His Music of Love

“The Lord thy God in the midst of thee is mighty; he will save, he will rejoice over thee with joy; he will rest in his love, he will joy over thee with singing.” 

Zephaniah 3:17 KJV

Don’t we all want to be loved?  I don’t mean just tolerated or endured.  I mean loved with the kind of love that brings about rejoicing, joy, rest, and singing?  We want the kind of love that lives in our midst and is mighty.  To be mighty means there is no weakness or uncertainty about love.  Mighty love can save us from all harm.  Mighty love can ensure us of safety. 

 We all look for this type of security.  We all have the need for this type of love and relationship.  God made us with this need, from the beginning, when He walked in the midst of the garden, daily, seeking us at all times, and rejoicing over us with joy.  We could rest then, and enjoy His singing, knowing we were living forever with His love.  All things were good then. Our relationship with God was so perfect then, that when it was destroyed by sin, God made a way for the union to be made whole again through the perfect love of His son, Jesus.  Jesus was God’s sacrifice of love for us to be reunited with Him in perfect peace so that this rejoicing could be continued.  

Because Jesus is inside me, I can hear God singing over me, for me, and at times when I allow it, even with me.  The Lord, my God is here, with me.  Not only has He saved me, but He is rejoicing over me with singing.  Only the Lord could create music.  He didn’t have to make us with the ability to sing, but He did. We are made in His image, and that surely includes the ability to sing as well.  It is true that as humans some of us sing better than others.  Some of us are probably much closer in tune to God’s image in that respect, but we all have the ability to sing and to hear singing. Even if we lose our ability to use our tongues and ears, we can always rejoice in our hearts with singing.  

I believe that when we rejoice in our hearts, whether we are using our voices, our ears, our fingers, or our minds to create music, that God is rejoicing with us.  There was a time in my life that I felt this rejoicing in a very definite manner.  I heard God’s music in a way that was more clear than I had ever heard it, and with this came a joy and a power that overcame fear, sadness and loneliness. 

I was thirteen years old at the time, in the summer of 1974, just a few months since my father had died in March of the same year.  He had been our source of joy, our protector, our spiritual leader and comforter.  I can remember standing in front of the living room window, close to his arrival time from work, waiting in eagerness to hear his car and see his smiling face as we all ran to him, shouting, “Daddy’s home!  Daddy’s home!”  He had a spirit that came from His heavenly Father, and he was always full of smiles and joking and love.  Now he had gone to be with His Father, in heaven, and I felt this absence so keenly, so abruptly, and so suddenly, that I did not know how to feel joy and mighty love that brings security.  My security had been in my earthly father, and now he was gone.

My dad had been a minister of music in churches all of my life.  After he died, a church he had lead in music in Oxford, Mississippi, bought a grand piano for their new sanctuary, in my father’s honor.  A dedication ceremony was scheduled, and I was invited to play the piano. I was scared and did not know how I could get through even one song without breaking down, emotionally, or just being unable to play anything of quality worthy to be heard in a church. 

So, I prayed.  And I prayed hard.  I don’t remember the exact words I prayed, or even how I prayed, or how often I prayed.  I just know that I prayed, being led by the Holy Spirit.  It has been nearly thirty years since this happened, and perhaps then I couldn’t have put into words all that I know I felt.  I just know that I prayed for help from God, and He kept His promise to be my father and my support, as it says in Psalm 68:5 and 146:9.  He didn’t help me in some vague way as a dull reminder of love.  No, He helped me in a very real and audible way.  

I had planned to play an arrangement of “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” on the grand piano for the ceremony.  I wanted to play this particular song, as it sounded sweet and comforting to me.  It reminded me so much of the hymn’s words that told me Jesus is my friend and that I could carry everything to Him in prayer.  

Technically I mastered the song, but I was still terrified to play this in public as I knew the sanctuary could easily hold several hundred people, and that everyone would be listening to me.  So I just kept taking these fears to the Lord, praying, and waiting until the day I was to play in church.  Now I remember very little about the ceremony as to what was said, or what Bible verses were read, or what other songs were sung or played.  But I do recall how weak I felt while waiting for my turn in the program to play.  

My hands were probably visibly shaking when I sat down on the bench and put my fingers into place.  I started to play  “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” in this beautiful arrangement that I had practiced many times alone.  From the first notes I played, I knew that I was not playing alone. I heard another instrument, more like the sound of a church organ, playing the exact notes along with mine on the piano.  I had never heard such beautiful music, nor had I ever heard music that seemed to be separate from mine, but played by someone else, other than some other human on earth.  I wasn’t scared anymore or sad or weak.  I was strengthened in those brief minutes when I heard what I believe to be the Lord playing music with me, rejoicing over me, being my friend, and letting me know that I would never be alone.  Ever.

To this day, nearly thirty years later, I still feel this love, this security, this rejoicing, and yes, this singing that comes only from God.  
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