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O sing to the Lord a new song; 

 sing to the Lord, all the earth. 

Sing to the Lord, bless God’s name; 

 proclaim God’s salvation from day to day. 

Declare God’s glory among the nations, 

God’s marvelous works among all the peoples. 

For great is the Lord, and greatly to be praised; 

 to be revered above all gods. 

For all the gods of the peoples are idols, 

 but the Lord made the heavens. 

Honor and majesty are before the lord; 

 in whose sanctuary are strength and beauty.   

Ascribe to the Lord, O families of the peoples, 

ascribe to the Lord glory and strength. 

Ascribe to the Lord the glory due that name; 

bring an offering, and come into God’s courts. 

Worship the Lord in holy splendor; 

 tremble before God, all the earth.   

Say among the nations, “The Lord reigns! 

The world is firmly established;  

it shall never be moved. 

 God will judge the peoples with equity.” 

Let the heavens be glad, and let the earth rejoice; 

 let the sea roar, and all that fills it; 

 let the field exult, and everything it. 

Then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy 

before the Lord, who is coming to judge the earth. 

The Lord will judge the world with righteousness, 

 and the peoples with truth.    



The persistent demand throughout the Bible that we sing 

may at first seem cruel to those of us whose musical gifts do not 

fill the buckets in which we cannot carry a tune.  Did you listen 

to the words of the last hymn?  “When in our music God is 

glorified, it as though the whole creation cried.” Some of us feel 

like creation does cry when we sing. The cacophonous among us 

have learned to sing off-key at a volume that does not draw 

attention, with a rhythm that only we recognize.   

Fortunately for the disharmonious, singing—at least the 

kind of singing described in scripture— has little to do with 

quality of voice, and everything to do with openness of spirit.   

The tone deaf in Ephesus were glad to hear Paul say that their 

singing of “psalms, hymns, and spiritual songs” was to be 

directed to God.  It is comforting for some of us to know that 

singing is not about what gets to the ear, so much as it is about 

what penetrates our souls.   

 All kinds of people come to the temple to sing Psalm 96:  

the musical and the monotone are there; Jews who live in 

Jerusalem and others who travel great distances; the young and 

the old, with all their differences; those considered successful 

and those who are not.  The difference that matters most is 

revealed in how they sing this song.  Some sing it only with their 

lips.  They have heard the song before.  Nothing about it is new 

to them.  But a grace-filled few sing from deep inside.  They 

have heard the song before, too, but it is always new to them, 

because it is the song of God’s presence.  

 All of creation joins in the music.  God’s love is enough to 

make the roaring sea and all the fish that inhabit it, the birds that 

fill the sky, and the trees of the forest sing for joy.  We think it is 

poetic license to say that God’s love makes catfish, pine trees, 

and parakeets sing with delight.  It sounds like hyperbole, but 

the writer may be on to something.   

Is God a music lover who wants to hear creation sing?   



Have you ever spent the night in the woods, so far out that you 

are the only one hearing the wonderful sounds?  Who hears 

when you are not there?  God does.   

The songs of humpback whales have long, complex 

melodies.  Why would God want it that way?  Do you get the 

feeling that when birds sing it is, in part, for the pleasure of it?   

Maybe God made the world because God loves music. 

C.S. Lewis suggests that the word through which God created 

was music.  Here is how he describes Aslan creating Narnia:   

“The lion was pacing to and fro about that empty land and 

singing his new song.  It was softer and more lilting than the 

song by which he had called up the stars and the sun; a gentle, 

rippling music.  And as he walked and sang the valley grew 

green with grass.  It spread out from the Lion like a pool.   

It ran up the sides of the little hills like a wave.  Polly was 

finding the song more and more interesting, because she thought 

she was beginning to see the connection between the music and 

the things that were happening.  With an unspeakable thrill, she 

felt quite certain that all of the things were coming as she said 

‘out of the lion’s head.’  When you listened to his song you 

heard the things he was making up; when you looked around 

you saw them.” 

We do not listen nearly enough to the song God is making 

up.  We do not let the music inside us.  If we pay attention when 

we sing we will recognize that, because we are never more 

ourselves than when we sing.   

One commentator (Noel Paul Stookey) suggested that 

presidential candidates be required to sing on national television.  

The theory is that while it is easy to lie when you speak, 

everyone knows it if you lie when you sing.   

There is something to that.  If we feel dishonest when we 

sing of deep joy, then something is wrong deep inside of us.  We 

become too sensible to truly sing.  We mistakenly admire 

efficiency more than spirit.  We have a preoccupation with what 

seems useful.   



Without a song in our hearts we become dull people, 

tempted to baptize our grouchiness and call it maturity.  The 

opposite of singing is not silence, but critical restraint.  Hell is 

the refusal of the heart that will not join in the melody of grace. 

Faith gives us a hopefulness of spirit.  Making melody in our 

hearts leaves us less pretentious, artificial, and scared.   

Friedrich Nietzsche said, “Without music life would be a 

mistake.”  Without music, life would be angrier and more 

selfish.   

 Do you remember the scene in Driving Miss Daisy in 

which Daisy attends her housekeeper’s funeral?  Throughout the 

movie, Daisy is lonely and empty, as stingy with her emotions 

as she is with her possessions.  She maintains a proper 

appearance.  Daisy’s stifled spirit is most evident at that 

Pentecostal funeral.  She listens to the choir sing What a Friend 

We Have in Jesus and from the look on her face it is clear that it 

is worth everything to be able to sing like they sing.  Life is 

bursting forth in that church while she sits there pale and 

pinched.    

 If there is no music bursting within us, then we need to 

open ourselves again to the joy God offers.  The Christian hope 

is to be sung.  We cannot explain the love of God and music 

comes closest to expressing the inexpressible.  Music picks up 

where words fail. 

 That is why when you open the Bible you hear music:   

The prophet Miriam, tambourine in hand, singing at the Exodus;  

King David auditioning musicians to lead in worship; Psalmists 

writing symphonies for harps, lyres, trumpets, timbrels, strings, 

pipes, and loud clashing cymbals—never a mention of quiet, 

soothing cellos.   

The hymns of the early church are sprinkled through the 

New Testament.  At the annunciation Mary bursts into the 

Magnificat.  At Jesus’ birth a choir of angels break into song.  

Paul and Silas have favorite hymn night in prison.  In 

Revelation, The Hallelujah Chorus ushers in the kingdom of 



God.  On virtually every page, there is the music of God above 

the ordinary, the song of the holy that transcends what is 

expected. 

Martin Luther wrote, “Music is a lovely gift of God which 

has often wakened and moved me.  Music drives away the devil 

and makes people forget all wrath, unchastity, arrogance, and 

the like.  My heart bubbles up and overflows in response to 

music, which has so often refreshed me and delivered me from 

dire plagues.”   

When our faith falters it is often the music of the church 

and the singing of the congregation that holds us up.  When the 

world seems bent on madness, music offers hope.   

We use a variety of metaphors for God.  God is Rock.  God 

is Vine.  God is Bread.  Maybe God is music—not just notes and 

rhythm, but the music beneath everything that words cannot 

describe.  God is love, spirit, and music.If what is in our heart is 

not a melody, then we need to listen more carefully to the music 

of the spheres, the sound of God’s grace, the hope of God with 

us.   

 A theology student goes to the philosopher Paul Tillich 

with some nagging questions about faith.  Tillich responds to 

this young person by playing a recording of Credo (I Believe) 

from Bach’s B Minor Mass.  Credo does not explain the Nicene 

Creed, but surrounds it with violins, trumpets, flutes, oboes, and 

voices.  Tillich realizes that the most satisfactory answers to this 

student’s questions are more likely to be found in music than in 

sharper reasoning.  Through music, we praise God, we know 

mercy, we experience forgiveness, we feel hope, and we 

celebrate faith.   

 Carlyle Marney is preaching at American Seminary in 

Nashville.  The President of the seminary is presiding in 

worship.  He also serves as the director of the choir.  The time 

comes for the choir to sing the anthem.  The President 

apologizes to the congregation saying that he’s been out of town 



for some time and the choir isn’t prepared to sing the anthem, so 

they will proceed with the sermon.   

Dr. Marney rises and preaches as he was gifted to preach.   

The congregation hears and holds those words.  They believe in 

God’s grace again.  They feel the presence of God new as it’s 

always new.   

When the sermon is done, the President of the seminary 

stands up and stands up the choir and says, “We’ll sing it now.”   

They begin to sing and the song rolls up and up and the room 

gets thicker and hotter.  When it’s over everyone there is just 

about one gasp short of glory.  The President turns and smiles at 

the congregation and says, “We couldn’t have done that before.” 
(Paul Duke, Singing the Word, Hester Lectures, Midwestern Seminary, March 7-10, 1989).   

God loves us enough to invite us to sing.  Is there any one 

of us here so sunk into sinful, sullen silence that we cannot, that 

we will not, thank God for such love?     

 There are people who do not just live but sing life—four-

year-olds on their good days, poor people who do not consider 

themselves poor, truly funny comedians, the best writers, 

genuine Christians, the ones who sing alleluia for the good they 

have been given.  We have a song that we need to learn.     

You get to the symphony just as the orchestra begins to 

warm up and sit down next to a well-dressed gentleman.   

You introduce yourselves.   

You ask what he does and he responds, “I’m a musician, a 

conductor.”   

You say, “I don’t want to take advantage of you, but I’ve 

never been able to figure out what’s going on during warm-ups.”   

He begins pointing things out:  “That violin is practicing 

the overture.  That cello is putting her music in order, studying 

the score.  The bass is staring at the hardest part.  The 

percussionist is playing the same notes over and over, because 

he only has eight measures to play all night.”   



Then the orchestra begins to tune their instruments.  Every 

instrument is silent, then the oboe plays a note.  Then everyone 

plays a note.  Then the oboe plays a note.   

The conductor explains, “The oboe can’t be tuned to 

anything else, so they tune to the oboe.”   

You start listening for the oboe.  You are listening more 

intently than you ever have.  You are hearing more than you 

have ever heard.  It is almost like you have never heard the 

music before. If we listen carefully we hear the sound of God’s 

love and tune our lives to it.  We listen, so that we can join in the 

singing.   

In the early 1960’s, when racial conflict was first erupting 

in the Deep South, a Southern white person went to where the 

trouble was hottest to see for himself what was going on.  He 

watched African-Americans asking for their rights and watched 

them being beaten back.   

He returned home and a friend asked about what he had 

seen.  He said, “It looks bad.  The culture is against them.  The 

laws are against them.  The FBI is against them.” 

 His friend said, “So you think they’re going to lose.” 

 “No, I think they’re going to win.” 

 “You just said the laws are against them, the FBI is against 

them, the whole culture is against them.  Why do you think 

they’ll win?” 

 “They have this song.”   

 We have a song.  The song is born within us each time we 

open our hearts to God’s presence.   
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