
Psalm 150 
1Praise God in his sanctuary; 

    praise him in his mighty heavens. 
2 Praise him for his acts of power; 

    praise him for his surpassing greatness. 
3 Praise him with the sounding of the trumpet, 

    praise him with the harp and lyre, 
4 praise him with timbrel and dancing, 
    praise him with the strings and pipe, 
5 praise him with the clash of cymbals, 
    praise him with resounding cymbals. 

6 Let everything that has breath praise the Lord. 
 

https://youtu.be/_O3iNetC8kI 
Westminster Abbey Choir 

 
 
Have you ever wondered what the world would be like without music?  All my 
life music has been readily available, from the wireless, the record player, 
through trannies, the Sony Walkman and now my mobile phone. Now, through 
the Audio-Visual system’s Bluetooth, I can even play recorded music over the 
speakers at church for us to sing to.   
But the greatest impact of music on my life has been through singing. Attending 
a rural church school in the 1950s meant that I was introduced to hymns at a very 
early age and singing in the church choir seemed a natural thing to do.  And 
looking back I realise that we learnt about music through singing – especially 
through English folk songs as well as hymns.  
 
The other day I wondered what it must have been like before the ubiquitous 
sound of music filled our lives, when to hear an orchestra meant travelling to 
attending a concert, to hear an Opera meant a visit to the opera house or some 
grand theatre.   
There was music at church, from a group of performers on instruments in the 
gallery at the west end, or from the organ and the choir.  
And there was music in the pubs and at weddings and social gatherings as 
people sang those folk songs and recited stories in verse.  



But there wasn’t the background hum of music as people went from shop to 
shop or house to house, accompanying them through headphones on the 
journey to work, in the car, or doing the housework. 
 
It took the lockdown to make me realise that God has provided a wonderful 
musical backdrop to daily life – the sounds of nature.  Without the traffic noise, 
the planes, the noises of folk working, people talking, suddenly natural sounds 
come into focus. Birdsong is incredibly loud - a cuckoo at Creeksea can be 
clearly heard on the country park, the conversation between blackbirds can be 
followed across the fields, and the hedges are full of warblers, meadow pipits, 
white throats and black caps. The sounds twist in and out of each other, in 
endless harmonies, with each bird singing its part, from the relentless cooing of 
the doves and pigeons forming the equivalent of a bass line to the astounding 
virtuosity of the robin and the wren as they sing their descants.  
And then there is the music of the wind in the trees, the rustling of the reeds, 
the sound of the waves on the shore, the constant shushing of movement 
underlying the hum of insects busy about their daily tasks. 
All creation is singing its daily song of praise to God in its own inimitable way, 
filling our hearts with a longing for the beauty of simplicity 
 
Which makes the thought that when we are finally allowed to return to our 
churches, we may not be allowed to sing, really hard to take. We’ll be able to 
listen to a recording of a hymn and sing along under our breath but that just 
isn’t the same as allowing our voices to fill the church with the joy of our release 
and rescue. But it may have an unintended benefit.  For this enforced listening 
to the hymn, just being allowed to read it, may allow the poetry of the words to 
touch our hearts. For the poet sings also, making the words she crafts into an 
offering to God. The poem has its rhythm, its intonations, its passages marked 
as fast or slow, its words sliding into phrases, and then dancing off to change 
the theme and then gliding back to the original melody.  And we may then 
realise that all of God’s creation is filled with his music, inspired by his Spirit 
which flew over the earth at creation blessing it with God’s love. We are all part 
of his unending symphony, his love story set to the music of the spheres.  
 
 



The Choristers Prayer  
This prayer is in the inside cover of the Choir’s hymn books and brings together 
music and words in humility and grace 
 
Bless, O Lord, we thy servants 
who minister in thy temple. 
Grant that what we sing with our lips, 
we may believe in our hearts, 
and what we believe in our hearts, 
we may show forth in our daily lives. 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Amen 


