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neighborhood, and after an absence of 20
vears from that part of the country, 1
was glad to learn that the preaching was
still continued, and that there was a
flourishing class of 20 members,

The practical lessons of this simple
Jittle narralive are too obvious to need
special application. T will  therefore
leave that part to the reader; and will
merely say to those who may be curious
about the watter, that I sueceeded in
~atting nearly all the stolen property
returned teo its vightful owners.

Joux MarTHEWSON.

Montreal, 1874.

THE MASSACRE OF CHURCIL
MUSIC.

Tnere has been an coffort made for the
last twenty years to kill congregational
singing.  The attempt has been toler-
ably successful ; but it seems to me that
some rales might be given by which the
work conld he done more quickly and
completely.  What is the use of having
it lingering on in this uncertain way?
Why not put it out of its misery? If
vou are going to kill a smake, kill it
thovonghly, and do not let it keop on
wagging its tail ull sundown.  Congre-
gavional singing is a nuisance, anyhow,
to wmany of the people. Tt interferes
with their comfort. 1t offends their
taste. Tt disposes their noses to flexibil-
ity in the upwird divection. It is too
democeantic in its tendency.  Down with
congregational singing and leb us have
no more of it.

The first rule for killing 1t is to have
only sucl tuaes as the peaple canaot. sing.

In some churches 1t is the custom for
choirs at cach service to sing one tune
which the people know. It is very gen-
crous of the chotr to da that.  The people
ought to he very thankful for the dona.
tion. They donot deserve it. They are
all # miserable offenders,” (I heard them
say so), and, if permitied once in 2 service
to sing, ought to think themselves highly
favored.  But 1 oppose this singing of
even the one tune that, the people nder-
stand. 1t spoils them. It gets them
hankering alter more.  Total abstinence
1s the only safety ; for, if you allow them
t2 imbibic at adl; they will after a while
ger in the habit of drinking o0 much of
1%, and the ficst thing you know they will
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bef going around drunk on sacred psalm.
ody. Besides that, if vou let them sing
onc tune at a service, they will be putting
their oar into the other tunes and hotly
cring the choirv.  There is nothing more
annoying to the choir thun, at some
moment when they have drawn out a
nule o exquisite fineness, thin as a splig
hair, to have some blundering elder to
come in with a «“Praise ye the Lord 1
Towl abstinence, 1 say! Let all the
churches take the pledge even against
the milder musical beverages 3 for they
who tunper with champagne cider soon
geb to Hock and old Burgnndy.

Now, if all the tunes are new, there
will be no temptation to the people.
They will not keep humming along, hop-
ing that they will find some bars down
where they ean break into the clover
pasture.  They will take the tume as an
Inextricable conundram, and give it up,
Dusides  that, Pisgah, Ortonville. and
Lrattlestreet are old fashioned.  They
did very well in their day.  Our fathers
were stmple-minded people, and the tunes
fisted them.  But our fathers are gone,
and they ought o have taken their
baguage with them. 1t is @ nuisance to
have those old tunes floating around the
charch, and some time, just as we have
got the music as fine as an opura, 1o have
avevival of religion come, and some new-
born soul break out in “Rack of Ages
Cleft for Me ! till the organist stamps
the pedal with indignation, and  the
leader of the tune gets ved in the fice
amd swears. Certainly anything thag
makes 1 swear is wrong—arga, con-
wregational singing is wrong.  Quod eraf
demonstrandwm; which, being translated,
means Slain as the nose ore @ man’s_face,
What right have people to sing who
know nothing about rhiymthmics, melo-
dics, dymumies?  The old tunes onght o
be ashamed of themselves when compared
with our modern beanties. Tt Dundes,
amd  Portuguese Hyum, and  Silver
Street hide their hewds beside what we
heard ot long ago in a church—just
where 1 shall not tell. The minister
read the hiymm beawifully.  The orgam
began, and the choir sang. as nearas T
could understand, a1s follows :

Qo—aw—gee—hah
Ah—me—~la—he

Q—pah—sal—idalh
Wo—haw—gce.e.c-c.

My wife, seated beside me, did not




