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View from My Window

Devotions for Advent

December 22, 2020
“Morning Has Broken”

Cassandra Baker

Jerry and I are very fortunate to have wonderful views of sunrises from our homes which are
visible just looking out our windows.  Cold, Hot, Windy–it does not matter–I am still blessed to see
the beauty of the sunrise by looking out a window whether I am in Highlands or at Lake Gaston.

In the early 1970s, I was introduced to a hymn that has become one of my favorites.  Jerry was
a minister in Miami, Florida.  He was asked to perform a sunrise wedding for a young couple wanting
to start their marriage with the joy of recreation of a new day.  They chose “Morning Has Broken”
for the hymn in their outdoor wedding in a garden setting as daylight appeared.  To this day, when
I hear that hymn or view a sunrise, I am reminded of the joy and hope that each new day brings to
us.

When I scroll though my photos of the sunrise, I am also always in awe of the rose color in the
sky, on the water or reflected from the land.  Just a couple of weeks ago, when the Herrings lighted
the candle of joy on our Lakeside advent wreath, I was made aware that the candle was rose-colored
and a symbol that joy comes even in the midst of worry, uncertainty, darkness and despair.  This is
the joy we all need even now, in the pandemic, as we give thanks for another new day.

Following are the words of this wonderful, uplifting hymn which originally appeared in 1931 as
a request to Eleanor Farjeon to write a poem to express the need for a hymn to give thanks for each
day.



Morning Has Broken 
      

Morning has broken like the first morning
Blackbird has spoken like the first bird

Praise for the singing
Praise for the morning

Praise for them springing fresh from the world
Sweet the rain's new fall, sunlit from heaven

Like the first dewfall on the first grass
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden
Sprung in completeness where his feet pass

Mine is the sunlight
Mine is the morning

Born of the one light Eden saw play
Praise with elation, praise ev'ry morning

God's recreation of the new day
Morning has broken like the first morning

Blackbird has spoken like the first bird
Praise for the singing
Praise for the morning

Praise for them springing fresh from the world
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