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YUSUF/CAT STEVENS 
“MORNING HAS BROKEN” (1971)  

 

From Teaser and the Firecat (October 1971); Words by Eleanor Farjeon, Arrangement by 
Cat Stevens) 
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ELEANOR FARJEON (1881-1965) 

 

From the Poetry Foundation website1 –  

Poet and celebrated children’s book writer Eleanor Farjeon was born into an 
artistic family: her father was a novelist and her mother was the daughter of the 

American actor Joseph Jefferson. Farjeon’s family home was a literary and artistic 
hub. Though she never received a formal education, Farjeon was tremendously 
influenced by the creative energy around her, an experience she recounted in her 

best-selling memoir, A Nursery in the Nineties (1935). In the book, Farjeon depicts 
herself as a dreamy child; her father’s death, when she was 22, meant she had to 
begin to write to earn a living. Farjeon’s first books were intended for adults: the 
collection of poems Pan-Worship and other Poems (1908), and The Soul of Kol 

Nikon (1914), a fantasy novel inspired by the Celtic Twilight movement. Farjeon 
developed a close friendship with the poet Edward Thomas [1878-1917 during 
these years, and after his death in World War I published a book detailing his 

importance to her growth as a writer and vice versa, Edward Thomas: The Last 

Four Years (1958). 
  
Writing to another soldier in World War I produced Farjeon’s most famous 

work, Martin Pippin in the Apple-Orchard (1921), which she sent to Victor Haslam, 
an officer serving in France, in installments. Though intended for adult readers, it 
eventually became known as a children’s book, and Farjeon achieved fame as a 

writer for children. 

LYRICS 

 

Morning has broken, like the first morning 

Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird 
Praise for the singing, praise for the morning 
Praise for them springing fresh from the world 

Sweet the rain’s new fall, sunlit from heaven 

Like the first dewfall, on the first grass 

 
1 See: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/eleanor-farjeon.  
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Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden 
Sprung in completeness where his feet pass 

Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning 

Born of the one light, Eden saw play 
Praise with elation, praise every morning 
God’s recreation of the new day 

Morning has broken, like the first morning 
Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird 

Praise for the singing, praise for the morning 
Praise for them springing fresh from the world 

 


