIRRED
MANY HEARTS,

instead of their
gearch of some-
“tem.”” One
“ghocolate,” |

i

Famous Children’s Stories That Had Their
©rigin in Highland Verse Quaint and
Pathetic Poems—The Origin of Auld
Robin Gray, Chevy Chase and Other
Celebrated Lyrics That Have ‘Stood the
Wear ot Time.

There is no more pleasing employ-
ment for an inquiring mind than the
hunting out of the old Scotch songs of
nearly two hundred years or more ago,
and o coming down to the established
favorites of to-day, such as the work
of Burns, Tannahill, Motherwell and
others. It is true, the more a.nc{ent
have a smack of coarseness awut
them, but this was the fault of the
times in which they were written and
'sung, and, while they would not be
tclerated to-day, it must not be for-
gotten that they were the songs of the
pecple and illustrative of the manners
then in vogue, and with rare excep-
tions were the tribute of the Scotch
writers to the virtues domestic
lives of the peasantry.

The ballad makers of a nation are in
a certain sense among its greatest
benefactors. The old historical bal-~
lads of England served indirectly as a
means of education to children who
would never have learned to read, had
they not taken a delight in poring
over the stories in rhyme of “St.
George and the Dragonm,”’ the ‘‘Seven
Champions of Christendom,” ‘Robin
Hcod and Little John,” ‘‘Chevy
vc;:ue." “Phe Story of s Sir Richard

hittington” and others, perhaps more
historical, with which the ancient
song books are filled. !

“The Children in the Wood,” or, as
modernized, “The Babes in the Wood,”
krown to almost every child in the
iand, was written, many think, as far
back as, the reign of Richard IIL
(1485), as a sort of take-off on the mur-
der by that king of the two young
princes in the tower. It is a ballad
of 16 verses, and has not a single ob-
jectionable word in it. That our read-
ers may judge of it, two verses are
given, the 1st and 12th,

Now ponder well, you parents dear,
Theése words which I shall write,
A doleful story you shall hear,
In time brought forth to light;
eman of good account,
1k dwelt of late,
Wheo did in honor far surmount
Most men of his estate,

Then the story is told of the death
of the parents of the two babes, how
the wicked uncle took them home, and
bargained with two ruffians to murder
them in a wood, but whose better na-
tures prevailed, and the two children
were left to starve, And then :

Thus wandered these two pretty babes,
Till death did end their grief,
In one another’s arms they dled,
As babes wanting relief;
No burial these pretty babes
ot nng man receives,
Till Robin Red Brea:téa

painfully
Did cover them wi ;

leaves.

homes were more _verses are not

affecting of all ballads or tales of hum- |
ble Lf "

e.

The story 1s worthy of repeating hei!t‘e
for its simplicity and pathos nd g
tale of genuine sorrow. Thel 5t tw
printed, as they are
thought to have been written after’ the
song was originally published.

When the sheep are in the fauld and the
kﬁe at hame,

And all the world to slee‘) are gane,

The waes o' my heart fa’' in showers frae
my ee,

When my gudeman lies sound by me.

Young Juﬁle low’d me weel, and socht me

- for his :
But %aevl’:sg a crown, he had naething else
o:
Ta make that crown a pound, young Jamie

aed to sea;
And {he crown and the pund were baith
for me.

He hadna been awa,a week, but only twa,

When my mither she fell sick and the cow
was stown awa; :

My father brak his arm, and young Jamie
at the sea, £

And auld Robin Gray cam’ a-courtin’ me.

My father couldna work and my mither

couldna spin,
1 tolled day and nicht, but there bread I
couldna win; . .
And Rob maintained them baith, and wi
tears in his ee, 5
Said Jennie, for their sakes, oh, marry me:
My hgnrt it sald nay, for I looked for Jamle
o ack; .
But the wind it blew high, and the ship it

was a wreck;
wreck—why didna Jamie

The slielg' it was a
O why do I live to say, Woe’'s me ?

My fatber argued sair; my mither didna
But :hp: c]c‘l’a;mt in my face till my heart was

like to break, ;
they gled him my hand, though my

heart- was on the sea;
And auld Robin Gray was gude man to me.
- - L # * L -

Sae
&

I gang it like a ghalst and I carena to s in:
I dnurnn‘ think on Jamie, for that wad be

a sin.
But I'l do my best a gude wife to be.
For auld Robin Gray is kind unto me.

The Lady Carolina Nairne wrote the
“Land ‘o’ the Leal” €he ever-green
“Caler Herrin”and the “Laird o’ Cock-
pen,” the song of the attainted Scottish
nobles, which induced George IV. to
sanction the forfeited title of baron to
her husband.

———

Bishop Percy of Dromore, who pub-
lished ‘“Reliques of Ancient English
Pcetry,” and thereby earned the grati-
tude of the world, wrote the charming
scng,"0, Nanny, Wilt Thou Gang With
Me ?” ‘The occasion is stated to have
been thus: In 1771 Mrs. Percy was
summoned to the court of George IIIL,
and appointed a nurse to the infant
Prince Edward, who was afterwards
Duke of Kent and father of our present
gracious Queen Victoria. When, some
mcnths after, she returned home to
her disconsolate husband, he greeted
her with the words, “O, Nanmy, wilt
thou gang with me ?” Nanny being
Mrs. Percy’s Christian name. -

The affecting ballad very quickly
took high rank, and the Gentleman’s
Magazine of 1870 regarded it as “the
most beautiful song in the English
language.” One verse will suffice here
to indicate its quality to those who
may not have heard or read it :

O Nanny wilt thou gang with me ,
Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town?
Can silent glens have charms for thee,
The lowly cot and russet gown ?
No longer dressed jn silken sheen,
No longer decked with jewels rare,
Say, canst thou quit each courtly sceme,
Where thon wert fairest of the fair ?

The musio of the song was by Thom-
ag Carter, an Irishman, who, after ob-
taining a thorough musical education,
went to Caleutta as musical director
of the theatre there. He composed the
music of several operettas and songs,
and was well-known as a leader of the
orchestra at one of the Loudon thea-
tres.

It is not generally known that Dr.
Henry Duncan, the founder of savings
banks in Scotland, 86 years ago, wrote
that beautiful Scotch song, the ‘‘Roof
of Straw.” He began life as a bank-
er’s clerk, but, finding the duties un-
congenial, he resolved to enter the
Church of Scotland. At Edinburgh he
was the associate of Brougham and
Lcrd Lansdowne, by the latter of
whom he was made the Minister of
Rethwill, where his first savings bank
was established in 1810. To commem-
orate the évent and to honor his mem-
ory a savings bank building was erect-
el in Edinburgh.

This is the first verse of Dr. Dun-
can’s “Roof of Straw” :

I ask no lordling’s titled name,
Nor miser’s hoarded store;

I ask to live with those I love,
Contented, though I'm poor;

_“Chevy Chase,” which is the story of

the battles between the adherents of
the Earls Piercy and Douglas, is one
of the most spirited lyrics in the lan-
guage. Addison said of it: * Every
line is written with a true spirit of
poetry.” Sir Philip Sidney, in his dis-
ccurse of poetry, said : “I never heard
the old song of ‘Plercy and Douglas’
tlat I found not my heart more moved
than with a trumpet ; and yet, if it is
sung by some purblind crowder with
no rougher voice than rude style, what
would it work trimmed in the gorge-
ous eloquence of Pindar ?”

God prosper long our noble king,
Our lives and safeties all;
A woeful hunting once they di
In Chevy Chase befall.
To drive the deer with hound and hern
Earl Piercy took his way; S
The child may rue, ‘that is unborn,
The hunting of that day.

And Iif we shall dissect some of the
ancient Scottish ballads we shall find
in them innumerable beauties in .spite
of their blemishes of style and lan-

guage. Take the old song of “Gil-
deroy.” He was a Scotch' robber, as
handsome as a picture. The story

goes that for his misdeeds he fled to
France, picked Cardinal Richelieu’s
pceket in the king’s presence, return-
ed to England, robbed Oliver Crom-
well and hanged one of his judges,
and was at length taken and exe-
cuted in Scotland a little before the re-
storation of Charles II

Gllderoy was a bonny boy,
Had roses itill his shoon,
His stockings of the finest silk,
His garters hanging down;
It was a comely sight to see,
He were so trim a boy, =
He were my joy and heart’s delight—
My handsome Gilderoy.

And the story goes on to tell of his
misdeeds until

At Leith they took my Gilderoy,
And there, God-wot, they banged him;
Carried him to falr Edinburgh,
And there, God-wot, they hanged him,
They hanged him up above the rest,
He was so trim a boy,
My only, love and heart’s delight—
My hdndsome Gilderoy.

There “is something more than a
jirgle in the ten verses of this ballad,
more than pleasing, even to the edu-
cated ear.

To drop from the anclent to the mod-
ern times, we find a muititude of minor
bards in Scotland, whose songs contain
many beauties. It is remarkable, 100,
that many of the most popular Scot-
tish songs have been written by wo-
men. Joanna Baillie, the author of
two, tragedies, “Basil” and “De Mont-
fcrt,” which had marked success in
their day, it is said, wrote two beau-
tiful Scotch ballads, which had their
run, “Saw Ye Johnnie Comin’ ?”” and
“Poverty Parts Good Conmxe."

For “Auld Robin Gray,” that most
charming composition, the world is in-
debted to Lady Anne Barnard.  One
hundred and more years ago she set
the words to the air of an ancient bal-
ntly became popular, but
the lady kept the secret of its author-
ship for the long period of 50 years,
when, in 1§23, she acknowledged it in
a letter to} Sir Walter Scott, accom-

panying the disclosure with a full ac-
count of jthe circumstances under
which it written. Chambers calls

From joyless Pomp and hearttess mirth
I gladly will withdraw;

And bide me in this lonely vale,
Beneath my roof of straw.

Who has not heard of “Bonnie Dun-
dee” ? but everyone does not Kknow.
that there are two songs bearing the
name. The modern one was written
by Sir Walter Scott, and is the best
known ; it is a matter of doubt If the
arcient song is much known at pre-
sent. The first edition, which contains
several Scotch idioms, we are Sorry to
say, is the only one which will bear re-
printing. We take it from “A Col-
iection of Old Ballads,” printed in 1723:

Where gottest thou the Haver-mill Bonack,
Blind Booby, can’st thou not see 2

I’se got it out of the Scotchman’s Wollet
As he lig loosing him under a tree.

Come fill up my ng). come fill ufxzmy Can,
Come saddle my Horse and call up my
an

o free,

Come oOpeh the gates and let me
undee.

For I'se gang no more to bonnie

Both the ancient ‘“Bonnie Dundee”
and ‘“John Anderson My Jo” are as
ccarse as can be in the original, and
we should be thankful to tt and
Burns for clothing the objectionable
lines in new dresses. ‘John Anderson
My Jo,” in its coarse attire, was set to
a fine old church melody, and so was
“John, Come Kiss Me Now,” and
«“We're a Noddin’, Nid Nid Noddin’,”
and many other songs now purified
and made almost classic. *John An-
dcrson” has been immortalized by
Burns, and is a familiar household
word. One of its predecessors, which
dates back to 1560, opens’in this invit-
ing manner: ’

John Anderson my jo, come in as ze gar by.
And s'all get a sheep’s heil well baken

n a pye;
Well baken in a pye and the haggis in a

pat, - -
John Anderson my jo, come in and ze's
get that.

There are other Scotch songs of rare
merit, the chiefest of which, all will
agree, is Burns’ poem, set to soul-stir-
ring music, entitled “Bruce’s Address,”
beginning :

Scots wha hae with Wallace bled,
Scots whom Bruce has often led;
Welcome to your gory bed,

Or to victory.

Then again, thers is “The Flower of
Dumblane,” by Robert Tannahill :

The sgrl:l gixils gone down o'er the lofty Ben-
And left the red clouds to preside o'er the

scene, Sl
Whlle‘kl)onelly' I stray f;ahe calm summer
n

To muse on siweet J essle, the flower of Dum-
blane,

“The Briars of Balquither” is full of
the choicest gentiment for which Tan-

lighting all classes of his countrymen
with his native songs, he fell into a
state of despondence aggravated by a.
tendency to consumption. He burn-
ed all his manuscripts and became
mentally deranged, and, notwithstand-
ing a careful watch was set upon his
mcvements, he escaped the vigilance of
his friends, and his body was found in
a neighboring brook, a sad ending to
a life which was as tender and pa-

nahill's songs are noted. While de- |’

Scottish Cavalier,” speaks 4

e intand and Annle Lantie . Sas
lady was one of the four daughters of
Sir Robert Laurle, the first baronet of
Maxwilton, and it was to her that
Douglas wrote these well-known verses
and the little air which now bears her

name and are so ‘wonderfully
plaintive, ~The story of the
“Scottish Cavalier” is the story of

William Douglas, the author of “Annie
Loaurle,” and Annie Laurie herself ; in
it Douglas is supposed to be killed in
Fianders by the side of his friend,
William Fenton, having first composed
and sung the song. A ball pierces his
breast and he expires, holding a lock
of Annie’s bright brown hair in his
hand and murmuring her name. These
are the original two verses of ‘“Max-
wilton Bank,” or-as it is called now,
“Annie Laurie” : -

Maxwilton banks are bonnie
Where early falls the dew;

Where me and Annie Laurie
Made up the promlise true..
Male up the promise true, % 1

And ne’er forget will I, i
And for bonnle Annie Laurle
I'll lay me down and die,

She’s bukit like a peacock, <
srge‘s breistit like the swan, '’
She’s jimp about the middle,
Her walst ye weel micht span,
Her waist ye weel micht spang
And she has a rolling eye,
And for bonnie Annie Laurie,
. I'll lay me down and dle.

It is almost certain that the wverse
were written about the end of the 17tk=
century, as Sir Robert Laurie was cre-
ated a baronet in 1695, and Annie did
not marry the song-writer, but was
wedded to James Ferguson in 1709, and
became the mother of Alexander Fet-
guson, whom Burng immortalized in
one of his songs—''The Whistle”—the
origin of which is something like this :

When Anne of Denmark went to
Scotland with James VI., there was in
her train a gigantic Dane of matchiess
drinking capacity. He had an ebony
whistle, which, at the end of a drjnk-
ing bout, he would lay on a table, ‘and
whoever was last able to blow it was
to be considered ‘‘Champion of the
‘Whistle.” In Scotland the Dane was
defeated . by Sir Robert Laurfe, who,
after three days and three nights hard
drinking, left the"Dane under the table
and “blew on the whistle hig requiem
shrill.” The whistle remained in the.
Laurie family for several years, when
it was won by Sir Walter Laurie, son
of a Sir Robert ; and then by Walter
Riddell of Glenriddell, brother-in<daw
of Sir Walter Laurie,  and-
finally it fell tp Alexander Ferguson of
Craigdanoch, son of Annie Laurie, the
heroine of the charming song. /

The first four lines of the second
verse of the lyric are taken from the
ancient ballad of “John Anderson, My
Jo,” which, before it was purified by
Burns, appeared in what is at the pre-
sent day a scarce volume of English
cenvivial songs printedin 1782. ' Annie
Laurie was modernized in respect to
tbcse four lines by an unknown hand
in the present century.

The air of ‘“Annie Laurie,”” as now
sung, is quite modern, having been
composed by Lady Jane Scott. b

Willlam Motherwell, a Scotch poet of
renown, the author of “Jeannie Mor-
rison,” one of the finest Scotch songs,
wag a great student of the traditional
poetry of Scotland, and its literature
and his songs abound in the most
plaintive and pensive thoughts. The
story of “Jeannie Morrison” Iis, that

in Edinburgh, where he met his hero-
ine, a pretty child of winning ways,
about his own age. Although they
cnly knew each other for a short six
months, she made a great impression
upon him. They separated, and never
met again, but her loveliness had

when a lad of 11, he was sent to school - ;

touched his heart, and, when 18 years

of age he wrote the song which bears
Ler name, of which the following is the
first verse :

I've wandered east, I've wandered wi
Thro' many a weary way; ;

But mever, never can fo PR B
‘The love of life’'s young day!

The fire that's blown on Beltane’s e’en
Ma% ‘well be ck gin yule,

But blacker fa’ awalts the heart
When first fond love grows cule,

I:ord Jeffrey said of the little volume
of “Scotch Songs of the Nursery,” that
there were more touches of genuine pa-
thos, and, above all, more sweet and
ergaging pictures of what is peculiar
in the depth, softness and thoughtful-
ness of our Scotch domestic affection
in this little volume than he had met
with in the like compass since. the
days of Burns. William Miller, who
wrote the child’s beautiful song “Wee
Willie Winkie”” and many other child-
ren’s songs, was a wood turner, and
was known as the “L.aureate of the
Nursery.” Robert Buchanan, the novel
and play writer, says: ‘““Wherever
Scottish foot has trod, wherever a
Scottish child has been born, the songs
of William Miller have been sung.”

Wee Willle Winkle runs thro’ the town,
Up stairs and down stairs in his nicht

gown, 3
Tirling at the window, erying at the lock,

“Are the weans in thelr beds, for it's now
ten o’clock.” ]

After the death of President Abra-
ham Lincoln, it was quoted far and
wide that the Scottish poem of ‘‘Mor-
tality” was his favorite readh‘g.g and
in consequence the poems of Willlam
Knox had a most extended circulation,
botr in America and Great Britain.
‘The poet, who died at the early fge of
36, was dissipated beyond his years,
but he could never fully overcome the
force of early réligious impressions. It
is said that even in the midst of the
most deplorable dissipation, he was

to the composition of verses alive wit
sacred fire and breathing of iptura
simplicity and tenderness. It is suffi-
clent only to print the first verse of
the Seotch poem to recall it to our
readers’ memory: ;i

Oh, ;&{ms'hould the spirit qt m?rtll be
Like a fast flitting meteor, & fult,'ﬁyl:_lg
A ﬂn‘;!?“oi the lightning, a break of the
He p‘::s‘?s—from 1ife to his rest in the

grave.
BENJ. F. STEVENS.

thinness

The diseases of thinness
are scrofula in children,
consumption in grown
people, poverty of blood in
either. They thrive on
leanness. Fat is the best
means of overcoming them,
Everybody knows cod-liver
oil makes the healthiest fat,

In Scott’s Emulsion of
cod-liver oil the taste is
hidden, the oil is’ digested,
it is ready to make fat.

When you ask for Scott’s Emuision and.
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