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The Thought behind the Action 

A cool drop of water tumbles downward. Falling…Falling…Then, suddenly, it hits my 
shoulder with a soft pressure. The droplet bursts, its cool wetness sifting through my shirt, 
hugging my skin. Around it hundreds more are falling, gently embracing whatever they land on. 
I duck my head and, like everyone else, begin to run to the next building, fearing the little 
droplets, wishing them away. But suddenly, I stop. The rain keeps pouring. I turn my head, 
looking around, what have I against these gentle patterings of water? I close my eyes and feel the 
little splashes tenderly bursting across my face, softly running down my neck. As everyone else 
huddles indoors, I listen to the joyful music as the raindrops dance against each surface they hit, 
as they form delicate streams across the sidewalk. There is such mystery, and even greater 
beauty in all of it. Yet everyone else simply does their best to ignore it. 

I believe in being deliberate. Deliberateness causes us to be genuine, to stop taking things 
for granted, and to see the abundance of beauty in the world. It allows us to be more content in 
life.  

When I take a moment to be deliberate, I take a moment to be genuine. When my sister 
asks, “What do you think of my hair?” it’s tempting to answer, “I don’t know” or “It’s great.” 
But when I focus on being deliberate, my answer is so much more real. “It’s interesting, but I 
liked the pony tail better,” or “Wow, that really makes you look professional” are answers that 
will mean so much more to both of us. Relationships aren’t built on the “It’s great” answers, but 
on the deliberate thought that goes into a conversation. 

When I take a moment to be deliberate, I take a moment to appreciate what I have. As 
grisly as they are, I like to read books about how Jews were treated in concentration camps 
during World War II. For when I grimace at their pain, I finally notice my lack of. And then, as I 
chew my food, I wonder at its marvelous taste. As I lie in bed, I sink deeply against the feel of 
clean sheets. And even as I argue with a sister, my anger diminishes, as I realize how grateful I 
am to even have her.  

When I take a moment to be deliberate, I take a moment to be awed by beauty. Every 
snowflake that falls is a diamond crystal. Every sunbeam that shines is golden warmth. Every 
smile that’s given is a priceless treasure. Even as I shiver painfully in the cold fall morning, I 
don’t have to get upset as I wait for my brother to unlock the car. I can focus on the glistening, 
silver frost covering the grass.  

There is beauty in every ugly circumstance. There is joy, even in this dark world. When I 
take a moment to be deliberate, I find myself more content. I feel a genuine world, a grateful 
heart, and a beautiful life. I believe in being deliberate.  


