




















AT THE HARVEST CELEBRATION,— EIGHT GREAT LIGHTS BLAZE O

















































16 LITTLE BIOGRAPHIES.

was at thisfeast that Christsaid, “ 7 am thewater of life.”

After the return from the captivity, Psalm cvi.
was the text of the great oratorio; and after the
triumphs of Judas Maccabeus the Feast of Lights be-
came a part of the Harvest celebration.

How animated must have been the scene at this
musical festival on the approach of night, when the
Feast of Lights was to be celebrated! Let us imagine
the scene. In the green booths that cover the
housetops, courts of the city, and near hillsides, all
is preparation. Golden lamps, like basins, glimmer
high above the open court of the temple. They are
filled with oil, and the wicks are the cast-off gar-
ments of the priests.

The purple twilight loses its warmth and glow,
and it becomes cool and dark. Up light ladders go
the acolytes to the golden basins, and presently eight
great lights blaze over the city. At the same time
the thousands of evergreen booths are lighted, and
all the city seems to burst into flame. Men dance to
jubilant music in the court of women, tossing flam-
beaux into the air. Gamaliel, the grave doctor of

the law, is said to have been a most skilful dancer
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kind of poetry. The orchestra consisted of the lyre,
flute and pandean pipes and the trumpet. It was
used to accompany the recitation of poetry.

The poem was chanted or intoned. It was called
lyric because accompanied by the lyre. The recita-
tion was introduced by instruments, and was inter-
spersed with sweet interludes of pipes and reeds, and
made dramatic at the proper places by the sounding
of trumpets and noble choruses. ‘The odes of Pindar
were written for the lyre, and those of Anacreon and
Sappho were so sung. :

The poems were chanted in immense theatres and
temples, the ruins of which still remain. They con-
sisted of hymns to the gods, songs in the praise of
heroes, ballads of love, and long descriptive narra-
tives of history. Even the tragedies of Sophocles
were presented with musical accompaniments. The
epics of Homer were sung by the rhapsodists, the
impassioned singers of ancient Greece, to the music
of the cithara. Homer was the Shakspeare of
Greece, and only the greatest masters of music were
able to chant his poems, as only the greatest masters

of eloquence are able to present Shakspeare to-day.
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32 LITTLE BIOGRAPHIES.

bishop, “and nothing can stand before it. What
can be more telling than that confession of the
Trinity which a whole population utters, day by
day!”

St. Augustine says of the music of the church of
Milan,—

“How did I weep, O Lord, on hearing thy hymns
and canticles, touched to the quick by the voices of
thy well-attuned Church! The voices sank into my
ears, and the truths distilled into my heart.”

The chants thus established by St. Ambrose con-
tinued in use until the time of Pope Gregory the
Great. He improved them, introduced four new
tones, and wrote a solemn musical composition which
is now known as the Gregorian Chant. It is still
sung by the Catholic Church, and is used by the
English and Eastern Church during Lent. Several
hymn tunes found in all the best collections of music,
among them * OZmutz” and “ Hamburg,” are evolved
from it. In Europe, the organist gives it a peculiar .
stateliness' and grandeur by playing a tone or half
tone in advance of the singing.

These early chants were founded on music as old
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Before the sweet symphony, the classic overture or
the grand oratorio were possible, as we to-day under-
stand them, great progress in musical invention had
to be made. Counterpoint, the beautiful art of conso-
nant or allowably discordant sounds — the soprano,
alto, tenor and bass of the common form of music —
began to be understood in the middle ages ; and about
the year 1450, the parts were increased to six —bass,
baritone, tenor, contralto, mezzo-soprano and soprano.

About the end of the fourteenth century, just be-
fore the era of scientific music, viols came into great
demand. They were made in many shapes, some
very graceful and beautiful. A family by the name
of Amati, at Cremona, manufactured a wonderful
kind of viol, now known as the violin. Stradinarius,
a pupil of this family, brought the instrument to per-
fection, and made it such an interpreter of human feel-
ing that it became the soul of the orchestra. It was
found that all sounds of nature, and every expression
of emotion and passion, could be imitated by this
marvellous instrument, and that even suggestions of
fancy could be conveyed by it to refined and suscep-

tible natures. The discovery of the violin seemed



THE BLIND HANDEL.









42 LITTLE BIOGRAPHIES.

pleasant banks of the Saale. The child had a soul
formed for music, = A musical sound filled him with
happiness.

His father, Dr. Handel, noticed this love of music
with sorrow. * Music,”” he once said, “is a fine
amausement, but as an occupation it hath little dignity ; its
object is nothingbut mere entertainment and pleasure.”

The boy’s chief delight was to play the instruments
found in the Doctor’s home. The Doctor forbade him
the use of any instrument for practice, and insisted
that he should not be taken to concerts. There was
a dumb spinet, a sort of muffled piano, in the garret
of the house, and to this little Handel hastened
whenever his father was engaged or was out of doors.
In the garret the child taught himself to play.

One day Father Handel set out in his carriage to
visit a son in the service of the Duke of Saxe-Weis-
senfels. He had gone but a little way when he heard
little George calling after him, “Let me go, too.”
The Doctor stopped the carriage and took him in.

Soon after the Doctor’s arrival wonderful music
was heard in the chapel of the ducal palace. It was

1 little boy who was playing.
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short. You shall have high boots and red heels,
that your appearance may correspond with your
merit.”

Haydn became one of the household of the music-
loving family of Esterhazy. His salary was liberal,
and Prince Nicholas Esterhazy became his intimate
friend, and Haydn’s life at Eisenstridt and in the Aus-
trian capital lingered through many prosperous and
happy years.

The fame of Mozart, the child-musician, at this
time filled the world. Mozart had an af'fectionate
nature ; Haydn needed affection, and the meeting of
the two sympathetic natures was the beginning of a
friendship like that between a father and son.

“You and I together would not make one Haydn,”
said Mozart to a popular composer, who had criti-
cised the works of the aging symphonist.

“I wish I could impress upon every friend of
music,” said Haydn, “the deep sympathy and pro-
found appreciation which I feel for Mozart’s inimi-
table music. Nations would vie to possess the jewel.”

John Chrysostom Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, the

Raphael of musical art, the greatest musical prodigy
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prevent, his hand was on the door. It was not
locked, and opened immediately. I followed him
across a dark corridor, towards a half-open door.
He pushed it; and we found éurselves in a room
with a small stove at one end, and some coarse fur-
niture. A pale young man was seated at a table,
working at a shoe. Near him, bending in a
melancholy manner over an old piano, was a young
girl. Both rose and turned towards us as we
entered. }

¢ Pardon me,” said Beethoven, somewhat embar-
rassed ; ‘pardon me, but I heard music, and was
tempted to enter. I am a musician !’

“ The girl blushed, and the young man assumed a
grave, almost severe manner.

“¢I heard also some of your words,” continued
Beethoven. ‘You wish to hear, that is, you would
like —in short, would you like me to play to
you?’

“There was something so strange, so comical, in
the whole affair, and something so agreeable and
eccentric in Beethoven’s manner, that we all invol-

untarily smiled.









BEETHOVEN LISTENS TO HIS “SYMPHONY IN F.”
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When they finally left, it was to discuss the sermon of the
organ instead of the pulpit. Once the vergers of St.
Paul’s Cathedral were impatient to clear the church
that they might get their suppers, after a service
when Mendelssohn presided at the organ. The great
master continued to play after the postlude, and the
people remained as though held by aspell.  “ There is
only one way,” said one of the vergers. :

“What?”

“To stop the bellows.”

He did so, and soon all was vacancy and si-

lence.

Felix Mendelssohn Bartholdy was the son of a
Hamburg banker, and was born in 1809. He came
of a distinguished musical family, and royally inherited
their genius. At the age of eight years he could play
at sight the most intricate scores of Bach, and his old
teacher, Zelser, was accustomed to speak of him as
‘ the glorious boy.” When Mendelssohn was about
twelve years’ of age, Zelser wrote to Goethe:

“T desire to show you the face of my favorite pupil

before I die.”
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At the age of fifteen Felix began to publish music,
and he soon after composed an opera.

When a young man, Mendelssohn visited England,
and his reception was so cordial, his genius semed so
admirably adapted to the tastes of the people, and
his successes were so brilliant and uninterrupted, that
he thereafter gave his affections and a great portion
of his artist life to the English people.

He wrote the oratorio S% ZPawx/, which placed
him in the front rank of great composers. Later he
was invited to compose an oratorio for a national
festival to be given in Birmingham, England. He
chose for his subject, “ ZZzja/,” and gave his soul to
the composition with a self-consuming zeal.

That was a grand occasion when the oratorio was
first produced.

It was the summer of 1846. Busy Birmingham
lay circled with gafdens of flowers; people of rank,
genius, wit, flocked thither to listen to the master-
piece of the king of composers. The assembly rep-
resented the best ability of the world.

All was expectation when Mendelssohn appeared.

The oratorio opened. There were four solemn trum-



* HIS RECEPTION WAS SO CORDIAL.”
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powering. ‘The soprano trio, “ Zift thine eyes,” the
heavenly chorus, “ He watching over Israel,)’ the con-
tralto song, “ O4, rest in the Lord,” the earthquake in
Mount Horeb, and the departure of Elijah through the
rending sky in the chariot of fire, the comforting
choruses bringing the work to a close like the parting
clouds of a tempestuous day, all added surprise to
surprise and admiration to admiration; and at the end
of the work, as the composer moved away, he seemed
more like a divinity than a man, and words of
praise greeted his ear on every hand like the sound
of the shining waves of the sea. His genius had
made a mighty effort, and his triumph was com-
plete.

The composition of Zlijak consumed not only
the genius but the life of Mendelssohn. After his
overwhelming triumph at Birmingham, and while yet
receiving the congratulations of princes and the praise
of the whole musical world, he became conscious that
his nervous system was shattered and that his days
of usefulnes; were drawing to their close.

“Play, play!” said a young friend to him, just

after the performance of Elijak at Birmingham,
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These were happy days. But the eclipse was at
hand; the long shadow was drawing near. His
physique was frail, he was melancholy, and there
was a spiritual tone to his character that received a
shock each time that it came in contact with the rude
world. In 1837 he was attacked by disease, which
proved the invasion of consumption. He was told
that he must flee from Paris to escape the winter air.

Madame Sand had become his most intimate
friend. Whether she loved him cannot be told, but
she admired his genius. She was now a literary queen,
and lived in an intellectual atmosphere, and when she
saw the young musician stricken down, she pitied
him, and offered to accompany him to the South.
They went to the Isle of Majorca. Here, amid the
groves of oranges and citron, olive gardens, vines
and spices, and in the air that was perpetual aroma,
his health recovered its tone. When he left Paris no
one expected that he would return. When he
reached the fair isle of the Mediterranean, it seemed
to be to die. Madame Sand was faithful to him in
the sick-room for weary weeks and months; she

thought it her mission to nurse bim back to life, and
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from the period that she chased the shadows away
from his bed of death, she seemed to him like a
superearthly being.

‘Happy days came again. Liszt says that the
“recollection of the days that were spent on the
Isle of Majorca were to Chopin like the memory of
ecstatic bliss.” He returned to Paris, and, now
that his health was restored, he wished to marry
Madame Sand; but she refused, and this refusal
became the supreme disappointment of his life.

His music reflects all the lights and shades of
feeling that grew out of these experiences. We tell
you these events of his history, and must tell you
more that are as sad, that you may better understand
the compositions of one of the greatest, saddest,
most tender of all the composers for the piano.

“The world had no joys after this,” he once said,
referring to his bright days of recovery at Majorca.
But he lived many years. In 1840 his health again
declined, but, although he suffered much in the winter
season, he was able to work in summer, and the tide
of music flowed on. In the winter of 1846-7, he was

scarcely able to walk; he could not go up a flight of
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stairs without painful strictures of the chest. He
was very melanchvoly, and constantly spoke of the
great disappointment of his heart.

But he lived on. He grew indifferent to all out-
ward things, and lived only for religion and art. He
went to London — “via Paris.” His reception was
worthy of his genius and art. He seemed to forget
his disease, and his melancholy for a time disappeared.
He played in public, attended receptions, and disre-
garded his physicians. He was presented to the
Queen; he was the reigning prince in {he musical
world.

His death was lingering but beautiful. When he
could work no more nor leave his bed, his sister came
from Warsaw to nurse him. He looked upon death
with Christian hope. “Bury me next to Bellini,” he said.

The grave of Bellini was near to that of Cherubini,
in the churchyard of Pere la Chaise, Paris.

His friend Liszt has described the death-scene,
and there are few things more beautiful in biography:

“On Saturday, the 15th of October, a crisis, still
more painful than any that had preceded, lasted sev-

eral hours. He bore it with patience and strength of
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spirit. The Countess Delphine was there; her soul
,was penetrated, her tears flowed. He opened his
eyes, and saw her standing at the foot of his bed, the
tall, slender figure, clad in white, the image of an
angel beautiful as ever painter’s fancy had created.
She seemed to him a heavenly apparition ; he revived
an instant, and breathed out a prayer to her to sing.

“All believed that he was talking wild ; but he re-
peated his request with a tone of earnestness which
no one could resist. They pushed the piano in the
hall close to the door of his chamber, and the countess
sang with sobbing voice ; tears ran down her cheeks,
and never had her fine talent and her wonderful
singing a more touching expression.

“ Chopin listened, and seemed to forget his suffer-
ings; she sang the hymn to the Holy Virgin, which,
it is said, saved Stradella his life. “ ‘O my God, how
beautiful !’ said he; ‘once more, once more!’

“The countess pressed down the overflowing foun-
tain of her feeling, seated herself again at the piano,
and sang a psalm of Marcello. But within the cham-
ber a piercing pain suddenly seized the sick man;

all the bystanders were: terrified, and involuntarily
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sank in silence on their knees; only the voice of the
countess floated like a heavenly melody above the
sighs of the others. The night came on; a twilight
spread its shadow over the mournful scene; Chopin’s
sister kneeled against his bed, and wept and prayed.
“In the night he grew worse; yet on Monday
morning he became somewhat better, and asked for

the holy sacrament. In the absence of the Rev-

erend , with whom he had been on very friendly
terms in their common exile, he sent for.the Rev-
erend Alexander Jelowicki, one of the most distin<
guished men of the Polish emigration. He saw him
twice, and received from him the holy supper with
devotion, in the presence of his friends. Thereupon
he let these approach singly to his bedside, gave
them a last farewell, and invoked God’s blessing
on them and on what they loved and hoped. The
remainder of the day passed off amid increasing
pains ; he spoke no word more. Only towards eleven
o'clock in the evening did he feel himself slightly
relieved. The clergyman had not left him, and
Chopin expressed a desire, so soon as he found his

speech again, to pray with him. T{e pronounced the
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poor, he lived outside of himself, and the world
loved him for what he was, as well as admired him
for what ile did.

But a time came when Liszt began to feel the tri-
umphs of art of little value except as they could
multiply influences for good. He longed for a life
that would more withdraw him from the world and
bring his thoughts more into harmony with high
themes. In 1861 he went to Rome with these im-
pressions upon his mind, and in 1865 he-took holy
orders, and was there known as the Abbé Liszt.

He loved Pesth, and in 1871 he sold his villa at
Rome, and removed to the city of the Danube. In
1874, the sixty-third year of his life and the fiftieth of
his career as an artist, he gave to Pesth his works of
art, and prepared for a life of comparative retirement,
though he is visited by musical pilgrims from all
regions of the world. : : :

His compositions are numbered by the hundred,
and belong to all forms of music, from fantasies on
the haunting airs of the great operas, to the most
original and surprising themes. Boldness, spirituality

and a glowing and brilliant fancy characterize themall.
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tional and warm in their appreciation of sentiment,
and the melodious Rossini became to them a kind of
divinity. Americans can little understand the reck-
less enthusiasm with which his works were hailed.
He wrote in the palmy days of the opera. One of his
first works was Zancreds, which quite turned the
light heads of the Venetians. While it was the talk
of Venice, and while every one in that city from the
gondolier to the patrician was repeating its favorite
airs, Napoleon entered Italy in triumph. He was
then regarded as the conqueror of Europe, but his
fame was eclipsed in the city of the doges by Rossini.
The féfes of the French emperor failed to draw the
people from the enchantments of Zancredi.

Rossini was naturally indolent, yet during the
twenty-two years which he gave to musical composi-
tion, he produced some forty notable works. How-
ever indolent in body, his mind seemed ever at work.
An anecdote is related by one of his friends which
illustrates the peculiarities of his character:

“During his residence in Venice this year [1813]
he lodged in a little room at one of the small inns.

When the weather was cold, he used to lie and write
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mentation, the soul of romance and pleasing
emotion.

Rossini went to Paris in the ripeness of his powers,
and there, in an atmosphere of glowing appreciation,
he dreamed the dream of Guillaume 7ell. He
resolved to give this composition his best efforts, and
he wrote it in the retirement of a chdteau. He hoped
this work would prove his musical crown, and he
lavished the wealth of genius upon it.

The music of the work proved a trinmph, but the
libretto was poor, and the production failed to awaken
the excitements to which Rossini had been accus-
tomed and which he expected would follow him from
the idle Italian cities to the French capital. “ William
Tell” was soon withdrawn from the public.

The partial failure of the work was a great disap-
pointment to Rossini. He had written thirty-nine
operas before he was thirty-eight years of age. He
was verging on forty, which is the old age of youih,
and the summer-time of a life that fills all its seasons.
He resolved to leave public life, to live in retirement,
and not to write for publication any more.

The charm of the music of * William Tell” was so
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Rossini was in sympathy with the subject. He
had been a choir boy in Italy, and his dream of the
crucifixion was associated with the melodramatic scenes
of the old cathedrals, the pictures, the incense, the
processions. He loved his mother, and this led him
to a great reverence for the Virgin, whose sorrows at
the cross of Christ the hymn portrays. Rossiniwas a
gayman in his best years, but always a devout Catholic.

He fell ill during the composition, which may have
helped give to the work some of its sombre and ma-
jestic coloring. What Handel’'s Messiak is to the
Protestant Church, the Stabat Mater is to the Catho-
lic Church; and, like the Messia/, it was produced
under remarkable influences.

Although written only for private use, an accident
gave it to the public. Don Vazela died, and his heirs
sold the manuscript. The Stabat Mater flew over
El;rope and was played on every organ. It became
the oratorio of Passion Week in Catholic churches.
It was criticized by Protestants as sensuous and sen-
sational, yet it soon found its way into Protestant
music-books in selections to which were adapted other

words. It is Rossini’s most enduring work,
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was converted from Druidism to Christianity. He
was an invalid for most of his life, but he had an
active and vigorous mind, and his tastes were highly
poetic and musical. He reformed the music of the
Church, prepared a simple but harmonious service for
antiphonal choirs, and the chants thus prepared are
known as “Gregorian,” as are the hymns that follow
any part of their ancient movements and combina-
tions of tone. Gregory founded a music school for
the Church, and adopted the plan of separating the
chanters from the regular clergy. The w/4jp with
which he used to assist restive scholars in properly
controlling their artistic temperaments is still pre- ‘
served —how often such an implement might be
deservedly employed even now in church choirs and
choral societies! The bed on which he used to
recline when visiting the music school is also
exhibited. His principal work, the ‘ Gregorian
Chant,” is still sung during Lent with all of its orig-
inal simplicity and monotonous solemnity.

The tune “Old Hundred ” was written at the time
of the Reformation, and is attributed to Martin

Luther himself in many collections of music. It
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ular cantata “ Esther”” He was a loving, happy
Christian, and his death was a triumph,

These men established, as it were, a new school of
music, the influence of which has been felt in all
English-speaking countries and in almost every
home in those countries. They wrote, to beautiful
words, Gospel messages, as it were, music that charms
the popular ear, and that every one delights to sing.

This brings us to two names associated with hymns
and melodies sung by the child and the white-haired
Christian; in almost all social meetings, whether in
the city chapel or backwoods cabin; by the mother
over the cradle; by the home circle; at the camp-
meeting, and over the open grave — Dr. George
Frederic Root and Philip P. Bliss.

Dr. Root, one of the most lovable and spiritual men,
the author of the tunes *“ My days are gliding swiftly
by,” or “ Shining Shore,” “ Knocking,” *“ How lovely
is Zion,” “In the silent Midnight Watches,” * Pre-
cious Jewels,” “ What did Jesus say,” “ Departed
Days,” “Music in the Air,” “Vacant Chair,” “ Shout-
ing the Battle-cry of Freedom,” *Hazel Dell,” “ Ro-

salie,” of many popular cantatas and music-books,
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House,” “ Alone by the Schuylkill,” “I knew by the
Smoke,” the ¢ Canadian Boat Song,” and “Dead
Man’s Isle.” Mrs. Hunter wrote the “Indian’s
Death Song,” and Dartmouth College sent out the
familiar romantic song, “ When shall we three meet
again?”

The War of 1812 gave us a great national song,
and the beginning of the great missionary movement
several noble hymns. The period of Sunday-school
singing followed, and that of home melodies and
slave songs.

Then came the songs of the war. This music was
all beneficent and helpful to the movements that
gave it birth, but the words and music were seldom
appropriately wedded. Noble words were set to light
music, and inspirational music to light words. They
were tones that served their purpose. The tune of
“Marching through Georgia,” and the words and
tune of “The Vacant Chair,” as well as the words of
“Maryland, my Maryland,” and the words and tune
of “Shouting the Battle Cry of Freedom ” will long
live; and “John Brown’s Body,” like “The Camp-

bells are Coming "’ in Scotland, will long be remem-
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and that the city must fall. He watched the flag of
the fort through the whole day, with an anxiety that
can be better felt than described, until the night pre-
vented him from seeing it. In the night he watched
the bombshells, and at early dawn his eyes were again

greeted by the proudly waving flag of his country.

And the star-spangled bauner in triumph shall wave

O’er the land of the free and the howme of the Dbrave.

The music is an old air entitled ““To Anacreon in
Heaven,” and was composed by Dr. Saml'lel Arnold of
Oxford, England (1739-1802). It was popular during
the last part of the last century and was then known
as “ Adams and Liberty,” the words being written by
Robert Treat Paine, and first sung at the fourth anni-
versary of the Massachusetts Charitable Free Society

in June, 1798. The following is the history in brief
of America’s great national song:

HAIL COLUMBIA.

“Hail Columbia” was written in the summer of
1798, at a moment when the United States seemed

about to be drawn into a war with France, their old
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“It was therefore with eager interest we made our
first visit to the encampment of the great Army of
the Potomac, which at that time occupied a great
stretch of country in the neighborhood of the city.
Provided with a pass allowing us to go and return,
we crossed the long bridge, guarded by sentinels, and
after a short drive, found ourselves in what looked
like a city of tents, swarming with soldiers, and re-
sounding with the notes of the bugle and the tap of
the drum. !

“Qur first visit was to the colonel of a Massachusetts
regiment, stationed at Fort Albany. I remember
well the interest with wp‘ich we inquired into every
detail of camp-life. The officers’ tents, warmed by
small stoves of sheet iron — the doctor’s tent, pro-
vided with a huge medicine-chest — the hospital tent,
with its rows of pale, gaunt faces.

“Qur friend, Colonel G , welcomed us cordially

to his headquarters, which were in an ordinary wooden
building, with a piazza running along the front. He
invited us to warm ourselves by a comfortable wood-
fire, and presently called together a number of his

men to greet the visitors from Massachusetts, among
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“That night I went to bed as usual, and slept
soundly after the fatigue of our long cold drive. It
must have been at the earliest touch of dawn that I
awoke, and lying in my bed, began in my mind to
twine the long lines of a hymn which promised to
suit the measure of the John Brown melody. Each
verse in succession seemed to write itself clearly in
my thoughts, and I presently said to myself, ‘I must
get up at once and write this down, or I shall be
sure to go to sleep again and forget it.’

“ Accordingly I sprang out of bed, and fumbled
about in the dark room for a stump of a quill pen
and a bit of paper which I remembered to have seen
upon my table before retiring to rest. I had acquired
the habit of writing without using my eyes, through a
sort of necessity, having often had occasion to record
some sudden thought in the dark chamber in which
my own baby might be lying asleep. This habit now
stood me instead, and although what I wrote was very
crookedly and illegibly written, I knew by past ex-
perience that I should be able to make it out within
twenty-four hours of the time in which it was written.

“Having concluded my task, which occupied but
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ago, including Work and Bliss, was born in Massa-
chusetts. He studied music with Lowell Mason, and
in Germany, and was associated with Bradbury in
music writing and publishing — the two composing
together the well-known cantata of ¢ Daniel.” *
During the war of the Union, both Root and Brad-
bury threw their genius and art into the Union cause.
Mr. Bradbury wrote, “ Rally Round the Flag,” to the
words of James T. Fields, Esq. Doctor Root wrote
both the words and music of the “Battle Cry of Free-

bRl

dom.” It appeared in the early days of the war,
and was both a recruiting song and a battle song.
The volunteers marched away from their homes and
cities singing it; and to battle with the words on
their lips. It is associated with all of the great
struggles of the war, and was sung in the last Repub-
lican National Convention, to awake enthusiasm for
General Grant. Mr. Bradbury was a much respected
Christian gentleman.f Doctor Root is a hale old
man, full of worthy aims, living in Chicago.

Doctor Root wrote, “ Tramp, Tramp, Tramp,”
during the recruiting days of the war.

* See page 126. + See page 125.
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America left out. Such speak lightly of any attempt
to establish an American school of music, and are ac-
customed to characterize the efforts to express Ameri-
can life in song as “trash.”

A popular American song rendered with the true
artist’s taste and feeling is seldom heard in our con-
cert rooms, unless sung by a person like the late
Parepa Rosa or by Nilsson. The example set by
Jenny Lind to American vocalists has never been
followed except by Adelaide Phillips, who was really
great and true, and American in heart and spirit. A
lack of the national spirit in music is, however, doubt-
less but transient. The times demand that America
shall be great in music and art. ‘The time is coming
when American artists will neither find it necessary
to go abroad for scenes to paint or songs to sing. The
want will make the song and the singer.

The American poet has done his part of the work
10bly and well. He has been true in his art to his
own country. Bryant, Longfellow, Whittier, Lowell,
Holmes, and Fields are all gloriously American.
Take Longfellow’s library of ¢ Poems of Places,”

and you will see how loyal and great our poets have
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of the old lands, will find the beauties of their own
land inspiring their tastes and demanding their
efforts.

Of some of these subjects for song we purpose now
to speak.

America has little patriotic music. The stirring
poetic compositions known as her national songs are
as we have said nearly all of them set to foreign
airs. Kven the music of “ Yankee Doodle ” is an old
English version of “Chevy Chace.” We have few
patriotic songs that would bring tears to one’s eyes
under circumstances like those when ‘the Scottish
bagpipes played “The Campbells are Coming” and
“Auld Lang Syne” at the relief of Lucknow. The
soul of a native inspiration is, with a few exceptions,
wanting in the music.

A rlew edition of the poems of Hon. George Lunt
has recently appeared. If these poems lack anything
in brilliancy of color, they have one rare and grand
element —the forcible expression of patriotic senti-
ment and pride.

In 1833, nearly fifty years ago, Mr. Lunt wrote a

poem for the second centennial anniversary of the
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1.  Early American history, especially the romantic
period of discovery. The dramatic story of Columbus
and his companions has no expression in oratorio,
opera or song. Vespucius, the Cabots, Verazzani,
Hudson, Ponce de Leon, De Soto, Champlain, Mar-
quette, La Salle, are all unsung. The pioneers of the
States have no songs. The theocracy of New Eng-
land, the golden age of Pennsylvania, the romance of
New Amsterdam have hardly inspired a bar of music.

Spain herself has songs in regard to America and
the mariners who gave Castile the golden empires of
the West. October 12, the day when Columbus saw
the lights of St. Salvador, is celebrated in festivals,
poetry and song. It deserves like recognition here.

2. The moral struggle for emancipation. With the
exception of John Brown, no hero or episode of this
struggle, one of the noblest expressions of altruism
the world has witnessed, finds celebration in a trum-
pet note that will stir the hearts of those who shall
engage in like efforts in future years. Gustavus
Adolphus has a monument in song. So has William
the Silent. So has Boyne Water. Our Lincoln, as

we have before remarked, has none.
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flower songs, fewer meadow songs. Our lumbermen,
unlike the raftsmen of Germany, have no songs; our
emigrants none, except the songs of emigration writ-
ten by Charles Mackay. Our trades have no songs,
our schools few; but our Sunday-schools lead the
world in song. As poor as some of these latter songs
are, they must number a thousand; and they have
proved singing-birds of good influence in millions of
homes.

5. QOur birds. When the American singer wishes
to celebrate the delights of the natural singers of the
woods and air, he almost invariably selects for his
subject the English skylark or the European night-
ingale. Whoever heard at a concert a song of a
thrush, oriole, robin, or bluebird? Bryant wrote a
most beautiful and music-inviting ballad on ¢ Robert
of Lincoln,” but it has as yet found no popular inter-
pretation in music.

The poets have done their work well in this field
from Hannah F. Gould to Bryant. One of the love-
liest songs ever written by an American is Wilson’s
“ Bluebird.” In Germany, such a song would have

made the little warbler with the blue sky on his wing
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There are many ways in which the development of
national music can be promoted. Lét musical socie-
ties be formed for the purpose of singing American
songs and of setting American poems to music,
When a good song distinctively American is sung
at any concert, let those who have manly and patri-
otic feelings recognize the Americanism by courage-
ous applause. Again, let our school music abound
in songs of our own land.

As an illustration of the first-named method of
promoting national music, we may cite a case to the
point. A little society of pen-workers, called the
“ Anonymous Club,” have been accustomed to meet
at the Creighton House, Boston, from time to time, to
consult socially about the topics of their profession.
It was recently proposed by the Club to have an even-
ing with old American songs, or, to use its own term,
“forgotten American songs.” The result was most
interesting, and revealed the fact that there was a
period of our history when more true songs were writ-

ten than to-day.
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icle, and from that source Shakespeare gathered some
of his richest material for dramatic poetry.

Wagner’s thoughts turned to the old chronicles and
legendary poetry of Germany. In this weird and
picturesque lore the NVibelungen very nearly corre-
sponds to the stories of the old Saxon chronicle.
Young Wagner saw in it the material for great poems,
and he dreamed of noble works with the pen, and
loved to live in the past, and to imagine gods to be
men and men to be gods.

But his purpose was deflected. Music began to
charm him. He came to regard it as the noblest art
of man. Why might one not be a poet of music?
Why might one not do in music what the great English
bard had done in verse? Why might not the orches-
tra be made to express great tragedies and comedies?
In brief, why might not music be made a lenguage?

Wagner was educated at Dresden and Leipzig.
He became a musician and began to compose music.
In 1841 he went to Paris, and there wrote Rienzi. He
returned to Germany, and in 1845 published Zaznn-
hauser.  His politics caused him for a time to be

exiled from Germany. He went to Switzerland,
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Reformation obscured it. Wagner has turned it into
music, and made of it pictorial spectacle and an
heroic song.

This descriptive music, in which sound is made to
interpret sense almost without melody, was at first
very severely criticised in Germany. Gradually it
grew in favor with artists, and it has now neatly sup-
planted the sentimental, melodious Italian school of
overture, opera and song, with its fine airs, glowing
romance and emotional and seductive melodies. The
music of the head has taken the place of the music
of the heart.

Wagner called his methods “ the music of the
future,” and predicted that his works would find great
appreciationin the New World. The prediction seems
to be fulfilled at least for the time. Great Wagner
concerts have been given in our principal cities, and
nearly all programmes of classical music contain more
or less selections from Wagner’s works.

It is predicted by some musical writers that there
will be a reaction against the new methods, and a re-
turn to the old Italian music of the emotions, that

school being founded on the first principles of music,









WIDE AWAKE

The best Illustrated Magazine for. Young Folks.
Edited by ELLA FARMAN.

The London Christian World, in reviewing the monthly numbers of the pres.
ent year says: ‘‘ WIDE AWAKE is the best juvenile magazine in the world.”

ONLY $3.00 A YEAR. SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.
Bound Vols., A to M, chromo cover, §1.50; cloth, $2.00.

D. LOTHROP ¢ CO., Publishers, 30 and 32 Franklin St., Boston.



Autograph Birthday Book.

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

Contains original poems for each month by Longfellow, Whittier, Mrs. Whit
aey, Will Carleton, and other American poets, with twenty-four full-page illustra-
tions emblematic of the months, and blanks for each day in the year.

Edited by AMANDA B. HARRIS,
Illustrated, cloth, full gilt, #1.00.
D. LOTHROP & CO, Publishers, 30 and 32 Franklin St., Boston,





















