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MORNING SHALL BREAK

It is possible I may alienate about half of the congregation at
the outset today as I open my sermon by telling you that I am one who
loves the early morning hours. They are, for me, the best time of the
day; the time I enjoy the most, the time my mind is clearest, the time
in which I can do my best work. I like the morning because it is the
time of new beginnings and I like to begin things.

What may alienate some of you even more is the fact that the
moment I wake up in the morning I am wide awake—as wide awake as I am
going to be all day. Although I enjoy a cup of coffee, I do not need
one in order to become alert. The morning is my time and I love the
early morning hours.

I recognize, however, that there are others who seem to be con
structed on somewhat different principles. I well recall the reaction
of some of my children when young, and sometimes even my wife when she
was younger, when I would burst into their rooms at the first sign of
daybreak and recite in a hearty voice,

"A birdie with a yellow bill
Perched upon my windowsill,
Cooked his pretty head and said,
'Get out of bed you sleepy head. '"

I can still hear the deep groans and protests!

I love the outdoors in the early morning; it is so peaceful and
quiet; the way nature intended it, I think. Everything in nature seems
more bright and beautiful in the morning. As Donald Culross Peattie
put it:

"The time to hear bird musio is between four
and six in the morning. Seven o'clock is not too
late, but by eight the fine rapture is over* due* I
suspect, to the contentment of the inner man that
comes with breakfast; a poet should always be hungry
or have a lost love. n

Every morning is, or ought to be, the beginning of a new
adventure* It should be a time of praise and thanksgiving, for God
has given*us the privilege and the blessing of another day of life.

Finally, may I say, that my faith is always strongest in the
morning. I am not unique in that. Many times have I received telephone
calls in the night coming from some man or woman in deep trouble who
felt they just had to share that trouble with a minister, but who in the
morning would call me again to apologize for bothering me the night
before and to say that, in the cool light of morning, the trouble looked
not quite so serious.

For all of these reasons, and more, I love each new morning.








