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Has anyone ever told you, in a big moment of angst, to “calm down”? How did that work for you?

For me, it never works. Calm down? Calm down? When the world is burning, my phone is dead, I’m lost in the woods (figuratively and literally), I’m not getting the help I want with a customer service issues (cell phone companies, anyone?) those two words just amp up my blood pressure.   They awaken every oppositional bone in my body.
We are living in anxious times. For example, many of us are worried but hopeful but still worried about the direction our country will go after this week’s mid-term election results are in.  Desperate, fear mongering politics are tearing at the fabric of our democracy. And then we each have our own basket of personal concerns that can be consuming.  We worry. We worry about tomorrow. We worry about everything.
The people who followed Jesus knew worry. They lived under the brutal occupation of Rome, where state violence was random and everywhere. In addition, following a countercultural teacher could cost them their families and their villages, which were the only safety nets  people in the ancient world had.
Jesus saw their fear—he knew what was at stake—and instead of saying “calm down,” he invited them to pay attention.
“Consider the lilies,” Rabbi Jesus says. “They neither toil nor spin.” The original Greek word for “consider” means more than a glance. It means to ponder deeply. Be curious.  Look closer. Pay attention until it teaches you something.
Consider the ditch lilies.
Ditch lilies are those orange day lilies we see along the roadsides every June, along the fence lines and the drainage ditches and the highway on-ramps. Nobody plants them. Nobody waters them. You can’t get rid of them if you try. Their botanical name, Hemerocallis, means “beauty for a day.” Each bloom opens one morning and is gone by the next. And the plant keeps making more. Bloom after bloom after glorious bloom.
So what do the lilies teach? Jesus says it plainly: do not worry about tomorrow. Today’s trouble is enough for today. The lily doesn’t bloom for tomorrow. It blooms for today, fully, extravagantly, without apology, and it trusts tomorrow to take care of itself.
That makes no sense to any worldly power. It makes all the sense in the world to God.
The lilies are everywhere, if we have eyes to see. They take the shape of red and yellow and orange trees along Asheville Highway.  The outline of the blue ridge of our enduring  mountains rising behind the Target parking lot, behind the big box stores and the Cracker Barrel. Behind everything we think we need, the land is calling to us, incandescent with hope, trembling with grace.
We forget to look up. We forget to look around.  We forget to look at all.  
So let’s do it. Right now. Look up. Look around. Look at us. What beauty do you see, or hear, or feel, or recall in this moment? 
I know. The ugliness of the world is in our faces all the time: the pain, the suffering, the sense of scarcity. But it is not the whole picture. And it is not the last word.
Sometimes we need help to see.
When I was in fourth grade, I didn’t know I couldn’t see. My teacher, Mrs. Bauer, noticed. She moved me closer to the chalkboard and told my mom my eyes needed checking. Soon after, I was outfitted with one of the ugliest, sturdiest pairs of glasses you can imagine. And it felt like a miracle. I could see leaves on trees! Billboards! All the things I didn’t know were there!
Being seen is a great grace, especially when we don’t know we need it. Mrs. Bauer saw me, and because she saw me, I could see the world.
That is what saints do.
On this All Saints Sunday, we remember the ones who noticed us. The teachers, the grandparents, the neighbors, the friends who moved us closer to the chalkboard. Many of them are gone now. Like the lilies, they bloomed for their day. But day lilies spread underground. Long after the flower fades, the roots keep reaching and keep sending up new life in places no one planted. The saints are like that. Their love is still in us, still blooming in places they never saw.
So what can we do in anxious times?
Look up. Find things beautiful as much as you can. Name a saint who saw you, and give thanks. Then go and see someone else: the one at the back of the room, the one who doesn’t know yet what they need. Plant your time, your talent, your treasure where you cannot see the harvest.
Bloom for today. Let tomorrow be just that. Consider the ditch lilies—they are stubborn, ordinary, unstoppable. Beauty for a day, lasting for a lifetime. Amen. 

