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We rise each morning to sluggishly great the morning light as it caresses the

canopy of forest to view it’s reflection in the calm waters below.  Yes we are faced with

yet another day to that which uncertainty will unfold.  Days with pessimism fill our

morning cup as we reach the door that takes us to our mode of transportation that

provides travel to the destination of our day.

The pessimism that approaches is not the job at hand.  For the work itself greets

us earnestly with enthusiasm.  The work is like clay that allows us to mold it into the size

and shape we wish to produce.  The variable we deal with is the creators of clay.  Each

day we network with others who wish to shape their own clay into the shape and sizes

they envision.  Some may bend from there our own thoughts and ideas yet others are far

off in the creations they are working on.  The clouds arrive in the manner in which we

interact with the creators molding their clay.  The attitude and mode of networking can

bring rain on the day that started with our own lens of pessimism.  The question to start

each day is how can we engage God in order to brush the clouds of the day away?  Which

of God’s miracles can we reach back and obtain the necessary mindset in which to

interact with others?

For me the answer came in the night with a phone call. The news of one of God’s

miracles had traveled to this earth.  Yes, as I packed my bags to travel west for the

duration of five and one half hours the anticipation of seeing the miracle filled my mind

with excitement.  During the hours I engaged the many diligently molding their clay.

Each artist was earnestly working to produce the shapes and sizes of their creations yet

the engagement with myself was one of joy and not frustration.  The change was not in

them but in the lens I viewed the world in.  With the miracle God was allowing me to be

a part of, the view from myself seemed to open the world with more color and beauty

than I had viewed for a time.

The hours of travel past and the anticipation was over.  The time had come for me

to view the miracle in which God provided for me.  The miracle came in the form of

seven pounds and eight ounces.  As I held this miracle of life known to me as Catie, I was

engaged again with those who were molding the clay of their day.  The flaws I perceived

in the past seemed so miniscule.  There came an appreciation for the creations they were

tirelessly working on.   The lens I have now to wear enhanced the time I had with each.

The lens removed the biased views that had secured themselves within the framework of

my being.

God’s miracles are ever present to us all.  If we could always reach the caverns of

our minds to surface the miracles in our life He unselfishly gave to us all than each day

we would greet with optimism.  Our day to greet others who work with the clay will

gives us a chance to alter the engagements into a fashion which meets God’s approval.


