Sunrises Speak!

By Jody Hoffman

I am watching the sunrise over the Atlantic Ocean. I am waiting for it to burst over the bluish grayish purplish clouds that are lying just on the horizon - almost a part of the ocean itself. The clouds lay silent and undistinguishable if it were not for the growing light behind them. The upper sky—in just the amount of time that it has taken to write these words—has already become bright whitish blue. But, oh my, where I could not even see a hole has now been filled with the brightest orange-ish pink possible. It is breath taking. The star of the show just took center stage: its beauty and splendor captivating.  It commands attention - not out of a spoken word, but its presence so grand that you cannot help but notice.

But so quickly it changes! The sun is now behind one strip of tall grey purple clouds that is making them look all the darker in the front but perfectly outlined in a radiant white band.  It turns from white to orange in seconds and is rolling out the top of the clouds. Its illumination brightening until it is blinding, and its fullness changes everything. It is now above the clouds and stands triumphantly alone in a clear blue sky. I hear Buddy applauding. The sun is up, and the darkness and shadows have been drenched in light, and all is seen. The strain to see what was there is now bathed in light, and I have to shield my eyes from the brightness of too much light.

The purplish tall clouds that laid on the horizon moments ago have now become a hazy bright whitish yellow lower sky—topped with the clear blue sky and the brightest yellow sun. It’s as though the yellow white is the ice cream and whipped crème, the sun is a cherry, the ocean is dark fudge, and it was made for me to enjoy.  It speaks: “Come eat fully, take in all you can, eat ‘til you can’t ingest another bite, and know that I love you lavishly. My bowl is as large as the sky—you need not fear there will not be enough for you—there is plenty for all who want to indulge! Feast away!”

Perhaps my thoughts of feasting are due to the “day before Thanksgiving syndrome” when food is on your brain and everything in you is gearing up to eat your favorite foods without a care to the calories. I am anticipating the smell of turkey and the first bite of warm dressing paired with just the right amount of cranberry sauce on my fork to make the perfect blend of sweet, tart, and salty. Mouthwatering goodness about to come, I sit starving this morning sipping grapefruit juice denying myself any extra calories today. I will save in miserly ways today in exchange for more tomorrow.

The sunrise speaks again: “The sun is never that way. It never has to conserve today for a brighter tomorrow. Everyday it is fully there, whether you see it or not. It is there in its entire splendor. Whether the weather is clear or cloudy, stormy or still, the sun comes up with or without the pomp of an adoring audience beholding the splendor, applauding its arrival. It has all its glory; it reigns triumphantly day after day—no night can hold it back, no tragedy, detour or delay, can stop its supremacy. No stock market crashes its rays or leaves it dangling or defused. No tear extinguishes its burning, not even a tsunami makes it one watt less. It is all there—all the time as it has been since it was spoken into place by the breath of the Creator.”

It’s a new morning, and another sunrise is pending. If it were not for previous knowledge that it is going to get beautiful, I would not believe it would be, for right now the sky is a dark grey purple that feels chilling and heavy. The small touch of pinkish orange and a bit dim appears that it may not win today. The upper sky is lightening, but it serves to make the contrast of the clouds heavier and darker. More doubt could settle in. There are not a lot of clouds, just a third of the way up the skyline, but they look thunderous and thick with zero clouds above that. I wait. I must have started watching earlier, because it is taking much longer this morning. If I were still in bed, it is light enough that I would say the sun is up, but I am sitting looking at the sky, and I know that sun has not broken over the horizon. Between the deep dark bluish purple of the water and the puffy dark purple of the clouds is the strip of orangey pink that will reveal the sun when it comes. For now, it is the brightness of the sky, without all the power and change that the sun brings when it bursts onto the scene, that I see. I wait still for the sunrise to become reality.

Oooooooh, here it comes! There is no mistaking its arrival trimming the edges of the clouds, outlining them with a fluorescent orange. The tips begin to grow and morph into bright fluorescent orange.  No longer just in the tips, but consumed wholly now in orange in the area the sun is coming up. Its orangey-ness has become so bright that to look at it hurts my eyes and cancels everything else I try to see. It has made an orange hole in all I look at—like when a camera flashes in your eyes leaving you momentarily blinded. The letters on the computer have to be from memory until its affects fade and I can see again. It will be awhile because I keep looking back to see its breathtaking beauty.

It changes as it passes in and out of the clouds. First, the rays were going up from below the horizon, and then they were going out.  Now the sun is up behind a cloud, and the rays are shining down and up. So well done are the special effects that it has inspired many an artist, poet, and writer to capture and compose just a hint of the vision they have seen to those who were not there to enjoy it at the moment. (I have looked at it so many times that I do not have one whole in my vision but more like as many as are in a colander in your kitchen—dot dot dot, dot dot dot, holes everywhere.) I squint, it has again become so bright that it makes you have to turn away, and there is no way to continue to look at it. Your eyes would go blind.

I was chilled waiting its arrival snuggled under a blanket. Covered in a blanket but also covered in shadows, the familiar outlines I had seen, but so gray the predawn - all the luster and edges are missing and feels like the unfamiliar may be lurking about as well. It is a little uneasy feeling inside and chilled darkness made the blanket necessary.  But the then the sun rises. It is here, and the warmth bids the blanket flee, and I feel the sun itself become the warmed blanket. It blankets even my cheeks and nose with warmth; I can breathe even though I am under its covers. Quietly my heart whispers, “It’s so beautiful—I am so blessed.” As the sun touches my skin, I feel it as though it is a hug from God. What once were shadows now take on life and color like when Aslan comes and all the creatures that were stone take life again, and all feels well.

It amazes me that this box office ticket to the Creator’s display of His handiwork is available to all any day they choose to attend. Not all seats are along the Atlantic Ocean, but every seat has a view to enjoy. Location alone does not determine beauty— each place has its own beauty readily seen - if one desires to take the time to watch.

Before you can watch the sunrise you have to believe in the sunrise; it takes faith. It is easy enough to doubt—the darkness is so comprehensive, the extent so overwhelming—it is bleak and nearly beyond belief. The blackness stretches from sky to sky and cloaks under its wraps everything in its dastardly darkness. It doesn’t look as though light is about to dawn and cancel the spell of its darkness. It does not look as though hope will happen. It doesn’t look as though in a matter of minutes this darkness will be declared null and void—the cloak will be torn away and light will rewrap everything that is now hidden; it will be freed from the clutches of night.  Ahhhh, but it is true! It speaks: “With or without faith it is still true! Dawn will come—daylight will win—until the final night is locked away and Light reigns without end! But until that faith becomes sight, each day is a reminder of the victory that lies ahead. And with faith, confidently watch the play unfold upon the new day, and take courage, for the finale will one day be viewed with all the saints of all the ages. I am God.” Together we cheer, whistle, and finally fall on our faces in worship. What a day that will be—what a sunrise to behold!

Undeniably some places enhance the beauty and are less distracted from the addition man makes with buildings, walls, and concrete. He doesn’t limit this gallery to the powerful, or educated, the blonde with blue eyes, or those whose shape matches some unrealistic Barbie figure. It is not limited to a social status, or a spiritual status, or a religious list of legalities to be preformed dutifully to earn the right to view. The sunrise speaks:  “This is hung so high and displayed on the largest available canvas—the sky itself—that no list of right doing can gain ground, no status can measure, no body be perfect, no color of hair or eyes be selected as worthy, no education needed, no position of power proven, no concrete castles cast, no walls can erect a barrier, no building be grander than to behold the work of God in a sunrise—freely. It is a free gift to all, a piece of art of uncalculated price, technology so advanced no one is able to duplicate, education beyond anything written explainable to your human mind so far above—so God—so free.”

Only blindness can steal this away—not only the blindness of sightlessness from some physical malady, but also the blindness of choosing not to see. It is there, it is large, and it cannot be ignored or denied as clear as the sunrise is to the dawn. There is a choice to see it, a choice to enjoy it, and a choice to believe in its Maker. So too is the choice of salvation—free and obviously offered to all who will look. Not only is there a choice of salvation, but also of daily faith in the One who made it again today, the Faithful One. He offers belief and faith to us as sure and as dramatic as that of the sunrise. Will you see Him at work today in your life? Will you see the beauty of His light warming you, dispelling all the lurking shadows that may cause fear or worry; will you trust Him as large and in charge? Is He worthy? If it were on the basis of sunrises alone it seems as though that could be enough. Watch these sunrises for a few days yourself and see if you do not feel His majesty and might, His creativity and control, His faithfulness and fame in such a way that you feel loved, cared for and delighted in. Feel His hugs, for you in the sunrise. “The heavens declare the glory of God…”

P.S. His signature will not be in the corner of this canvas, it is signed in blood on your heart.
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