“Symphony of the Dawn”

(A Pause of Wonder and the Music of His Nearness)

Introduction

Some mornings feel like Heaven steps down to walk beside us. The sky lifts its veil, and
suddenly we are standing on holy ground. The rising sun paints its cathedral windows across
the horizon, and the wind carries the faint music of God’s own hand upon creation’s keys.
These are not moments to rush; they are invitations to linger, to breathe, to be still in awe.

That morning, I stood with Douglas —my faithful companion —at my side. His small frame
pressed close while my soul was lifted higher than the clouds. Together, in the hush of dawn,
we were caught in the symphony of God. I could not sing with my lips, but my heart joined in
a song too perfect to interrupt, too holy to forget. And even as the day moved forward, its
music followed me, note by note, reminding me that Jesus is nearer than my very breath.



“Symphony of the Dawn”

The hills awoke with painted skies,
a dawn where Heaven's colors rise.
The keys of God began to play,

a symphony to crown the day.

The air was crisp, my breath was new,
the world was bathed in sacred hue.

I stood in awe, too small to sing,

yet felt the praise my heart would bring.

Each note was like a whispered prayer,

a touch of love, beyond compare.

The music soared through cloud and flame,
and called my soul to bless His Name.

I dared not break the holy sound,

the glory spread on sky and ground.
So still I stood, yet deep within,

my spirit swelled with grateful hymn.

Beside me waited loyal friend,

yet upward still my eyes would bend.
For Heaven's fingers brushed the keys,
and drew me upward on the breeze.

The colors blazed, the heavens stirred,
a canvas painted by His Word.

Each ray of light, each note of song,
confessed His glory, pure and strong.

The silence trembled, vast and deep,
as angels leaned and seemed to weep.
“Such beauty touched this mortal clay,
revealing Heaven’s grand array.”

The sunrise crowned the world with light,
and chased away the shadowed night.
And though I left that hilltop fair,

I carried God’s own song from there.

For all the day its chords remain,

a gentle echo through my veins.

It tells me Jesus walks so near,
closer than breath, His voice I hear.

So when my steps grow weak or slow,
I'll hear again that morning’s glow.
The song He wrote for dawn’s first ray
will sing me through the long, full day.



Reflections

There are moments when the veil thins and Heaven feels close enough to touch —when the
sunrise arches like stained glass across the sky, when a bird’s melody drifts like a hymn
through the air, and the morning breeze carries the fragrance of praise. In these sacred spaces,
the soul cannot help but whisper: God is here, and He is speaking.

Such encounters are not fleeting gifts to be left behind with the dawn; they are invitations to
carry the presence of God into the day ahead. The music of His symphony lingers, written
into the heart that has learned to listen. Even when the world grows loud or heavy, the
melody does not fade —it remains steady, reminding us that the Composer of the morning still
conducts each moment of our lives.

When we pause to notice, we realize that His nearness is not confined to the sunrise. The
same God who paints the heavens with light walks beside us in the ordinary hours, closer than

breath, faithful in love. His song is both above us in the skies and within us in the soul,
weaving our fragile lives into the everlasting harmony of His grace.

Scriptures to Carry With You

Lamentations 3:22-23 - The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases; his mercies never come to an end;
they are new every morning; great ts your faithfulnesos.

Psalm 19:1 - The heavens declare the glory of God; the skies proclacm the work of his hands.

Zephaniah 3:17 - The Lord your God s with you, the Mighty Warrior who saves. He will take great
delight in you; in his love he will no longer rebuke you, but will rejoice over you with singing.



