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In the silence before the big bang, there was nothing,  

and nothing was the noise of chaos, 
and chaos was enveloped by silence. 

Out of the silence, in the midst of all the noise,  
a still small voice called, 

Cyfod di, fy anlwyd, a thyred di, fy mhrydferth. 
Arise, my Beloved, and come away! 

  
Wind began to rustle trees, waves broke on seashores, volcanos rumbled,  

lions roared, monkeys chattered, kittens mewed. 
Pleased at these sounds, the Great Voicer stirred once more: 

Arise, my Beloved … for lo, the winter is past, 
the time of the singing of birds is come. 

Then human sounds: a mewling baby, a chuckling infant,  
whole continents of children shrieking with delight,  

everybody singing, old and young together; 
and their singing was the sound of living joy. 

  
The Voicer heard it all and was thrilled to bits,  
and said to humankind – well, sang actually: 

“Praise is best. I like your zest.  
Keep on singing, heaven-wards winging;  
sing and praise, and praise and sing, and   

praise and praise in all your ways.” 
  

Now the Voice-maker had a charming assistant of serpentine aspect. 
A brilliant soprano one moment, a glossy alto the next, 

then a heroic tenor, a foghorn bass after that,   
this vocal chameleon made a point of congratulating the humans: 

“I love your singing, the simplicity of it,  
the way you make it up as you go along. It’s beautiful. 

And your music could be even more beautiful 
if you wrote it down, and recorded it. 

Think what pleasure you could give to people all over the world.” 
  

Till then humans had sung only for the Voicer 
and for the pleasure of singing together.  

But recording their music seemed a harmless enough idea; 
so, shyly at first, and then more confidently,  

they began to write and record more and more music, 
giving more and more pleasure to more and more people, 

until, unfortunately, the world became so full  
of compositions and digitized recordings 

and round-the-clock playbacks and youtube videos, 
that people felt like ‘The Sorcerer’s Apprentice’, 

unable to stop the wonderful music that flooded everywhere 
and nearly washed them out of house and home. 



 One evening, when the Voicer joined them for an aperitif 
(but the Voicer was tactful, and didn’t mention  

that the humans looked and sounded confused and anxious), 
people opened up and said what they were secretly feeling. 

“My voice is just not good enough” said one. 
Another: “I sound really boring”. 

Someone else, “I’m lost without a copy to read from.”    
“I can’t do simple any more” another wailed. 

Yet another quietly choked: “I can’t sing full stop. They told me so at school.”  
Everyone was in pain, and to cover how they felt, 

they reached for the ‘ON’ switch, to chill out to some soul music.  
  

But the Great Voicer leaned over and switched it off. 
For about half an hour there was silence;  
then the still small voice was heard again. 

“I see what’s happened:  
my charming assistant has stolen your innocence. 
Once you sang freely, unselfconsciously, joyfully;  
now singing’s become an embarrassing struggle. 

You’ve let music be for the elite, while you consume it from the audience’s seat. 
It saddens me”, the Voicer went on; “it makes me really angry. 

Do you suppose I made you so you could retreat into yourselves?  
I made your voices to expand as your lives expand. 

Please don’t settle for less.” 
  

Many people hung their heads 
and waited for what the Voicer would say next. 

In the pregnant silence, some heard a bird in the wilderness, 
Cyfod di, fy anlwyd, a thyred di, fy mhrydferth. 

Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away. 
And many listeners were comforted. 

  
Others, however, were defiant.  
“Stop that noise!” they shouted,  
“You’re disturbing the peace!” 

  
Then the Great Voicer, the stirrer of the original big bang,  

who gave voice to every being, spoke again;  
but now, with a glorious human voice. 

Of that voice and that life St John said that it was  
the Word that was in the beginning become flesh, full of grace and truth; 

not that it wasn’t touched by every human limitation -  
tickles, coughs, sore throats, laryngitis, performance nerves. 

Overwhelmingly, though, this was a voice in which  
the divine potential of all humans was realized. 

Fuelled by imagination that lovingly embraced both heaven and hell, 
in the ears of all this voice, the Jesus-voice, twisted a familiar song: 

“God is here. Do not fear. 
Keep on singing, heaven-ward winging. 

Turn to praise and sing again and  



turn to praise in all your ways.” 
Then, not as an after-thought, the Jesus-voice added,  

Come to me, all who labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest…  
   

At that point a composer in the crowd wrote a note to himself: 
“Lovely words. Set them to music.” 

  
Many hearts were moved by the Jesus-voice.  

They tried turning to praise and singing again, but it wasn’t easy, 
for the world was burdened with discouragements. 

Yet these hearts didn’t – and they don’t - give up trying. 
  

Others were less willing. “More noise” they complained bitterly. 
“We’re going to have to stop that voice-box.” 

“What’s the matter with you?” the Jesus-voice challenged them.  
“You remind me of a children’s song: 

`We piped to you, and you did not dance; we wailed, and you did not mourn.' 
But nothing he said made any difference. 

  
A bird was singing in church,  

just before a concert was due to be recorded for the Third Programme,  
the forerunner of Radio 3; 

and so – true story – the Rector took his gun and shot it.  
 

Picture in that moment a ball of noise screaming in the human heart, 
as in the hearts of those who once smothered the Jesus-voice. 

To some it seemed the voice they had sacrificed  
was the one St John called ‘God’s Lamb’. 

  
Another silence now: the silence of the grave; 

like a full lunar eclipse. It lasted over two nights. 
  

Then, in the midst of friends lamenting their loss, 
strangely at first, but soon in familiar, beloved, tones, 

through a voice-box wounded for ever:  
the sound of Jesus: Peace be with you.  

And he breathed on them, adding as he did so, 
Receive the Holy Spirit. 

  
Simple courage returned to the amazed friends, 

along with the voices they were born with, 
the voices they grew up thinking weren’t good enough or lovely enough.  

And, still breathing in the Holy Spirit, they heard –  
was the sound from heaven far away? 

or was it from their midst, from within their own hearts? - 
they heard every living creature sing: 
Worthy is the Lamb, who was slain, 

to receive power and wealth and wisdom and strength  
and honour and glory and praise! 

To him who sits on the throne and to the Lamb be praise  



and honour and glory and power, for ever and ever! 
  

 A surge of inspiration swept through the friends. 
They lifted their voices and with open throats and wind-pipes joined the praise-

singing, the ‘Amen’ of all creation. 
  

Sharing the general elation, the composer in their midst  
paused to write himself another note: 

“Great, great words. Set them to music as well. 
Thousands of souls will be helped to praise God. 

And it will sound good on my CV: “Handel’s Messiah by Handel.” 
  

In the head-office, the serpentine assistant threw a mischievous glance at the boss. 
“Don’t even think it” the Great Voicer said. 

 


