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 “Praise the Lord with harp; sing unto him with the psaltery and an instrument of ten strings.  

Sing unto him a new song; play skillfully with a loud noise.”  Psalm 33:2-3 

 

 It is a strange title, I suppose, for an article of this nature.  Probably it is rather confusing 

too when first seen.  It was to us too, first—but let me explain. 

 We have the practice of singing regularly a few songs with our children.  The number of 

songs they know grows rapidly.  And they have their favorites which they ask to sing.  One 

evening the children wanted to sing, “Lo, in the Gravy.” It took some time and no little 

prompting to figure that one out.  We recalled no such song.  Then the light came: “Lo, in the 

Grave He lay,” one song the children had learned in connection with the suffering and death of 

Christ. 

 The thought came: how little the children often grasp the meaning and significance of the 

words of songs they sing.  That is not always true.  The simple songs they readily can 

understand.  But some appear to be more appealing to them because of the melody rather than 

the beauty of the words.  By slurring together some of the words, they can make of the most 

beautiful of songs something which appears silly and humorous. 

 But children soon grow up and they learn more.  Yet, are not young people (and older 

ones too) repeatedly guilty of a like carelessness in their singing? It is not very likely that we 

make such childish errors, but our “adult” errors are even more serious.  We can easily forget the 

purpose and beauty of proper singing. 

 That can be done in singing songs which ought not to pass our lips.  There are the 

common and “popular” songs of the world—the hit tunes of the day.  Young eople especially 

seem to enjoy listening to them—and singing along.  With radio and television, the songs of this 

corrupt world can easily come blaring into the Christian home.  And what a horrible clash that 

makes: when a home which is supposedly based upon the principles of the Word of God, admits 

the evil sounds of wicked men and finds joy therein! 

 But so often, when we sing the songs of Zion we do no better than little children.  Of 

course, many of us may be off-key (or lack one altogether)—but I am not thinking of this.  Often 

we sing not at all.  We make no attempt.  Others must carry the burden—but we excuse 

ourselves.  The songs of Zion, which ought to bubble up from the very depths of our hearts, seem 

not even to rise as high as our mouth.  Sad case, isn’t it? 

 Or we make the effort of moving our lips—but there is no life there.  Were we singing 

solo, the words would be indistinguishable from a distance of more than two inches.  Is it not 

strange that our mouth can so little express what supposedly fills the heart? You may smile at the 

silly errors of children—but this “error” is not so silly or humorous.  A sorry commentary it is on 

our spiritual lives. 

 Or we can sing as though our lungs would burst—but we know not of what we sing.  

Have you ever heard it—in yourself “The Lord’s my Shepherd.  I’ll not want.  He makes me 

down to lie.  In pastures green He leadeth me.  The quiet waters by.” That does not completely 

make sense, does it? Still that is how we so very often sing. We can repeat phrases without any 

thought to the total thought-content.  Can such singing possibly be pleasing before God? 



 Let’s face facts.  It is not easy for us to sing here on earth.  The world of sin and evil 

intervenes.  There is our own sinful flesh.  The songs of Zion set us too much apart.  We do not 

always want to be known as those who are separate.  It becomes so easy to lose interest in the 

songs of Zion. 

 We confess that we seek that better and heavenly land—the spiritual Canaan.  In that 

place of perfection we shall sing as we can never do now.  It is impossible for us who live yet on 

earth to begin to imagine and describe the beauty of that heaven.  It is impossible to set forth the 

beauty of the singing and of the songs sung.  But a few things can be said.  The subject matter of 

these songs will be concerned about God, His work with us, His glory and grace.  There, we will 

not sing about anything else.  Could you imagine that in heaven we will be singing even those 

“innocent” old-timers as, “I’ve been working on the railroad,” or “Cruising down the river, on a 

Sunday afternoon?” No: we will find full joy and satisfaction in songs which are concerned with 

our God alone. 

 And I can tell you a little about how we will sing too.  We are perfect there.  Our singing 

will be perfectly in tune.  There will be a beautiful harmony—harmony such as we cannot begin 

to hear on this earth now.  Nor will anything interfere with our singing.  We shall do all our part 

fully.  No more mumbling of words.  No more unmoving lips.  No more excuses.  But what fills 

our hearts will find perfect expression through our resurrection bodies.  How beautiful that must 

be! 

 There will we sing all the time.  Not, I think, in the sense that we continually, night and 

day, stand in a group, a chorus, singing songs.  But the songs of our God will so fill our being 

that whatever we do there, it will be as though we will be filled with singing.  Now we get a little 

bit of that feeling, I believe, when we may hear a wonderful choir singing in a gloriously 

majestic way.  Something seems to fill us, to move us, so that we sit spell-bound before them.  

And within us arises as it were a desire, a longing, if only we could, to raise our voice in 

harmony with those who sing so beautifully before us.  Did you ever have that feeling? A little 

foretaste it is of that perfect and eternal singing of the saints in glory—in whatever they do. 

 But why can that not be seen more, though in beginning, right now? What excuse, really 

good excuse, do we have for improper singing now? Why are we so often lethargic?  

 The faithful child of God, by grace, must seek to sing as God requires.  How often does 

not the Psalmist speak of singing—and that too, with a full heart? We actively seek to sing that 

way too.  That requires faithful effort.  We prepare ourselves for song.  We sit or stand properly.  

We take firm hold of the songbook.  We consider the words before us.  Ought they be sung 

slowly? Quietly? Or is more volume required? What does the song declare? When we know 

what the song says, we have gone a long way towards singing it correctly.  We put into singing 

all that we have—little though that might be. 

 We ought to sing more.  Most of us fail in that respect.  In our gatherings, private 

gatherings at home, do we sing? When our children sit about our feet, do we sing together? 

Singing is not only for church or for school—but singing too begins in the home. 

 Before long, it would be said: those people can really sing.  Others notice that too.  One 

cannot hide the bubbling, singing heart.  And then we can give a ready and correct explanation to 

our singing: we have something really wonderful to sing about! We confess the glorious 

sovereignty of our God! We declare the freeness of His grace towards His people for Jesus’ sake.  

We acknowledge the wonder of His love directed toward His church—a people who deserved 

absolutely nothing of His hand.  He loved us and gave His Son to be propitiation for our sings.  



Do you wonder, then, why we sing? Do you wonder, then, why not one of us can refuse to sing? 

We have something to sing about—to the eternal praise of our God! 
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