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"OUuR FAMILIAR SONGS.

Taey need no introduction ; they come with the latch-string assurance of
old and valued friends, whose separate welcomes have encouraged them to drop
in all together. They are not popular songs merely, nor old songs exclusively,
but well-known songs, of various times, on almost every theme of human inter-
est. They are the songs we have all sung, or wished we could sing ; the songs
our mothers crooned over our cradles, and our fathers hummed at their daily
toil ; the songs our sisters sang when they were the prima donnas of our
juvenile world ; the songs of our sweethearts and our boon companions ; the
songs that have swayed popular opinion, inspirited armies, sustained revolu-
tions, honored the king, made presidents, and marked historical epochs.

Very great songs—great in all respects—are comparatively few. Perhaps
a continued and warmly-expressed interest in the makers of familiar songs—
equivalent to that which other artists enjoy—would render those who are will-
ing to make the songs of a nation quite as numerous as those who are anxious
to make its laws. The revival of degenerate song begun by Burns was a new
inspiration ; and although several Scottish ladies, immediately following him,
kept themselves sedulously hidden from public view, while they produced some
of the finest songs ever written, a deep personal interest became manifest toward
the writers of lyric verse in Scotland. The result is, that no other people pos-
sesses such an array of poets whose rhyme can be echoed in written melody, and
there is more popular knowledge of Scotland’s song-writers than of those of any
other nation. In England little interest has been manifested in this portion of
the tuneful guild, and still less has our own country troubled itself about its
singing men and singing women.

John Howard Payne’s magnificent monument only testifies to consideration
that came too late. But for him, and for others even more deserving, ostenta-
tious and costly monumental remembrance is not to be desired. Something
with more of human sympathy in its expression should take its place.

*“Gi’e pillar’d fame to common men ;
Nae need o’ cairns for ane like thee,”’
says Lady Nairne, whose songs are her own most fitting memorial. ¢ 0Old Dog
Tray” isas much a reality to us all as if we had never sung the song without his
wagging tail to beat the time. Yet Stephen C. Foster, who drew that picture
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of dumb devotion to man in his loneliness, was himself the saddest realization
of the plaintive fancy. Epes Sargent was long a successful author and
editor ; but thousands who never heard of him as either, know that somebody
wrote ‘‘ A Life on the Ocean Wave,” with which they cheer their inland homes.
Caroline Gilman is associated with her books for the young, but hardly with
her “ Trancadillo” chorus, which is sung by boating parties when all books are
forgotten. Bulwer is known by his stately novels, but not by his song, ‘“ When
Stars are in the Quiet Skies,” though no moonlight ride is complete without it.

It is perhaps hardly necessary to say, in regard to the biographical sketches,
that it has been my purpose to make them full in the case of authors little
known, but not to cumber the book with the familiar details of the lives of more
famous men. It is assumed that the ordinary reader knows, or can readily
turn to, the history of authors like Ben Jonson, Lord Byron, Longfellow, and
Tennyson, while he would be glad to find, in this connection, information about
such as Tannahill, Bayly, Dempster, Ainslie, and Foster.

I take pleasure in expressing my indebtedness to Professor EDwARD S. Cunm-
MINGS, of New York, for the skill and care with which he has edited the musicin
this volume. My thanks are also cordially returned for courtesies received from
publishers who hold the copyright of songs included here: Messrs. Oliver Dit-
son & Co., Boston; William A. Pond & Co., New York; G. Schirmer, New
York ; Louis Meyer, Philadelphia ; and S. Brainerd’s Sons, Cleveland ; as well
as to the authors and composers. For much of the information which here
appears in print for the first time, I am indebted to the personal kindness of
friends and relatives of the authors, retired music-publishers, and others, both
here and in England, in whose memories alone were to be found any records of
some of the writers of immortal songs. I regret that to all these I can only
make this general acknowledgment.

H. K. J.
NEw York, January 4, 1881.
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SONGS OF REMINISCENCE.



Sing to your sons those melodies,
The songs your fathers loved.
— Felicta Hemans.

‘When time has passed, and seasons fled,
Your hearts will feel like mine,
And aye the song will maist delight
That minds ye o’ lang syne.
— Susanna Blamire.

The portal soon was opened, for in the land of Song
The minstrel at the outer gate yet never lingered long,
And inner doors were seldom closed *gainst wand’rers such as he;
For locks or hearts to open soon, sweet Music is the key.
— Samuel Lover.

Sing again the song you sung

‘When we were together young,

‘When there were but you and I
Underneath the summer sky.

Sing the song, and o’er and o’er,
Though I know that never more
Will it seem the song you sung

‘When we were together young.

— George William Curtis.



SONGS OF REMINISCENCE.

. THE LONG AGO.

i

THE author of “The Long Ago” was a dramatist, novelist, and poet, but was
preéminently successful as a writer and composer of sweet and singable songs. His verse
is tuneful and tender, his airs musical and delicate, and both are pervaded by a spirit
of purity. ‘

Tromss HAYNES BAYLY was born at Bath, England, on the 13th of October, 1797, and
was the only child of wealthy parents. At the age of seven he delighted an admiring circle
of titled relations by writing rhymes, which were unusually good. As a schoolboy the
young poet was a comparative failure, if judged by the debits and credits of the teacher’s
record; he loved only to dramatize his history lessons and rhyme the rules of his arithmetic.

At seventeen, he resisted his father’s attempt to make him a lawyer, and after several
years of home life, during which he produced literary work that gained popular favor to
some extent, he went to Oxford to study for the church. But the theological student
proved as wayward as the schoolboy, and the deeper romance of love took the place of his
early rhymings. Mr. Bayly married a wealthy and gifted lady, and for six ycars they
lived in a charming country house, when their little boy was taken from them, and
they were overwhelmed by financial ruin. The poet’s health was shattered by these dis-
asters; and when the exercise of his pen, which had been a pastime, became a necessity,
it would not move with its accustomed freedom. They had two daughters, and the con-
stant fear that he should lose entirely the power to compose the little songs of love and
pathos and social life, which now furnished their support, so wrought upon him that the
worst was realized. He was attacked by brain fever, from which he rallied only to sink
beneath another painful disease. The beauty of his soul shone forth amid the sufferings of
mind and body, and the loving spirit of one of England’s sweetest song-writers rested in
peace and joy when he was but forty-two years of age, April 22, 1839.

Mr. Bayly’s poems were first collected in this country, and edited by Rufus W. Gris-
wold (Philadelphia, 1843). The edition was incomplete, but it was o long time before his
own country possessed one as good. Many of the songs were wriften originally for pub-
lishers or composers who held the copyright. Mrs. Bayly finally published her husband’s
poems, with a biography, in two volumes.
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go, Love when you spoke gave a charm to each word.

Let me for- get that so Jong you have roved,

Long, long a - go, Long a -
Long, long a - go, Loug a - go.
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There is another familiar set of words which seems to be altered from Mr. Bayly’s, and
is sung to the same air.

Tell me the tale of the friends you have loved, ‘What were the pleasures you gathered at home,
Long, loug ago, long ago, Long, long ago, long ago?

Tell me of those by whose side you have roved, ‘Where were the meadows enticed you to roam
Long, long ago, long ago. Long, long ago, long ago?

Say were your playmates as blithe and as gay, Mother, sweet mother, why starteth that tear?

Joyous as those I have been with to-day ? Tell me the tale you delighted to hear

‘Who were the children you met in your play, Told by the friends that to you were so dear,
Long, long ago, long ago? Long, long ago, long ago.

OLD DOG TRAY.

Wno is not familiar with “0ld Uncle Ned,” “Swanee Ribber,” “Massa’s in de cold,
cold ground,” “0Old Dog Tray,” and “0, boys, carry me 'long?” But how many know any-
thing of the life of the extraordinary man who wrote them? He must have passed unnoticed
through the streets when from every lighted concert-room, from almost every family circle,
from every hand-organ or roaming ballad-singer’s lips, were poured forth his irresistible
melodies. He wrote between two hundred and three hundred popular songs—more than
any other American; and though they are not of equal popularity or merit, we have yet to
hear one which is devoid of meaning in the words, or beauty in the air.

STEPHEN CoLLINS FOSTER was born in Pittsburgh, Penn., July 4, 1826. He was a musi-
cian almost from his cradle, and at the age of seven had mastered the flageolet without a
teacher. Ivery instrument in turn gave up its sweetness to his touch ; but he never cared
to become a distinguished performer. To compose the words and music of a song was his
chief delight from boyhood. He wrote the words first, and then hummed them over and
over till he found notes that would express them properly. His first published song ap-
peared in 1842, when he was a merchant’s clerk in Cincinnati; a second was published the
same year in Baltimore. The success of these impelled him to give up business and devote
himself to composition for a livelihood. He returned to Pittsburgh, where he married.
Mr. Foster had a wide range of culture, was an eager reader, and proficient in French and
German, and was somewhat of a painter. The few who became his intimates speak most
enthusiastically of his varied powers; but he was retiring and sensitive. Ie attempted to
illustrate one of his pathetic songs, and handed the sketch with the manuscript to his pub-
lisher, who looked at it a moment, and said pleasantly, “Oh! another comic song, Mr.
Foster I” The artist tore up the sketch, and made no more pictures for the public.



OLD DOG TRAY. 5

It has been said that Foster received $15,000 for “Old Folks at Home.” This is incor-
rect; but one publishing house paid him nearly $20,000 for those of his compositions which
were issued by them. His songs have been translated into most of the European and some
of the Asiatic languages.

Mr. Foster spent his last years in New York, where the most familiar sound was a
strain of his own musie, and the least familiar sight a face that he knew. He became
reckless and intemperate, and would sell for a few dollars a song that brought a large sum
to its purchaser. Several of his best were composed in a back room of an old down-town
grocery, on pieces of brown wrapping-paper. He died in a hospital to which he had been

carried from a hotel in the Bowery, January 18, 1864.
Of “0ld Dog Tray,” 125,000 copies were sold in eighteen months.

By special permission of Messrs. WILLIAM A. PoND & Co.
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AULD LANG SYNE. "

AULD LANG SYNE.

RoBERT BURNS was born near Ayr, Scotland, January 25, 1759, and died in Dumfries
on the 21st day of July, 1796. His loves and his sorrows, his joys and his revelings, are as
well known as his “Highland Mary” and his “ Auld Lang Syne.” Here is his own account
of his first love and his first song: “You know our country custom of coupling a man and
woman together as partners in the labors of harvest. In my fifteenth autumn, my partner
was a bewitching creature, a year younger than myself. My scarcity of English denies me
the power of doing her justice in that language; but you know the Scottish idiom—she
was a bonnie, sweet, sonsie lass. In short, she altogether, unwittingly to herself, initiated
me in that delicious passion, which, in spite of acid disappointment, gin-horse prudence,
and book-worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of human joys, our dearest blessing here
below! How she caught the contagion, I cannot tell; you medical people talk much of
infection from breathing the same air, the touch, &c.; but I never expressly said I loved
her. Indeed, I did not know myself why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, when
returning in the evening from our labors; why the tones of her voice made my heart-
strings thrill like an ZKolian harp ; and, particularly, why my pulse beat such a furious rattan
when I looked and fingered over her little hand, to pick out the cruel nettle-stings and
thistles. Among her other love-inspiring qualities, she sung sweetly; and it was her favor-
ite reel to which I attempted giving an embodied vehicle in thyme. I was not so presump-
tuous as to imagine I could make verses like printed ones composed by men who had
Greek and Latin; but my girl sung a song, which was said to be composed by a small
country laird’s son, on one of his father’s maids, with whom he was in love! and I saw no
reason why I might not rhyme as well as he; for, excepting that he could smear sheep,
and cast peats, his fatherliving in the moor-lands, he had no more scholar craft than myself.”

Of the world-famous “ Auld Lang Syne,” only the second and third stanzas were writ-
ten by Burns, although he retouched them all. A song bearing that title can be traced in
broadsides to the latter part of 1600, and the phrase “auld lang syne,” was current in the
time of Charles I. Allan Ramsay wrote an inferior set of words to the original air, be-
ginning —

¢ Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
Though they return with scars 27

In a letter to Mrs. Dunlop, dated December 17, 1788, Burns says: “Your meeting,
which you so well describe, with your old school-fellow and friend, was truly interesting.
Out upon the ways of the world !—they spoil these ‘social offspring of the heart” Two
veterans of the ‘men of the world’ would have met with little more heart-workings than
two hacks worn out on the road. Apropos, is not the Scotch phrase, ‘auld lang syne’
exceedingly expressive? There is an old song and tune which has often thrilled through
my soul; I shall give you the verses in the other sheet. Light be the turf on the breast of
the heaven-inspired poet who composed this glorious fragment!” It is impossible to tell
which set of words with this refrain Burns refers to in his letter to Mrs. Dunlop; for there
are at least three which antedate his. Here is the best, given by Chambers, in his “Scot-
tish Songs.” It bears the date 1716:

Should old acquaintance be forgot, ‘Where are thy protestations,
And never thought upon, - Thy vows, and oathes, my dear,
The flames of love extinguished, Thou mad’st to me, and I to thee,
Ang fully past and gone ? In regester yet clear?
1Is thy kind heart now grown so cold Is faith and truth so violate
In that loving breast of thine, To the immortal gods divine,
That thou canst never once reflect ) That thou canst never once reflect

On Old Loug Syne ? On Old Long Syne ?
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In another letter, to George Thomson, who is intimately associated with Burns and
Scottish music, dated September, 1793, Burns says: “One song more, and I have done-—
‘Auld Lang Syne.” The air is but mediocre; but the following song, the old song of the
olden times, and which has never been in prmt nor even in manuseript, until I took it down
from an old man’s singing, is enough to recommend any air.” Mr. Thomson set the words
to an old Lowland melody, entitled I fee’d a lad at Michaelmas,” and together they make

our Old Long Since,
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We twa hae run about the braes,
And pw’d the gowans fine;
But we’ve wander’d mony a weary foot,
Sin’ auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, eic.

We twa hae paidl’t in the burn
Frae morning sun till dine;
But seas between us braid hae roar’d
Sin’ auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, etc.

And there’s a hand, my trusty frien’,
And gie’s a hand o’ thine ;
And we'll tak’ a right gude willy-waught
For auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, etc.

And surely ye’ll be your pint stoup,
As surely I’ll be mine!
And we’ll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, etc.
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TeE name of Dr. THOMAS DUNN ENGLISH is familiar to the readers of the past forty
years; but I think it has not generally been associated with this widely popular song. The
music appeared with only the composer’s name attached, and that has always been given
incorrectly.

Dr. English was born in Philadelphia, June 29, 1819. He received the degree of M. D.
from the University of Pennsylvania in 1839, was called to the bar in 1842, and has been a
practising physician at Fort Lee, New Jersey, since 1848: He was for years devoted to lit-
erary pursuits, as author, editor, and contributor to various periodicals. His vigorous
poem, “The Gallows-Goers,” made a great sensation about 1845, when capital punishmen?
was an exciting subject of popular debate. A selection from his historical poems has
recently (1880) been published in New York, under the title of “ American Ballads.”

“Ben Bolt” was written in 1842. Its author was visiting in New York, and N. P. Willis,
who with George P. Morris was editing the New Mirror, asked him for a gratuitous con-
tribution, and suggested that it be a sea-song. Dr. English promised one, and on returning
to his home, attempted to make good his word. Only one line that smacked of the sea
came at his bidding; but at a white heat he composed the five stanzas of ¢“Ben Bolt,” as it
now reads, betraying the original intention in the last line of the last stanza. Within a
year the poem had been reprinted in England, and its author then thought it might be a
still greater favorite if set to appropriate music. Dominick M. H. Hay wrote an air for it,
which was never printed; and Dr. English wrote one himself, which, although printed, had
no sale. It was written entirely for the black keys. In 1848, a play was brought out in
Pittsburgh, Penn., called ¢The Battle of Buena Vista,” in which the song of “Ben Bolt”
was introduced. A. M. Hunt, an Englishman, connected with western journalism, had read
the words in an English newspaper, and gave them from memory to NELSON KNEASS,
filling in from his imagination where his memory failed. Kneass adapted a German melody
to the lines, and they were sung in the play. The drama died, but the song survived. A
music publisher of Cincinnati obtained the copyright, and it was the business success of
his career. In theatres, concert-rooms, minstrel-shows, and private parlors nothing was
heard but “Ben Bolt.” It was ground on hand-organs, and whistled in the streets, and
“Sweet Alice” became the pet of the public. A steamboat in the West, and a ship in the
East, were named after her. The steamer was blown up, and the ship was wrecked ; but
Alice floated safely in the fragile bark of song. The poem went abroad, and obtained great
popularity in England. The streets of London were flooded with parodies, answers, and
imitations, printed on broadsides, and sung and sold by curbstone minstrels. A play was
written there, based upon it, and as late as 1877 a serial novel ran through a London
weekly paper of note, in which the memories evoked by the singing of “Ben Bolt” played
a prominent part in evolving the catastrophe.

NEeLsoN KNEass (not Nicholas, as the name has been generally printed), came of a good
family, but preferred a semi-vagrant life. He was a teacher of music in New York, and a
singer in the Park Theatre, and afterward became a negro minstrel. He married a Mrs.
Sharpe, who lost her life by falling overboard from a Mississippi steamboat. He was a jolly,
companionable fellow, ‘“nobody’s enemy but his own,” and ended a precarious existence
in poverty. He always complained that he received but a trifle for the music. The author
of the words, in true authorly fashion, never received anything, not even a copy of the
published song, and when he complained of mutilation in the words, he was told that they
were decidedly improved! I give the original stanzas complete.
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Don’t you remember sweet Alice, Ben Bolt?—

Sweet Alice, whose hair was so brown,
Who wept with delight when you gave her
And trembled with fear at your frown !
In the old church-yard, in the valley, Ben
In a corner obscure and alone,

They have fitted a slab of the granite so gray,

And Alice lies under the stone!

Under the hickory tree, Ben Bolt,
Which stood at the foot of the hill,

Together we’ve lain in the noon-day shade,

And listened to Appleton’s mill.

The mill-wheel has fallen to pieces, Ben Bolt,

The rafters have tumbled in,

And a quietthat crawls round the walls as you gaze,

Has followed the olden din.

Do you mind the cabin of logs, Ben Bolt,
At the edge of the pathless wood,

And the button-ball tree with its motley limbs,

Which nigh by the door-step stood ?

The cabin to ruin has gone, Ben Bolt,
The tree you would seek in vain ;

And where once the lords of the forest waved,
Grows grass and the golden grain.

a smile,

Bolt,

And don’t you remember the school, Ben Bolt,
With the master so cruel and grim,

And the shaded nook by the running brook,
Where the children went to swim?

Grass grows on the master’s grave, Ben Bolt,
The spring of the brook is dry,

And of all the boys who were schoolmates then,
There are only you and I.

There is change in the things I loved, Ben Bolt,
They have changed from the old to the new ;

But I feel in the depths of my spirit the truth,
There never was change in you.

Twelve-months twenty have past, Ben Bolt,
Since first we were friends—yet I hail

Thy presence a blessing, thy friendship a truth,
Ben Bolt, of the salt-sea gale!




12 OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.
I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER.

OTHER lyrics of THOMAS HooD’s have been set to music; but none have been familiarly
sung except the one that follows. The story of Hood’s life,—of his poverty, his extreme
and constant bodily suffering, his domestic love and loss, his manly struggles and his boy-
ish mirth,—is a twice-told tale. He tells us, in his ¢ Literary Reminiscences,” that he—

sat upon a lofty stool, And take stray dips in the Castalian pool.
At lofty desk, and with a clerkly pen Now double entry—now a flowery trope—
Began each morning, at the stroke of ten, Mingling poetic honey with trade wax—
To write in Bell & Co.’s commereial school Blogg Brothers—Milton—Grote and Prescott—Pope—
In Warnford Court, a shady nook and cool, Bristles—and Hogg—Glyn Mills and Halifax—
The favorite retreat of merchant men; Rogers—and Towgood—Hemp—the Bard of Hope—
Yet would my quill turn vagrant even then, Barilla—Byron—Tallow—Burns—and Flax!

And in a characteristic letter to Bulwer, he says: “I must die in harness, like a hero or a
horse.” Hood, who thought that “next to being a citizen of the world, it must be the best
thing to be born a citizen of the world’s greatest city,” was so born, in real Cockneydom,
close to Bow Bells, London, May 23d, 1798. He died May 3d, 1845, and was buried in Ken-
dall Green Cemetery. Eliza Cook visited his grave, and found it entirely unmarked. Nine
years were suffered to pass before there was anything to note a tomb except the too
familiar rounded heap of sod. Then, amid a vast multitude of sad and silent spectators,
Hood’s statue was unveiled there. The graceful vigor of Miss Cook’s lines, no less than
their subject, justifies their citation in full.

‘What gorgeous cenotaphs arise, of Parian shrine and granite vault;

‘What blazoned claims on purer skies, that shut out earthly flaw and fault!
‘Who lies below yon splendid tomb, that stretches out so broad and tall?
The worms will surely ne’er exhume a sleeper locked within such wall.

And see that other stately pile of chiselled glory, staring out!

Come, sexton, leave your work awhile, and tell us what we ask about.
So! one belongs to him who held a score of trained and tortured steeds—
Great Circus Hero, unexcelled,—on what strange stuff Ambition feeds!

The other guards the last repose of one who shone by juggling eraft.
Methinks when such a temple rose, how Esculapius must have laughed.
And see that tomb beneath yon tree !—but, sexton, tell us where to find
The grave of him we came to see ;—is it not here, or are we blind?

‘We mean poor Hood’s—the man who made that song about the “ Bridge of Sighs.”
You know the song; well, leave your spade, and please to show us where he lies.
What! therc! without a single mark—without a stone—without a line—

Docs watchfire Genius leave no spark to note its ashes as divine?

Must strangers come to woo his shade, scanning rare beauties as they pass;
And when they pause where /¢ ix laid, stop at a trodden mound of grass?
And is it thus? Well, we suppose, England is far too poor to spare

A slab of white, where Truth might write the title of her Poet Heir.

Let us adorn our city walks with senate-form and soldier-chief—

Carve toga-folds and laurel stalks,—let marble shine in robe and leaf.

But Hood—* poor Hood ”—the poet fool, who sung of women’s woes and wrongs,
‘Who taught his Master’s golden rule,—give him no statue for his songs!

Give him the dust beneath his head, give him a grave—a grave alone;

In life he dearly won his bread, in death he was not worth a stone.
Perhaps we rightly think that he who flung God’s light round lowly things,
Can soar above in memory’s love, supported by his own strong wings.



I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER.

Our Shakespeare can be only met within a narrow play-house porch;
So, Hood, thy spirit need not fret, but hold its own immortal torch.
Poor Hood! for whom a people wreathes the heart-born flowers that never die;
Poor Hood! for whom a requiem breathes in every human, toil-wrung sigh.

Let the horse-tamer’s bed be known by the rich mausoleum-shrine;

Give the bold quack his charnel throne—their works were worthier far than thine.

And let thy soul serenely sleep, while pilgrims stand, as I have stood,
To worship at a nameless heap, and fondly, sadly say, ¢ Poor Hood !*

13

The music of Hood’s song, “I remember,” was made by JOEN BLOCKLEY, an English
composer, author of many beautiful airs, who was born about 18710 and has been for some

years associated with his brothers as a music publisher in London.
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ingenious nonsense, he wrote many exquisite poems.

OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.

I remember, I remember
The house where I was born,
The little window where the sun
Came peeping in at morn;

He never came a wink too soon,
Nor brought too long a day,
But now I often wish the night
Had borne my breath away.

I remember, I remember
The roses red and white,

The violets and the lily-cups,
Those flowers made of light;
The lilacs where the robin built,
And where my brother set
The laburnum, on his birthday,
And the tree is living yet.

I remember, I remember
Where I was used to swing,

And thought the air must rush as fresh
To swallows on the wing;

My spirit flew in feathers then,
That is so heavy now;

The summer pool could hardly cool
The fever on my brow.

I remember, I remember
The fir-trees dark and high;

I used to think their slender tops
Were close again the sky;

It was a childish ignorance,
But now ’tis little joy

To know I'm farther off from Heaven,
Than when I was a boy.

I REMEMBER.

WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED, a classmate of Macaulay’s at Cambridge University,
and his friendly rival in the boyish turning of a Greek ode or a Latin epigram, was born in
London, of wealthy parents, July 26, 1802.
Besides his rhymed charades, which lifted that kind of literature above the plane of mere

He was pleasing, brilliant and thoughtful.

He was happily married, and both

he and his verse were favorites in society. He had Dbeen admitted to the Bar, served in
Parliament, and was entering upon a promising literary career, when he died at the age of
thirty-seven.

The words of the song “I remember,” were written in June, 1833.

composed for them by LADY EDWARD FITZGERALD.

The music was
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Were as blithe as blithe could be,
-nj

Arnd all their radiant flowers
Are gleaming in my hair,

But they are not half so bright, love,
As childhood’s roses were,

Were coronals for me;

Gems to

Then the bowers, then the bowers

(4
What childhood’s pleasures were.

How my childhood fleeted by,
The mirth of its December,

There are no signs of care,
But my pleasures are not now, love,

And the warmth of its July.
On my brow, love, on my brow, love,

i
I remember, I remember
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I was singing,—I was singing, I was merry, I was merry,
And my songs were idle words ; When my little lovers came,

But from my heart was springing With a lily, or a cherry,
Wild music like a bird’s. Or a new invented game;

Now I sing, love—now I sing, love, Now I've you, love, now I've you, love,
A fine Italian air; To kneel before me there,

But it’s not so glad a thing, love, But you know you’re not so true, love,
As childhood’s ballads were. As childhood’s lovers were.

OH, WOULD I WERE A BOY AGAIN!

TEE song which follows is characteristic of its author, MARK LEMON, founder and editor
of London Punch. Youth’s best gifts, hope and enthusiasm, were never lost to him, and
the man of gigantic proportions was at heart a perpetual boy. Sympathetic, generous,
modest, and true-hearted, he was universally beloved, though his virtues were most appar-
ent and best appreciated in his own home. He formed a love-match while young and poor,
and although he was never substantially wealthy, and died leaving very little to his family,
he had one of the happiest homes on earth. He played a royal game of romps, and could
beat his boys at leap-frog. Mr. Joseph L. Hatton, in his pleasant volume of reminiscences
of Mark Lemon, says: “Years hence, it may seem almost beyond belief that the founder of
Punch died without deserving the enmity of any man, beloved by all who had labored with
him, respected by men of all creeds and parties; being, nevertheless, one who had never
sacrificed the independence of his paper.”

Lemon had a Falstaffian appearance, and an aptitude for representation, and he played
the part of the redoubtable knight in the private theatricals which Dickens and kindred
spirits enacted, and which became famous in London. Lemon formed a small theatrical
company of his own, with which he played throughout England, and made the tour of Scot-
land. The little amateur party named itself “The Show.” Mr. Hatton, who was a mem-
ber of the company, says: “The grave and reverend chief, sweet Jack Falstaff, rare Jack
Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, smiled benignantly upon our frolicsome notions. He gave him-
self up to all our whims and fancies. It seemed as if he were trying to be young again.
For that matter, he was young; he had a rich, unctuous voice, and a merry, catching laugh.
Not fame, but money for his family, was the object which he sought. He made careful
study of Falstaff, and he always insisted that old Sir John ‘was not a buffoon, but a gentle-
man; fallen away in the general degeneracy of the times, but, nevertheless, a gentlemen.””

While writing as busily, but not as readily as ever, Mark Lemon says: “It seems out
of character for an old boy like me to be telling love-stories. I don’tknow that I have lost
faith, nor sentiment either, but I hurry over love-scenes as if I had no business with them.”
The description of Falstaff’s death had always moved the nobler man who played his part.
Falstaff in dying “babbled of green fields,” and Mark Lemon, in his last moments, wan-
dered back in fancy to the loved and unforgotten scenes of his boyhood’s home.

He was born in London, November 30th, 1809, and died at Crawley, Sussex, May 23d,
1870. Besides his editorial work on Punch, and writings for other periodicals, he wrote
forty plays, a few novels, and hundreds of ballads.” His last, unfinished, and intended as
the second of a series, was found scratched in lead pencil on a sheet of blue foolscap paper,
and had no title. Youth and Love were the victors, as they had always been with him.
Tt reads-



OH, WOULD I WERE A BOY AGAIN.

‘We are two heroes come from strife;
‘Where have we been fighting?

On the battlefield of life,
Doing wrong, wrong righting.

Forth we went a gallant band —
Youth, Love, Gold, and Pleasure;

‘Who, we said, can us withstand?
Who dare lances measure ?

Round about the world we went;
Ne’er were such free lances —

Victors in each tournament,
‘Winning beauty’s glances.

Gold, at last, his prowess lost,
And when he departed,
Pleasure’s lance was rarely crossed,
Pleasure grew faint-hearted.

FrANK ROMER, an Englishman, born about 1820, wrote the music of this song for Sig-
nor Giubilei, a noted Italian baritone, who appeared in opera in this country. Romer was
never paid a penny for it, nor did he receive any very large sum for his numerous other

songs.

But he was wise enough to leave the business of composing for that of publishing,

and is now a partner in a prosperous music firm in London. Here he has a noble oppor-
tunity to give to struggling composers that encouragement in the way of appreciation and

fair pay of which he himself felt the need in his younger days.

“Oh, Would I were a Boy

again!” was made still more popular by a minstrel troupe, who sang it every night for
three years.
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THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET.

THE public that has so often slighted the names of its pleasantest comforters, has
occasionally sought to raise from obscurity one to whom its debts were infinitely less.
SAMUEL WooDpwoRTH deserved from his fellow men nothing more than the common
decencies of life, until he chanced, by mere persistency of scribbling, to produce
something which, though but tolerable as poetry, touched the universal heart.
Popular impression seems to class him in the list of the unappreciated great, who
might have done more had more been done for them. Is it commonly remembered that a
volume of his was published in New York, with an eulogistic introduction by George P.
Morris, which contained one hundred poems, save one,—and the lacking one is the only
real one that Woodworth ever wrote— ¢ The Old Oaken Bucket,” which was not then in
existence.

He was born in Scituate, Plymouth County, Massachusetts, January 13th, 1785. His
father was a farmer, and very poor. At fourteen, S8amuel had picked up but little reading,
writing and arithmetic, when he began to make rhymes which the village authorities,—the
minister, and the school-master—saw and pronounced remarkable. The minister took
him into his own family, and instructed him in English branches and Latin; but verse-
making kept him from study, and the love of it. The minister tried to raise money enough
to carry him through college; but the undertaking failed, and the spirit which inspired
many youths of his day to get an education through their own efforts, was not possessed
by our hero. He chose the calling of a printer, but at the end of his apprenticeship in a
Boston office, he had wearied of the arduous work. He formed a preposterous plan for
making a tour over the whole country, in order to write a description of his travels. But
again people were reluctant to invest for his benefit; and as the economical and health-
giving method of walking did not tempt his fancy, his biographer touchingly records, that
when that hope had failed him also, he returned to the printer’s case. Soon after, he
engaged in a wild speculation, and the same friendly hand eupkemistically writes that “the
unfortunate result rendered a temporary absence from his native State necessary to the
preservation of his personal liberty.” He then planned a journey to the South, and a
friend who had often given him the same kind of assistance, supplied a purse that would
take him a little way. Ie vainly asked for work at the printing-offices along his route,
and arrived in New Haven with blistered feet and an empty pocket. With additional
funds from his generous friend, he continued his journey to New York, where he found
work, and a still further loan awaiting him. But verse-making and love-making claimed
most of his time, and in nine months. he abandoned the employment that had once given
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him the means of support and left him leisure for literary pursuits. He then established
a newspaper, procuring an outfit upon eredit. It was called The Belles-Lettres Reposi-
tory, and was enthusiastically dedicated to the ladies. Perhaps the fair were highly flat-
tered, but the brothers, lovers, and husbands failed to buy. A crash, of course, ensued,
after which the creditors had the pleasure of reading a poem of six hundred lines, which
the publisher and editor wrote to relieve his feelings.

He worked in Hartford a few weeks, and then went back to his early home. Once
more he set out, on foot, in search of fame and fortune. He wandered to Baltimore, pay-
ing his way by writing for the newspapers, and he never lacked a market for his rhymes.
But, poor as ever, he returned to New York, and involved other lives in the needless bitter-
ness of his own. He married, and four little ones were born to, and amid the miseries of,
his poverty.

During the war of 1812-715, Mr. Woodworth conducted a weekly newspaper called
The War, and a monthly magazine called The Halcyon Luminary and Theological Reposi-
tory. The latter was devoted to the doctrine of Swedenborg, of whom Woodworth was a
follower. More debt was all that resulted to him through his enterprise. He had no diffi-
culty in obtaining employment in a printing-office, and, while working there, he was asked
to write a history of the war with England, in the style of a romance, to be entitled “The
Champions of Freedom.” So eager was the public for this story, which nobody now reads,
that the author was often compelled to send twelve unrevised lines at a time to the
press. The printing was begun when but two sheets were written.

Two publishing-houses simultaneously offered to collect, illustrate, and publish Wood-
worth’s poems, and accompany them with a sketch of his life. They hunted stray corners
for his thymed scraps, and solemnly asserted that “they wished no advantage to them-
selves, but were moved only by the desire to rescue from oblivion the fugitive productions
of a native poet, who upon the other side of the water would have attained opulence, and
to relieve an unfortunate author from pecuniary embarrassment;” adding that, if that
effort met with success, a second volume would be forthcoming! Samuel Woodworth died
December 9th, 1842.

“The Old Oaken Bucket” was written in the summer of 1817, when Mr. Woodworth,
with his family, was living in Duane street, New York City. One hot day, he came into the
house, and pouring out a glass of water, drained it eagerly. As he set it down, he ex-
claimed, “That is very refreshing, but how much more refreshing would it be to take a
good, long draught from the old oaken bucket I left hanging in my father’s welk, at home.”

“Selim,” said his wife, “wouldn’t that be a pretty subject for a poem ?”

At this suggestion, Woodworth seized his pen, and as the home of his. ehildhood rose
vividly to his fancy, he wrote the now familiar words. The name of Frederick Smith
appears as composer of the air, but he was merely the arranger; it is probably an old Scot-
tish melody.
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How dear to my heart are the scenes of my child-
hood
When fond recollection presents them to view;
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled wild-
wood,
And every loved spot which my infancy knew !
The wide-spreading pond, the mill that stood by
it,

glowing,

well.

I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure,
The purest and sweetest that nature can yield.
How ardent I seized it, with hands that were

And quick to the white, pebbled bottom it fell,
Then soon with the emblem of truth overflowing,
And dropping with coolness it rose from the

The bridge and the rock where the cataract fell,
The cot of my father, the dairy house nigh it,
And e’en the rude bucket that hung in the well

How sweet from the green, mossy rim to receive
it,
As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips;

Cho—The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound Not a full, blushing goblet could tempt me to

bucket, leave it,
The moss-covered bucket that hung in the Tho’ filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips.
well. And now, far removed from the loved situation,

The tear of regret will intrusively swell,
As fancy reverts to my father’s plantation,
And sighs for the bucket which hung in the well.

The moss-covered bucket I hailed as a treasure,
For often at noon when returned from the field,

THE OLD ARM-CHAIR.

It was in Eniza Cook’s girthood that ¢ The Old Arm-Chair” was made vacant by her
mother’s death; and the daughter’s life was not very happy until, with the profits of her
writings, she had bought a house and made herself a charming home. We think of her
almost as the oceupant of the old arm-chair herself; but it is not so many years since our
country-woman, Frances S. Osgood, wrote from London “Eliza Cook is just what her
noble poetry would lead you to imagine her—a frank, brave, and warm-hearted girl, about
twenty years of age, Tather stout and sturdy 1ook1ng, with a face not handsome but very
intelligent. Her hair is black, and very luxuriant, her eyes gray and full of expression, and
her mouth indescribably sweet.” As she is a little out of fashion now-a-days, we are
always surprised to find hew pleasant her writings are, and, especially, how spirited are
some of her lyrics. She was born in London in 1817.
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HeNrRY RUSSELL, the famous composer, who made the air to which “The Old Arm-
Chair” is set, was born in England about 1812. He is said to have been of Jewish descent,
but those who were intimate with him say that his features did not indicate it. He began
his professional life as a music-teacher, and while he was pursuing that vocation in Bir-
minghain, his talents so {ascinated Miss Isabella Lloyd, daughter of a rich Quaker banker,
who possessed twenty-five thousand dollars a year in her own right, that she ran away
from home and married him. Russell wrote music for some of Charles Mackey’s spirited -
Iyrics, and got up a series of concerts which were very popular throughout the British
Islands. Authorities differ respecting his voice; contemporary journals speak of its mag-
nificent quality and compass, while a trustworthy account sdys that he sang effectively,
without anything like a voice. He certainly had power to move audiences, and much of
his success came from his selection of simple and picturesque words, which he rendered
with feeling and a perfectly distinct utterance. He sang the pathetic and the rollicking
with equal success.

Russell visited the United States about 1843, and is still well remembered here. He
carried home golden spoils ; and after a few successful tours in the old world, gave up the
stage entirely and devoted himself to a business more profitable even than that of a favor-
ite singer. He became a bill-discounter, what we should call a “note-shaver,” in London,
and amassed an immense fortune.
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I love it, I love it; and who shall dare

To chide me for loving that old arm-chair?

I’ve treasured it long as a sainted prize;

I've bedewed it with tears, and embalmed it with
sighs;

"Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart,

Not a tie will break, not a link will start.

Would you learn the spell ?.—a mother sat there,

And a sacred thing is that old arm-chair.

In childhood’s hour I lingered near

The hallowed seat with listening ear;

And gentle words that mother would give,

To fit me to die, and teach me to live.

She told me shame would never betide,

With truth for my creed and God for my guide ;
She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer,

As I knelt beside that old arm-chair,

I sat and watched her many a day.

When her eye grew dim, and her locks were
gray;

And I almost worshipped her when she smiled,

And turned from her Bible to bless her child.

Years rolled on; but the last one sped —

My idol was shattered, my earth-star fled:

I learnt how much the heart can bear,

When I saw her die in that old arm-chair.

"Tis past, ’tis past, but I gaze on it now

With quivering breath and throbbing brow;
"Twas there she nursed me, 'twas there she died;
And memory flows with lava tide.

Say it is folly, and deem me weak,

While the scalding drops run down my cheek;
But I love it, I love it, and cannot tear

My soul from a mother’s old arm-chair.
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WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE.

GEORGE P. MoRRIS'S songs have in them the something which lives in the memory
and the heart. They seem like happy accidents of a mind that could arrange and make
available the talent of other men, rather than originate. General Morris was best known
as a successful editor of journals of polite literature, when our country most needed such
journalism. He is inseparably associated with N. P. Willis, with whom he conducted the
Mirror, the New Mirror, and the Home Journal. Samuel Woodworth, whose “Old Oaken
Bucket” is founded on the same sentiments that make Mr. Morris’s songs popular, started
the Mirror with him, when Morris was but twenty-one years old; but Woodworth very
soon left the firm. General Morris was born in Philadelphia, October 10, 1802, but his life
is entirely associated with New York City, where he died July 6, 1864.

The following is his own account of the way in which “ Woodman, Spare that Tree”
came to be written: “Riding out of town a few days since, in company with a friend, who
was once the expectant heir of the largest estate in America, but over whose worldly
prospects a blight has recently come, he invited me to turn down a little romantic wood-
land pass, not far from Bloomingdale. ¢Your object?’ inquired I. ‘Merely to look once
more at an old tree planted by my grandfather, near a cottage that was once my father’s.
¢‘The place is yours, then ¥’ said I. ¢No, my poor mother sold it)— and I observed a slight
quiver of the lip, at the recollection. ¢Dear mother!” resumed my companion, ‘we passed
many, many happy days in that old cottage; but it is nothing to me now. Father, mother,
sisters, cottage—all are gone!” After a moment’s pause he added, ‘ Doi’t think me foolish.
I don’t know how it is, I never ride out but I turn down this lane to look at that old tree.
I have a thousand recollections about it, and I always greet it as a familiar and well-
remembered friend. In the by-gone summer-time it was a friend indeed. Its leaves are
all off now, so you won’t see it to advantage, for it is a glorious old fellow in summer, but
I like it full as well in winter-time.” These words were scarcely uttered, when my com-
panion cried out, ¢‘There it is!” Necar the tree stood an old man, with his coat off, sharp-
ening an axe. He was the occupant of the cottage. ¢What do you intend doing?’ asked
my friend, in great anxiety. ¢What is that to you? was the blunt reply. ‘You are not
going to cut that tree down, surely? ‘Yes, I am, though,” said the woodman. ¢What
for? inquired my companion, almost choked with emotion. ¢‘What for? Why, because I
think proper to do so. What for? I like that! Well, I'll tell you what for. This tree
makes my dwelling unhealthy ; it stands too near the house. It renders us liable to fever-
and-ague. ‘Who told you that? ¢Dr.S——’ ¢‘Have you any other reason for wishing
it cut down? ¢Yes,—I am getting old; tae woods are a great way off, and this tree is of
some value to me to burn’ He was soon convinced, however, that the story about the
fever-and-ague was a mere fiction, for there had never been a case of that disease in the
neighborhood; and was then asked what the tree was worth for firewood. ¢Why, when
it’s down, about ten dollars.”’” ¢‘Suppose I make you a present of that amount, will you let
it stand? ‘Yes’ ¢You are sure of that? ‘Positive” <¢Then give me a bond to that
effect” I drew it up, it was witnessed by his daughter, the money was paid, and we left
the place with an assurance from the young girl, who looked as smiling and beautiful as a
Hebe, that the tree should stand as long as she lived.”

HENRY RUSSELL composed the appropriate melody, and the tree which the woodman
had spared was crowned with undying greenery. He says: ¢ After I had sung the noble
ballad of ‘Woodman, spare that tree,” at Boulogne, an old gentleman among the audience,
who was greatly moved by the simple and touching beauty of the words, rose and said,
‘I beg your pardon, Mr. Russell, but was the tree really spared?’ ‘It was,’ said I. ‘I am
very glad to hear it,” said he, as he took his seat amidst the applause of the whole assem-
bly. I never saw such excitement in any concert-room.”
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WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE.

20 VERSE,
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3D VERSE.
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Pve a hand to
Woodman, spare that tree!
Touch not a single bough;
In youth it sheltered me,
And I'll protect it now ;
*Twas my forefathers’ hand,
That placed it near his cot,
There, woodman, let it stand,

Thy axe shall harm it not!

That old familiar tree,
Whose glory and renown,
Are spread o’er land and sea,
And would’st thou hew it down ?
Woodman, forbear thy stroke!
Cut not its earth-bound ties;
Oh! spare that aged oak,
Now towering to the skies,
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shall harm.... it  not.
When but an idle boy,
I sought its grateful shade;
In all their gushing joy,
Here, too, my sisters played;
My mother kissed me here;
My father ptessed my hand,
Forgive this foolish tear,

But let that old oak stand!

My heart-strings round thee cling,
Close as thy bark, old friend!
Here shall the wild-bird sing,
And still thy branches bend.
Old tree the storm shall brave,
And, woodman, leave the spot;
While I’ve a hand to save,
Thy axe shall harm it not.



revived in London, the long-sought origin of the air was found in that opera.
Nicoro (NIcoLAS ISOUARD) was born in Malta in 1777.

WE HAVE LIVED AND LOVED TOGETHER.

WE HAVE LIVED AND LOVED TOGETHER.

TrHE words of this song are commonly attributed to Mrs. Norton, probably because it
was published about the time of her separation from her husband. But they were written
by CHARLES JEFFERYS, who found the melody on a scrap of paper that came home around
some groceries, and wrote the words to suit it.
could tell where this melody was from ; but years afterward, when Nicolo’s “ Joconde” was

29

Neither he nor any of his musical friends

He completed his studies in

Naples, and when the French evacuated Italy, went with them, as private secretary to Gen-

eral Vaubois.

The remainder of his life was devoted to musical art in Paris, where he died

in 1818.
Andantino.
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WE HAVE BEEN FRIENDS TOGETHER.

CAROLINE ELIZABETH SARAH SHERIDAN was one of three daughters of Thomas Sheri-
dan, son of Richard Brinsley Sheridan. She was born in 1808, and although her father died
when she was very young, her mother was enabled to give her daughters a superior educa-
tion, which she superintended with the greatest care. Caroline and her older sister, after-
ward Lady Dufferin, used to amuse themselves by writing prose and verse for each other’s
inspection, when they were very young. Before they were twelve years old, they had com-



WE HAVE BEEN FRIENDS TOGETHER. 31

posed and illustrated two little volumes of poetry. At the age of nineteen, Caroline mar-
ried Hon. George Chapple Norton; but her life proved so unhappy that she separated
from him. She devoted herself to writing, and much of her inspiration was drawn from
her sympathy with suffering in many forms. Public abuses and private wrongs moved her
Kind heart and her ready pen. Her subjects are generally sad, but her nature was bright
and genial. Dr. Moir, in one of his lectures on the “Poetical literature of the past half-
century,” said of Mrs. Norton: “ Her ear for the modulation of verse is exquisite; and many
of her lyrics and songs carry in them the characteristics of the ancient Douglases, being
alike ‘tender and true.)” Mrs. Norton married Sir. William Sterling Maxwell, March 1,
1877, and on June 15th, of the same year, she died.

The music of “We have been friends together,” is the composition of HENRY RUSSELL.

Andante.
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1. We have beenfriendsto - geth-er, In sun-shine and in shade,

) 2. We have been gay to - geth-er; We laughed at  lit - tle jests;
3. We have been sad to - geth-er; We have wept with bit - ter tears,
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But cold - ness dwells with - in  thy heart, A cloud is on thy brow,
{ But laugh - ter now hath fled thy lip, And sul - len glooms thy  brow;
) The voi - ces which are si - lent there  Would bid  thee clear thy  brow;
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OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT.

TrOMAS MOORE’S well-known life began in a corner-grocery, on Angier street, Dublin,
May 28, 1779. His father carried on his traffic below stairs, while his mother, a woman of
more than ordinary intellect and lovableness, tended her handsome baby up-stairs. To the
close of her days she received the undiminished devotion of her gifted son, and when both
had died, four thousand letters from him were found among his mother’s papers. Moore’s
marriage to Miss Bessie Dyke, a young actress, was a happy one. Loved as he was, and
courted by the great as he became, he used to say that no applause ever greeted his ear
so pleasantly as that which was evoked by a young fellow, who planted himself on the
quay, in Dublin, and called out in fine brogue, Byron’s dictum, “Three cheers for Tominy
Moore, the pote of all circles, and the darlint of his own.” “The darlint” of all circles he
was also, and funny stories are told of his never-ceasing blunders regarding his invitations.
He was always popping in at my Lord’s or my Lady’s, on the days when he was not
expected.

Moore’s eldest son proved a renegade ; his second son died young, and his only daugh-
ter met a tragic fate. She was kissing her hand down the stairs as her father was going
out to dine, when she fell over the balusters, and was killed. Moore was as tender-hearted
as he was genial and jovial, and after the death of his children he could never command
himself enough to sing in public. “Oft in the Stilly Night,” he sang with entrancing ten-
derness. The song has been unmercifully parodied, and “fond memory” has been in-
voked to call up all manner of nightmares; but the phrase is nevertheleless as beautful
as ever, and this remains a perfect poem and a perfect song. Moore died at his home at
Sloperton Cottage, Devizes, Wiltshire, February 25th, 1852.
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Oft in the stilly night,
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,

Fond memory brings the light
Of other days around me.

The smiles, the tears, of boyhood’s years,
The words of love then spoken,

The eyes that shone now dimmed and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!

When I remember all
The friends so linked together

3

I've seen around me fall,
Like leaves in wintry weather,

I feel like one who treads alone
Some banquet hall deserted,

Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed!

Cho—Thus, in the stilly night,
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Sad memory brings the light
Of other days around me.
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THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS.

“THE Light of Other Days” is said to have been the most popular song of its time in
England, and it was a great favorite in America. ALFRED BUNN, author of the words, was
born about 1790. His life was spent in London, where he was for several years manager of
Drury Lane Theatre. He published a volume of poems in 1816, a book called “The
Stage, both before and behind the Curtain,” in 1840,and in 1853, “0ld England and New
England,” which records his impressions of and adventures in America. The excitement
concerning the spirit-rappings was then at its height, and Mr. Bunn visited a “circle,”
where he was told the following particulars, known only to himself,—that his mother’s
name was Martha Charlotte, and that she died in Dublin, in 1833, at the age of seventy-
three. Mr. Bunn being invited to lecture in Manchester, New Hampshire, in place of
Theodore Parker, who was ill, gave an amusing talk, and when it was finished a gentleman
in the audience, who supposed himself listening to Parker, said: “ Now, my friend, are
you convinced? Here is a man ascending the pulpit, and, instead of delivering pure and
unmixed matter for the hearer’s spiritual advantage, throws the congregation into horse-
laughter by talking about Shakespeare and the players.” At a lecture delivered in New-
buryport, Bunn intended reciting the address to a skull, in “Hamlet,” but on taking up the
one furnished for the occasion, he discovered a sabre-cut on one side, and a bullet-hole on
the other. It was impossible to apostrophize such a riddled pate with “Why might not
this be the skull of a lawyer?” 1In life, it had been the thinking-apparatus of a soldier of
the Mexican war. Mr. Bunn’s was a familiar name in the daily newspaper life of London,
forty years ago, and Punch used to take pleasure in a quiet smile at the slightly pompous
and self-important figure which he cut. He died about 1860.

Henry Phillips, in his “Musical and Personal Recollections during Half a Century,”
tells the story of this song: “Mr. Bunn had introduced to the English stage Madame
Malibran, who appeared in the ‘Sonnambula, and received one hundred guineas a night,
which sum, great as was her talent, she did not draw to the theatre. Notwithstanding
this, Mr. Bunn entered into a further engagement with her, and was very anxious to bring
her out in a new opera. He consulted me upon the occasion, and, amongst other things,
asked me if I thought Mr. Balfe had talent enough to write an opera for so great a vocalist.
My reply was, that I believed he had talent enough for anything. This settled the ques-
tion; and a subject was immediately decided on, and the opera christened ‘The Maid of
Artois” Mr. Bunn wrote the libretto, which being handed over to Mr. Balfe, he com-
menced his music to it. All went on very well, till he conceived that beautiful recitative
and air, ‘The light of other days is faded.” A happier thought never inspired his brain;
and on scoring it for the orchestra, an equally bright idea flashed across him, in giving the
solo and obligato to the cornet-a-piston, an instrument then new to the public, and produc-
ing a most charming and sympathetic effect. . . . When I rehearsed ‘The Light of
other days,’ Madame Malibran, listening to it, said, ¢Oh, that is beautiful! I must have
it in my part.” The composer, the dramatist, the manager, all assured her that it could
not be. ¢Don’t tell me,” she said; ‘I shall speak to Phillips. He is good-natured, and I
am sure if ho knows I prefer it in my character, he will let me have it” Now, there is no
doubt but Mr. Phillips was very good-natured, and would have done almost anything to
oblige a lady, but he was too wise to part with so valuable a song as this, and therefore
very politely declined. She was greatly annoyed, and said she would not play in the

_opera. Her name, howcver, having been announced, left her no possibility of escape.
Every rehearsal increased the effect of iy song, until the night of performance arrived,
when my recitative and song was, like ¢Farewell to the mountain,’ most successful, and I
had to sing it three times.
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“The success of the whole work was great, and at its termination we supped with Mr.
Balfe, at his lodgings in the Quadrant, and found there, assembled to meet us, many emi-
nent artists.
was opened there was no light in the passage, I called out to the servant, to ascertain how
far T was to ascend, when Malibran, hearing my voice, ran to the top of the stairs, and said,
¢ Quick, quick, give me a candle'—here is “The light of other days” coming up in the

Malibran had arrived before me.

I rang at the street door, but as when that

dark.””
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. BREAK, BREAK, BREAK.

ALFRED TENNYSON, the first of living poets, is less known outside of his poetry, as a
man among men, than almost any of his professional brothers. How he looks and speaks,
what he loves and hates, what is his creed, religious or political, have not been revealed,
even to his own countrymen. Mr. James T. Field’s lecture on him has afforded almost the
only glimpses we have of the huge and rather unkempt person, gruff manners, and egotis-
tical conversation, which make up a somewhat unattractive picture. Even the date of
Tennyson’s birth, which took place in Somerby, Lincolnshire, where his father was rector,
seems to be in doubt, being given as 1809 or 1810. He was the third of twelve children,
and those who have heard Mr. TFields, will recall the amusing incident that reveals a
family trait. A bold hunter had bearded the lion in his den, and on being shown into
Tennyson’s reception-room, saw a taciturn-looking gentleman sitting there, evidently at
home. Approaching 'him, the visitor said blandly, “Have I the great pleasure of beholding
Mr. Tennyson$” The tall figure drew itself up at full length, and in a gloomy voice re-
plied, “I am not Alfred,—I am Septimus, the most morbid of them all” The perfect
lyric “Break, break, break,” was written to commemorate the same event that called
forth “In Memoriam,” the death of the author’s early friend, Arthur Henry Iallam, son
of the historian of the “Middle Ages.” The lament was given its appropriate musical ¢::-
pression, in the melody composed by WiLLiaM R. DEMPSTER, who seb other lyrics of Ten-
nyson’s, which have become so well known, that a choice for this book was as difficult «s
it was necessary. “The May Queen,” and “Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel,” will readily
recur. The music was dedicated to Mrs. Browning,—not the poetess, but an old and
valued friend of the composer’s, still residing at Aberdeen, Scotland. Mr. Dempster’s
character was well calculated to call forth life-long friendships. Mrs. Browning writes,
*‘He was as amiable, kind, and warm-hearted a man as I ever knew, and his moral character
was unexceptionable.”
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Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.
O well for the fisherman’s boy,
That he shouts with his sister at play!
O well for the sailor lad,
That he sings in his boat on the bay !
Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!

Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.
And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;
But, O for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!
Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
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It solid happiness we prize,
‘Within our breast this jewel lics,
And they are fools who roam;
The world hath nothing to bestow, —
From our own selves our bliss must flow,
And that dear hut, our home.
— Nathaniel Cotton.

The fireside wisdom that enrings,
‘With light from heaven, familiar things.
— James Russell Lowell.



SONGS OF HOME

HOME, SWEET HOME.

THOUGH in later years JoEN HowArD PAYNE became the “homeless bard of home,”
the home of his childhood must have been delightful. He was born in New York City,
June 9, 1792, and was one of a large group of brothers and sisters.

While he was a little fellow, his father moved to East Hampton, the most easterly town
in Long Island, situated upon its jutting southern fork. It was a romantic place, settled
by fine New England families, who lived in amicable relations with the red men that lin-
gered long and linger still about this ancient home of the Montauk tribe. Rev. Lyman
Beecher was preaching in the church upon the one wide village street, when Mr. Payne
went there to become principal of the Clinton Academy, then a flourishing school, one of
the earliest upon the island. In this town the little Paynes roamed among pleasures,
though not among palaces, and their home, which is still kept intact by the inhabitants of
the quaint old place, although “homely,” indeed, to modern eyes, must have been quite
fine enough in its day. The Payne family held a high position, and the children had the
advantage of cultured society abroad as well as at home. The family moved to Boston,
where the father became an eminent teacher. John Howard was a leader in sports and
lessons too. He raised a little military company, which he once marched to general train-
ing, where Major-General Elliot extended a formal invitation to the gallant young captain,
who led his troop into the ranks to be reviewed with the veterans of the Revolution.

Mr. Payne was a fine elocutionist, and in the ‘speaking,” which formed a prominent
part of the school programme, his son, John Howard, soon excelled. Literary tastes
cropped out also, and he published boyish poems and sketches in the The Fly, a paper
edited by Samuel Woodworth.

‘When thirteen years old, Payne became clerk in a mercantile house in New York. He
secretly edited a little paper called the Thespian Mirror. Dr. Francis, in his “0ld New
York,” says of him at this period: ¢ A more engaging youth could not be imagined; he
won all hearts by the beauty of his person, his capﬁivating address, the premature richness
of his mind, and his chaste and flowing utterance.” A benevolent gentleman, who learned
the fact, and saw indications of great promise, sent young Payne to Union College at his
own expense. His career there was suddenly closed by the death of his mother and pecu-
niary losses of his father. He decided to try the stage in hopes of assisting the family,
and when seventeen years old he achieved a wonderful success as Young Norval, at the
Park Theatre, in New York. He then played in Philadelphia and Baltimore, and was act-
ing in his old home, Boston, when his father died. He soon sailed for England, and ap-
peared in Drury Lane Theatre, when but twenty years of age. In 1826 he edited a London
dramatic paper, called The Opera Glass, and for twenty years he experienced more than
the ordinary mingling of pleasant and evil fortyune. Payne was much praised, but on the
whole his life was sorrowful and hard. He wrote several successful dramas, and his tra-
gedy of “Brutus,” which was written for Edmund Kean, is still played occasionally.
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While Charles Kemble was manager of Covent Garden Theatre, in 1823, he bought a quan-
tity of Payne’s writings. Among them was a play entitled “Clari, the Maid of Milan.”
Payne was almost starving in an attic in the Palais Royal, Paris, when at Kemble’s request,
he altered this play into an opera, and introduced into it the words of “Home, Sweet
Home.” It contained two stanzas—a third and fourth—which have since been dropped.
Miss Tree, elder sister of Mrs. Charles Kean, was the prima donna of the opera, and song
the song. Tt won for her a wealthy husband, and enriched all who handled it, while the
author did not receive even the £25 which he reckoned as the share that this opera should
count in the £230 for which he sold his manuscripts. One hundred thousand copies of the
song were sold in a single year, and it brought the original publisher two thousand guineas
(over $10,000) within two years from its publication. Payne returned to this country in
1832, and nine years later he received the appointment of American Consul at Tunis.
The briet sketches of Payne’s life in the usual sources of information are silent about any
removal from this office, but here are his own words: “ How often have I been in the
heart of Paris, Berlin, London, or some other city, and have heard persons singing or hand-
organs playing ‘Sweet Home,” without having a shilling to buy myself the next meal or a
place to lay my head! The world has literally sung my song until every heart is familiar
with its melody, yet I have been a wanderer from my boyhood. My country has turned
me ruthlessly from office, and in my old age I have to submit to humiliation for my bread.”
With due consideration for the sorrows of his career, we cannot forget that the carefully
educated youth forsook his old home and associations and voluntarily attached himself to
the fortunes of a class of literary adventurers who lived by their wits. He died at Tunis,
April 10, 1852. The singular antithesis between his fame and his fate has often been
pathetically dwelt upon, but never better expressed than by William H. C. Hosmer, in these
lines:

Unhappy Payne!—no pleasure-grounds were thine,
‘With rustic seats o’ershadowed by the vine;

No children grouped around thy chair in glee,

Like blossoms clinging to the parent tree;

No wife to cheer thy mission upon earth,

And share thine hours of sorrow and of mirth,

Or greet thy coming with love’s purest kiss—

Joy that survives the wreck of Eden’s bliss.

Hands of the stranger, ring the mournful knell —
Homeless the bard who sang of home so well!

Payne wrote two additional stanzas to ¢ Home, Sweet Home” for an American lady in
London. They are unfamiliar, and unworthy of notice as poetry; but for that matter,
what can we say of the real merit of the original? If we did not love it, we should laugh
at it. Here are the lines:

How sweet the remembrance of home still appears; But mine has been checkered with many a woe!
From allurements abroad, which but flatter the eye, Yet, tho’ different our fortunes, our tho’ts are the same,
The unsatisfied heart turns, and says with a sigh, And both, as we think of Columbia, exclaim,

To us, in despite of the absence of years, ‘ Your exile is blest with all fate can bestow;
Home, home, sweet, sweet home! ; Home, home, sweet, sweet home !

There’s no place like home, There’s no place like home,
There’s no place like home! There’s no place like home !

Parke, in his ¢ Musical Memoirs,” says that the air to which ¢“Home, Sweet Home” is
set, is from a German opera; but all other authorities agree in calling it a Sicilian air
adapted by Sir HENRY RoWLEY BisHor. Donizetti introduced a slightly altered form of
the air into his opera of “Anna Bolena,” at the suggestion of Madame Pasta, the celebrated
singer.
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’Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home!
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,
Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met
with elsewhere.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home ; there’s no place like
home.

An exile from home splendor dazzles in vain,
Oh! give me my lowly, thatch’d cottage again;
The birds singing gaily, that come at my call;
Give me them, with the peace of mind, dearer
than all.
Home ! home! sweet, sweet home!
There’s no place like home ; there’s no place like
home.

How sweet ’tis to sit 'neath a fond father’s smile,
And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile.
Let others delight 'mid new pleasures to roam,
But give me, oh! give me the pleasures of
home.
Home! home! sweet, sweet home !
But give me, oh! give me the pleasures of
home.

To thee I’ll return, over-burdened with care.

The heart’s dearest solace will smile on me
there;

No more from that cottage again will I roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home.

Home! home! sweet, sweet home!

There’s no place like home ; there’s no place like

home.

THE INGLE SIDE.

HeEw AINSLIE, author of “The Ingle Side,” was born April 5, 1792, in Ayrshire, Scot-
land, where his father, like those of some poets of loftier fame, managed the estates of a
noblemau. He was educated first by a private tutor, and then at a parish school. At the
age of seventeen he was sent to Glasgow to study law-—which he heartily hated. Then
he obtained a clerkship in the General Register House in Edinburgh, and, later, became
amanuensis to Dugald Stewart, whose last writings he copied.

In 1822, Ainslie and his wife emigrated to the United States, to better their fortunes.
He bought a small farm in Rensselaer County, N. Y., but three years afterward he left it,
to try living with Robert Owen’s community, at New Harmony, Indiana,—a year of which
thoroughly satisfied him. Next he formed a partnership with a company of brewers in
Cincinnati. He built a branch establishment in Louisville, which was swept away by a
flood, and another at New Albany, Indiana, which was destroyed by fire. He entered upon
no more ventures of his own, but employed himself in superintending the enterprises of
more fortunate men, living for a time in Jersey City, N. J. From some sketchy writing of
his own, in a little volume of “Scottish Songs, Ballads, and Poems,” which he published in
New York, I make the following extracts:

“In my fourteenth year I was taken from school on account of my health, and was
put into the fields to harden my constitution. Amongst my companions I found a number
of intelligent young men, who had got up, in a large granary, a private theatre, where they
occasionally performed, for the benefit of the neighborhood, ‘The Gentle Shepherd,’
‘Douglas,’ ete., and in due time I was, to my great joy, found tall enough, lassie-looking
enough, and flippant enough to take the part of the pert ‘Jenny,” and the first relish I got
for anything like sentimental song, was from learning and singing the songs in that pas-
toral; auld ballads that my mother sung—and she sang many, and sang them well—
having been all the poetry I had cared for.

“ It was toward the end of this most pleasant period that I first ¢ burst into song,” and
I am inclined to think that I broke into it wrong end foremost; sweet songs having sent
me a wooing, instead of wooing having set me a singing. Indeed, my planting companions
strove to convince me that my ‘sweet songs’ were as silly as they were simple; but I
braved both rhyme and reason, and kept scratching away. Well do I remember how I fell



THE INGLE SIDE.

45

in love with the sweet Jessie of one of my earliestlays. Being about my own age and size, she
used to loan me some of her ‘braws’ to busk me up for my parts, and instruct me how to
deport myself in gown and kirtle. Then her gentle hands would arrange my kerchief and fix
flowers in 1y cap, her pretty face bobbing, and her sweet breath blowing all the time about my
bewildered head, till, —how could I help it, Jessie ?—I fell owre the lugs in love wi’ thee.”

Mr. Ainslie paid a visit to his native land, and, before returning, published a volume
He spent the last years of his life in St.

entitled ¢ A Pilgrimage to the Land of Burns.”

Louis, where he died in March, 1878.
The music of “The Ingle Side” was composed by T. V. WIESENTHAL, 4 German music-
teacher, in Pennsylvania.
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MY AIN FIRESIDE.

EL1zABETH HAMILTON, author of the words of “My Ain Fireside,” was born in Belfast,
Ireland. Her noble Scottish ancestors had left their country on account of religious opin-
ions. Miss Hamilton’s father died a year after her birth, leaving his widow destitute, with
three children. An aunt in Scotland took the little Elizabeth, and when, soon after, the
mother died also, permanently adopted her. The girl was carefully educated by this aunt,
whose care she rewarded with the most faithful love. After the death of nearly all their
kindred, Miss Hamilton and her sister made their home in Edinburgh. Here Miss,—or,
as she was by courtesy entitled, Mrs.—Hamilton, received the attention and friendship
which she deserved, and which her then popular writings,—among them, the story of “The
Cottagers of Glenburnie,”—naturally brought her. In youth, she formed an unfortunate
attachment, and she never married. In hope of recovering her health, she visited the
baths of Harrowgate, England, where she died in 1816.

At one time Mrs. Hamilton left her home, to take care of the motherless family of a
nobleman. She remained with them six months, and it was on returning to her own
hearthstone that she wrote the song, ¢ My Ain Fireside.”
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The old air to which these words are sung was called “Toddlin’ Hame.” Mrs. Hamil-

ton’s original words read : —

0, I hae seen great anes, and sat in great ha's,
’Mang lords and 'mang ladies a’ covered wi
braws:
At feasts made for princes, wi’ princes I’ve been,
Where the grand shine o’ splendour has dazzled
my e’en;
But a sight sae delightfu’ I trow I ne’er spied,
As the bonnie, blythe blink o’ my ain fireside.
My ain fireside, my ain fireside !
0, cheery’s the blink o’ my ain fireside !
My ain fireside, my ain fireside !
O, there’s nought to compare wi’ my ain
fireside !

$

Ance mair, Gude be praised, round my ain
heartsome ingle,

Wi’ the friends o’ my youth I cordially mingle;

Nae forms to compel me to seem wae or glad —

I may laugh when I’'m merry, and sigh when I'm
sad; )

Nae falsehood to dread, and nae malice to fear,

But truth to delight me and friendship to cheer.
O’ a’ roads to happiness ever were tried,
There’s nane half so sure as ane’s ain fireside ;
My ain fireside, my ain fireside !
O, theré’s nought to compare wi’ my ain
fireside !

When I draw in my stool on my cosy hearth-
stane,

My heart loups sae lxoht 1 scarce ken’t for my
ain;

Care’s down on the wind, it is clean out of sight,

Past troubles they seem but as dreams o’ the
night.

There but kind voices, kind faces I see,

And mark saft affection glentfond frae ilk e’e;

Nae fleechings o’ flattery, nae boastings o’ pride,—

’Tis heart speaks to heart at ane’s ain fireside.
My ain ain fireside, my ain fireside!
O, there’s nought to compare wi’ ane’s ain

fireside !

CASTLES IN THE AIR.

JAMES BALLANTINE, author of Castles in the Air,” was born in Edinburgh, June 11,
1808. His father, who was a brewer, died when James, his only son and youngest child,
was but ten years old. A common school education was all the boy could obtain, before
he felt that he must assist his mother and sisters. He was apprenticed to a house-painter,
but when he was twenty years old, attended the University of Edinburgh, to study anatomy.
e became interested in painting on glass, and a genuine revival of the beautiful art of
decomm e glass-painting followed his efforts. The Royal Commissioners of the Fine Arts

warded him their prize for the best specimens and designs for the painting of the windows
of the House of Lords, and the entire work was entrusted him. He published a popular
treatise on stained glass, a collection of his poems, and other works. He founded a large
establishment in Edinburgh, where the most elaborate stained-glass work is designed and
executed. His death took place in that city, December 18, 1877.
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whose writings are principally descriptive of various phases of elegant life.

OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.

WIFE, CHILDREN, AND FRIENDS.

WILLIAM ROBERT SPENCER, author of the following song, is a minor English poet,

Every school-

girl has wept over his poem, ¢ Beth-Gelert, the Good Greyhound.” This song was widely
popular in American households during the early part of the present century. Lo

T

Harmonized for this work by Edward S. Cummings,

Allegretto.
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When the black-lettered list to the gods was pre- | Though spice-breathing gales o’er his caravan
sented, — hover, —
The list of what Fate to each mortal intends, — Though round him Arabia’s whole fragrance
At the long string of ills, a kind goddess relented, ascends,
"And slipped in three blessings: wife, children, | The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that
and friends. cover

In vain surly Pluto maintained he was cheated;
For justice divine could not compass its
ends;
The scheme of Man’s penance, he swore, was
defeated,
For earth became heaven with wife, children,
and friends.

The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story,
Whom duty to far distant latitudes sends,
With transport would barter whole ages of

glory,
For one happy day with wife, children, and
friends.
Though valour still glows in his life’s waning
embers,

The death-wounded tar who his colors defends

Drops a tear of regret, as he, dying, remembers,

How blessed was his home with wife, children,
and friends.

The bower where he sat with wife, children,
and friends.
The day-spring of youth, still unclouded by sorrow,
Alone on itself for enjoyment depends :
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow
No warmth from the smiles of wife, children,
and friends.

Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish
The laurel which o’er her dead favorite bends;
O’er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish,
Bedewed with the tears of wife, children, and
friends.
Let us drink, — for my song, growing graver and
graver, :
To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ;
Let us drink, pledge me high,—love and virtue
shall flavor
The glass which T fill to wife, children, and
friends. )
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THE WOODPECKER.

THIs ballad was written by THoMAS MoORE, during his travels in America. MICHAEL
KELLY, who composed the music, was the son of a wine-merchant, in Mary street, Dublin,
who was for many years master of ceremonies at the vice-regal castle. Michael was born
in 1762. While very young, he showed great musical capacity, both as singer and player,
and his father procured him the best musical advantages within his reach. It happened
that the very best were embodied in the person of an Italian, who loved the merchant’s
wine as much as his boy’s musical talent; and Michael relates, that many a night he was
kept up until midnight before the professor was in a condition to give him the lessons by
waich he profited too much to lose. He was sent to Naples, and he tells in his “Reminis-
cences,” that his father had a piano made for him, as pianos were scarce and high, espe-
cially in Italy. The journey took place during our Revolution, and although he was on
board a neutral vessel, she was boarded by an American privatecr. He says: “A sturdy
ruffian began to break open my piano-case with a hatchet, which, when I saw, I manfully
began to weep and cry out, ‘Oh! my dear piano!” The cabin-boy, who was about my own
aze, called out, ¢ For God’s sake, don't ery, Master Kelly!” The chief mate of the privateer,
who was quietly perusing some of our captain’s papers, on hearing these words, turned
round, and looking steadfastly at me, said, ‘Is your name Kelly? I answered ‘yes’ ‘Do
you know anything of a Mr. Thomas Kelly, of Mary street, Dublin¥ said he. ‘He is my
father, was my reply. The young man immediately started up, and, with tears in his
eyes, said, ‘Don’t you remember me? I am Jack Cunningham, who, when you were a little
boy, nursed you and played with you?” The piano was spared, but his Italian master
would not allow him to use it, as it was thought to spoil the voice. Years afterward,
Kelly was sitting near Lord Nelson, at Lady Hamilton’s, when Lord Nelson said, “Mr.
Kelly, I have often heard your old master speak of you with great affection, though he said
you were as wild as a colt. He mentioned, also, your having given him your piano-forte,
which, he said, nothing should induce him to part with.”

Sir William Hamilton, the British Minister at Naples, assisted in procuring for him the
best musical advantages, and as a tenor-singer, Kelly made a successful tour of the conti-
nent. In Vienna, he formed a close intimacy with Mozart, and he was for some time in the
service of the Emperor Joseph. His first appearance in London was in 1787, at Drury Lane,
where he held the position of first singer and musical manager, until he left the stage. He
began the composition of music in 1797, and wrote upwards of sixty pieces, most of which
were successful. The airs in Colman’s “Blubeard” are Kelly’s. His ¢ Reminiscences”
appeared a few months before his death, which took place in 1826. They were written by
Theodore Hook, from Kelly’s rough material.
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(Opening of 2d Stanza :) (Last Stanza:)
1t was noon, and on flowers that languished around, By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips
In silence reposed the voluptuous bee; In the gush of the fountain, how sweet to recline,
Every leaf, &c. And to know that I sighed upon innocent lips,

‘Which had never been sighed on by any but mine.
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RAIN ON THE ROOF.

CoaTES KINNEY, author of “Rain on the Roof” was born in Yates County, N. Y.,
November 24, 1826. He obtained a liberal education, and has been a teacher, an editor, and -
a lawyer. During the war, he was a paymaster in the national army, and at its close he
left the service with the brevet of lieutenant-colonel. He was editor and proprietor of the
Xenia, 0., Torchlight, in 1865-"7, and editor-in-chief of the Cincinnati Times in 1868, and is
now practicing law in Xenia. He has published a small volume of poems.

Mr. Kinney gives this account of the origin of the song: “The verses were written
when I was about twenty years of age, as nearly as I can remember. They were inspired
close to the rafters of a little story-and-a-half frame house. The language, as first pub-
lished, was not composed,—it came. I had just a little more to do with it than I had with
the coming of the rain. The poem, in its entirety, came and asked me to put it down,
the next afternoon, in the course of a solitary and aimless squandering of a young mai’s
precious time along a no-whither road through a summer wood. Every word of it is a
fact, and was a tremendous heart-throb.”

The verses were sent to Emerson Bennett, at that time editor of The Columbian, at
Cincinnati, who threw them aside, as not being quite up to the Columbiar’s standard!
A few days later, the publisher of the paper, Mr. Penrose Jones, rummaging in the drawers
of rejected manuscripts, came across Mr. Kinney’s, and, holding it up, wanted to know
“What the dickens do you mean, Mr. Bennett, by putting this in here?” The next day it
went into print in the Columbian, and immediately afterward, to the surprise and disgust
of Mr. Bennett, it went all over the world. These words have been set to music by
various composers. We give here the version of JAMES G. CLARK. '
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When the humid shadows hover
Over all the starry spheres
And the melancholy darkness
Gently weeps in rainy tears,
What a bliss to press the pillow
Of a cottage-chamber bed
And to listen to the patter
Of the soft rain overhead !

Every tinkle on the shingles
Has an echo in the heart;
And a thousand dreamy fancies
Into busy being start,
And a thousand recollections
Weave their air-threads into woof,
As I listen to the patter
Of the rain upon the roof.

Now in memory comes my mother,
As she used, long years agone,
‘To regard the darling dreamers
Ere she left them till the dawn :
O! I see her leaning o’er me,
As I list to this refrain
Which is played upon the shingles
By the patter of the rain.

Then my little seraph sister,
With her wings and waving hair,
And her star-eyed cherub brother —
A serene angelic pair!—
Glide around my wakeful pillow,
With their praise or mild reproof,
As I listen to the murmur
Of the soft rain on the roof.

And another comes, to thrill me
With her eyes’ delicious blue;

And I mind not, musing on her,
That her heart was all untrue:

I remember but to love her
With a passion kin to pain,

And my heart’s quick pulses vibrate
To the patter of the rain,

Art hath naught of tone or cadence
That can work with such a spell
In the soul’s mysterious fountains,
Whence the tears of rapture well,
As that melody of Nature,
That subdued, subduing strain
Which is played upon the shingles
By the patter of the rain.
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THE BOATIE ROWS.

BURNs says the author of the words of this song was JorN EWEN, who was born at
Montrose, Scotland, in 1741, and died at Aberdeen, which had been his home for many
years, October 21, 1821. The air has had many variations, but the one in present use is
the original.
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I cuist my line in Largo Bay, My kurtch I put upon my head,
And fishes I caught nine; And dressed mysel’ fu’ braw,
They're three to roast, and three to boil, I trow my heart was dowf and wae
And three to bait the line. When Jamie gaed awa’.
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, But weel may the boatie row,
The boatie rows indeed; ' And lucky be her part;
And happy be the lot of a’ And lightsome be the lassie’s care
That wish the boatie speed. That yields an honest heart.
O weel may the boatie row When Sawnie, Jock, and Janette
That fills a heavy creel, Are up, and gotten lear,
And cleads us a’ frae head to feet, They’ll help to gar the boatie row,
And buys our parritch meal. And lighten a’ our care.
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows indeed; The boatie rows fu’ weel;
And happy be the lot of 2’ And lightsome be the heart that bears
That wish the boatie speed. The murlan and the creel.
When Jamie vowed he wad be mine, When we are auld and sair bowed down,
And wan frae me my heart; And kirplin at the door,
O muckle lighter grew my creel! They’ll row to keep us dry and warm,
He swore we’d never part. As we did them before :
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, . Then weel may the boatie row
The boatie rows fu’ weel 3 That wins the bairn’s breed,
And muckle lighter is the lade And happy be the lot of a’
When love bears up the creel. That wish the boatie speed.

O SWIFTLY GLIDES THE BONNIE BOAT!

JoANNA BAILLIE, author of the words of the following song, was born in Bothwell,
Lanarkshire, Scotland, September 11, 1762. She spent her early years on the romantic
banks of the Clyde, and was noted in the country-side for her activity and courage in out-
door sports. One day, she and her brother were riding double on a horse, when the animal
threw and hurt the brother, but could not unseat the sister, and a farmer in amazement
exclaimed, “Look at Miss Jack! She sits her horse as if it were a bit of herself.” She was
once telling Lucy Aikin, that at nine she could not read plainly, when her sister checked
her, and said, “ At nine? Joanna, you could not read well at eleven.” Joanna was sent
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to boarding-school, and there became famous as a story-teller. Her tales would draw
alternate tears and laughter from the schoolgirls. She also established a kind of private
theatricals, in which she was playwright, costumer, scene-shifter, and principal actor.
When she was about fifteen, her father became Professor of Divinity in Glasgow Univer-
sity. After his death, Dr. William Hunter, a bachelor uncle, settled the family upon a
small estate in Lanarkshire. Here Joanna learned the writings of the British dramatists,
especially Shakespeare, almost by heart, although she was not a wide reader, and here she
wrote some Scottish songs, and adapted them to old melodies. The death of the uncle
caused the family to remove to London, where Joanna’s brother was a physician of distine-
tion. There, in 1790, she published a volume of miscellaneous poems, which was not suc-
cessful. Soon after, the conception of her first drama flashed into her mind, and with it
the belief that she had found her true mode of expression. Her plays found favor slowly;
and finally one of them, “De Montfort,” was acted at Drury Lane, by John Kemble and Mrs.
Siddons, but their genius could not supply the lack of incident. She afterward wrote a
tragedy, entitled A Family Legend,” which was acted in Edinburgh, with a prologue by
Scott, an epilogue by Mackenzie, and Mrs. Siddons and Terry in the cast. It was favorably
received through ten performances, and Sir Walter, writing to Miss Baillie about it, said :
“You have only to imagine all you could wish, to give success to a play, and your concep-
tions will still fall short of the complete and decided triumph of the ¢Family Legend.
The house was crowded to a most extraordinary degree; many people had come from your
native capital of the west; everything that pretended to distinction, whether from rank or
literature, was in the boxes; and in the pit, such an aggregate mass of humanity as I have
seldom, if ever, witnessed in the same space.” But Miss Baillie’s plays, although pleasant
dramatic poems, had not incident and action enough to keep the stage. Each play deline-
ated a single passion of the human soul.

She is described as a woman who would have been personally attractive, had she had
no reputation. She was religious and benevolent, and all the nobler virtues shone forth
through an intelligent and pleasant face. Most of her songs occur in her plays. She lived
quietly in Hempstead, for many years after all her friends were gone. In one of her later
letters, she writes: ¢ For me, the walking through our churchyard is no unpleasant thing;
it cannot extinguish the lights beaming from the promised house in which are many man-
sions.” She died, February 23, 1851.

The words of Miss Baillie’s song, “0 swiftly glides the bonnie boat,” were probably
adapted to the old Scottish melody by the author herself.

Allegretto Siciliano.
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O swiftly glides the bonnie boat,
Just parted from the shore,

And to the fishers’ chorus-note,
Soft moves the dipping oar:

These toils are borne with happy cheer,
And ever may they speed!

That feeble age and helpmate dear,
And tender bairnies feed.

The mermaid on her rock may sing,
The witch may wave her charm;—
Nor water-sprite, nor eldrich thing
The bonnie boat can harm.
It safely bears its scaly store
Through many a stormy gale;
While joyful shouts rise from the shore,
Its homeward prow to hail.

Now, safe arrived on shore, we meet
Our friends with happy cheer;

And with the fishers’ chorus greet
All those we hold most dear;

With happy cheer the echoing cove
Repeats the chanted note;

As homeward to our cot we move
Our bonnie, bonnie boat.

Cho —We cast our lines in Largo Bay,

Our nets are floating wide ;

Our bonnie boat, with yielding sway,
Rocks lightly on the tide ;

And happy prove our daily lot,
Upon the summer sea,

And blest on land our kindly cot,
Where all our treasures be.
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MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME.

TH1S song is the twentieth of STEPHEN C. FoSTER’S “Plantation Melodies.” I do not
know that it is true, but I cannot help feeling that it was the intrinsic beauty and merit of
these songs that lifted the Christy Minstrels from the low position usually occupied by such
troupes to something iike that of a respectable concert-room, both in this country and in
England. Foster caught his idea of writing his, so-called, negro melodies from listening to
the absurdities then in vogue with the burnt-cork gentry. He walked home from one of
their concerts in Baltimore, with the banjo strains ringing in his ears, and before he slept
he had composed the ridiculous words and taking air called “Camptown Races,” with its
chorus of “Du-da, du-da, da.” He passed from one finer tone to another, until he reached
the perfection of simple pathos in “O0ld Folks at Home,” ¢ Massa’s in the cold, cold
ground,” “0, Boys, carry me 'long,” and “My Old Kentucky Home.” The music is his

own.
By special permission of William A. Pond & Co.
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good night!

old Kentuck - y home,

MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME.
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tot-ter on the road, Then, my old Kentuck - y home, good night! CHORUS.

TAK’ YER AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE.

THIS song, in its present form, was first printed in Allan Ramsay’s ¢ Tea-Table Miscel-
lany,” in 1724, but its origin cannot be settled beyond a doubt. It is greatly in favor of a
Scottish paternity that Bishop Percy admits such a probability, although he inserts in his
“ Reliques of Ancient Poetry” an extra stanza found by him in a copy of the song writien
in old English. This stanza, the second in the version following, introduces the dialogue
which forms the peculiarity and the spiciness of the poem. The song was known in Eng-
land in Shakespeare’s time. Iago, in the drinking scene in the second act of ¢ Othello,”
delights the company with—

*King Stephen was a worthy peer,

His breeches cost him but a crown,

He held them sixpence all too dear;
‘With that he called the tailor clown.

He was a wight of high renown,
And thou art but of low degree;

*Tis pride that pulls the country down,
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.”

The air is known to be much older than the words,—indeed, it is conceded a great
antiquity.

Marcato.
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In winter, when the rain rained cauld,
And frost and snaw on ilka hill,

And Boreas, with his blast sae bauld,
Was threat’nin’ a’ our kye to kill,

Then Bell, my wife, wha lo’es nae strife,
She said to me, right hastily,

“Get up, guidman, save Crummie’s life,
And tak’ your auld cloak about ye.”

“Q Bell, why dost thou flyte and scorne?
Thou kenst my cloak is very thin;
It is so bare and overworne,
A cricke he thereon cannot renn,
Then I’ll no longer borrow or lend —
For once I'll new-apparelled be;
To-morrow I’ll to town, and spend,
For I'll have a new cloake about me.



68 OUR FAMILIAR

“My Crummie is a uséfi’ cow,
~ And has come of a good kin’;
Aft has she wet the bairns’ mou’,

And I am laith that she should tyné.
Get up, guidman, it is fu’ time,

The sun shines in the lift sae hie;
Sloth never made a gracious end,

Gae tak’ your auld cloak about ye.”

“ My cloak was ance a guid grey cloak,
When it was fitting for my wear;

But now it’s scantly worth a groat,
For I hae worn’t this thretty year.

Let’s spend the gear that we hae won,
We little ken the day we’ll dee;

Then I’ll be proud, for I hae sworn
To hae a new cloak about me.”

“In days when guid King Robert ran,
His trews they cost but half-a-crown

He said they were a groat owre dear,
And ca’d the tailor thief an’ loon.

He was the King that wore the crown,
And thou’rt a man o’ low degree;

’Tis pride puts a’ the country doun,
Sae tak’ your auld cloak about ye.”

SONGS.

“Ilka land has its ain lauch, [law]
Ilk kind o’ corn has its ain hool;
I think the warld is a’ gane wrang,
When ilka wife her man wad rule.
Do ye no see Rob, Jock, and Hab,
How they are girded gallantlie,
While I sit hurklin in the asse?
I’ll hae a new cloak about me.”

“Guidman, I wat it’s thretty year,

Sin’ we did ane anither ken;
And we hae had atween us twa,

O’ lads and bonnie lasses ten.

Now they are women grown and men,

I wish and pray weel may they be;
And if ye prove a guid husband,

E’n tak’ your auld cloak about ye.”

“ Bell, my wife, she lo’es nae strife,
But she wad guide me, if she can;
And to maintain an easy life ‘
I aft maun yield, tho’ I'm guidman.
Nought’s to be gain’d at women’s han’
Unless ye gie them a’ the plea;
Then I’ll leave aff where I began,
And tak’ my auld cloak about me.”

DO THEY MISS ME AT HOME?

For the music of this pleasant little song we are indebted to Mr. S. M. GRANNIS.

Dolce Legato.
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OLD FOLKS AT HOME.

For its age, this is one of the best known songs in the world. Four hundred thousand
copies of it were sold, and E. P, Christy, of minstrel fame, paid four hundred dollars for
the privilege of having his name printed upon a single edition as its author and composer.
The true author and composer was STEPHEN COLLINS FoSTER.

Moderato. By special permission of William A Pond & Co.
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ROCK ME TO SLEEP.

Mrs. ELIZABETH AKERS ALLEN, first known to the literary world under the nom de
plume of Florence Percy, was born in Strong, Franklin County, Maine, October 9, 1832. In
1860, she married Paul Akers, the sculptor, who died within a year. She afterwards married
E. M. Allen, of New York, and she now resides in Portland, Maine.

While in Italy, she sent to the Philadelphia Saturday Evening Post her song of “Rock
me to Sleep.” It was published, and immediately became immensely popular. Within
six years from that time, several persons had so identified themselves with the favorite as
to imagine that it had been evolved from their own inner consciousness. The most per-
sistent and furious of these claimants was one Hon. Mr. Ball, of New Jersey, who in a
many-columned article in the New York Z7ibune, and in the most absurd pamphlet ever
written, attempted to prove that that mother was his mother, and the lullaby was one she
sang, or might have sung to him. In a witty and convincing reply in the New York Zimes
of May 27, 1867, the lady’s claim is not so much insisted upon, which was deemed unneces-
sary, as the Hon. Mr. Ball’s “title to Mrs. Akers’s mansion in the literary skies” is disposed
of forever. The reply was written by William D. O’Connor, of Washington, who apprised
Mrs. Allen of his friendly act only after the manuseript had been sent to the printer.

This preéminently womanly song has been set to music by many composers, and made
merchandise by as many publishers; but its author has never received for it any compen-
sation except the five dollars paid her by the journal in which it originally appeared.
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Russell & Co., of Boston, who published the well-known air to it, composed by Ernest Leslie,
acknowledged that they had made more than four thousand dollars on the song, and they
sent a messenger to Mrs. Allen, offering five dollars apiece for as many songs as she would
write for them, which should be equally popular with “Rock me to sleep”! The royal
offer was not accepted then; but when Mrs. Allen was a homeless widow, with two ehil-
dren in her arms, she sent the firm a little song,— which was promptly rejected, with the
simple comment that they ‘“could make nothing of it.” The firm has since become
bankrupt.

The air here given is the production of J. MaXx MUELLER, son of C. G. Mueller, a noted
German composer. He was born in Altenburg, Germany, June 19, 1842, received a musi-
cal eCucation, and came to the United States in 1860. On the breaking out of the war in
1861, he enlisted in the Twenty-ninth New York Volunteers, and subsequently was an Aid to
General Steinwehr. He participated in many of the battles of the Army of the Potomac,
and composed many songs while in the field. Since 1866, he has resided in West Chester,
Penn., where he teaches music.

By epecial permission of Louis Meyer.
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ROCK ME TO SLEEP, MOTHER.
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Backward, turn backward, O Time, in your flight,
Make me a child again, just for to night!
Mother, come back from the echoless shore,
Take me again to your heart, as of yore;

Kiss from my forehead the furrows of care,
Smooth the few silver threads out of my hair,
Over my slumbers your loving watch keep,
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

Backward, flow backward, O tide of the years!
I am so weary of toil and of tears,

Toil without recompense, tears all in vain,
Take them and give me my childhood again ;

I have grown weary of dust and decay,
Weary of flinging my soul-wealth away ;
Weary of sowing for others to reap,

Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

Tired of the hollow, the base, the untrue,
Mother, O mother, my heart calls for you;
Many a summer the grass has grown green,
Blossomed and faded, our faces between,

Yet, with strong yearning and passionate pain,
Long I to-night for your presence again.

Come from the silence so long and so deep, —
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.

Over my heart, in days that are flown,

No love like mother-love ever has shone;

No other worship abides and endures

Faithful, unselfish, and patient, like yours ;

None like a mother can charm away pain

From the sick soul and the world-weary brain ;
Slumber’s soft calms o’er my heavy lids creep, —
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

Come, let your brown hair, just lighted with gold,
Fall on your shoulders again, as of old;

Let it drop over my forehead to-night,

Shading my faint eyes away from the light,
For with its sunny-edged shadows once more
Haply will throng the sweet visions of yore ;
Lovingly, softly, its bright billows sweep, —
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

Mother, dear mother, the years have been long
Since I last listened your lullaby song;

Sing, then, and unto my soul it shall seem
Womanhood’s years have been only a dream.
Clasped to your heart in a loving embrace,

With your light lashes just sweeping my face, —
Never hereafter to wake or to weep, —

Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep.

THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD.

THE words of this sweet song are very characteristic of their author, FELICIA HEMANS.
The second stanza commemorates the death of her brother, Claude Scott Browne, who was
deputy commissary-general at Kingston, Canada, and died there in 1821. The song was a
favorite with the Barker family, who gave popular concerts throughout the United States,
forty years ago, and the music was arranged by NATHAN BARKER, one of the quartette.
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They grew in beauty side by side,
They filled one home with glee;

Their graves are severed far and wide,
By mount, and stream, and sea;

The same fond mother bent at night
Q’er each fair sleeper’s brow,

She had each folded flower in sight.
Where are those dreamers now?

One, 'midst the forests of the West,
By a dark stream is laid—

The Indian knows his place of rest,
Far in the cedar shade;

The sea, the blue, lone sea hath one —
He sleeps where pearls lie deep;

He was the loved of all, yet none
O’r his low bed may weep?

One sleeps where southern vines are dressed
Above the noble slain —
He wrapt his colors round his breast,
On a blood-red field of Spain;
And one —o’er her the myrtle showers
Its leaves by soit winds fanned —
She faded ’midst Italian flowers,
The last of that bright band !

And, parted thus, they rest who played
Beneath the same green tree;
Whose voices mingled as they prayed
Around one parent knee —
They that with smiles lit up the hall,
And cheered with song the hearth!
Alas! for love, if thou wert all,
And naught beyond, O earth!
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They trod the crowded streets of hoary towns,

Or tilled from year to year the wearied fields,
And in the shadow of the golden crowns

They gasped for sunshine and the health it yields.
They turned from homes all cheerless, child and man,

With kindly feelings only for the soil,
And for the kindred faces, pinched and wan,

That prayed, and stayed, unwilling, at their toil.
They lifted up their faces to the Lord,

And read his answer in the westering sun,
That called them ever as a shining word,

And beckoned seaward as the rivers run.

—John Boyle O’ Reilly.

From clime to clime pursue the scene,

And mark in all thy spacious way,
‘Where’er the tyrant, Man, has been,

There Peace, the cherub, can not stay,

In wilds and woodlands far away,
She builds her solitary bower,

Where only anchorites have trod,

Or friendless men, to worship God,
Have wandered for an hour.

— Thomas Campbell.

They sat them down upon the yellow sand,
Between the sun and moon, upon the shore;
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,
Of child, and wife, and slave; but evermore
Most weary seemed the sea, weary the oar,
‘Weary the wandering fields of barren foam.
Then some one said, * We will return no more!”
And all at once they sang, ¢ Our island home
Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam!”
— Alfred Tennyson.
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BAY OF DUBLIN.

LADY DUFFERIN’S peculiar pathos is even more delicately apparent in this song of hers
than in her better known “Irish Emigrant.” The wail is set to the old melody for which

Moore made his “Last Rose of Summer.”

Sempre ad lib. con moltissimo espressione.
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THE OAK AND THE ASH.

Tats is a song of the seventeenth century. The air is from Queen Elizabeth’s ¢ Vir-
ginal Book,” where it is entitled “The Quodling’s Delight.” The hero of Scott’s “Rob
Roy,” speaking of his old Northumbrian muse, says: «1 think I see her look around on
the brick walls and narrow streets which presented themselves from our windows, as she
concluded with a sigh the favorite old ditty, which I then preferred, and—why should I
not tell the truth 9—which I still prefer to all the opera airs ever minted by the capricious
brain of an Italian Mus. Doc.

¢ Qh, the oak, the ash, and the bonny ivy tree,
They flourish best at home in the North Country.”
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A North Country lass up to London did pass, Fain would I be in the North Country,
Although with her nature it did not agree; Where the lads and the lasses are making of
Which made her repent, and so often lament, hay;
Still wishing again in the North for to be. There should I see what is pleasant to me ;—
O the oak, and the ash, and the bonnyivy-tree, A mischief light on them enticed me away !
They flourish at home in my own country. O the oak, and the ash, &c.
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I like not the court, nor the city resort, Then hard hap had I, my ill-fortune to try,
Since there is no fancy for such maids as me; And so up to London my steps to advance.
Their pomp and their pride, I can never abide, O the oak, and the ash, &c.

Because with my humor it doth not agree.

O the oak, and the ash, &c. But still I perceive, I a husband might have,

1f I to the city my mind could but frame;
How oft have I been in the Westmoreland green, | But I'll have a lad that is North-Country bred,
Where the young men and maidens resort for to Or else I'll not marry in the mind that I am.
play, O the oak, and the ash, &c.
Where we with delight, from morning till night,
Could feast it and frolic on each holiday.
O the oak, and the ash, &c.

A maiden I am, and a maid I'll remain,
Until my own country again I do see;
For here in this place I shall ne’er see the face
The ewes and their lambs, with the kids and Of him that’s allotted my love for to be.
their dams, O the oak, the ash, &c.
To see in the country how finely they play;
The bells they do ring, and the birds they do sing,
And the fields and the gardens, so pleasant and
gay.
O the oak, and the ash, &c.

Then, farewell, my daddy, and farewell, my
mammy, :

Until I do see you, I nothing but mourn;;
Remembering my brothers, my sisters and

others,
At wakes and at fairs, being void of all cares, In less than a year, I hope to return.
We there with our lovers did use for to dance; Then the oak, and the ash, &c,

LOCHABER NO MORE.

ALLAN RAMSAY, author of the words of “Lochaber No More,” was one of the many
Scottish poets who have sprung from humble life, and derived their intellectual strength
from the maternal side. He also inherited from his mother a happy temperament, which
was fostered by success. He worked at wig-making in early life, but after his poems began
to bring him celebrity and money, he became a bookseller. In connection with his shop,
he established the first circulating library that Scotland ever possessed. His pastoral, en-
titled “The Gentle Shepherd,” won him wide popularity, and is considered by many the
finest of its class in the language. Under the title of “ Tea-Table Miscellany,” he published
a choice selection of Scottish and English songs, in four volumes (1724-740), which proved
very popular. He subjected himself to some censure by curtailing or altering, in many
instances, the ancient lyrics.

Ramsay was born in Lanarkshire, October 15, 1686, and died in Edinburgh, January
7, 1758, in a picturesque house he had buils for himself on the slope of Castle Hill. which
still stands. His son, Allan Ramsay, the younger (1713-'84), became eminent as a painter.

The Scoteh have long claimed the air of “Lochaber no more;” but Chappell has hinted,
and Samuel Lover has proved, that its origin is Irish. It is to be found iu a book in the
British Museum, entitled “New Poems, Songs, Prologues and Epilogues, never before
printed, by Thomas Duffet, and set by the most eminent musicians about the town. Lon-
don, 1676.” In this volume the air is called “The Irish Tune.” The words which Duffet
wrote for it were entitled “Since Ceelia’s my foe,” and by that name the air was known in
England for almost a century. Therefore, it was called in England “The Irish Tuce,”
seventeen years before there is the first claim made to it by the Scotch. It was also found
in a manuseript collection of airs written for the viola de gamba, 168392, and was there
entitled “King James’s March into Ireland.” In alate collection it is called “King James’s
March to Dublin.” Twelve years after, the song was known in London as ¢“The Irish
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Tune,” when there is evidence that Irish music was in favor at the court; King James
went to Ireland with the strongest reason for wishing to excite Irish sympathy. How
natural that the royal progress should be made to the sound of Irish airs. Singularly
enough, the air can be traced in its journey into Scotland from its native land. Bunting,
in his “Ancient Music of Ireland,” without knowing of the since-discovered fact about
“The Irish Tune,” says: “Another eminent harper of this period was MYLES REILLY, of
Killincarra, in the county of Cavan, born about 1635. He was universally referred to s
the composer of the original ‘Lochaber.’ The air is supposed to have been carried into
Scotland by Thomas Connallon, born five years later, at Cloonmahoon, in the county of Sligo.
O'Neill calls him ‘the great harper,’ and says he attained city honors in Edinburgh, where
he died.” The song first appeared in its present form in Ramsay’s Tea-Table Miscellany.”
1724. The melody is said to have so powerful an effect upon the Highlander in a foreign
army, in a strange land, that military bands are forbidden to play it.
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Farewell to Lochaber, farewell to my Jean,
Where heartsome wi’ thee I ha’e mony days been;
Tor Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,
We’'ll may be return to Lochaber no more.
These tears that I shed they are a’ for my dear,
And no’ for the dangers attending on weir;
Tho’ borne on rough seas to a far distant shore,
Maybe to return to return to Lochaber no more.

Tho’ hurricanes rise, and rise ev’ry wind,

They’ll ne’er make a tempest like that in my mind;
Tho’ loudest of thunders on louder waves roar,
There’s naething like leaving my love on the shore.

To leave thee behind me, my heart is sair pained;
Butby ease that’s inglorious no fame can be gain’d;
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave:
And I maun deserve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my Jeanie, maun plead my excuse:
Since honour commands me, how can I refuse?
Without it I ne’er can have merit for thee;

And losing thy favour, I’d better not be.

I gae, then, my lass, to win honour and fame;
And if I should chance to come gloriously hame
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o’er,
And then I’ll leave thee and Lochaber no more.



THE LAMENT OF THE IRISH EMIGRANT.

THE LAMENT OF THE IRISH EMIGRANT.

HELEN SELINA SHERIDAN was born in Ireland in 1807. She inherited the wit and
brilliance of her grandfather, Richard Brinsley Sheridan, and was noted in fashionable
circles for her beauty and accomplishments. Besides the words of the songs, with which
she occupied her Jeisure hours, she wrote music and considerable elegant literature, which
has not survived like that of her sister, Mrs. Norton. When but eighteen years old, she
married the Honorable Price Blackwood, afterward Lord Dufferin. He died in 1841, and
twenty-one years afterward, when her old and intimate friend, the Earl of Gifford, was in
his last illness, she became his wife, that she might be constantly by his side. He lived
but two months, and five years later, June 13, 1867, Lady Gifford died also. The present
Ear] Dufferin, late Governor-General of Canada, is her son.

The music which so exquisitely expresses the sentiment of Lady Dufferin’s song, was
composed by WiLLIAM R. DEMPSTER, and many will well remember hearing him sing it in
this country.
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I’'m sittin’ on the stile, Mary,
Where we sat side by side,

On a bright May morning, long ago,
When first you were my bride.

The corn was springing fresh and green,
And the lark sang loud and high,

And the red was on your lip, Mary,
And the love-light in your eye.

The place is little changed, Mary,
The day as bright as then,
The lark’s loud song is in my ear,
And the corn is green again!
But I miss the soft clasp of your hand,
And your breath warm on my cheek,
And I still keep listenin’ for the words,
You never more will speak.

Tis but a step down yonder lane,
And the little church stands near,
The church where we were wed, Mary,
I see the spire from here;

But the graveyard lies between, Mary,
And my step might break your rest,
For I laid you, darling, down to sleep,

With your baby on your breast.

I’'m very lonely now, Mary,
For the poor make no new friends,
But Oh! they love them better far,
The few our father sends!
And you were all I had, Mary,
My blessing and my pride;
There's nothing left to care for now,
Since my poor Mary died.

Yours was the brave, good heart, Mary,
That still kept hoping on,
When the trust in God had left my soul,
And my arm’s young strength was gone;
There was comfort ever on your lip,
And the kind look on your brow ;
I bless you for that same, Mary,
Though you can’t hear me now.

I thank you for the patient smile,
When your heart was fit to break,
When the hunger pain was gnawing there,
And you hid it for my sake;
I bless you for the pleasant word,
When your heart was sad and sore;
Oh, I am thankful you are gone, Mary,
Where grief can’t reach you more !

I’'m bidding you a long farewell,
My Mary, kind and true,
But I'll not forget you, darling,
In the land I'm going to.
They say there’s bread and work for all,
And the sun shines always there;
But I'll not forget old Ireland
Were it fifty times as fair,

And often in those grand old woods,
I'll sit and shut my eyes,
And my heart will travel back again,
To the place where Mary lies.
And I'll think I see the little stile,
Where we sat side by side;
And the springing corn, and the bright May morn,
When first you were my bride.
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ERIN IS MY HOME.

TroMAS HAYNES BAYLY wrote the following song. The music is a popular German
air, arranged by IeNATZ MoSCHELES, the eminent composer and pianist, who was born in
Prague in 1794. He left his country for travel and study, and finally settled in London,
where he died, March 10, 1870. His musical memoirs, edited by his wife, were published
in New York, under the title “Recent Music and Musicians.”
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PAT MALLOY.

TrE song of “Pat Malloy” occurs in the play of “ Arrah na Pogue.” Its author, D1ox
BoucIcAULT, actor and dramatic writer, was born in Dublin, December 26, 1822. His father,
a French refugee, was a merchant in that city. The son was educated in England. Among
the multitude of plays which he has written or adapted, is the representation of “ Rip Van
Winkle,” which Joseph Jefferson has made so popular. Boucicault has spent a great deal
of time in this country, although London is his home.
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Ire-land is  your coun -try, and  your mame 18 Pat  Mal-loy!”
Ire - land is me  coun - try, and me name i3 Pat  Mal - loy.
Ire - land s me  coun- lry, and me name is Pat  Mal-loy.
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THE EXILE OF ERIN.

WaEN THOMAS CAMPBELL had fairly set forth as a literary adventurer, he went over to
Germany to acquaint himself with the men and manner of his chosen profession. The first
incident of his journey that has a direct interest for posterity was his opportunity to watch
the progress of the battle of Hohenlinden, which he has made better known to most
American schoolboys than many of the engagements of our own Revolution. At Ham-
burg he met Anthony M’Cann, an Irishman, and a leader of the Irish Rebellion of 1798,
who was then an exile from his home. From the sympathy which his lot, and that of his
confederates, aroused in Campbell's kindly nature, came the beautiful lyric that follows.
The air is the old Irish melody, “Savourneen Deelish.”
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ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE WELL.

There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin,
The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill,
For his country he sighed when at twilight re-
pairing,
To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill:
But the day-star attracted his eye’s sad devotion,
Tor it rose o’er his own native isle of the
ocean,
Where once in the fire of his youthful emotion,
He sang the bold anthem of Erin go bragh.

“Oh! sad is my fate!” said the heart-broken
stranger,
« The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee;
But I have no refuge from famine and danger,
A home and a country remain not for me;
Ah! never again in the green shady bowers,
Where my forefathers lived, shall I spend the
sweet hours,
Or cover my harp with the wild woven flowers,
And strike the sweet numbers of Erin go
bragh.

“0Oh! Erin, my country’ tho’ sad and forsaken,
In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore;
But, alas! in a far foreign land I awaken,
And sigh for the friends who can meet me no
more,.

95

Ah! cruel fate! will thou never replace me
In a mansion of peace, where no perils can
chase me?
Ah! never again shall my brothers embrace me!
They died to defend me or live to deplore.

“Oh! where is my cabin door, fast by the wild-
wood ?
Sisters and sires, did you weep for its fall?
Oh! where is the mother that looked on my child-
hood ?
And where is the bosom friend dearer than all?
Ah, my sad heart! long abandoned by pleasure,
Why didst thou doat on a fast fading treas-
ure?
Tears like the rain-drop may fall without meas-
ure,
But rapture and beauty they cannot recall !

“But yet, all its sad recollections suppressing,
One dying wish my lone bosom shall draw,
Oh! Erin! an exile bequeaths thee his blessing!
Dear land of my forefathers, Erin go bragh!
Oh! buried and cold, when my heart stills its

motion,
Green be thy fields, sweetest isle of the ocean,
And thy harp-striking bards sing atoud with de-

votion,

Oh! Erin, mavourneen! Erin go bragh!”

ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE WELL.

Tae words of this favorite of years were written by THoMAS HAYNES BAYLY, the

English writer of so many singable poems.
RawLINGS, who was the son of an eminent English musician, and was born in 1775.

The music was composed by THOMAS A.
He

became dlstmgulshed as a composer, and as performer upon various instruments, and died

about 1833.
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Shades of evening, close not o’er us,

Leave our lonely bark awhile !

Morn, alas ! will not restore us

Yonder dim and distant isle;

Still my fancy can discover,

Darker shadows round us hover,

’Tis the hour when happy faces,
Smile around the taper’s light!

Who will fill our vacant places !
Who will sing our songs to night?

Sunny spots where friends may dwell;

Isle of Beauty, Fare thee well!

Thro’ the mist that floats above us,
Faintly sounds the vesper bell ;
Like a voice from those who love us,

Breathing fondly Fare thee well!

When the waves are round me breaking,
As I pace the deck alone,

And my eye in vain is seeking
Some green leaf to rest upon ;

What would not I give to wander,
Where my old companions dwell ?

Absence makes the heart grow fonder,
Isle of Beauty, Fare thee well!
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS.

THE first four lines of this song are from an old bailad called “The Strong Walls of
Derry,” —which does not leave a great deal to be claimed by Burns, who made the
remainder.

The old melody to which it is set is called “Portmore.” The song was a favorite in

the repertoire of Henry Russell, set to music of his own.
Harmonized as & Quartette, by Edward S. Cummings.
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I'M SADDEST WHEN I SING.

THE words of this song were written by THoMAs HAYNES BAYLY, and the air was

composed by Sik IIENRY ROWLEY BIsHOP.
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IF THOU WERT BY MY SIDE.

REGINALD HEBER was born at Malpas, Cheshire, England, April 21, 1783. He took
high honors at Oxford University, and afterward was distinguished for learning and piety.
He was settled in the living of Hodnut, when he accepted the bishopric of Calcutta. He was
unwearied in his missionary work, and it was while he was travelling on the Ganges, to
visit the mission stations, that the following lines to his wife were written. Bishop Heber
died in India, April 23, 1826,

The music of the song was composed by SIDNEY NELSON.
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1f thou wert by my side, my love, But miss thy kind, approving eye,
How fast would evening fail, Thy meek, attentive ear.
In green Bengala’s palmy grove

List’'ning the nightingale. But when of morn and eve the star

Beholds me on my knee,

If thou, my love, wert by my side, I feel, though thou art distant far,
My babies at my knee, Thy prayers ascend for me.

How gaily would our pinnace glide, .

O’er Gunga’s mimic sea. Then on, then on, where duty leads,

My course be onward still;

I miss thee at the dawning gray, O’er broad Hindostan's sultry meads,
When, on our deck reclined, Q’er bleak Almorah’s hill.

In careless ease my limbs I lay,

And woo the cooler wind. That course, nor Delhi’s kingly gates,

Nor wild Malwah detain:

I miss thee, when by Gunga’s stream, For sweet the Dliss us both awaits,
My twilight steps I guide; By yonder western main !

But most beneath the lamp’s pale beam,

I miss thee from my side! Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright they say,

Across the dark blue sea;
I spread my books, my pencil try, But ne’er were hearts so light and gay
The lingering noon to cheer; As then shall meet in thee!

THE CARRIER DOVE.

DANIEL JOENSON, the composer of the ¢Carrier Dove,” was a music-teacher in New
York, about 1850. He was a choral-singer at the Park Theatre, conductor of music at
Palmo’s concert saloon, and a singer of English glees. There is no clue to the author of
the words.
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O, TAKE ME BACK TO SWITZERLAND.

THE words of this little song were written by MRs. NoRTON, to a Tyrolese air. It
was Jenny Lind's rendering of it which introduced it in the United States, and made it
popular.
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1. Bythe dark waves of the roll-ing w»es, Where the white-sail’d ships are toss - ing free,
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Came a youth-ful maid-en, Pale and sor-row la - den, With & mourn-ful voice sang she:* Oh,
When the day de - clin -eth, Or the bright sun shin-eth, Pre - sent still its beau - ty seems: Oh,
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THE PILGRIM FATHERS.

WE owe “The New England Hymn,” the first Puritan lyric we have, to an English
woman, FELICIA HEMANS, whose spirit was strongly susceptible to the religious romance
and heroism that brought the pilgrims across the ocean in search of a mew home. Why
bas no one set to music Holmes’s lyrie that closes :

* Yes, when the frowning bulwarks

That guard this holy strand,

Have sunk beneath the trampling surge —
In beds of sparkling sand;

While in the waste of ocean
One hoary rock shall stand,

Be this its latest legend —
Here was the Pilgrim’s Land!”

The music of Mrs. Ilemans’s son7 was written by her sister, Miss BROWNE, and perhaps
we owe our possession of this, and her other beautiful airs, to Sir Walter Scott and
Moscheles. The latter was visiting Scott, and, upon leaving, promised Sir Walter that he
would find a London publisher for “some pretty songs set to music by a Miss Browne, with
words by her sister, Felicia Hemans.” Moscheles’ diary records their publication.
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The breaking waves dashed high,
On a stern and rock-bound coast;

And the woods against a stormy sky,
Their giant branches tossed:

And the heavy night hung dark,
The hills and waters o’er,

When a band of exiles moor’d their bark,
On the wild New England shore.

Not as the conqueror comes,
They, the true-hearted, came!
Not with the roll of the stirring drums,
Or the trumpet that sings of fame ;
Not as the flying come,
In silence and in fear,
Theyshook the depths ofthe desert’s gloom,
With their hymns of lofty cheer.

Amidst the storm they sang!
And the stars heard and the sea!

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang,

To the anthem of the free!

The ocean eagle soared

From his nest by the white waves’ foam,
And the rocking pines of the forest roared;
This was their welcome home !

There were men with hoary hair
Amidst that pilgrim band:—

Why had they come to wither there,
Away from childhood’s land?

There was woman’s fearless eye,
Lit by her deep love’s truth;

There was manhood’s brow serenely high,
And the fiery heart of youth.

What sought they thus afar?
Bright jewels of the mine ?
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war?
They sought a faith’s pure shrine.
Aye! call it holy ground,
The spot where first they trod,
They have left unstained what there they found,
Freedom to worship God.

CHEER, BOYS, CHEER.

Tue words of this spirited song were written by CHARLES MACKAY; the music
was composed by HENRY RUsSELL. In 1843, Russell went home, and sang with great suc-

cess in England, Scotland, and France.

During that visit he ecomposed music for several

songs of Charles Mackay’s, which he rendered with great effect, at Niblo’s, in New York, on
his return. The London Atheneum, in 1856, said : ¢ Dr. Charles Mackay has been voiceless
for some yea:s. Echoes of his old music are still common in the streets where youngsters
delight to warble ¢Cheer, boys, cheer!” and in merry meeting-places, where folks are fond

of anticipating ¢The good time coming.””
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O happy ship,
To rise and dip,
‘With the blue crystal at your lip!
O happy crew,
My heart with you
Sails, and sails, and sings anew !
— Thomas Buchanan Read.

Our country is our ship, d’ye see!
—James Cobbd.

A fatal ebbe and flow, alas!
To manye more than myne and me.
—dJean Ingelow.

O calm, distant haven, where the clear starlight gleams
On the wild, restless waters, on the heart’s restless dreams,
How oft, gazing upward, my soul yearns to be

In that far world of angels, where is no more sea!
— Caroline Elizabeth Norton.



SONGS OF THE SEA.

THE SEA.

BrYAN WALLER PROCTER (“Barry Cornwall”), produced a great variety of literature,
but he is most widely known and best appreciated for his exquisite songs. Of these, his
song of “The Sea,” is perhaps the best remembered. He was born in London, in 1790,
spent a long and outwardly uneventful life there among warm friends and admirers, and
there died, October 4, 1874.

The air of this song was composed by a singular musical character, who went to Lon-
don in 1830, and became very intimate with Procter. This was S1c1sM0oND NEUKOMM, Chev-
alier, a German composer, born at Salzburg, July 10, 1778. He was musically educated
by Joseph Haydn, who was his relative. He had opportunities for study and travel, and
became so well-informed as to receive, among his friends, the nick-name of “ Cyclopaedia.”
At the house of Ignatz Moscheles, in London, Neukomm and Mendelssohn met frequently.
Moscheles, in his diary, tells us, that, although they became friendly, their mutual appre-
ciation was confined to the social virtues; for Neukomm thought Mendelssohn “too im-
petuous, noisy, and lavish in the use of wind instruments, too exaggerated in his tempo, and
too restless in his playing;” while the glorious young musical genius, would turn impa-
tiently on his heel, exclaiming, “If only that excellent man, Neukomm, would write better
music! He speaks so ably, his language and letters are so choice, and yet his music—
how commonplace !”

Chorley, in his musical recollections, gives us a picture which makes us feel that Men-
delssohn’s judgment was far too lenient. He says: “Of all the men of talent I have ever
known, Chevalier Neukomm was the most deliberate in turning to account every gift, every
talent, every creature-comfort to be procured from others; withal, shrewd, pleasant, uni-
versally educated beyond the generality of musical composers of his period. A man who
had been largely ‘knocked about,” and had been hardened into the habit or duty of knock-
ing any one whom he could fascinate into believing in him. Never was any man more
adroit in catering for his own comforts—in administering vicarious benevolence. Once
having gained entrance into a hcuse; he remained there, with a possession of self-posses-
sion the like of which I have never seen. There was no possibility of dislodging him, save
at his own deliberate will and pleasure. He would have hours and usages regulated
in conformity with his own tastes; and these were more regulated by individual whimsy
than universal convenience. He must dine at one particular hour—at no other. Having
embraced homeeopathy to its fullest extent, he would have his own dinner expressly made
and provided. The light must be regulated to suit his eyes—the temperature to fit his
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endurance. But, as rarely fails to be the case, in this world of shy or sycophantic persons,
he compelled obedience to his decrees; and, on the strength of a slender musical talent, a
smooth, diplomatic manner, and some small insight into other worlds than his own, he
maintained a place, in its lesser sphere, as astounding and autocratic as that of the great
Samuel Johnson, when he ruled the household of the Thrales with a rod of iron. Neukomm
had no artistic vigor or skill to insure a lasting popularity for his music. It has past, and
gone to the limbo of oblivion. Yet, for some five years he held a first place in England,
and was in honored request at every provincial music-meeting. He was at Manchester,
at Derby, where, I think, his oratorio of ‘Mount Sinai’ was produced; most prominent at
Birmingham, for which he wrote his unsuccessful ‘David.’* I question whether a note of
his music lives in any man’s recollection, unless it be ‘The Sea,’ to the spirited and stirring
words of Barry Cornwall. This song made at once a striking mark on the public ear and
heart. The spirited setting bore out the spirited words; and the spirited singing and say-
ing of both, by Mr. Henry Phillips, had no small share in the brilliant success.”
Neukomm became partially blind in his later years, and died in Paris, April 3, 1858.

Mr. Phillips, in his “Recollections,” says: “Neukomm sent me a note, saying he had
composed a song for me—would I come to his apartments and hear it? He was then an
attaché of the French Ambassador, who resided in Portland Place. I accordingly went,
was very kindly and politely received ; he sat down to his pianoforte and played, and in his
way sang, the song. I was unable to make any remark upon it; for I was anything but
pleased, and candidly confess I thought he had written it to insult me. I brought the
manuscript home, and on singing it over was strengthened in my former opinion. The
more I tried it, the more displeased I was. I felt, however, that I was bound to sing it; I
could not again refuse his offer. So it was scored for the orchestra, and I was to intro-
duce it at a grand morning concert, given by Nicholson, at the Italian Opera Concert-Room.
I went very downcast, and felt assured that I should be hissed out of the orchestra. This
much-dreaded song was ‘The sea, the sea, the open sea’ The orchestra led off the
long symphony which precedes the air. In an instant I heard the master hand over the
score; I felt suddenly inspired, sang it with all my energy, and gained a vociferous encore.
The whole conversation of the day was the magnificent song I had just sung. My friend,
Mori, who led the band, asked me if I thought he could obtain it for ten guineas. I told
him I did not think five tens would purchase it. ¢Well, said he, ‘T’ll think of it” He did;
and while he was thinking, Mr. ¥Frederick Beale paid Neukomm a visit, in anxious hope of
obtaining the song, while Addison stood watching from the first-floor window over the shop
in Regent street, for Beale’s return. Presently he caught sight of him, when Beale waved
the manuscript trinmphantly in the air; it was theirs, and realized a fortune. I believe
they got it for fifty guineas.” '
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1 love, Oh how I love to ride

On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide !
When every mad wave drowns the moon,
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune,

And tells how goeth the world below,
And why the souw’-west blast doth blow !
I never was on the dull, tame shore,

But I loved the great sea more and more,
And backward flew to her billowy breast,
"Like a bird that seeketh its mother’snest;
And a mother she was, and is to me,

For I was born on the open sea.

®

The waves were white, and red the morn,

In the noisy hour when I was born;

And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolled
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold;
And never was heard such an outery wild
As welcomed to life the Ocean child.

I have lived, since then, in calm and strife,
Full fifty summers a sailor’s life,

With wealth to spend, and a power to range,
But never have sought or sighed for change:
And Death, whenever he come to me,

Shall come on the wide, unbounded sea.

td



OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.

BARNEY BUNTLINE.

Tae delightfully absurd song of *Barney Buntline” was written by WILLIAM PITT,
Esq., of the British navy. He was master-attendant at Jamaica Dock-yard, and was after-
ward stationed at Malta, where he died in 1840. . The air is an old English one, to which

these words were set by JoEN DAvVY, composer of the famous air, #Bay of Biscay.”
‘ Harmonized by Fdward 8. Cummings.
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One night came on a hurricane, the sea was moun-
tains rolling,

When Barney Buntline turned his quid, and said
to Billy Bowling:

« A strong sou’-wester’s blowing, Bill, O can’t you
you hear it roar now;

God help ’em, how I pities all unhappy folks
ashore, now!

Bow, wow, wow, &c.

“ Fool-hardy chaps as lives in towns, what danger
they are all in!

And now they’re quaking in their beds for fear
the roof should fall in.

Poor creatures, how they envies us, and wishes,
I've a notion,

For our good Iuck in sucha storm to be upon
the ocean.

Bow, wow, wow, &c.
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“Then, as to them kept out all day on business | “ And often have we seamen heard how men are

from their houses, killed and undone,

And, late at night, are walking home to cheer | By overturns in carriages, and thieves, and fires
their babes and spouses, in London

While you and I upon the deck are comfortably | We’ve heard what risks all landsmen run, from
lying, noblemen to tailors,

My eye, what tiles and chimney pots about their | So Bill, let us thank Providence, that you and I

heads are flying. are sailors.”
Bow, wow, wow, &c. ' » Bow, wow, wow, &c.

THE WHITE SQUALL.

TeE words of “The White Squall” were written by Captain JomNS, of the Marines,
British navy, and the air was made by GEORGE A. BArRkER. The latter was a well-known
English musician, and was first tenor in the Princess’ Theatre, London, thirty years ago.
He died in Leychurch, in 1877,
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THE WHITE SQUALL.
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THE WHITE SQUALL.
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THE STORM.

THE authorship of this song has been disputed. GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS was
born in London, England, but the exact date is not known. He was an actor of no great
power, and between poor playing and hard drinking, his finances were in a not very flourish-
ing condition. when he hit upon a scheme for repairing them. He wrote an amazingly furiny
mixture of wit and nonsense, entitled it “ A Lecture on Heads,” and gave it to a friend to
deliver. As might have been expected, the friend failed to catch the fine points of the
composition, and the “heads” fell as if severed on the block. Stevens picked them up
and stuck them on again, for a second round. Presto! all the features were in their right
places, and every pun was as plain as the nose on a man’s face. The lecture was an im-
mense success, and became popular at once. Stevens delivered it amid “unbounded en-’
thusiasm,” in Great Britain and Ireland, and then brought it over to delight our staid
ancestors on this side of the water. On going back to England, he attempted to lengthen
out the joke by adding “half-lengths,” and “whole-lengths,” but an over-drawn witticism
is a dismal thing, and nobody laughed with the disappointed comedian. The following is
an extract from a letter which he wrote while lying, for debt, in Yarmouth jail :

“The week’s eating finishes my last waistcoat; and next I must atone for my errors
on bread and water. A wig has fed me two days; the trimming of a waistcoat as long; a
pair of velvet breeches paid my washerwoman; a ruffle shirt has found me in shaving.
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My coats I swallowed by degrees; the sleeves I breakfasted upon for two weeks; the
body, skirts, &e., served me for dinner two months; my silk stockings have paid my lodg-
ings, and two pair of new pumps enabled me to smoke several pipes. It is incredible
how my appetite (barometer-like) rises in proportion as my necessities make their ter-
rible advances. I here could say something droll about a stomach ; but it’s ill jesting with
edged tools, and 1 am sure that is the sharpest thing about me.”

The wonder of his composing so fine a lyric as “The Storm,” has led to a doubt
whether he really did do it; but, the truth is, that he wrote other songs so famous in their
day, that they were printed by various booksellers, without his consent, and very much to
his disadvantage. “The Storm” has been attributed to no one else except Falconer.
author of “The Shipwreck,” and the only ground of such a claim was, that he might have
done it—that it was somewhat in his line. But Falconer is neither Iyrical nor spirited, and
the picturesqueness of the song makes all but certain the claim of the actor-poet.

Stevens lived in an age of deep drinking; and as the bowl was the especial inspirer of
his verse, so it was the principal receiver of its praises. After several other unsuccessfu!
attempts, he returned to the delivery of “ Heads,” which he was finally able to sell for
money enough to pay for the last carousals of his life, which ended miserably in 1784,

The original air to which “The Storm” is set was called, with queer appropriate-
ness to the author’s state, “ Welcome, brother debtor.” It appeared in a collection of
songs called “Calliope,” published in 1730. Incledon, the English vocalist, sang “The
Storm” in this country with great effect.
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Hark! the boatswain hoarsely bawling, —
By topsail sheets and haulyards stand,
Down top-gallants quick be hauling,
Down your staysails, —hand, boys, hand !
Now it freshens, set the braces,
Quick the topsail-sheets let go;
Luff, boys, luff, don’t make wry faces,
Up your topsails nimbly clew.

Now all you at Fome in safety,
Sheltered from the howling storm,
Tasting joys by Heaven vouchsafed ye,

Of our state vain notions form.
Round us roars the tempest louder,

Think what fear our mind enthralls'!
Harder yet it blows, still harder,

Now again the boatswain calls.

The topsail-yards point to the wind, boys,
See all clear to reef each course —
Let the foresheet go—don’t mind, boys,
Though the weather should be worse.
Fore and aft the sprit-sail yard get,
Reef the mizzen —see all clear —
Hand up, each preventer-brace set—
Man the foreyards — cheer, lads, cheer!

Now the awful thunder’s rolling,
Peal on peal contending clash;
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring,
In our eyes blue lightnings flash:
One wide water all around us,
All above us one black sky;
Different deaths at once surround us,
Hark! what means that dreadful cry?

The foremast’s gone! cries every tongue, out
Oer the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck ;
A leak beneath the chest-tree’s sprung out—
Call all hands to clear the wreck.
Quick, the lanyards cut to pieces —
Come, my hearts, be stout and bold!
Plumb the well — the leak increases —
Four feet water in the hold!

While o’er the ship wild waves are beating,
We for our wives and children mourn;
Alas, from hence there’s no retreating !
Alas, to them, there’s no return!
Still the danger grows upon us,
Wild confusion reigns below;
Heaven have mercy here upon us,
For only that can save us now.

O’er the lee-beam is the land, boys —
Let the guns o’erboard be thrown —

To the pump, come, every hand, boys,
See, our mizzenmast is gone.

The leak we’ve found, it cannot pour fast,
We’ve lightened her a foot or more;

Up and rig a jury foremast— - [shore.
She rights!—she rights!—boys, wear off

Now once more on joys we’re thinking,
Since kind Heaven has spared our lives,
Come, the can, boys, let’s be drinking
To our sweethearts and our wives:
Fill it up, about ship wheel it,
Close to the lips a brimmer join;—
Where’s the tempest now, who feels it?
None — our danger’s drowned in wine.

THE MINUTE GUN AT SEA.

TaE words of this song were written by R. S. SHARPE, an English song-writer, who was
born in 1776, and died in 1822. The music was made by M. P. Kixg, a favorite English
composer, who began writing music early in this century. He wrote operas, oratorios,
etc., and composed the music for Arnold’s “Up All Night,” in which this song was em-
bodied as a duet. His sons were both noted as teachers of music, and performers on tae
organ and pianoforte. They came to this country when young, lived in New York City for
many years, and died there about twenty-five years ago. The eldest was Charles King,
who arranged numerous songs, glees, etc. The younger brother, W. A. King, was for
many years organist and conductor of music in Grace Church, and was deemed the finest
organist in New York. He also conducted and arranged at the fashionable concerts of
thirty years ago; was distinguished as an accompanist, and as a solo performer on the
pianoforte. His “Grace Church Collection of Sacred Music” was called the most merito-
rious publication of the kind that was ever issued in this country.
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BLACK-EYED SUSAN.

ALTHOUGH JOHN GAY was the intimate friend of Pope and Swift, and wrote the best
poetical fables in our language, he will be longest remembered by his few songs, the most
famous of which is “Black-eyed Susan.” He was born in Devonshire, England, in 1688.
He was apprenticed to a silk-mercer, hated the business, escaped from it to follow his lit-
crary inclinations, and made friends who encouraged and assisted him. His ¢ Beggar’s
Opera,” which had a first run of sixty-two nights, was immensely popular in city and
country, and is still a favorite for its sweet songs. It was brought out at Lincoln’s Inn
Fields, under the management of Mr. Rich; and the joke was bandied about, that “‘The
Beggar's Opera’ had made Gay rich, and Rich gay.” Its success gave rise to the English
opera, which from that time disputed the stage with the Italian. Gay wrote a continua-
tion of the ¢ Beggar’s Opera,” in which he transferred his characters to America; but the
Lord Chamberlain refused to allow it to be played. He published it, and the notoriety
which its attempted suppression gave, caused him to realize more money than its success-
ful representation would have been likely to. The Duchess of Marlborough gave two hun-
dred and forty dollars for a single copy of it. Gay died suddenly, December 4, 1732.
Upon Pope’s letter to Swift, announcing the event, Swift wrote: “Received December 15,
but not read until the 20th, by an impulse foreboding some misfortune.” Pope wrote of
tay: ¢ Of manners gentle, of affections mild;

In wit a man, simplicity a child.”

The ballad of “Black-eyed Susan” was magnificently set to a re-arranged old English
ballad air, by RICHARD LEVERIDGE.
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All in the Downs the fleet was moored,
The streamers waving in the wind,

When black-eyed Susan came on board:
“0, where shall I my true love find?

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true,

If my sweet William sails among the crew.”

William, who high upon the yard
Rocked with the billow to and fro,
Soon as her well known voice he heard,
He sighed, and cast his eyes below :
The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands,
And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands.

So the sweet lark, high poised in air,
Shuts close his pinions to his breast
If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear,
And drops at once into her nest: —
The noblest captain in the British fleet
Might envy William’s lip those kisses sweet.

“ (0 Susan, Susan, lovely dear,
My vows shall ever true remain;
Let me kiss off that falling tear;
We only part to meet again,
Change as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall be
The faithful compass that still points to thee.

“ Believe not what the landsmen say,

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind :
They'll tell thee sailors when away,

In every port a mistress find:
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so,
For thou art present wheresoe’er 1 go.

“If to fair India’s coast we sail,

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright,
Thy breath is Afric’s spicy gale,

Thy skin is ivory so white.
Thus every beauteous object that I view,
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue.

“ Though battle call me from thy arms,
Let not my pretty Susan mourn;
Though cannons roar, yet safe from harms
William shall to his dear return.
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly,
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan’s eye.”

The boatswain gave the dreadful word,
The sails their swelling bosom spread ;
No longer must she stay aboard;
They kissed, she sighed, he hung his head.
Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land;
« Adieu!” she cries, and waves her lily hand.

'TWAS WHEN THE SEAS WERE ROARING.

Tae words of the following song were written by JomN Gay. It was made for a
tragi- comic play, entitled “ What-d’-ye-call-it?” This was an entirely new style of piece,
in which the action was apparently tragic, but the language absurd. Part of the audi-
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ence, catching the latter but taintly, were ready to dissolve in tears, while the rest were
so convulsed with laughter, that the drift of the piece was forgotten in the enjoyment.
Campbell says of the author: “The works of Gay are on our shelves, but not in our
Pockets,—in our remembrance, but not in our memories. His fables are as good as a
series of such pieces will, in all possibility, ever be. No one has envied him their produc-
tion; but many would like to have the fame of having written ¢The Shepherd’s Week,’
‘Black-eyed Susan,’ and the ballad that begins, “Twas when the Seas were Roaring.””
Cowper, in a letter dated August 4, 1783, says: “ What can be prettier than Gay’s ballad,
or rather Swift’s, Arbuthnot’s, Pope’s, and Gay’s, in the ¢ What-@-ye-call-it?” —¢“’Twas when
the Seas were Roaring” I have been well informed that they all contributed.”

The music of the ballad is from HANDEL. Handel, among the other great composers,
Is seldom associated with song musie, but the time was, in England at least, when no con-
cert programme was complete without several of Handel's songs. Many of his most beau-
tiful melodies are never heard.
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OUR FAMILIAR SONGS.

“Twelve months are gone and over,
And nine long tedious days:

Why didst thou, venturous lover,
Why didst thou trust the seas?

Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean,
And let my lover rest—

Ah! what’s thy troubled motion
To that within my breast !

“The merchant, robbed of pleasure,
Views tempests in despair;

But what’s the loss of treasure
To losing of my dear?

Should you some coast be laid on,
Where gold and diamonds grow,

“How can they say that nature
Has nothing made in vain;
Why, then, beneath the water,
Should hideous rocks remain?
No eyes these rocks discover,
That lurk beneath the deep,
To wreck the wandering lover,
And leave the maid to weep.”

All melancholy lying,
Thus wailed she for her dear;

Repaid each blast with sighing,
Each billow with a tear:

When o’er the white wave stooping,
His floating corpse she spied,

You'll find a richer maiden,

Then like a lily drooping,
But none that loves you so.

She bowed her head, and died.

A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE.

EPES SARGENT, author of “A Life on the Ocean Wave,” was born in Gloucester, Mass.,
September 27, 1812, He is well known as the author of much graceful prose and verse,
and the editor of several fine collections. He is a journalist by profession, and resides in
Boston. Iam indebted to Mr. Sargent for the following interesting history of the song:

« A Life on the Ocean Wave was written for HENRY RUSSELL. The subject of the
song was suggested to mo as I was walking, one breezy, sun-bright morning in spring, on
the Battery, in New York, and looking out upon the ships and the small craft under full
sail. Having completed my song and my walk together, I went to the office of the Mirror,
wrote out the words, and showed them to my good friend, George P. Morris. After read-
ing the piece, he said, ‘My dear boy, this is not a song; it will never do for music; but it
is a very nice little lyric; so let me take it and publish it in the Mirror” I consented, and
concluded that Morris was right. Some days after the publication of the piece, I met
Russell. ‘Where is that song?’ asked he. ‘I tried my hand at one and failed, said I.
‘How do you know that? ¢Morris tells me it won’t answer. ¢And is Morris infallible?
Hand me the piece, young man, and let us go into Hewitt’s back room here, at the corner
of Park Place and Broadway, and see what we can make out of your lines/’

“We passed through the music store. Russell seated himself at the piano; read over
the lines attentively; hummed an air or two to himself; thHen ran his fingers over the
keys, then stopped as if nonplussed. Suddenly a bright idea seemed to dawn upon himj;
a melody had all at once floated into his brain, and he began to hum it, and to sway him-
self to its movement. Then striking the keys tentatively a few times, he at last confidently
launched into the air since known as ‘A Life on the Ocean Wave.! ¢I've gotit!’ he ex-
claimed. It was all the work of a few minutes. I pronounced the melody a success, and
it proved so. The copyright of the song became very valuable, though I never got any-
thing from it myself. It at once became a favorite, and soon the bands were playing it in
the streets. A year or two after its publication, I received from England copies of five or
six different editions that had been issued there by competing publishers.”
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A WET SHEET AND A FLOWING SEA.

TeE name of ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, author of the song which follows, suggests one of
the pleasantest characters among the producers of lyric poetry. He was born at Black-
wood, in Nithside, Dumfriesshire, Scotland, December 7,1784. At the time of his birth, his
father was a land-steward. His mother was a lady of fine accomplishments. Allan was
the fourth of eleven children, and, after an elementary education, was apprenticed to an
older brother, who was a stone-mason. Every spare moment was spent in poring over
boaks, or listening to the legends that his mother knew how to set forth picturesquely.

A little river divided the lands which his father superintended, from the farm of
Burns; and the young Allan received indelibie impressions from the poet who patted his
.childish head. The Ettrick Shepherd, too, was feeding his master’s flock on the hills near
by. Allan had long admired him in secret, and one day, with his brother James, he started
to pay his hero a visit. It was on an autumn afternoon, and the shepherd was watching his
sheep on the great hill of Queensbury, when he saw the brothers approaching. James
stepped forward and asked if his name was Hogg, saying that his own was Cunningham.
He turned toward Allan, who was lingering bashfully behind, and told the shepherd that
he had brought to see him ¢“The greatest admirer he had on earth, himself, a young,
aspiring poet of some promise.” Hogg received them warmly, and they passed a lively
afternoon. From that time, Hogg was a frequent visitor at the Cunningham’s. Before this
time, Mr. Cunningham had died, and the young Allan was giving his whole strength to
assist in the support of the family. Busy as he was, he could write little, but he read at
every opportunity. “The Lay of the Last Minstrel ” appeared, and Allan saved his pennies
until he had the vast sum of twenty-four shillings to invest in the poem, which he com-
mitted to memory. When ¢“Marmion” was published, he was wild with delight, and
could not restrain himself until he had travelled all the way to Edinburgh to look upon
the marvelous poet. Arrived there, he was patiently walking back and forth before Scott’s
house, when he was called from the window of the one adjoining. A lady of some distinc-
tion, from his native town, had recognized his face. He had but just told her his desires,
when the bard came pacing down the street, absently passed his own door, and ascended
the steps of the house whence his enthusiastic admirer was watching him. Scott rang,
was admitted,—or rather stepped directly in as the door was opened, but started back at
the unfamiliar sight of a row of little bonnets, and beat a hasty retreat. He afterward
spoke with the greatest warmth of Cunningham’s poetry, and always called him “honest
Allan.”

When Cunningham was twenty-five years old, and had published a few beautiful
poems, Mr. Cromek, the London engraver and antiquarian, visited Scotland, and was sent
to Allan Cunningham, as just the one to assist him in his search for “Reliques of Burns.”
He asked to see some of Allan’s writings. The pedantic antiquary gave a little grudging
praise, but advised him to collect the old songs of his district, instead of writing new stuff.
An idea shot into the poet’s brain, and in due time a package labelled “old songs,”
reached Cromek. The antiquary was charmed, and urged A