
 
Fourteenth day of July in the Year of Our Lord two thousand and twenty 

 
 
Greetings Loved Ones ~ 
 
Since January, I’ve had a copy of the well-known hymn, “How Can I Keep from Singing” 
(sometimes known as “My Life Flows on in Endless Song” written in 1868 by Robert 
Wadsworth Lowry – an American Baptist minister) on my desk with the intention of including 
it in worship.  It didn’t quite seem to fit during the season of Epiphany and Lent somehow.  
Then along came the third Sunday in Lent, after the Oklahoma City Thunder canceled their 
home game due to COVID related concerns, and life has looked different since. 
 
And there the copy of the hymn remained.  It’s been shuffled around a few times as the 
weeks have turned into months, and we’ve gone from worshipping together online to 
worshipping together both in the church building and from our individual homes.   
 
Just yesterday guidance from our bishops made wearing face masks mandatory in church 
buildings (you all have already been doing this beautifully).  Plans for school are being 
made, while acknowledging they could change as the number of confirmed COVID cases in 
the state continues to rise and hospitalizations are near the record high from the end of 
March.  Much is uncertain. 
 
And still this hymn continues to surface and resurface on my desk.   
 
It is overdue to be shared for the reminder of hope it offers in the midst of just plain 
tiredness and a longing for life as we now know it to be over, which seems like isn’t just 
around the corner. 
 
I wish you could hear it sung as you read this letter.  Once heard, I’ve found it stays with 
you (wonderful recent version by three choirs https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VLPP3XmYxXg).  
 

“My life flows on in endless song.  Above earths lamentation.  I hear the real though far off hymn 
that hails a new creation.” 
 

No storm can shake my inmost calm, While to the rock I’m clinging.  Since love is Lord of heaven 
and earth, How can I keep from singing.” 

 

What though the tempest ‘round me roar, I hear the truth it liveth. What though the darkness 
‘round me close, songs in the night it giveth.   
 

No storm can shake my inmost calm, While to the rock I’m clinging.  Since love is Lord of heaven 
and earth, How can I keep from singing.” 

 
In the midst of deep tiredness, prayer in the form of music and liturgy are “go-tos” for me.  
They anchor me in ways nothing else can.   
 
Yes, we are in the midst of a thundering storm.  Yes, it does feel like I’m clinging to a rock at 
times.  And yes, sheltering in the Love of heaven and earth I can be no safer.   

 
May we stand, cling, and rest together on our Rock as we weather this storm,  
 
 
Rev’d Stephanie  


