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Tu OLD SONGS. 
BY ELIZA COOK. 

Old songs! old songs !—how well I sing. 
Your varied airs with childish tongue, 
‘When breath and spirit, free and light, 
Caroll’d_away from morn rill night; 

aff this beginning and that end 
‘Were mystically made to blend, 
Arid the ““ Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill” 
Gave place to her at * Patie’s Mill 1” 

Old songs ! old songs !—how thick ye come, 
Telling of childhood and of home, X 
‘When home forged links to memory’s chain 
Too strong for Time to break in twain, 
When home was all that home should be, 
And held the vast rich world for me! 

Old songs 1 old songs !'—what heaps I know, 
Prom “ Chevy opie] oa eyed Sue ;” 
From * Flow, thou regal purple stream,” 
To ** Rossean’s” melancholy ** Dream!” 
1 loved the pensive *“ Cabin Boy” 
Wilh eames truth and real joy ; 

y warmest feelings wander back 
To greet ** Tom Bowling” and * Poor Jack ;” 
And oh, *“ Will Watch,” the smuggler bold, 
My plighted troth thou’lt ever hold. 

1doted on the “ auld Scots sonnet,” 
As though Pd worn the plaid and bonnet ; 
1 went abroad with “ Sandy’s Ghost,” 
1 stood with Baonockburn’s brave host, 
And proudly toss’d my carly head 
With ** Scots ! wha hae wi’ Wallace bled ! 
1 shouted ** Commin through the rye,” 
‘With restless step and sparkling eye, 
And chased away the passing frown 
‘With * Bonnie ran the burnie down * 

The tiny “ Warbler” from the stall, 
The fluttering ballad on the wall, 
The es Te the beggar’s catch, 
The old wife’s lay, tha idiots snatch, 
‘The schoolboy’s chorus, rude and witty, 
The harvest strain, the carol ditty— 
Ttax’d ys all, I stole from each, 
1 spurned no tutor that could teach ; 
Though lorg my list, though great my store, 
1'd ever seek to add one more. 

Old gongs ! old songs !—ye fed, no doubt; 
‘The flame that since has broken out, 
For I would wender far end love, 
Apd sit upon the moss wrapp'd stone, 
Oocnning ** old songs,” till some strasge power 
Beneath a wild magic o’er the hom, 
Bweeping the pulse-chords ef my soul, 
As winds o'er sleeping waters roll 
*Twas done—the volume was unseal'd, 
‘The hallow’d mission was reveal'd, 
The die was thrown, the spell was cast, 
1 burst my earthly bonds at last 1 
** Old songs” called up a kindred tone— 
An‘echo started !—’twas my own, 
Joy, pride; aud riches, swell’d my breast— 
The lyre was miae, and I was blest. 

Old songs! old songs '—my brain has lost 
Much that it gain’d with pain and cost; 
1 have forgotten all the rules 
Of" ¢ Murray’s” books and * Trimmer's” 

gchools ; : 
Detested figures—how I kate 
The mere remembrance of aslate ! 
How have I cast from woman’s thought 
Much goodly lore the girl was taught! 
But not a word has pass'd away 
Of * Rest thee, Babe,” or ** Robin Gray.” 

Bweet “Rest thee, Babe” —ok peaceful theme, 
That floated o’er my infant dream, 
My brow was cool, my pillow smooth, 
When thou wert sung to lull and soothe 
By lips that only ceased the strain 
‘To kiss my cheek, then sung again. 
1 loved the tune ; and mary a time 
1 hmm ’d the air and lisped the rhyme. 
Till winking *heath its potent charms, 
The kitten slumbered in my arms. 

Old songs! old songs !—how ye bring back 
The fairest paths in mortal track, 
I see the merry circle spread, 
Till watchman’s notice warned to bed ; 
When one rude boy would loiter near, 
And whisper in a well pleased ear, 
*+ Come, mother, sit, bofore we go, 
Aad sing * John Anderson, my Joe.” 

"The bellad still is breathing rousd, 
But other voices yield the sound ; 
Strangers poesens the honsehold room ; 
-~ fring Roar mm tomb A ol 
And the blithe boy that praise 
Blecpsth as soundly and as long. _— 

Qld eongs ! old songs =I should not sigh— 
Joys of the earth on earth must die ; 
But spectral forms will sometimes start 
Withjg the caverns of the heart, 
Haunting the Jove and darken’d ceil 

re, warm in life, they used to dwell. 

Hope, .ycuth, love, home—each human tie 
That binde wa know not how or why— 
AT}, ull that to the soul belongs, 
It closely mingled with “ old songs,” 
Ah, who shall say the ballad Jine 
That sigs the hear: isnot divine ! 
And where the heart that would not dare 
To plane wuch song beside the prayer 1 

From Mr. Catli’s ¢ Notes of the North 
: American Indians.” 

+ + BURNING PRAIRIES, 
The prairies burning form so.ne of the most 

beantiful scenes that are to bs winessed in this 
country, and also soms of the most sublime. 
be] acre of these vast praities (heing cover. 
po' 4 hondreds aod hundreds of miles, with a 

crop of grams, which dies aad dries in ihe fad) 

burns over daring the fall, or early in the spring 
leaving the ground of a black and doleful co- 
lour. "There are many modes by which the 
fire is communicated to them, both by white 
men and by Indians—par accident; and yet 
many mere where it is voluntarily done for the 
purpose of getting a fresh supply of grass, for 
grazing of their horses, and also for easier tra- 
velling durieg the next summer, when there 
willbe no old grass to he upon the prairies, en- 
tangling the feet of man and horse zs they are 
passing over them. Over the elevated lands 
and prairie bluffs, where the grass is thin and 
shert, the fire slowly creeps with afeeble flume 
which ene can easily step over ; where the wild 
animals often rest in their laire, until the flames 
almost burn their noses, when they will reluc- 
tantly rise, end leap over it, and trot off amongst 
the cinders, where the fire has passed, and left 
the ground as black as jet. These scenes at 
night become indescribably beautiful when their 
flames are seen &t many miles distance, creep- 
ing over the sides and the tops of the bluffs, ap- 
pearing to be sparkling and brilliant chains of 
liquid fire [the hills being lost io the view] 
hanging suspended in graceful festoons from the 
skies. 
But there is yet another character of burning 

prairies that requires another letter, and a dif- 
ferent pen to describe—the war, or hell of fires! 
where the grass is seven or eight teet high, as 
is often the case for many miles together, on the 
Missouri bottoms ; and the flames are driven 
forward by the hurricanes, which often sweep 
over the vast prairies of this denuded country. 
There are many of these meadows cn the Mis. 
souri, the Platte, and the Arkemsas, of msny 
miles in breadth, which are perfectly level, with 
a waving grass, so high, that we are obliged to 
stand erect in our stirrups, in order to look 
over its waving tops as we are riding through 
it. The fires in these, before such a wind, 
travels at an immense and frightful rate: and 
often destroy, on their fleetest horses, parties of 
Iedians, who are so unlucky as to be overtaken 
by it; not that it travels as fast as a horse at full 
speed, but that the high grass is filled with wild 
pea vines and other, ynpedieats, which renders, 
1t necessary for the rider to guide his horse in 
the zig-zag path of the deers aud buffaloes, re- 
tardiog his progress, untill he is overtaken by 
the dense colrmr of smoke that is swept before 
the fire—alarming the horse, which stops, end 
stands terrified aed immovable, till the burning 
grasswhich is wafted in the wind, falls about 
him, kindling vp in a moment a thousand new 
fires, which are instantly wrapt in the swelling 
flood of emoke that is moving on like a black 
thunder cloud, rolling on the earth, with its 
lightnings's glare, and iis thunder rumbling as 
it goes. ™ - ~ . + 

When Ba'tiste, and Bogard, and I, and Pa. 
trick Raymond, [who, like Bogard, had been a 
free trapper in the Rocky Mountains), and Pah 
me-g-ne-qua [The Red Thunder), our guide 
from a neighboring village, were jogging along 
on the summit of an elevaied biufi, over look~ 
ing an immense valley of high grass through 
which Je were about to lay our gone. 

. . 
“Well, then, you say you have seen the 

prairies on fire 1 “ Yea” You have seen 
the fires on the mountains, and beheld it feebly 
creeping over the grassy hills of the North, 
where the toad aud the umber snail were pac- 
ing from its approach—all this you have seen, 
and who has not 7 But who has seen the vivid 
lightnings, and heerd the roaring thuader of the 
rolling ‘conflagration which sweeps over the 
deep clad prairies of the West? Who had 
dushed, on his wild horse, through an ocean of 
grass, with the rozing tempest at his back, roll- 
log ever the land its waves of liquid fire?” 
What! “Aye even so. Ask the red savage 
of the wilds what is awfal and sublime—ask 
him where the Greet spirit has mixed up all 
elements of death, and if he does not blow them 
over the land in a storm of fire ? Ask him what 
foe he has met, that regarded not his frightniag 
yells, or his sinewy bow? Ask these lords of 
the land, who vauntingly challenge the thunder 
and lightning of Heavens—whether there is not 
one foe that travels over their land, 100 swift for 
their feet and reo mighty for their strength —a 
whose approach their stout heart sicken, and 
their strong armed courage withers to nothing? 
Ask him again [if he is sullen, and his eyes set 
in their sockets]}—*- Hush t——ah '——ah I" — 
{be will tell you, with a soul t00 proud to con. 
fess,—his head sunk on his breast, and his hand 
over his mouth] ** that’s medicine 
said to my comrades, as wi were abont to 

deccard from the towering bluffs into the prair- 
ie—* we will tzke that buffalo trial, where the 
trevelling herds have slashed down the high 
grass. and making for that blue point, rising gs 
you can just discern above ths ocean of grass; 
e good day's work will bring us over this vast 
meadow before sunset.” We entered the trai] 
and slowly progressed on our way, being obli. 
ged to follow the winding paths of the buffy. 
loes, for the grass was kigher thzn the backs of 
our horses. Soon after we entered, my ladi. 
aa guide dismounted slowiy from his horse, and 
lying prostrate onthe ground, with his face in 
the dirt, he cried, and was talking to the Spirits 
of the brave— ‘ For,” said he, * gyer this 
beautifal plain dwells the Spirits of Fire! he rides in — cloud—his tace blackens with rage at ibe eound of the trampiing hoofs—ihe 
fire bow isin his hand—he draws it across the 
path of the Indian, and quicker than lighteing, 
a thonsands flames rise to destroy him such 
is the talk of my fathers, and the ground js 
whitening with their bese. It was here,” gaid he, thatthe brave son of Wab-chee.tan, and 
the strong armed warrirors of his bang just twelve moons since, licked the fire from he 
cae wound of er great magician, The 
pointed spears were drawn upon the 
the treacherous Sioux, whose re . 

{rom the prairie around them! it was raised, 
and their doom was fixed by the Spirit of fire ! 
it was on this vast plain of fire grass that waves 
over our heads, that the swift foot of Mah-to- 
ga was laid. It is here, also, that the fleet 
bounding wild horse mingles bis bones with the 
red man, and the eagle’s wing is melted as he 
daris over its surface. Friends !it is the season 
of fire ; and I fear, from the smell of the wind, 
that the spirit is awake I” 

Pali~-me-o-ne-qua said ne more, but moyat- 
ing his wild horse, and waving his band, his 
red shoulders were seen rapidly vanishing as 
he glided through the thick mazes of waving 
grasa. We were on his trail, and busily traced 
him untii mid-day sun had breught us to the 
grounl, with our refreshments spread out be- 
fore ue. He partook of them not, but stood 
like a statue, while his black eyes, in sullen 
silence swept the horizon round ; und then with 
a deep drawn sigh, he gracefully sunk te the 
earth, and laid his face to the ground. Our 
buffalo teogues and pemican, and marrow fat, 
were spread hefore us; and we were in the full 
enjoyment of these dainties of the Western 
world, when quicker than the frightened elk, 
our Indian friend eprang upon his feet! His 
eyes ekimmed again slowly over the preiries’ 
surface and he Jaid himself as before on the 
ground. 

““ Red Thunder seems sullen to day,” said 
Bogard, ** he stertles at every rush of wind, 
fe scowls at the whele world that is ebout 
im.” 
** There's a rare chap for yow~a fellow who 

would shake his fist at heaven, when he is at 
home : and here, grass patch, mum take his 
fire medicine for a circumstance that he could 
easily leave at a shake of his horse's 
heels.” 

** Not sae sure ’o that, my hooney, though 
we'll not be making too lightly ef the mater, 
nor either be frightened at the mon’s strange 
actions. But, Bogard, V'll tell yo in a ‘ord 
[and that's enough], there’s something more 
than odds in all this ** medicine.” If this 
wan’s a fool, he was born out of his own coun- 
try, that's all—and if the divil iver gus him, he 
must take him cowld, for he is too sw.ft and 
too wide awake to be taken alive—you un- 
derstond that, I suppose? But to come to the 
plain matter—supposin’ that this Fre Spirit 
should just impty his pipe on tother side of 
this prairie, and strike upa bit of a blaze in 
this high grass, and send it packing across in 
thia direction, before such a death of a wind as 
thisis ! By the dull barley, ll bet you'd be after 
*“ making medicine,” and taking a bit of it too, 
to get rid ofthe racket.” 

“Yes, but you see, Patrick—e—" 
** Never mind that, and suppose ths blowin wind was coming ahead blowin ebout our ears 

a warld of smoke,and choking us to dith,and we dancin about a Virginny reel among these little paths, where the divil would we be by the time we got to that bluff, for its now fool of a distance ! Givin yeu time to spake I would say a word more (askin your pardon), I know by the expression of your face, man, you never have scen the world on fire yet, and "therefore, you know aothin at all of a hurly burly of this kiad—did ye—did ye iver see [und Ijist want to know,] did ye iver cee the fire in high grase,runnin with a strong wind,about five miles and the’ half, and thin hear it strike into aslash of dry cane breke!! would Jist ax you phat? By thunder you niver have—for your eyes would jist stick out of your head at the thought of it! Did you iver look way into the backside e Mr Maelze ps Moscow, and eee the flashin AMES & raunin up; and then hear the poppin of the militia fire jist efterwards 1 than Fon Bae Jist a touch of it ! ve'er jist be inpin—ye may talk about fires—but this is such a baste of a fire 1 Ask Jack Saudford, he's a chap that can tell you aboot it. Not wishin to disturb you, I would say a word more—and that is thig—If | were advisin [ would say that we are gettin too far into this imbustible meadow; for the grass ia dry, and the wind is too strong to make a light matter of, at this season of the year; and now I'll jist tell ye how M*Kenzis and I were served Jo this very place about two years ago ; and he’s a worldly chop, and niver aslape my word {or that—hollo, what's that Pogtei.. Red Thunder was on his feet lmhis long arm Was stretched over the grass, end hig blazing eye balls starting from their sockets! What man, (said he), sce ye that smell cloud lifting itself’ {rom the prairie ? ha rises ! the hoofs of our horees waked him! The Fire Spirit js awake—this wind is from his nostrils, and his face is this way» No more—but his swift horse darted under him, and he gracefolly slid over the waving graces as it was bent by the wird, . Our viands were left, and we were swift on his trail, The extraordinary leaps of his wild horse, oceasionully raised his red shoulders to view, and he eank again in the waving billows of grass. The tremulous wind was hurrying by us fast, and on it way borne the agitated wing of the engle. His neck was stretched for the towering bluff, and the thr]. ing screams of his voice told the secret that was behind him. Our horges were swift, and we struggled hard, yet hope was feeble, for the bluff was yet blue, and nature nearly exhausted! The sunshine was dying, and a cool shadow advancing over the plain, Nop daring te look back, we striined every nerve. ‘The roar of a distant calaract seemed gradually advancing on us—iae winds increased, (he howling tempest oy idesing behind useand the gwift wing. ed beedle and heath hens 1astinetively drew their straight em Over our heads, The #.n 
ing antelope passed us also; and the cil wilt er ong legged hare, who leaves byt on ne he fies! Here was no time for thought-- 

horses led them, in vain, to the mj Ad 
valley of death. A Ctevlar cloud spreng 2 | - 

bot [ recollect th 
the distant thunder way homed Tehtsing's glare was reddening the feeae—and th el that came . oa the tru fo 

soull ® ¢ ® ® & The piercing yell of 
my savage guide at this moment came back up- 
on the winds—his robe was seen waving ix the. 

ering bluff! 
Our breath, and our sinews, in this ast strog- 

gle for life, were just encugh to bring us to its 
summit. ‘We had risen frem the sea of fire! 
“ Great God (I'exclaimed) ! how sublime ¥0 

ture ere go strangely convuleed.” Ask mot the 
poet or painter how it looked, for they can tell 
you not ; but ask the naked savege, and walsh 

mutcles, as the lengthened * hush '—sh —" 

looking you to the very soul ! i 
I beheld beneath me en immense cloud of 4 

mity of this vast plain to the other, and see 
mejestically to roll over its surface in a bed of 
liquid fire, and above this mighty desolation ® 
it rolled along, the whitened smoke, pale th 
‘terror, was streaming and rising up in a mage 
ficent cliff to heaven! 

1stood secure, but tremblingly, end heard (he : 
maddening wind, which hurled this monster O'¢F 
the Jand—I heard the roaring thunder, snd s8% 
ita thousand lightnings flash ; ane 1 saw behin®i 
the bleck end emoking desolation of this ser 
of fire.” 

From Prescott's Conquest of Mexieo. 

HUMAN SACRIFICES: THE GARLAND 
ED VICTIM. 

OnE of their most important festivals w8# 
that in honor of the god Tezcatlepoca, Whee 
rank was inferior only to that of the 8 ie 
Being. He was called the * soul of the Wor 
and supposed to have been its creator. He pei 
depicted 8s a handsome man, endowed aded 
perpetual youth. A year before the InteBc™: 
sacrifice, a captive, distinguished for his oh 
sonal beauty, and without a blemish Cdeisy” 
body, was selected to represent this gi 
Certain tutors took charge of him, and i087, 
ed him how to perform his mew part yod 
becoming grace and dignity. He was pags? 
in a splendid dress, regaled with incense, 
with a profusion of sweet scented goo 
oar the ancient Mexicans ow - f : 

their descendants at the present day. * . 
he was abroad, he was attended by 8 rein 
the royal pages, and as he halted in os” prov 
to play some favorite melody, the crowd bo 
trated themselves before him, and did Bir: 
mage as the representative of their good ull 
In this way he led an easy, luxurious auiful 
within a month of his sacrifice. Four bew god 
girls, bearing the names of the principe? B50 
dees, were then selected to share the wo liv 
his bed ; and with them he continued of the 
in idle dalliance, feasted at the bouquets ®. ow 
principal nobles, who paid him all the ; 
of a divinity. 2 
At length the fatal day of sacri 

The term of his ehon lived glories apparel 
end. He was etripped of his gaudy SPP 
and bade adieu to the fair partners © 
velries. One of the royal barges tf 
him across the lake to a temple which 
its ‘margin, cbout a league from 
Hither the inLabitants of the capit® remony 
to witness the consummation of the es ol the 
As the sad procession wound up the 8 way his 
pyramid, the onheppy victim th OW 8 a eit 
chaplet of flowers, and broke in pieces 4 
sical instruments, syith which he had #0 
hours of eaptivity. Oa the summit he 
ceived by six priests, whose long a8 
locks flowed disordered over their robes, © port: 
ed with hieroglyphic scrolls of mystié s bug® 
They led him to the sacrificial pone, whet 
block of jasper, with its uppe r surface SOC hed. 
convex. On this the stranger was # limbs 
Five priests s:cured his hend and Ne. 
while the sixth, clad in a scarlet mant 
matic of hi bloody office, dexieroRy 
the breast of the wretched victim WiC : 
razor of ifzlli—a volcanic og do 
flint—and, inserting his hand ia ninister of 
tore out the paipitating heart he the sats 
death, fire holding (hia > ype 4 a 18 
object of worship throughout 
the fees of the deity to whom the eed 
devoted, while the muliitudes below Lo treg'® 
themselves in humble adoration. ad by $0 
story of this prisoner was pe 157° whieh, 
fides as the type of human des fren close 1* 
rilliant in its corumencement, 80 © 

sorrow and disaster. 

rase 8 

practiced by the Aztecs. he 
often met the indignant eyes of © try 
in their progress through the oy (hemse! 
the dreadiul gon oh 
were not exempted. ere A 
occasions 8 ay prelimivary ety, pane’ 
most exquisite kind—with WR 3 
cissary to shock the reader— 
bat they always room 1 
ceremony ebove described. - 
marked, however, that such pau wo wih 
the spontaneous suggesiions © were pioge the Torth Americana {adians; hepad’ and 
Tously prescribed in the Aztec Ii Cs Coe” 
less were often inflicted with TC yy miliar £0 
punctious visitings which 8 eu experiea®s yj 4 
the Holy Office might at WIG ony ae 
executing its etern decrees. ;mes rest 
#8 the other sex, were some! joule aris 
sacrifice. On some occasioss, 0 of the 385g | 
seasons of dronght, at tae (850 Cy jrem, or ts 
able Tlaloe, the god mit “ As 
most patt infants, We Sterns 
were yi along in epee i the fro 
their festal robes, and dec ardest heart 10 . 
blossoras, they moved the pnt jn the 
though their cries were read 19 i 
chants of the priests, who petition: 
fevorable angary for theif 

should b9 oll 

Winds siruck terror to my nocent vicuims were general) 

air, and his foaming horse leaping up the tow 

gaze in that valley, where the elements of ma 

the electric twinge of his manly nerves and 

his band on his mouth, and his glering eyeballs 

black smoke, which extended from ope extre- 4 

the eit 4 

| flocked 
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