
 

One of Joseph’s and my favorite things on Netflix has been the documentary Blue Planet. It’s like 
Planet Earth but entirely focused on the oceans. And it’s amazing. You see dolphins leap out of the 
water for no other purpose than the sheer joy of it. There are fish that use tools and fish that 
change gender. There are whales that have entire languages with regional dialects and everything. 
And deep, deep down there are fish that glow. It’s amazing. The beauty is amazing. We watch and 
as I am overcome by the beauty of it all, I can feel myself relax. The busyness and pressure of the 
day fades away. The frustrations with the kids recede. I forget about myself and all my problems 
for a while and I’m just in awe. The beauty pulls me out of myself and expands my world.  

This is the first week of our summer series on spiritual practices, and our practice for the week is 
beauty. The practice of noticing it, creating it, letting ourselves be changed by it.  

We’ve all had the experience of being utterly overwhelmed by beauty—when the mountain glows 
pink at sunset, when the water in the sound goes utterly still, when we stand in front of a 500-year-
old tree, or just the gladiolas that are blooming so outrageously right now. Beauty is around every 
corner if we just have the eyes to see.  

Job 

But does it really matter? Does beauty matter? And does it have anything to do with God? The 
bible seems to think so. From the story of creation, to the psalms that are always calling our 
attention to the beauty of the world, to Jesus who pointed us to flowers and birds and rising bread. 
Beauty is all over the bible. Like it matters.  

My favorite passage of beauty is this one we read from Job because it connects beauty and God 
and also suffering. It’s real. 

The book of Job is about suffering. You know the story. God and Satan had a bet about whether 
Job would lose his faith if he was faced with virtually unbearable suffering. Job’s entire livelihood 
was wiped out; his children died; his body was wracked with illness and pain. But Job was faithful 
and never cursed God. In the end he’s rewarded for his faith. It’s kind of an awful story, isn’t it? 
Why would God do that? Just to win a bet? It’s horrible.  

But here’s the thing about the book of Job: that story is an ancient folk tale. There are versions of it 
throughout the ancient near east. It’s a basic morality tale about enduring suffering. Be good and 
it’ll get better… Maybe.  

But that wasn’t good enough for the Israelite poets, so what they did is they broke the story open, 
and in the middle, they inserted 40 chapters of poetry that honestly wrestle with suffering. In the 
poetry in the middle, Job protests, fights, complains. “How could this happen?” he cries out. “This 
isn’t fair.” “This is unbearable.”  

The poets dig deep into the way that suffering is inexplicable, and sometimes it is unbearable. Job 
is not silent and patient in this version of the story. He cries out to God: come down and explain 
yourself. He shouts until he’s hoarse.  

And then the poets imagine God finally responding, And the text we read is God’s response to Job. 
Well, it’s the start of God’s response. It goes on like this for two more chapters.  



Here’s what we find: God doesn’t explain Job’s suffering. There is no explanation for suffering. Not 
really. 

Instead God points to the massive, overwhelming beauty of creation. Yes, you are suffering. And 
have you seen the stars? Can you even begin to count them?  

And Job falls silent. It doesn’t say if he found this response satisfying. I’m glad it doesn’t say, 
because sometimes it does and sometimes it doesn’t feel satisfying to me. It’s not an explanation of 
suffering. The poets seem to think there is suffering that is beyond explanation. Instead it’s a re-
framing, an invitation to shift his attention, to zoom out and see a bigger world beyond himself 
and his pain. Look at the stars and the eagles and the lightening. See how that beauty is so much 
bigger.  

Pulled out of ourselves…  

This is what beauty does. It pulls us out of ourselves. A friend of mine, as we were talking about 
this this week said, “Beauty is often the only thing strong enough to pull me out of myself, my 
worries, and my pain.” 

People in concentration camps during the Holocaust wrote symphonies. Slaves created the 
spirituals we still sing. In profoundly dehumanizing situations creating beauty can be a practice of 
resistance, a way of asserting one’s humanity in spite of everything.  

My heart is breaking over the children who are being detained. I almost can’t talk about it. But this 
week Joseph shared with me pictures that children who are currently detained have been drawing. 
Even in detention they are creating beauty. In their creation they express their pain, their suffering. 
It’s an outlet and a form of coping. I am certain adults are also finding ways to create beauty even 
while they are detained. Those who are still with their children are surely singing lullabies at night. 
There must be poets in the cells scribbling on scraps of paper, composing in their minds.  

Beauty may not alleviate suffering, but it is a way of fighting back.  

…Pulled into reverence  

Artists aren’t the only ones who can create beauty. All of us can. One of my favorite authors says 
we create beauty when we modify a biscuit recipe, or hang a door just right, or figure out a way to 
soothe the nightmares of a child. We are all creators, made in the image of the Creator, our 
Ultimate Source.  

This really is what beauty does. It pulls us toward God. It pulls us into an attitude of reverence.  

It helps us find our place in the scheme of things. And reverence for things that are bigger than we 
are also reminds us of the beauty of things that are smaller and less powerful.  

When we stand in awe of the sheer size of an ancient tree, and then we look down and see a slug 
crossing our path on the ground, it seems beautiful, too. This is what beauty does. It connects us 
both to what is infinitely bigger than us and what is smaller, and less powerful. Once you start 
looking for beauty you can’t help but find it all around you, in red octopuses and purple sea stars 
and yellow banana slugs, in the installations at the Tacoma Art Museum and in the glass bridge, 
and in the faces of each person driving by underneath. This is what beauty does. It opens our eyes 



to the way that God shines all around us, in creation, in what we create, and in each and every 
child of God.   

Let us practice 

So, let’s practice beauty. Let’s practice seeing it; let’s practice creating it; let’s practice beauty so 
that our hears grow bigger and our minds grow reverent and our eyes see God around every 
corner, see a world shimmering with God’s presence.  Let’s practice beauty. But where do we 
start?   

Well, start where you are. The simplest practice is to simply sit and look around. Pay attention for 
a minute, or ten minutes, or twenty. Look around. Do you see the beauty?  

Take a walk, make soup, laugh with a friend. Mow the yard and smell the grass. Or don’t mow the 
yard and marvel at the insistent, persistent beauty of dandelions.  

Beauty is all around us. The first and most essential practice of beauty is simply opening our eyes.  

Another way to practice beauty is to create it. Draw or sing or dance in your kitchen. Garden or 
cook or tinker around the house. Make something just a little bit more beautiful than it was before.  

Paying attention is a practice of beauty. Creating is a practice of beauty. Another practice is to look 
at each face around us and say to ourselves, “Beautiful child of God; beautiful face of Christ.” 
Beautiful child of God. Beautiful face of Christ. Keep practicing until you see beauty in people you 
don’t like.  

See, beauty is all around us. What makes it a spiritual practice is the attention and intention we 
bring. When we look at the beauty of the world and see how God is happening in that, then we 
discover a world alive with God’s presence.  

There’s a lily sitting in my kitchen window. It’s from a variety of lilies that grow like weeds in my 
yard. I didn’t plant them. They’re invasive. I can’t kill them. They are weeds. My mother calls them 
ditch lilies. But my children don’t know that. So, they pick them and bring them to me as if they 
were precious offerings. And so, I have this gorgeous six-pointed star sitting on my window sill. It’s 
brilliant red at the heart, then it shades out into oranges and the tips are rounded in bright yellow. 
It shouts, summer is here! The world is alive! It comes from a plant that grows as strong as it can, 
wherever it can, whenever it can. It proclaims, no matter what, life will not only endure but be 
beautiful.  

It is the color of Pentecost. It is a sign of the Spirit. When I stop and really look at it, I catch sight of 
God. A weed becomes a sign of the Spirit. That is the power of the practice of beauty.  

So, this week let’s practice beauty. Look for it. Create it. Revel in it. Let it be a protest against all 
that is ugly. Let it be an invitation to reverence, a meeting place with God.  
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