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It is Passover time in Jerusalem.  All work is stopped that people may pause for a moment in the year for 
Thanksgiving and praise.  On this day fathers are not concerned with putting bread and butter in the 
mouths of hungry children.  The mothers also enjoy a holiday from their monotonous work.  The King 
himself, King David, has given orders concerning temple worship, has even written a special psalm for 
the people to sing.  Early in the morning crowds are gathered at the bottom of the hill.  Above them is 
their sacred temple, the house of God, the home of Him who has been their Deliverer and this day the 
day of days is dedicated to Jehovah.

The temple choir, preceded by the musicians, descends the hill to meet the people.  Trumpeters 
come first, followed by the timbrels, woodwinds and cymbals.  The people, king, nobility, 
soldiers, workmen, women, children, pick up the refrain of the temple choir.  Above, the temple 
gates swing open.  The multitude, singing to God, praising Him, worshiping Him, slowly ascend 
the hill chanting together the doxology, “Oh come let us sing unto the Lord: let us make a joyful 
noise to the rock of our salvation.  Let us come before his presence with thanksgiving.  Let us 
worship and bow down before Him, and kneel before the Lord, our Maker.  For He is our God
and we are the people of His pasture.”  Marching and singing to the sound of the pipe, the happy 
throng enters the temple.  Then silence, for a priest is speaking.  He reminds the people of their 
deliverance from Egypt and asks them on bended knee to acknowledge God, their Keeper and 
Protector.   Softly and gently in unison the people pray, “I will lift up mine eyes to the hills
from whence cometh my help.  My help cometh from the Lord, which made heaven and earth.  
He would not suffer thy foot to be moved.  He that keepeth thee will not slumber nor sleep. The 
Lord is thy keeper.  The Lord is thy shade upon thy right hand.  The sun shall not smite thee by 
day, nor the moon by night.  The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil.  He shall preserve thy 
soul.  The Lord shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth and ever 
forever more.”  In the distance the harp and choir softly chant the amen.  Music brings men and 
women to God.  It is a moment of beautiful prayer.

Music has been greatly changed the past 3,000 years.  Its scope has been broadened and its 
instruments increased.  No longer do we use music for worship only of God.  Today the 
improved saxophone excites other than spiritual passions.  Crooning and moaning and plaintive 
wails arouse primitive instincts of the body.  A world absorbed with body and body satisfactions 
must be appealed to in body terms.  So we direct our knowledge physically to those instruments 
that will glorify the body.  And yet there are those who appreciate the spirit today, human souls 
yearning to rise above this world of matter, toward the beautiful, a spiritual quality that dazzles 
blind our reason. Beauty is something that we can travel the entire world over for and never find. 
For unless we carry a sense of beauty with us it can never be appreciated for the fullness of its 



glory.  A person who can understand the meaning of the human soul is a person who understands 
the beautiful.  For God speaks through the soul a language incomprehensible to the mind.  A 
little bird may be to one man a creature to be shot or stoned or eaten, to another a symbol of 
divine beauty. “I heard a bird at break of day sing from the autumn trees, a song so mystical and 
calm, so full of certainties.  No man, I think, could listen long except upon his knees; yet this was 
but a little bird alone among dead trees.  To the man who appreciates this in his soul, the beauty 
of a bird in the early morning or sunset at eventime, or music of deep spiritual appeal, God has 
given a priceless gift.  Such a gift we now dedicate in our little church for those who would grow 
nearer to God, who will hear Him and feel His presence in the voices of the chimes.

These beautiful chimes, calling us to worship, have two essential meanings, one to those who 
have given them, one to those who have received.  The community can never fully appreciate the 
full meaning and beauty of these bells.  But we can love their music and listen to their message.  
There are fathers and mothers who will understand deeply the awful cost of this memorial, not a 
cost in money, though these bells are the best that money can buy, but a cost in life and love.  
Throughout our village these bells will ring their message of hope, cheer, glad tidings.  They will 
tell the sick that God still sends beauty and comfort to them, even in pain.  They will tell the 
indifferent that though they may escape the church God still insists upon announcing His 
presence.  They will ring forth a message to the golf course, sending forth hymns and worship, 
asking men in the midst of their Sabbath play to be quiet for a moment and utter a silent prayer
for privileges God has given them.  At Christmas season the bells will toll the fact that Christ 
was born to a world that has acknowledged but not admitted Him.  At New Year’s, glad tidings 
will ring out the old, ring in the new, asking men and women to lose their weariness and burdens 
of the past in the hope and expectation of the future.  At Easter immortal hymns, expressing the 
deepest aspiration of humanity, the future life, will tell their story. Thanksgiving season and July 
the 4th will find hearts of gratitude, responding to hymns of country love and fatherly protection.  
While at wedding time and funeral time, the ushering of happiness and love and the going forth 
of those who have lived the human story will cause hearts and minds to pause for a moment over 
the heights and depths of this great experience called life.  God will be nearer to us all, and the 
community will be greatly bettered.

There will be one home, however, where the chimes will have the most sacred of all meanings, a 
home where an only child, a son in early manhood, has been, for some unknowable reason, 
transferred to another world of service.  In the hearts of this father and mother the chimes will 
strike the deepest chords, memories of parent love. And those of us who listen and understand 
will appreciate this deep significance of the bells, calling from earth to heaven a song of love, 
that God will care and protect him who has gone before.  In appreciation, therefore, of the motive 
sponsoring this gift, the members and friends of this church express to you, Mr. and Mrs. 
Stewart, our gratitude.  We cannot return to you what has been taken away.  We can, and will, 
however, cherish this memorial as your symbol of love.  You have given to us what can no 
longer be given to your son, comfort, beauty, truth.  In high response to this highest of all 
motives we accept this gift, together with the privileges and responsibilities that go with it. Your 
memories have found a noble expression in this memorial. 

Our church will go on and with it the music of the chimes.  We who worship here and minister 
will gradually be supplanted by others seeking communion with God.  The chimes will stand, for 



centuries, serving notice to the future that pain and pleasure, suffering and happiness, truth and 
beauty, always have been and always will be inextricably woven in the warp and woof of human 
experience, that here in God’s temple the same intangible quality in man that appreciates the 
divine message of beautiful music also builds the human structure on divine faith that those 
whom we have known and loved shall be known and loved again.

This sermon was so highly regarded, they formatted it onto one page and framed 
it behind glass so it would last.                      Transcribed  3/26/2015


