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What struck me the most and I truly believe that the Holy Spirit has helped me to realize this is 

that everything and everybody is a beautiful creation of God. Take ducks for instance. They drive 

me crazy. They don't just come one or two at a time. They come 15 and 20 at a time along with 

their babies. When I'm in a hurry they take over the whole street and no matter what you do they 

own the road. Ducks don't migrate in the winter so it's not like you can have a reprieve from them: 

and this is just in the neighborhoods. They're everywhere. They talk to each other very loudly. 

Some will sit on top of a neighbor’s house, and some will be across the street, and they tell each 

other to come on over because the view is better on the other side. If the ducks don't like it on the 

other side, they yell at the other ducks as they go back to their original roof. My feelings have 

changed, thankfully. As a matter of fact, I laugh at them now and feed them popcorn once in a 

while.  

God created everything that we see, touch, smell, etc. Nothing that He created is ugly. I used to 

look at a flower, the night and morning sky, a tree, even a painting and I'd tell myself that it was 

pretty but that's as far as it went. I never thought of God creating that beauty. I never thought of 

Him behind the creation of a book, a play, a sculpture, or anything "man-made". How could God 

possibly be behind anything that "man" created himself? When I make rosaries, or sew, or knit, or 

cross stitch something, God isn't sitting there telling me what to do, guiding my hands; or is He? 

Ever since I was a little girl, I could create almost anything if I could "see" it in my hands and my 

head. I was in the fourth or fifth grade and saw a piece of material that was folded up in a bag. I 

laid the material out on the table and "saw" an apron. That was the start of my "hand/head" 

creations. Was God sitting with me and helping me? I think He was. When He created me, He 

gave me the talent that I need to help people that I don't even know by making rosaries and quilts 

for the missions, hospitals, etc. My family used to say how talented I was, and I would eat it all up 

and think "yes" I was talented; much more than any of them because they couldn't even thread a 

needle. In a small way I am craft talented, but the bigger picture is God.  

Without Him holding my hands and allowing me to look at a blank canvas and see what my hands 

see I wouldn't even be able to tie a knot. God has given me that gift and in turn I now share that 

gift with others. Yes, God created the birds and the trees, the grass, and the flowers but He also 

created the people that build skyscrapers, write novels and plays, compose music, are doctors and 

nurses, teachers, are scientists and find cures for illnesses, etc. God is definitely the "Divine Artist" 

and St. Edith Stein knew that. She saw that in everything she looked at because the Holy Spirit 

was guiding her closer and closer to who and what God is; always was and always will be. Without 

Him standing with us there is nothing that we could do. We would be helpless. What a horrible 

feeling that would be. 

I used to look at a child, that was deformed in one way or the other, and I would feel so terribly 

sorry for him or her but now I think of my little brother. He was terribly sick before he turned 

seven months old. One night his temperature jumped up so high that the doctors packed him in ice. 

It was too late though because the high temperature had burned a portion of his brain. He was my 

little brother, so I never thought of him being like those other kids that I felt sorry for. But he really 

was like them. It took me years to realize that and to realize what he said to me the last time I saw 

him. He told me that he was "going" home and I kept telling him that he was "coming" home 



because summer camp was getting ready to end and school was getting ready to start. Three days 

later he went home to God. God helped Kevin prepare all of us for his death. Unfortunately, none 

of us realized what Kevin had told us. I for one became so angry at God that I refused to speak to 

Him or go to Mass for nine months. I don't remember where I was or what I was doing but I think 

God was tired of waiting for me because He took me back to my last conversation with my brother. 

I realized that there was some special connection between God and my brother, but now I know 

that all kids, whether disabled or not, have a special connection with God because they never really 

grow up, completely, and loose that special gift that He gave us when He created us; the gift to 

know Him and see Him. As the rest of us grow older that childlike connection grows away from 

us and eventually, we totally forgot what we had. We forgot about God the creator of everything. 

We fill our minds with "adult" things and our "child" things go to sleep. I know now that the Holy 

Spirit is constantly trying to help us to remember; to slow down, sit back and "see" God like we 

used to, when we were kids. He will never stop showing us the beauty that God created inside and 

outside us. He will constantly amaze us and if we are lucky, we will go back in time and see our 

amazement when we were children and saw God in everything. 
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