BEAUTY

Beauty comes in unexpected places.

In fact, that perhaps is one of the most important elements of beauty.


There are things that I know to be


deserving of the name “beautiful”



but I cannot force them,


no matter how I press or pry,




analyze or explain,



I cannot force them

to strike me




to touch the string in my soul





that makes music




and tells me


“This is beauty”

Beauty is


daily



compassion in the midst of those who are sick,

in disgusting circumstances


extravagant



years of minutes of work, paints, gold, art, imagination



in a cathedral, combining to take breath away


natural



rolling hills rising, fiery sun bowing to kiss the horizon,



to anoint its verdant head with reds and oranges


everywhere

But I must wait and watch


with the eyes of a child,

embracing



everything as new




and everything as God’s

And I must trust


that beauty will sneak up on me


will walk beside me unexpectedly


will take bodily breath away



and give breath of life.

