How can there be beauty in such destruction?


Rocks whittled down slowly,


Sea trees uprooted and dragged to shore



to lay in piles, rotting with their comrades.

How can there be beauty in the stench of death


that permeates far too deeply?

It is a kind of ghostly beauty that speaks of power.

It is a kind of maybe beauty that points to resurrection.

It is a kind of always beauty that witnesses to


a time to live and a time to die


a time to laugh and a time to weep


a time to take and a time to give


and always a time to dance with the



rhythm of creation, of the Creator,



the rhythm we were born to follow.

Creator God,


Thank you for the subtle-yet-blatant power of the waves.


As I sit and listen I hear a call to be aware of the places of power



in me



in others



in creation



in You


places of power that offer destruction and that offer new life.

