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Let the Music Move You 

Ephesians 1:3-14 
 

  In the TV program, "Mr. Roger's Neighborhood," Rev'd. Robert Fulham 

ministered to millions of children. He told his story of experiencing something that 

changed him immensely. Annually, he spent a week in Weiser, Idaho, barely a dot on 

a map. With a population of four thousand, nothing much happens there except for 

the annual Grand National Old-time Fiddler's Contest. 

 

  In the last week of June, fiddlers from across the nation arrive to play, sing, 

and party. Originally, fiddle players were strictly country western, short-haired with 

homemaker wives and families that attended church. But times change, and along 

came tattoos, motorcycle leathers, and Tye-Dye. Even so, they could play a fine 

fiddle. 

 

 Mr. Rogers once asked a ‘old-timer' what he thought about all these changes. 

The old gentleman replied, "I don't care who they are or how they look. If you can 

fiddle, you're all right with me. It's the music we make that counts." Mr. Rogers wrote 

that all the picking, singing, and the mixture of people under the stars, brought him 

back year after year.  

 

 St. Paul's letter was composed in a prison cell. He longed for the house 

churches in Ephesus to ignite their passion. We like them, need to be reminded even 

in the middle of an indifferent and broken world, that the Family of God can be 

transformed. Places of safety can be places where personal and collective wholeness 

may be found. 

  Today's passage of Holy Scripture is actually a prelude to the six themes that 

follow. Someone has called this passage, "Truth as melody." 

  

The themes we discover herein, are rooted in these eleven verses. On writer 

calls this passage, "truth as melody.” The truth, as the old-timer learned regarding 

the fiddlers, is it is the music that matters. 



 

 

  These churches were so mind-blown by God, that the songs they sang were 

the lifeblood of their worship, and where the vision of God reigns.  

  

  If you are a music lover like me, St. Paul's relude comes in the form of a triplet. 

Verses one through three are in the form a hymn to God, praising God's power that 

overcomes evil. The Family of God fails when we substitute our vision for God's. 

  

 The Psalms were Israel's worship book. There you discover gratefulness, 

expressions of grief, and praise. The congregations were anchored by music, as they 

dealt with the brutality and bleakness of their reality. And, when they sang, "Holy, 

Holy, Holy," God equipped them to live in victory.  

 

 In God's plan, the world is not an orphanage. We are not alone, all of us are 

written into God's music score, each with a voice, joined to one another. This is the 

core of St. Paul's vision.  

 

 The second stanza of this hymn moves from the vertical to the horizontal. In verses 

7-10 we find this song is not only sung as praise to God, but a hymn that is for 

everyone. God does love the world. As the Season of Lent approaches, we recall that 

God sent "The Lamb that takes away the sin of the world." 

 

 Earth and Heaven are married. Please note verses 9-10: "God revealed his 

hidden design to us, which is according to his goodwill and the plan he intended to 

accomplish through his Son. This is what God planned for the climax of all times: to 

bring all things together in Christ, the things in heaven along with the things on 

earth” (Eph 1:9-10, CEB). No more can we believe or declare ‘we and they,’ but one 

fellowship of love in the whole world. 

 

  Verse three of this hymn is personal. In verses 11-14, notice the pronouns: 

"We have received . . .  We were destined; we are called . . . you are sealed . . . our 

inheritance." In prison, St. Paul understood this clearly. 

 



 

  In her book "Traveling Mercies," Anne Lamott, after years of addiction, suicide 

attempts, and depression, writes one Sunday that she overheard gospel music sung 

in a small church. The physical building was just a simple, tumbledown building with 

a tiny cross on top. The music stopped her in her tracks. She was reminded of the 

hymns from her childhood. Every week she came back, to stand outside the doors, 

and listen.  

 

Finally, she found the courage to move to inside the door of the church and 

listen. The choir, composed of five black ladies and one white gentleman, sang 

magnificent music. The small congregation, like ours, seemed to glow with kindness 

and warmth. She started to sit inside once a month, always sneaking out before the 

sermon.  

 

She loved their care for each other, their community outreach ministries, their 

welcoming of strangers. But she writes, "It was the singing that pulled me in and 

split me wide open." That music, she said, ‘was breath and food.’ She writes, tenderly. 

“Somehow the singing wore down all the boundaries and distinctions that kept me 

so isolated. Sitting there, standing with them to sing, sometimes so shaky and sick 

that I felt like I might tip over, I felt bigger than myself, like I was being taken care 

of, tricked into coming back to life.” 

  

The early churches were always excited when a letter from St. Paul arrived. 

But one from prison was read with intensely. This letter has neither bad-mouthing 

or naivety. Instead, the letter contained the heart of a spiritual giant, sharing God's 

desire for a world without boundaries and division. This hymn spoke to the souls of 

the hearers who were in desperate need of hope and vision. 

 

  When the Family of God sings this song, the world is viewed with a 

transformed eye. We remember that the difficult issues of life, are overcome by 

grace, wonder, and faith. So let us live, by the loving, grace of God. Alleluia. Amen. 

 


