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Pulleys turn, the governor whirrs, 

The chimes announce the passage of yet  

Another precise quantity of time. 

The sounding brass fades, 

All the quiet sounds of metal parts  

Working together resume. 

 

A cold blast of snow and wind,  

Glistening ice, and frozen lakes 

Announce the hour of winter on earth. 

Grand and majestic the whole earth turns  

On invisible bearings without a sound  

To guide the seasons 

And divide the night from day. 

 

Each day the light of dawn creeps 

Across oceans and plains 

From city to city and over high mountains  

To wake sleepy village below. 

Men, women, and children arise  

Giving thanks to God for care in the night  

And a new day to praise Him on high. 

 

Following after the evening spreads  

The fainter light that rules the night. 

The creatures of the dark come out  

The people of God look again to Him  

Who saves them from the night of sin. 

 

Stand back further and you’ll see, 

With stately pace the whirling earth  

Moves once around the sun each year. 

With bright blue oceans, green brown land, 

 White lace clouds, capped with frosty poles, 

 Earth moves across the black, 

Star flecked face of the cosmic clock. 

 

Notice too, the earth, 

It tilts somewhat; 

The north pole pointing  

Toward the bright north star. 

 

What delightful chimes 

This tilting brings 

Each quarter year as round the sun 



Earth swings. 

 

Four times each year, 

The doors are opened  

To usher in new seasons. 

New lessons for the child of God  

Who watches now and listens. 

 

                           I. 

The lengthening days, the singing birds  

Announce the time of spring is here. 

Its time to plant, its time to hear  

The good news of the Bible’s words 

 

                           II. 

The blazing sun, the long hot day, 

The busy ants, the singing bugs, 

Announce the time of summer’s near. 

It’s time to work, its time to grow, 

Gather treasure in heaven today. 

 

                          III. 

Shorter days and cooler even, 

Gathering birds, and golden grain 

Announce the time of harvest is nigh. 

It’s time to remember, the reapers of God, 

Will gather the Wheat into heaven. 

 

                          IV. 

Then the cold that cuts like a knife, 

The shorter days, 

Burrowing creatures and barren trees, 

Announce the hour of winter has come. 

It’s time to remember the Author of all, 

Who breaths on dead things 

 And brings them to life. 

 

There is more to this wonderful clock, 

Which keeps seasons in flux, 

And separates night from the day. 

The soft glowing moon, like a playful pup  

Circles the earth as it tilted whirls and orbits the sun. 

 

Watching the earth, without ever glancing aside, 

The moon tugs the oceans  

Almost seven and twenty times  

Before coming full circle. 

 

Each time around, 



It’s telling you something: 

The Church’s glory, 

It is not her own, 

Her glory’s the glory  

Which shines from the Son. 

 

Almost seven and twenty days make a month. 

 Almost twelve times the moon circles earth  

In a year. 

“Almost” points to perfection in Christ  

Not yet here. 

 

Apart now from seasons, days, years, and months,  

God established a time for the Sabbath days rest. 

No movements of earth, moon or of stars  

Do measure the time from Sabbath to Sabbath. 

 

The seven day week  

Is a time that’s revealed. 

Its revealed in God’s Word. 

It’s a time that is perfect. 

It tells the perfection 

Of heavenly  

Rest. ❖ 
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