
 
 

 
How Can I Keep from Singing? 

  

 
 
 
 
  Each week when we join together, we lift our voices in song. What a wonderful 
way to praise our Lord and King – “My lips shall greatly rejoice when I sing to 
You, and my soul, which You have redeemed.” (Psa.71:23). This is praise that even 
the angels in heaven give. Praise that will be everlasting - (Rev.7:11-12) “All the 
angels stood around the throne and the elders and the four living creatures, and 
fell on their faces before the throne and worshiped God, “Amen! Blessing and 
glory and wisdom, Thanksgiving and honor and power and might, Be to our God 
forever and ever. Amen.” 
 
 As we sing not only are we honoring our God and Savior, but we are 
teaching and admonishing one another (Col.3:16). To admonish means that we are: 
“to admonish, warn, exhort” Thayer. Therefore, there is much more to singing than 
just simply murmuring some words. More than just following along in the 
songbook; we are teaching one another! Exhorting one another!  
 
 This morning “...let us continually offer the sacrifice of praise to God, that 
is, the fruit of our lips, giving thanks to His name.”  (Heb.13:15). Giving thanks, 
teaching, admonishing, what a tremendous responsibility we have as when we 
blend our voices in song. It begs the question though “How can I keep from 
singing?” 

 
 

How Can I Keep from Singing? 
by Robert Lowry, 1860 

My life flows on in endless song; 
Above earth's lamentation 

I hear the sweet though off hymn 
That hails a new creation: 

Through all the tumult and the strife 
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I hear the music ringing;  
It finds an echo in my soul -- 

How can I keep from singing? 
 

What though my joys and comforts die? 
The Lord my Savior liveth; 

What though the darkness gather round! 
Songs in the night He giveth: 

No storm can shake my inmost calm 
While to that refuge clinging; 

Since Christ is Lord of Heav'n and earth, 
How can I keep from singing? 

 
I lift mine eyes; the cloud grows thin; 

I see the blue above it; 
And day by day this pathway smoothes 

Since first I learned to love it: 
The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart, 

A fountain ever springing: 
All things are mine since I am His -- 

How can I keep from singing? 
 
 


