
sound from flute or trumpet, it is always an im-
pulse in the soul which interprets itself in a vocal
utterance of the world of sound, which in all

spheres surrounds us. Neither singer nor harpist
creates the world of music. God created it. It

was there before the first man heard the first joy-
ful note of birds. It lies enfolded in the air which
is susceptible to vibration and undulation every-
where. And it is given us by voice, by vibration
of throat or by hand, to set this wondrous world
in motion. And when this is done through the
instrument, by throat or hand, it seems that the
undulation, the motion, the inward song of the
heart flows out in it, catches an echo from it, is

carried along, is relaxed, and enriched, by it.

Enriched in no small part by the fact that others
beside ourselves at the same moment undergo the
same emotions, experience like sensations in the
soul, so that our praise and worship, through song
and organ-play, flow together with theirs into one
mighty stream of adoration.

And because these vibrations and undulations
of music react upon us as a power from without,

and lose themselves in the infinite, it seems that

this splendor of harmony, when song is accom-
panied by stringed instruments, brings us into

fellowship with God himself, as praise and worship
from earth extends itself through the heavens, to

the spheres where angels play the harps of gold,

and where everything merges into one grand
symphony of worship around God's throne.

God has wonderfully adapted the human throat

and vocal chords to the world of harmonies, and
no joyful noise on earth excels that of the human
voice. It is a gift, unequally divided. In southern
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