L o =g

134

by

&he - Lalliopeats.

subtle agent, it has made it the vehicle of thought, along the
magic wirce : thus annihilating time and space, und cnibling
yarsons, thousands of miles distant from cach otlicr, tu converse
}nmilinrly, as if face to fuce.  Nor is its power loss visibly dis.
played in that invention which caused the little birch canve,
which, but a few years since, glided unnuslosted aver the surfacs
of our own loved Ontario, to be supplunted by the noble steamer,
which now in mnjesty

«Walks the waters ke a thung of hue,
And scems to dare the clements to stnfe.”

In this we recognise an cffective agent, in the mteilectuar and
mora! clevation of the human fumily.  Laden with the clements
of civilization, it penetrates the litherto inacceessible parts of
the carth. “ tull jeven the death.bestrodden gales of 'the Niger
yield to the force of scicutific cuterprise ; aud the fountains of
the Nile emerge from the awitl obscurity ot six thousand years,”
Eat, great as have beeu the conquests of mund in bending the
elements of nature to its charivt.whieeds, still methinhs wouders
not yet conccived would be revealud, could we but picree the
veil of futurity.

Not only was tlus beauuiul world, with its numberiess sources
of crjoytnents, created to promote its happiness, aud the eapan-
sion of its milf'“)’ powers, but when the mind, prostrated by its
fally lay s helpless rums, the infinitely glorious Creator pro-
claimed its value by seuding Iis unily Sun to redeem and re.
store it.  God has thus invested the mind with a dignity that
must command the respect of the brightest seraphs that wat
around His throne. The nund, cndowed by its Creator with
powers susceptible of endlessly progressive improvement, is ever
advancing. To.day an infaut appears on earth—gradually light
shines in upon that infaut suul.  Behold the kindhing cye, as
truths new aud strange are grasped by its expanding powers.
The wonders of nature and scicnee are revealed to his penctra.
ting glance as he springs into mwbood,  To-morrow that infant
15 @ Newton, At the biddig of lus hereulean energies, mystery
after wystery unfolds its hidden depths,  Welook again.  That
infant is an angel now. Clay orguns no longer cloy its powers,
nor impede its onward flight.
still its course is upward; and jts powers expanding, grusp more
and more of God, ull arrived where Gabiicl stood, when, hke
the opening flower, it sippud the first dew.drops of knowledge.
And yet it pauscs not, but onward and upward speeds its daz.
zling course, where

«Floods of living knowledge roll,
And pour and pour upon the soul.”
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Once more the woman’s shrill voice rose up, mingled with
the pattering of the rain aganst the casement, and penetrated
home after home ia vain; there was no kindred echo in the
hearts of those who heard 1t. A veteran author, whose thoughts
came slower than they were wont, what with age and poverty,
and the inendus which weighs ever on those who are forced to
coin poetry into bread—wearied and annoyed, sent down word
that if she did not move o, hie would give her in charge. But
upon his wife’s observiog that 1t was a terrible night to be abroad
m, qualified the éommand by a fuw half-pence, and the half of
their frugal supper.

“After all,” said he, with a snnle. “it is casier writing songs
here by our bit of fire (and it was but a i), than singing fhem
in the cold, wet streets.” A blessing surely rested on his poe.
try that pight.

Agin the ballad.singer passed on, and ber voice had more
of melody in it.  “Phe kind face and gentle words of the poet’s
wife hud done her good. beside pravuting for the wants of the
present hout ; and the poor, happily for them. in one sense,
scldom look beyond.  Presently the door of & respectable house
opened, and a young woman, decently dressed, beckoned her
forward, and slipped a shilling into her hand, observing that 1t
was a wild night.  The bailad-singer looked up astonished at

Age after age rolls away, and.

receiving so much, and saw by the lamp-light traces of tears
recently shed on the thin cheek of her benofactress.  The young
woman shook her head when she offered her one of the ballads
which she had been singing, declaring witlt a sigh that she knew
it by heart ; and interrupting her thanks and blessings by again
closing the donr, went back into her lile parlor, and lenning
her bead upon her hands, wept long and bitterly.

A love of country, as well as kindred and friends, is indisso-
lubly linked with old songs. The >wiss, although not in genc.
ral a people of great susceptibility, arc said to be peculinrly ative
to this fecling ; and also the Irish and Scotch, more especially
the latter.  How touching it is to hear home-songs in u strange
land '—the simple melodies of childhood, hundreds and hund-
reds of miles away, like the sweet voices of familing fricnds.
Terpandor, the Leshian musician, is said to have quelled an in.
surrection in Lincedwmon by his songs,  “Who has not heard
or read,” says n late author, “of the cxtraordinary cffeets of
of the Jacobute airs, so associated  with the canse in which they
had been such powerful zgents, that even st'l they make the
blood to tingle, and the heart to throb 7and that cnthusizan
which flew like the clectric spark through every rank wheriwer
the Marscilloise hymn was heard—a whole audience  rising
simultaneously, and amidst the waving of handkerchicfs, and
gestures of devotion, joining heart and  voize in the national an.
them—regiments  dropping on their knees, and as it were, sole-
muly devoting themscelves to the cause in which they were en-
guged Tor the Rans des Vaches, upon the hearing of which
expatriated Swiss soldiers were wont to melt into tears—many
deserted—others fell iil—and not a few actually died, it is said.
of mere Lome.sickness 17

We are wld by Mr. Maloie, that one night, when Sir Joshua
Reynolds was at Venice, the manager of the Opera, in compli-
ment 1o the English gentlemen there, ordered the baund w play
an English ballad tune, 1t happencd to be a parlor air, which
was played or sang in every street at the time of their Jaaving
London ; and by recalling to saind thut metropolis, with alt its
connexivns and endearing circumstances, brought tears into the
artist’s eyes, as well as into those of his countrymen who were
present. lo ail this the spell lies simply in the old song, hallow.
cd by memory and ascociation.

Rehgion, also, has her old songs—the Canticles, that songs”
—as the name so sweetly signifies “the most beautiful song!”
And more ancient still, when Moses sang at the head of the
tribes, after the miraculous passage of the Red Sea, Miriam’s
Song.  The Songs of David, the Song of the Angels, the Song
of Zion, began on earth, aud perfected in Heaven. A theine full
of holy and beautiful thoughts and imaginings—hauntings of a
glorious immurtality, but all too sacred for our present paper.
Hymns are a kind of spiritual song, the influence of winch
are perbaps more Jasting than any other kind of uninspired
mclody.  We learn them in childhood, and in old age their me-
mory comes back to gladden and to bless us. We lisp them
at a mother’s knee, and murmur them on a dying-bed. A
hymn is often among the last things retuined by the fading me-
mory—the last sound upon the trembling lips ;—like % Much-
afraid,” in the “Pilgrim’s Progress,” we pass through the river
singing.

Itis astonishing the pertinucity with which old songs linger
in the heart, long after things that secemed of far more impor-
tance have been fergotten.  The aged man, looking dimly back
upon  chiidnood’s hardly.acquired love, remembers little else
save its songs.  We can well recollect such an one, who for
many vears filled the professor’s chair at Edinburgh, and was
Justly ceiebrated as the jirst classieal scholar of his day. But
all these things bave passed from him now like a dream. Tt
is sad to mark the wreck of that glorious intellect—the wandez-
ing mind—the failing memory—and vct he can sing “Auld
Robin Graythroughout, from beginning to cnd, wihout missing
a word, and with cvident appreciation of its sweet and quiet
pathos.

Aud now we hasten to conclude a paper over which a few
may smile, while the many will bear witness by their tears to
its deep truth—and it may be, even the sceptics become followers
of our simple creed ; when the songs, warbled night after night
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