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CONGREGATIONAL SINGING.

If we are to sing at ail in church it'may reasonably be supposed that we

are to sing our best. Devotion is flot helped by bad music, though aIl wvho

attend our churches seem hardly to realize that fact. We have met with excel-

lent individuals, "lpillars of the church" in some instances, who horiestly prefer

poor music as "lmore spiritual" than anything of a higher class ; though in what

way they find it stimulating to their religlous life it might puzzle them to explain.

Such persons are probably very little cultivated musically, or they have, as we

expressively say, Ilno ear for music." They forget that the inharmonious sounds

to which they are so indulgent may l)rov'e a serious stumbliflg block in the way

of another, whose natural love of music has been finely cultivated, so that the

drone or drawl which has in it a certain attraction for the one, will be absolute

torture to the other. Much is due, no doubt, to early association, and while we

shall find most young people ivilling, and even eager for a higher class of churchi

music,older persons there are who have been trained in a puritan school, ready

to regard any innovation upon old customs as a machination of Satan against

the purity of the churches. This is a prejudice which, of course, only time can

cure, but which time is curing ; if slowly, yet most surely. We remember wben

it was quite customary in the older English Nonconforrnist chuirches to sing sucb

a tuîne as IlCranbrooke" ta a common-me-re hymn; in sorte such style as the

foilowng: "Grace 1 'lis a char-ar-mi-iflg sound,

Har-mo-ni-ous to-o the-e ear-r;

and to shout it after a fashion which made the hast two lines

Heaven with the echo shaîl resound,

And all the earth shahl hcar,"

likely ta be Ifterally accomplished.
Weil, we have changed ail that. But whihe we have gained very much, is

it treason to suggest that there is real danger of our losing somnetbing toa?

What we cannot afford to part with in our service of praise is earnestness.

Meody was rîght when hie said that lie would flot preach at one end of the

chlurch, while the choir was reading newspapers at the other. He 1<nows if any

mnan does the assistance ivhich hearty singîng is to the preacher. Indeed, who-

ever else is ignorant of the fact, the minister will be sure to discover that music

',vhich is onhy cultivated and flot earnest does nat aid the devotional feeling of

the worshippers, is flot in fact a service of praise at al].

What we want then'is earnesiness and cultivation. Anld sureiy these attain-

fients ought flot to be beyond our reach, aithough in too many of our churches

it seems as if to secure the one, were ta take a long fareWell of the other. When

hast in England we had the pleasure of worshipping in the chuirch of the Rev. H.

R. Haweis, St. Mary-le-bone. It seemed to us that the gifted author of"I Music

and MaraIs" had succeeded in securing a service which as nearly as possible

reached the ideal of what church worship ought ta be. The tunes chosen for

the hymns and chants were flot beyond the range of the congregation. Ail

'sIng'and sun g heartily, including the mibister. Fr the anthem (which was the

only part of the service rendered by the choir alone> we had the immortal

IlHalleîujah. chorus.", Neyer before was it.aur gaod fortune ta hear this sub-

lime conception wîth anything like apprapriate surroundings, and neyer before

had it seemed Sa divinely inspîred, We have heard exception taken ta anthems

in church as "luridevotional."1 But it seemed ta us that had everything else

failed ta stir one throb of worship ini aur hearts; those IIHallelujahs" would

have borne us as on angel's wings, ta the very gates of heaven. Very different

was aur experince in another church which we attended for several weeks, in

the north of England. Here, too, there was an elaborate choir, guiltless of

-èver perfortning anything but first-ciass music, but the cangregation appeared to

have Tesigned itself ta hopeless indifference during the singing of the hymns.

Certainly the tunes chosen were not of a character ta invite their co-operation.

A colder or more formaI service, as far as the musical part of it was concernied,
could scarcely have been iniagined. One Sunday evening, at the close of the

sermon, the well-known hymn, "1Jesus, lover of my soul," was announced.

IISurely,' ive thotîght, "Il a ur toingues mwilI be unloosed at last. But na, an

elaborate prelude wvas played by the orgafiist in the minor key, and then the

choir took it uip, and skilfuîly rendered the wholc four verses in a nianner, no

doubt satisfactorY ta themselves, but whichi no ordinary martal could have pre-

sumned to follow.
It is perbaps natural that a highîy cultivated orgaflist and choir qhould be'

tempted ta forget that they owe any consideration to the congregation ; but it

longht ta be brought before their notice that when the whole body of worshippers

are condemned ta silence throughatit an entire service by their elaborate per.

formnances, they are not helping, but hinderine the true l"service of praise." It

wili, perhaps, be urged that the cQagregatian as a whohe is not cultivated

sufficiently ta take uts proper part in suchi a service. If this is so, does it flot

suggest the propriety of such c ultivation ? We have often wandered that the

congregational singing class is not more freqUently ta be met with in aur

churches. We believe that wherever it lias been attempted in England it bas

proved abundantl-y successful. We might mention Dr. Allon's cbiurch in pario

-ticular as. showing bow much may bc done in this direction. In this instance

the organist can scarcely be said s0 much ta have corne down ta the needs of

,thé people as ta have trained the peapie themsehves up ta a very higb dégree of

musical perfection. IlSinging," ýsays Henry Ward Beecher, "lis that nattiral

itnethod by which thoughts are reduced ta feeling, more easily, more surely, and

'moôre universally than any other. You are consciaus when yougo0 ta, an earnest

meeting for instance, that wbilc, hyns are being sung, and you listen ta theni,

your heart is, as it were Ioosened, a,d there cornes out of those hymrns.ta you a

xfaiiatîon of the tir uth such as younvrabfre Teei provm~on in

iinging for the develement of _alnost every phase of Christian experieoc..

How mauy times have I bemn.-hifte4 Out of a deprfssed state of mmnd inta a

-Ch9 1 uood. b the sinjng bef ire 1l began ta preacb 1 HqwQft *lqkig
Sta the Friday filt MeCin bas rny prevailiu% iaug t t of

COlSSU iarelyé hyfm iaât *ôl bé stiin,
ïlneeting cosuglu% ïïg o -ý- f hymfns ýWlich are full of *,ý,,pa

éOh1, that sweet, joyful singing 1 ' We would hope that these words express

the experience of many, and in order that we may stilî more beartily realize

themn, let us cane for and cultivate our IIcongregatfional singing,"
M. B. STEVEtNSON.

THE MILL 0F ST. HERBOT-A BRETON STORY.

BY THE AUTHOR 0F IlPATTIY."

CHAPTER X.

THE BAZVALAN DOES HIS DUTY.

Madame Rusquec drew back as quickly as she could from the ring; she

waîted only ta, hear that jean Marie liad recovered bis senses, and then taking

Louise's hand, she left the fête. She had seen many inquisitive glances levelled

at bier daughter, and the girl's agitation had bécome so uncontrollable, that it
wvas a relief to escape from prying eyes.

She did flot speak till they were near the milI; then she Iooked severely.at

Louise, as she said, Il What is this, vain child? Didst thou set the brothens

Mao to wrestle for tby sake? 'l'hou shouldst be thankful that such a man as

jean Marie bas noticed tbee, and thou must be more careful taa flot ta give

him cause for jcaîousy. Poor man I be is badly hurt, I fear. But at one time

1 feht sure hie would wivn."
Louise did flot answer. Presentîy she burst out as if she could not restrain

the words, "lBut Christophe is a fine, brave lad." As soan as tbey reached, the

cott.-ge she flung herself on a bench, and laying ber head on the table, she

sabbed berself aîmost into violent, hysterics.
The excitement and vexation had been quite too much for her. The day

that she bad loaked forward ta, witb suich delight bad pnoved an utter failure ;

beyond the pleasure of wearing ber dress, she bad flot had any of the cnjoy-

ment she coveted. And yct, when after a while she grew calmer, and thought

over bier day, there was abundant consolation in the nemembrance of Chris-

tol)he's words. He bad canquered, toa, in the strugghe, which she began ta sec

bad ii-deed been for ber. She was sorry for jean Marie ; but he had looked so

evil that she sbrank iat herseîf at the remembrance of his dark, revengeh4l face.

She wondered that she couîd ever have wished such a mani ta propose for her.

"lHc would bave killed me if I had refused bim." She trcmbled, and tried to,

think of somnething else.
Rer mother had been watching ber; she sawber sudden palencss, and she

grew compassianate. Il1'hou hadst best go ta bed, child-tbau art tired and

over-done."
Louise went 'ta ber mother, and heid her forebead ta be ikissed. 1I shall

be quite wcll wben 1 bave slept," she said. IlI wis1i I had flot gone to-day, but

waited for the dancing to-marraw."
II l'ou canst not go to.nîorraw, Louise. I cannot go down the hilI again;

and after what chanced to-day, thou must flot be seen ahane at the Pardon."

"1Oh, motberi mther, how çain 1 give Up the dancin)g, 1, bave thougto

it sa long? And think of rny new skirt and bodice I what cIse was itmade
for?"

*Madame Rusquec kept silence, but she shook ber head and frowbed; her

resalutian was taken and she neyer bandied words with Louise. Sh.awas vexed

beyond any power of exRressing vexation ; jean Marie Mao, the best match in

Huelgoat-a marn notoriaus for bis avoidance of women-bad sitigled out

Louise for notice, and beneatb ber eyes be had fallen, seriausly burt ; for al-

though be bad recovercd bis senses, hie bad been carried ta the ?resbytery, and
was said ta be unable ta, stand; and Louise, instead of bcing really grieved or

saddcned, as soon as she had got rid. of bier tempoary agitation, had already

fongatten the cause of it, and could talk of dancing whiîe the mani wbo biad s0

distinguisbcd her lay ill, it might be dying; for Madame Rusquec had known

more than ane instance in wbich death bad resulted from these violent falîs.
Louise was in many ways a spoihed child, but she knew it was useless ta

struggle against ber mother's will; she sobbed a few minute's longer, said ut was

vcry cruel, and then, tired out by the day's excitement, she got into bcd and
cried berself ta sleep.

She wakencd happier next momning, and she consohed berself during the

twa nemainiflg days of the Pardon by reflecting that sbc should feel veny sby

and strange without ber mother i and she wap mare rcconciîcd ta the disappaint-

ment when Mathurin brought word that neither of the brathers Mao had

reappearcd at St. Herbot..
Madame Rusquec avoidcd ail mention of the wrestling, and ber mother's

silence opprcssed ?Louise wýitb a sense of wrang-doing mast irksome ta hel,

bright, pleasure-loving nature. She kcpt out-af-doors as much as possible.
On the third momning, she had taken the cow down the vaîlcy, and hâd

bidden Barba fahlow berwhen she couid be spared; for the'ittle Bàrb4 did niot

iead a holiday life; thoiugb she was but eigbt yeare aid, thé poôr Éhild hâ ki tç

cook and wash, and clean when cleaning was r .equired, fbr ber father, -To:bër

Louise was like some beautiful fairy qucen, ta whOm ihe *W1 d tië#l "-*-fJIe
,Word that held sa large à place in Bàrba's poor IittIe -fik* unkàièïifl

Prcscntly Louise heàrd fýotgteps behind bier but she khelv îhiêy ýere nl;

Barba's-they were too heà.vy, and besid'es, iey *ere ünev At filrst e

boped tbey miÉht be Christoýh's, but as the ýtçps hunu'iýd td ItLCéhr
lînip told ber, before she tUrned' round, ifiât hier ptù,"bur *ai: ttt'reU-hiii'lt

i , my pretty maid 1 so0 yau are n ne the ,orï f, & 't hl t 4 ht you got

at the wnesthing.", Coeffc put bi2s hea4don ïi à1de, and his' leur ofadmniration

made hfim more hideous ibari evcr.-
"1Why sbauld I be the worse ? Ijo is the farmer? ,::, ho>pe he is better.

Corne, côme, neigbbour, you rethe flmt ýper"nf 1 havé sn who can tell mie

aniy hews. ,Who chimbed thé ~bèf~l~ Wb tWdhW*ihg good? An~d #ho

ItOw xrY, qeszi pOS Wt are sbc Qýç

,bas -seen bim. And as foIt the, 'win êliuthe oun and mâoonar.mbou.î
the firmanent, the stars cannot ChOObut shine the best. There was no Lbuise


