“The Morning Song”

Introduction

Before the world begins asking anything of us,
before schedules fill our thoughts,

before responsibilities begin to press upon our hearts,
there is an invitation.

An invitation to simply be with Jesus.

Every morning God has a thousand ways of reminding us that He is near.



Sometimes it is found in the warmth of the first sunlight.
Sometimes in the fragrance of rain.
Sometimes in the quiet stillness before dawn.

And sometimes,
it comes perched atop the highest branch of a tree.

A tiny songbird singing a melody that seems almost too beautiful for earth.

It asks nothing.
It hurries nothing.
It simply sings.

And somehow, in its simple faithfulness,
our hearts remember the One who has been waiting for us all along.

The Poem: The Morning Song

Before the dawn had found its voice,
Before the world awoke by choice,
A little singer crowned the pine,

Began a hymn both soft, divine.

Its gentle notes were light and clear,

Like whispered words my soul could hear;
The restless thoughts that filled my mind
Gave way to peace I'd longed to find.

It sang no song of fear or haste,

No striving after things we chase;
It sang as though all Heaven knew
The Father’s love was always true.

The morning breeze became its choir,
The rising sun its golden fire;
Creation paused in sweet accord,

To magnify its Maker, Lord.

And as I listened, still and long,

I heard far more than just a song;
Within those notes so light and free,
Your Spirit softly spoke to me.



“I've waited here before first light.

I've watched you through the longest night.
Before you ever sought My face,

I've held you safely in My grace.”

“You are My child, My heart, My own;
You'll never walk this path alone.
Come rest with Me before you go,
There’s joy I long for you to know.”

So now each dawn I lift my eyes,
Before the day begins to rise;

My little friend still leads the way,
And Jesus meets my heart each day.

Reflection

There is something deeply comforting about faithfulness.

The little bird does not wonder whether it should sing today.
It simply does what its Creator designed it to do.

Morning after morning, it arrives at the same tree, the same branch, almost the
same moment. Long before my Bible is opened, before the coffee has finished

brewing, before the first prayer escapes my lips, its song fills the air.

Over time, | have come to realize that the bird is no longer
simply part of my morning.

It has become part of my worship.

Its song reminds me that God’s invitation is always waiting before mine.
He is never late. Never distracted. Never absent.

While I often arrive carrying yesterday’s burdens and tomorrow’s concerns,
He simply invites me into His presence.

“Come and sit with Me.”
That 1s the wonder of grace.

We sometimes imagine that we are seeking God.



Yet Scripture reminds us that long before we ever lifted our eyes toward Him,
He was already waiting for us.

Like the father watching the road for the prodigal son,

Like the Shepherd searching for one wandering sheep,

Like Jesus standing outside the tomb calling Lazarus by name,
He always moves toward us first.

Perhaps that 1s why this little song has become so precious to me.

It reminds me that before | hear the bird,
God has already heard my footsteps.

Before I whisper His name,
He has already whispered mine.

Scriptures

My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and they follow Me.”
John 10:27

“From the remng of the sun to tts setting, the name of the Lord is to be pratsed.”
Psalm 113:3

“The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases; His mercies never come to an end;
they are new every morning.”

Lamentations 3:22-23

“Be otill, and know that I am God.”
Psalm 46:10

Prayer
Lord Jesus,
Thank You for meeting me in the quiet places.

Thank You for speaking through the beauty of Your creation,
reminding me that this world is filled with whispers of Your love.



Teach me to begin each day by listening before speaking,
by receiving before striving, by resting before working.

May my heart become as faithful as the little bird You send each morning.
May I never become so busy that I fail to hear Your gentle invitation.

And when life grows noisy, let Your voice remain the melody
that rises above every other sound.

Draw me near again tomorrow morning.
And the morning after that.

Until the day when I awaken to hear Heaven itself singing around Your throne.

Amen.

Perhaps the greatest miracle of every morning is not that the sun
rises again, but that the Creator of the universe still desires to meet
with us before the day begins.

(This is a photo I took of my “Eastern Kingbird” friend)



