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God's Early Morning1





  When I was a small child, I hated getting up early. There were several reasons for this. For one thing, it was a terrible upheaval every time my siblings had to get up to go to school, and it was especially dramatic just after the beautiful days of the summer holidays had come to an end, and they had to get used to the school timetable again. At that time of year, the cold and the dark made it even harder to leave your warm, cosy bed. Although I didn't like to get up early either, I thought my siblings' reaction was somewhat over the top. However, this changed abruptly the moment I started school myself. But that's another story.




  





  For another thing, my father got up every morning long before daybreak, even before the birds that were notoriously early risers down our narrow lane. This used to make me feel sad because he was always so alone. He left the house by himself to buy freshly baked bread and fresh sheep's cheese, and when he was back, he made tea for us all, had breakfast by himself, and left to go to work. By the time he got back from work it was dark again. I've never told anyone how unbearable it was for me to think of him like this.




  





  In spite of my dislike of getting up early I wanted to experience at least once what it was like to be awake at such an early hour. I had a feeling that there was something special waiting for me, and also I wanted to be there with my father this one time, so I could start the day with him. I kept trying to wake up when he did, and I kept missing it. Every time, when I woke up, it was daylight and he was already gone, and I was really disappointed again.




  





  But then, at some point, there was something else. Something made me want to experience the sunrise by myself. It was like a longing, maybe, or as though someone was calling me. It felt to me as though something very special was happening every morning at sunrise, and we all missed it because we were fast asleep.




  





  I remember how one morning, after many failed attempts, I finally managed to get up with my father. He was amazed to see me awake so early. He laughed softly and affectionately when I told him that I just wanted to start the day with him. After we'd washed, we left the house together. Our narrow lane was sleepy and deserted, as though nobody lived there. It was the first time I'd seen the lane totally devoid of people. It was as though I was dreaming. I was still quite sleepy and wondered how such a busy lane could be so completely without people.
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