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God’s mercies are new every morning.

Picture the setting in which I first read these words this week.
It had been a long night. 

I had gone to bed 

After walking from the bathroom to my Camp Calumet cabin,

In my Gortex raincoat.
Our all--camp vespers service 

Had been moved from the Outdoor Chapel indoors to Luther Hall.

We had held our small group evening devotions

On the damp sandy floor of our cabin,

Rather than at the picnic table under the stars.

A fine mist had persisted for the past 30 hours.  

Everything in the cabin was damp

Including my sleeping bag, pillow and PJs.

The eight girls that we shared our cabin with

Had finally settled down.

I was beginning to think about sleep.

I attempted to slither into the sheet 

Bunched inside of my sleeping bag,
And began my one woman war

Of trying to fall asleep 

In a nylon mummy bag

Perched on a thin plastic camp mattress

Deposited on the mesh netting of a camp cot,

Whose width was only slightly larger than my hip span.
If I laid perfectly still,

There was a chance the sleeping bag 

Would stay on the mattress

And the mattress on the cot.

But, if I laid perfectly still, 

Hot spots would soon develop in my hip, leg or back.

As soon as I attempted to move,

The wrestling contest with the sleeping bag would begin again.  

At 5:30 AM, with the horizon beginning to lighten
I conceded the war and crawled out of bed,

Trying not to awaken the rest of the cabin.

I began the day,

With a warm shower in a bathroom

Shared with 50 teenaged girls.

That’s a scene you don’t even want to try to imagine.
After getting my morning tea,

I slung myself in my damp camp chair,
Batted the mosquitoes buzzing around my head,

And began to read this Sunday Bible texts.

I immediately came to the words:
God’s mercies are new every morning. 

I did a double take.

God’s mercies are new every morning.

Despite my sleep starved eyes, 

Damp clothing, 

And back muscles still bearing the imprint of a camp cot,

I took a deep breath, a swallow of warm tea, and looked around me.

I looked at the same scenes that you are seeing flash before you.  

God’s mercies ARE new every morning.

I may have lost the war with my sleeping bag,

And the bathroom may have been gross beyond description,

But God had provided me with a setting that reminded
Of God the creator and sustainer of my life.

I was treated to a awesome spectacle of nature,

That awakened my body,

And boosted my spirits.  

And I began to reflect on how I thought about how lucky I was.

I was with five, good teens,

Who agreed to come to Confirmation Camp

To live for five days in a Christ-centered community.

Five teens who managed to show up at the places they were supposed to,

Who cooperated on confirmation lessons,

And who only hassled the pastor once in a while.  

I benefited from a camp infrastructure and staff available to provide

High quality programming and spiritual nurturing for teens.

And also good colleagues in the other NH churches

Willing to collaborate in sharing the planning and preparation

To make this Confirmation Camp the best one ever.

Looking up from the spot in which I was reading,

I was treated to one of the best vistas on the East Coast.

My eyes opened!

God’s mercies ARE new every morning!
These words that moved me after a restless camp night,
Are the same words that were originally heard by God’s people

In the midst of a despair

Far, far worse than my temporary camp discomforts.

The people of ancient Judah had suffered an exile

Which was almost a 6th Century BC holocaust.  

The first part of the Book of Lamentations,
Leading up to this morning’s text

Is the collective mourning and lamenting of God’s people

Who found themselves in this appalling situation. 

They wonder if God is absent

Or if God even cares about them any more

And then in the midst of this sorrowful lament,

Is interspersed this hymn of praise to God

That reminds God’s people

Of God’s steadfast love,
And plants the seed of hope for the future.

Every morning God gives new mercies and provides us a new future.  

This gift of new mercies brings to mind

The baptismal image of God causing the new person in us

To rise each morning out of the waters of baptism.

This message of God’s fresh morning mercies

Is a message for God’s people throughout the ages. 

How about you?

How do you hear this message of God’s mercies?
What is causing you sleepless nights,

And a need for morning mercies.  

We all have things that keep us awake at night,

Worries that seem to take steroids when we put our heads on the pillow.

There is unfinished work

And the associated circular anxieties,

Which spiral out of control at night.

There are children worrying about parents

And parents worrying about children.

There is the to do list at home or work

That seems to sprout two new items

For every one that is completed.
School, health and economic worries

All seem to stage championship rounds

In the playing field of our mind at night. 

God’s Word of new mercies every morning,

Is like a dew which sparkles on the grass in the morning,

A cooling stream that flows in the desert

Or the warm sunshine in a spot where rain

Has been just a bit too plentiful.  

This Word of mercy truncates the spiral of worry,

And returns the to do list 
To its role as a memory aid

Rather than a task master. 

What does this cooling stream of God’s mercies do for you?

Since we began this morning with the Camp Calumet setting

As evidence of a Creator who gives us morning mercies

We will end with a short tale

Told yesterday morning by Confirmation Camp director, Knute Ogren.  

He told the campers about a businesswoman

Who was sent to the campus of a college

To participate in what was supposed to be a contentious meeting.

She wasn’t looking forward to the trip,

Or the time away from her family.

The trip got off to a bad start.

When she encountered airplane delays and missed connections.

When she finally reached the college campus

She found that her accommodations

Were in a dorm room equipped with one ceiling light,

One desk and one single bed, complete with a plastic mattress.

She was unable to finish her preparations for the meeting

Because there was no internet connection.   

After a restless night with little or no sleep

She drove around the campus looking for a place to eat.

Finding only a McDonald’s,

She entered, placed her order

And walked to the condiment area to put cream in her coffee.

Standing in front of her was a scruffy looking man

That she really didn’t want to be near.
But he turned around, looked straight at her

And said “Good Morning, 

How are you?”
She replied, “Just terrific!”
In that flat tone that says you are anything but,

And then she dutifully asked him, “How are you?”
He replied, 

“I am great!  It is a new morning and I am alive.

There are lots that didn’t make it.”  

The business woman did a double take

And really heard the scruffy man’s words.

“It’s a new morning and I am alive.”
She realized what a gift the man’s words were to her.

She felt as if she had been touched by an angel.

God’s mercies are new every morning,

And they may come to you in any package a creative God can think up.

God’s mercies came to me in the morning vista of the lake at Calumet

After a restless night in a nylon sleeping bag on a plastic mattress.

And they came to the business woman in the guise of a scruffy man,
After her miserable flight and uncomfortable accommodations,

Coincidently also spent on a plastic mattress.

How did God’s mercies come to you this morning?

How or what has brought joy into your life this morning?

What has helped you realize the presence of God in your life.

God’s mercies came to me,

Yet again yesterday morning,

In the hearing of this story

Under the shadow of the giant cross

In the Calumet Outdoor Chapel.

I realized how it is in the cross of Christ

That God’s mercies are revealed to us each morning.

When you deserve punishment or rejection

For all the things you have done wrong,
You are instead given an invitation

To be a guest at the Table where you are served bread and wine,

And are given the gift of forgiveness.  

The woman at McDonald’s may have been touched by an angel

But each day, you are touched by the cross of Christ,

Refreshed by the waters of baptism,

And given a new life each day. 

In Christ, God’s mercies are indeed made new for you EVERY MORNING.
Amen

