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An aged saint, now in the nineties, unknown to me in
the flesh but very close in spirit, in a letter regarding a
recent illness writes: "Please know that His children even
in the night season when they take no rest can and do sing
unto the Lord and praise His holy name." These moving
words remind us that the clearest intimations of mortal
ity come to men and women in the silent watches of the
night. Gone is the glitter of the day, the voices of our com
panions are silent, the gracious benefaction of sleep has

left us, and never do we feel more vulnerable and lonely.
Everyone of us basically is lonely, for even the most inti
mate of human relationships never penetrates to our true
self; the holy Spirit alone can reach the innermost recesses
of the human mind and personality. Without the aware
ness of God, and the assurance of His presence, the most
self-sufficient of men in the deadly hours of night are no
more than "children crying for a light, and with no lan
guage but a cry."

It is a truism that everything seems worse in the night
The problems of the day magnify themselves, the personal
anxieties seem to be insuperable, and the smallest physical
disability takes on fearsome proportions. The injunction
"let nothing be worrying you" seems to be no more than
excellent advice, for concern is a natural accompaniment of
mortality, and at such a time there are no resources remain
ing to the unaided human will to enable it to assert itself.
Nighttime can be a rich blessing when it brings relaxing
and restorative sleep, but we all experience times when
for some reason, mental or physical, instead of sleeping
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Let nothing be Worrying you

we find ourselves painfully awake. Painfully, because the
wakefulness is not that normal to the daylight hours, but
is accompanied by taut nerves and vivid apprehensions.
It is a wakefulness often seized on by the Adversary to
remind us of "those things of which we are now ashamed,"

things which we can push back into the recesses of our
minds when preoccupied with ordinary daylight duties,
but which he flaunts in our faces in our weakest moment.
Not for nothing has Satan been called the accuser of the
brethren! The powers of darkness delight in the hours of
darkness. When Judas set out to betray the Lord, John
notes significantly, "and it was night." The Adversary, with
malicious skill, chooses the moment when we are at our
lowest ebb to remind us how desperately we fail to adorn
the teaching which we profess, so that, as Whittier so truth
fully expresses it:
"We bow our forehead to the dust,
We veil our eyes for shame,
And urge, in trembling self-distrust
A prayer without a claim."

Sometimes it may be said that many unscriptural the
ories may be laid at the doors of poets and hymn writers,
and this is no doubt true, but it is also true that among the
many poets who have been found in the family of God s
children down the years there are those to whom we are
all indebted for their ability to express the depth of feel
ing common to us all, if we believe God. They could say,
and say well, some of those things which at some time or
another every believer wishes to say, especially the inti
mate and personal things, for instance:
"And Thou, 0 Lord! by Whom are seen
Thy creatures as they be,
Forgive me if too close I lean
My human heart on Thee."

Scripture has a good deal to say about night to us who

The Lord is Near
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are described as "children of the light and of the day," and
one of its most remarkable disclosures is that, to God, dark
ness and light are both alike.
"If I say, Surely the darkness shall cover me;
Even the night shall be light about me.
Yea, the darkness hideth not from Thee;
But the night shineth as the day:
The darkness and the light are both alike to Thee."
(Psalm 139:12)

We are not here being told that God, being omniscient,
can see in the dark. God is not a man with mans eyes. He
is far more than that, for darkness makes no difference to
Him; it is all the same as if it were day. "He that keepeth
Israel neither slumbers nor sleeps." We should all be aware
of this, but with mortal minds it is difficult to comprehend
that God is always there, omnipresent, and that, even in our
bleakest hour, He is immediately accessible to our faith.
"Speak to Him, thou, for He heareth,
And spirit with spirit can meet;
For closer is He than breathing,
And nearer than hands and feet"

In the wakeful silence of the night, when all the stri
dency of earth is dimmed and distant, we have an oppor
tunity for a degree of intimacy of spirit hardly possible at
any other time. The Adversary's dismal apparitions, which
can make us feel so miserable, can be entirely banished if
we remember, as Paul wrote for us, that "the Lord is near"
The memories which shame us, yield to a better remem
brance, in the words of the Indian convert, Krishnu Pal:
"0 thou my soul, forget no more
The Friend Who all thy miseries bore.
Let every idol be forgot
But 0 my soul, forget Him not"

Wakefulness at night was no stranger to the apostle
Paul, and we recall that he and Silas were not only wake
ful but also in dire discomfort when they set that striking

4

Singing and Playing

example to us all. They had been flogged, thrust into an
inner prison and their feet made fast in the stocks. Here
is misery indeed!
"Now at midnight Paul and Silas
were praying and sang hymns to God.
Now the prisoners listened to them."
(Acts 16:25)

Few of us will ever be in such a condition as were these
two men. We are more likely to be imprisoned by our own
depression of mind. If Paul and Silas could sing a song of
praise in the night, how much more should we! On the
mental and spiritual plane the result will be the same; all
our doors will be opened and all our bands loosed.
A great merit of the Scripture record is that it always
tells the truth, not only about God but also about the men
who worship Him. And, since they are men, that record is
one of failures as well as of faith. It is for our encourage
ment that we should realize that the great and good men
of Scripture did not always walk on the high places. David,
with all his glorious thoughts of God, still writes:
"I stretched out my hand in the night,
my soul refused to be comforted."

Job, too, said:
"In the night season my bones are pierced in me,
And the pains that gnaw me take no rest."

But Elihu reminds him,
"Where is God, my Maker,
Who giveth songs in the night?"
(Job 35:10)

The silent emptiness of night is prone to make us viv
idly conscious of self, physically, mentally and spiritually;
a tiny self lost in a universe of infinite dimension. Despite
all we know of Scripture we wonder how God can possi

bly concern Himself with our personal welfare, since each

in your hearts to the Lord
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one is just a minute fragment of a teeming race which is
reproducing itself at a rate of something like five thou
sand souls every minute. We look through the window
at the starlit sky and murmur to ourselves, "When I con
sider the heavens, the work of Thy fingers, the moon and
the stars which Thou dost direct—what is man, that Thou
art mindful of him?" But this is precisely the point; God
IS mindful of man, not only in the mass but much more
individually. That is the reason for our song in the night,
a song which comes to us just as quickly as we leave our
obsession with self and engage all our faculties in concen
tration upon Him. To concentrate upon Him is to fill the
mind with recollections of His Word; and many will join
in the testimony that His Word, so remembered, is indeed
spirit and life, and a potent source of ease for mind and
body. The weight lifts, the depression fades away, the tor
mented thoughts revolving as a treadmill in our minds give
place to a harmony that uplifts the heart in thankfulness.
We have noted David s refusal to be comforted, but lis
ten to him again:
"My mouth shall praise Thee with joyful lips:
When I remember Thee upon my bed,
And meditate on Thee in the night watches.
(Psalm 83:5,6)

And he exhorts his hearers to follow his example:
"Let the saints be joyful in glory,
Let them sing upon their beds."
(Psalm 149:5)

Blessed as sleep undoubtedly is, we cannot follow out
David s recommendations while we are sleeping, but there
is not any doubt at all of their restorative effect upon us
at those times when sleep eludes us. Many will testify that
such preoccupation with our God instead of with ourselves
eventuates in a calm confidence which relaxes the mind in
delighted trust, so that almost before we realize it our smil-
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ing eyes are closed, "for so He giveth His beloved sleep."
We are reminded again in Proverbs that true wisdom,
found only in the knowledge of God, has this soothing
effect on the believer:
"When thou liest down,
Thou shalt not be afraid:
Yea, thou shalt lie down,
And thy sleep shall be sweet"
(Proverbs 3:24).

Scripture is full of song, as well it might be considering
the wonderful God it reveals, One "greatly to be praised."
Messengers and throngs, we are told, sing praises to His
name, and every instrument of music is pressed into ser
vice in the attempt to give at least some adequacy to the
delight of those who know His goodness, But the song in
the night must be especially precious to Him, coming as it
does through faith out of weakness, and being as it always
is an expression of the believer s personal love and trust.
"All as God wills, Who wisely heeds
To give or to withhold,
And knoweth more of all my needs
Than all my prayers have told."

In the night there is no audience but God alone, no
corporate fervor, no swelling orchestra. Probably there is
no more than a faint melody, but we may be sure that He
hears it, nevertheless. In fact such songs need not be vocal
ized, even, for when Paul writes to the Ephesians he says,
"Speaking to yourselves in psalms
In hymns and spiritual songs,
Singing and playing in your hearts to the Lord,
Giving thanks to God the Father always for all things
In the name of our Lord, Jesus Christ"
(Ephesians 5:19,20).

We may read the words "speaking to yourselves" to mean
speaking one to the other, but equally we can take them
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as meaning a deliberate act of self-reminding, rehearsing
in our hearts and minds those great words of truth which
make such superb melody. The Psalms come from the Scrip
tures, but equally the spiritual songs come from the rich
experience of fellow believers who have tested the truth
of these same Scriptures and have expressed that experi
ence in words for all the saints to share. The test of a spiri
tual song is that its sentiments should correspond closely
with the truth of Scripture; but even in songs which fail
to pass this test in their entirety owing to the unfortunate
persistence in the writer s mind of some religious dogma,
there is frequently revealed some flash of insight which
we can appropriate for ourselves with great profit. It is
revealing to notice that with many of the great writers of
such songs and hymns there is an instinctive reaching out
to the great truth, not permitted by their orthodox theol
ogy, that since God is good His goodness must at last reach
out to every being in the remotest corner of His universe.
The instinct of the poet, sensitive to the nature of the God
Whom he worships, is often stronger and more reliable
than the creedal system that he is supposed to accept.
On every occasion we should give thanks to God, and
not least in those sleepless hours of the night. Indeed, it
is in that very stillness that the phrases of Scripture and
song may return most easily to our minds. Did not Elihu
say that God gives songs in the night? This is indeed a
gracious and welcome gift, and as we thus praise Him
and think quietly upon His truth, the eyes of our hearts
become enlightened,
"And more and more
a providence of love is understood,
Making the springs
of time and sense sweet with eternal good."

But, as Paul told the Thessalonians, "we are not of the

night nor of the darkness" for we are "sons of light and sons
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of the day" Darkness is foreign to our nature, for we should
walk as sons of light The night is a temporary earthly phe
nomenon to which our present terrestrial bodies are sub
ject, and like all our earthly experiences it is designed to
teach us by contrast, as it indeed does at the lighting up into
each new day, as John Keble wrote in his fine old hymn,
"New every morning Is the love
Our waking and uprising prove;

Through sleep and darkness safely brought
Restored to light and power and thought"

It must be true of those who are heirs of a celestial des
tiny as it is of those who shall inherit the New Jerusalem,
that "there shall be no night there," and though sorrow
shall endure for a night, joy comes in the morning.
The night is far spent and the day is at hand, a day of a
very special nature, that day. The day of Him Who is the
Bright and Morning Star. The night is always darkest just
before the dawn, both in the spiritual as well as in the
physical sense. We should always remember this as we
awaken out of sleep.
"And so the shadows fall apart,
And so the west winds play;
And all the windows of my heart
I open to the day."
Cecil J. Blay
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