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 Singing.  Song.  From a very young age we teach our children what song is.  We 

train our ears for the song of robin, the small brown wren, the yellow warbler.  And 

even at dawn the crowing rooster’s song.  And at twilight, with the setting of the sun, 

we listen for the song of the chirping cricket and the croaking toad.  And thanks to the 

likes of Jacques Cousteau and National Geographic, each one of us knows the 

beautiful, almost mournful song of the whale.  And if you are a fan of any of the reality 

talent shows, well you know that howling dogs, too, suddenly become famous singers, 

and a pecking chicken can play the piano and has its own song too.  Singing.  Song.  

As Scripture affirms, the song of creation is all around us.  The seas foam and roar; the 

trees clap their hands; the mountains and the hills rejoice; and the heavens resound.   

 Well, maybe we think a lot of that is metaphorical.  Not as literal as it sounds—

even though a world full of song sounds awesome to me.  But perhaps a story.  My 

daughter and her two children and I out for a walk “in nature.”  At my sister’s acreage in 

northern Alberta where the path was heavy with rain, where the mud squished beneath 

our feet and our pantlegs got soggy, and all around—of course, the birds were singing.  

Who doesn’t expect that?  And the leaves were whispering on the trees, and the tall 

grasses rustled and a few crickets joined in, and creation’s orchestra was tuning up for 

another masterpiece.  And along the path, a fallen tree branch where the moss and 

several vibrant species of fungi had begun to grow.  And our grandson; uninterested in 

all of that; just wanted the branch.  Every 8 yr. old needs a good walking stick after all.  

But my daughter said no.  “Leave it.  You might kill the fungi,” she said.  “They’re all 

connected, a network, you might interrupt their song.”   Ok.  Fungi singing?  
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 She called it the mycelial network, that scientists have recorded vibrations from 

the fungi and other plants—that actually communicate with one another.  But unlike the 

whale, our ears can’t hear their song.  I googled it when I got home.  Seems it’s true.  

That fungi and plants of all kinds emit vibrations—and those vibrations change 

according to what’s happening in the world around them.  If there is drought, if there is 

rain, if stepped on by a large animal or broken by a curious or careless child—the 

sound, the song is changed.  Soaring high notes turn to sorrow and discord.  We know 

this kind of song.  And already this begins to shed a whole new light on Jesus words in 

our Gospel text today.  That if our song sours, turns to discord and even grows silent, 

that the song refuses to die; that even the rocks and stones would sing.  Perhaps they 

already do.  Perhaps we need to take that just a bit more literal than we have been. 

 So what kind of world is it where all creation from the highest of mountains and 

sweetest of song birds, right down to the strangest of fungi, the largest of sea 

monsters, and even the smallest of stones sings?  Is song God’s gift to reflect, to 

express, to give note, voice, melody to the depth of our experiences that we cannot 

give voice to ourselves?  Is the song of creation both the praise and prayer of the 

entire world offered to God in times when our joy and our sorrow are so unfathomable, 

we cannot bear them alone?  Well, perhaps song is yet so much more than even this.   

And for that I turn to one more story.  It is the story of our God who sings.  Who in 

the beginning gave voice to the most intimate longing for something brand new, the 

God who reached down into the utmost depths of God’s heart, into the core of God’s 
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being; God who reached down into the womb that waited for all creation to be.  And 

God stirred the waters.  And there was movement.  The wind began to vibrate and stir, 

to blow and to whistle the melody.  And the waters began to rise and fall, rise and fall in 

rhythmic beat.  Because song needs vibration.  Because movement is at the very core, 

movement is the very being and source of the song.  And where there is movement, 

there is always change.  There is creation.  Something new.  And finally the lyrics.  

God adding verse, the rhyme, God’s calling forth in the “let there be;” and there is; 

there is light and life, and rejoicing mountains and crashing seas, and mournful whales 

and rustling leaves, and vibrating fungi, and rocks and stones and children who sing; 

an entire world wrapped and birthed in song!  Life created in the movement, in the 

rhythm, in the melody, in the vibration, in the action, in the living song of the God who 

sings and creates, God who orchestrates something brand new.  

And now, now we are ready to hear the words, “Sing aloud, O daughter Zion; 

rejoice and exult with all your heart.  The LORD, your God, is in your midst.  The Lord 

will rejoice over you with gladness; the Lord will renew you in his love; the Lord will 

exult over you with loud singing!”  It is a bold promise this prophet makes.  A promise 

not filled with mere empty words, not a lilting bedtime lullaby that calms to sleep, not a 

sentimental love song, that stirs the heart but nothing else.  It is not a minstrel God, 

Zephaniah promises.  But the God who is deeply moved, deeply affected by human 

attitudes and actions.  The God who is deeply invested in the life of the world.  

Zephaniah announces that things are about to change.  In the singing God, whose 

song vibrates all of the heavens and the earth.  The singing God whose song pounds 
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out the rhythm in tidal waves of change.  The singing God who calls forth life out of 

chaos and death; who creates something, who orchestrates everything brand new.   

“I will sing over you with loud singing.”  It is a promise that resounds with the 

need for change.  Zephaniah declares that what has been happening in this world and 

in this people is not in harmony with the life of the singing, creating God.  That 

humanity’s way of being has led to discord and sorrow, to a broken and mournful song.  

Like children walking through the forest, carelessly stomping on whatever is in their 

path, Zephaniah has blared judgment like a trumpet blast against the people’s actions 

of violence, fraud, complacency, and consumption, against the faithless assumption 

that God is powerless, that God no longer acts, no longer moves, no longer creates. 

And as with change of every kind, the message of the song is both good news 

and bad.  That what the people have been doing—the rulers, systems, and 

assumptions of life they have relied upon are not working—that they have failed to 

listen for even the faintest strains of the melody of life carried in the wind and upon the 

wave, for the song vibrating in the broken and discarded life of the world, yet sung by 

the rocks and stones that ache with lyrics of God’s heart, “O my people, let there be… 

let there be life.”  “I will sing over you,” promises the singing God.  It is a promise of 

change, of interruption to the ways of death and destruction and discord, “I will save 

the lame and gather the outcast, I will change their shame into praise and renown in all 

the earth.”  And it is good news, it is a joyous song to the lame and the outcast and to 

all those who continue to be stepped on, broken, and discarded.   
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But is it good news for us?  What would change, what would need to change if 

God began to sing loudly over us, if God were to interrupt our ways of being, the things 

we rely upon?  What song have we been singing?  O my people, this is the hard 

question for us too.  And it is not a question that can be easily addressed by simply 

listing some of the current ills of the world, or of our province, or of our political leaders.  

But it is a question to be wrestled with for us as God’s people of this day and age.  A 

question to be wrestled with in this community of faith we call church.  A question to be 

talked about at our dinner tables and over coffee with our neighbours and friends. 

Because far too often what we really ask that God would sing us is a lullaby, to 

tuck us in, and rock us gently to sleep in the careless, life-stealing, song-silencing ways 

we have grown all too accustomed to.  Too often we long for God to sing us a 

sentimental love song that says, “I love you, you are mine,” while we so heedlessly 

forget the suffering of the world.  And while God’s love and grace is always and forever 

unconditional, it is also always love that cannot and is not content to leave us where 

we are, cannot and is not content to leave us languishing in ways that lead to our death 

and the death of others through greed, exclusion, classism, and self-reliance.  God will 

always interrupt these, the death-songs of our world.  Because God’s song, God’s 

being is movement, vibration, action, change.  From death to life.  The lyrics of God’s 

heart uttered for the world will always be, “Let there be.  Let there be light and life.” 

It is the melody sung from the cross when rulers and kings and crowds of 

everyday people no longer sang.  When death and the grave thought that at last the 



 

6 Season of ReCreation Oct 3/2021 Zephaniah 3:14-20 

song had been silenced.  When no one thought to bend their ear low to the ground to 

hear the hand of God reaching down to the depths of the sorrow and pain, where the 

song of life would rise from the lips of the rocks and stones where the body of Jesus 

lay.  It is the melody sung from COVID hospital wards and the grave beds of the sick 

and the dying and the indigenous and the forgotten, when yet our footsteps carelessly 

trod, and when no one thinks to bend their ear low to hear the song of life vibrating 

from the strangest of fungi growing on dead wood on the ground; on the dead wood of 

our hearts.  Whenever we think God’s song of life has been silenced, the bold unsung, 

yet ever-singing promise comes, “I will sing over you with loud singing.”  And the lyrics 

ring out, “Let there be.  Let there be life.”  And God begins to move.  To whistle the 

melody on the Breath of the Wind.  To pound out the rhythm on the waves of the 

crashing waters of creation.  And where there is movement.  There is change.  There is 

life.  And God is creating, and God will create something brand new. 

And while creation’s orchestra is tuning up for another masterpiece; we are 

invited to join in the movement, to be a part of the song and the change.  That not only 

all of heaven and earth resounds.  Not only the leaves are rustling, and the fungi 

vibrating, while rocks and stones are singing along.  But the song is gifted to us, “Sing 

aloud, O daughter of Zion!”  And we do sing, because God sings over us and through 

us.  And in us, and through us there is movement, vibration, change.  Life!  There is 

something brand new!  Thanks be to God!  Amen! 

   


