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 Today’s Treasure 

 Do not let your adorning be external—the braiding of hair and the putting on of gold 
 jewelry, or the clothing you wear— but let your adorning be the hidden person of the 

 heart with the imperishable beauty of a gentle and quiet spirit, which in God’s sight is 
 very precious. 
 1 Peter 3:3-4 

 I have a number of treasured plants on my small suburban property, many of which 
 were planted by my late husband, Ray. Although it’s impossible for me to pick a 
 favorite, my beautiful crepe myrtle ranks high on the list. The beloved plant has 
 inspired multiple blog posts and several chapters in my book. 

 The stately ‘Natchez’ was a mere toddler when Ray planted it nearly thirty years ago. It 
 now reaches the roofline of my two-story house, and its canopy is almost as wide as 
 the tree is tall. My neighbors have been patient with branches that grew over the 
 property line, only to drop tiny white blossoms on their driveway each summer. But, 
 alas, they received a letter from our HOA about a related matter, which led them to 
 kindly request that I remove the o�ending limbs.  

 As one who’s known far and wide for my annual late-winter plea, “No crape murder!”, I 
 could feel panic rising within me upon hearing my neighbor’s request. I calmly assured 
 him I would take care of it, but my thoughts were churning. Who could I trust to do the 
 necessary work without maiming my beautiful tree? I had to find someone who would 
 respect the tree and understand its intrinsic value. I needed an arborist. 
 I called a reputable company whose client list includes the Atlanta Botanical Garden. 
 The first thing their associate said as he exited his vehicle and strode toward me 
 boosted my confidence. Surveying the vast array of plants in my front garden, he 
 declared approvingly, “I can see you don’t have a typical neighborhood property.” 
 When he proceeded to call one of my unique specimen plants by its proper name, I 
 knew I’d contacted the right people.  

 Even though our subsequent conversations further allayed my fears, an undercurrent 
 of anxiety developed as pruning day approached. The 3-person crew arrived promptly 
 at 8 a.m. My cheerful greeting belied the angst I was feeling, but it was evident the 
 young man carrying the chainsaw had been briefed not only on the work to be done 
 but also on the tree’s significance.  



 I went inside, leaving the arborist and his helpers to their task. Even though they 
 labored for nearly three hours, I resisted the urge to go back outside. I occasionally 
 peeked out windows instead to check on their progress. I prayed for their safety – and 
 that I’d still recognize my tree when they were finished.  

 I finally ventured out, preparing myself for whatever I might encounter. The sight of 
 my tree left me speechless. It was gorgeous. I imagined the majestic tree, relieved of its 
 extra weight and ragged branches, sighing in relief, much as I did after my first 
 post-Covid-shutdown haircut.  

 As I stood next to the sturdy trunk, gazing up into the magnificent canopy, I realized 
 much of the work had taken place on the inside. Before the pruning, anyone viewing 
 the crape myrtle from the street would have seen its lush, flower-laden canopy. But 
 they couldn’t see the dead branches, crossed limbs, and water shoots, which were 
 neither attractive nor beneficial.  

 LIFE-GIVING ENCOURAGEMENT 

 As frequently happens when I’m working in my garden, the Lord brought to mind a 
 spiritual connection – in this case, the type of beauty we’re called to cultivate. It’s right 
 to care for our bodies and be good stewards of our physical selves. Yet we often spend 
 an excessive amount of time and money making sure our outsides are beautiful while 
 neglecting the seat of true beauty, our hearts.  

 Sometimes we’re blind to the ugliness within. Then again, we recognize it and attempt 
 to cover it up. Or,  we may apply pitiful bandaids to our deep heart wounds, seeking to 
 heal ourselves in ways that are temporary at best or harmful at worst. But, just as the 
 crape myrtle outgrew me long ago, making it impossible for me to do the necessary 
 pruning, there’s no way for us to cultivate the beauty of the soul that’s precious in the 
 Lord’s sight without the sanctifying power of the Spirit.  

 Praise God for blessing believers with that very power! First, the Spirit enlightens the 
 eyes of our hearts so that we might see aright. Then the same power that raised Jesus 
 from the dead continues to work in us to will and do His good pleasure. Though our 
 outer selves decline with age, our inner selves are renewed day by day, becoming 
 increasingly beautiful as we are transformed more and more into the image of Jesus.  
 Though the transformation process may be rigorous at times and require significant 
 pruning ( John 15:1-2), we can trust the One Who loves us more than we can 
 comprehend. He knows what it will take to bring out the beauty He already sees in us 
 and will be faithful to finish what He’s begun.  



 PRAYER 

 Dear Lord  , thank You for the gift of Your Spirit at  work within us to create imperishable 
 beauty. May that beauty be evident in quiet, gentle spirits that bless others and draw 
 them to You. 


