
They were there for me in the morning, the roses tipped with 
pink. 

Not in the kitchen, where I get my morning water and greet the 
feisty Pomeranian. Not in the living room, where I sit to put on 
my shoes. 

Instead, they sat on my desk in my office. The desk that was 
covered with books from the shelf that had to be moved for the 
cable guy. The desk that had a toddler’s sweater draped over one 
corner and a globe cut in half waiting to be turned into lamp 
shades for the basement. The desk that barely had room for the 
vase. 

I started to move them to a prettier area. Maybe the windowsill 
so I could see them in the natural light? The dining room table 
where nothing was piled and we could enjoy them as a family? 

Instead, I left them there on the cluttered, things-almost-falling-
off desk because I needed this reminder: I shouldn’t look for 
beauty only in the parts that are already pretty.  
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"As they sailed, he fell asleep. A 
squall came down on the lake, so 
that the boat was being 
swamped, and they were in 
great danger. The disciples went 
and woke him, saying, 'Master, 
Master, we're going to drown!' 
He got up and rebuked the wind 
and the raging waters; the storm 
subsided, and all was calm. 
'Where is your faith?' he asked 
his disciples. In fear and 
amazement they asked one 
another, 'Who is this? He 
commands even the winds and 
the water, and they obey him.'" 

                                Luke 8:23-25

Beauty in the chaos



I should search for beauty in the middle of the mess. 

I’m notorious for saying that I can’t relax unless things are in 
order in the house – that I need at least one area that’s calm and 
put together so I can feel better. But maybe if I’m having trouble 
seeing the beauty, I should bring beauty with me to the chaos. 

When dishes are stacked high and clean socks are hard to find, 
maybe I could bring patience and understanding. 

That would be beautiful. 

When things are falling apart and appointments are being 
missed, when tempers flare and feelings are hurt, maybe I could 
bring love and tenderness. And maybe I could bring them right 
to the uncomfortable spots where they are needed, right when 
they are needed most. 

That would be really beautiful. 

Maybe, like my husband, I could stop waiting on things to be 
perfect and push aside troubles and doubts (and all the things 
that clutter our minds) just long enough to change the whole 
landscape. Just long enough to make it beautiful.


For when the storms come
How do you feel when things around you aren't perfect? Do you 
focus on the chaos -- or do you search for beauty? When things 
feel out of control, out of order, what steadies you? What is your 
anchor? 

Lord, we face so much chaos, so many storms. Help us to remember that you 
are the One who organized and placed each star in its proper place, that you 
are our rock and refuge. Help us to remember that we are not alone. Amen.
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