THE SONG OF THE LORD


I read a story of a young man who happened to visit a church one Sunday. He listened to the church service and heard an organ offertory played - a Bach toccata. When the service was finished the young man inquired as to whether he could play the organ. “Oh no! Only our church organist is permitted to play that instrument.” But the young man persisted. Finally they agreed to let him play one piece of music. He looked over the stops, carefully set them, and them he played the same number that was played for the offertory, a Bach toccata. There were still people lingering around. They listened, enthralled and when he finished everybody applauded. The organist asked the young visitor, “What is your name?” He said, “My name is Johann Sebastian Bach. I wrote that music!” And the organist exclaimed, “Oh, to think that we almost would not let the master himself play the instrument! Only now have we heard the real music come out.” 


You, dear one, are the very harp of God to be played from the theater of the throne of God! The Master Musician is now arising within all of God’s sons. He offers us the harmonies that only He can create. He, the firstborn Son, is leading us to mount Zion where the divine symphony appears to fill the earth with the strains of the celestial song, and to fill all creation with the universal song. As we allow Christ His place within, every drop of blood is singing the praise of God; every pulsation of heart is a joyful harmony keeping steady time. The Conductor of this Symphony knows every part and every player and is able to execute all phases to its grand conclusion. Discord only enters when we take our eyes off the Conductor or mistake another player’s notes for our own.

