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Little Anna was entertaining herself at the edge of the yard when finally she toddled over to 

where her mother, sister, and brother were raking leaves. Her face beamed as she presented her mother 

with a tiny wildflower. 

“Oh Anna, what a beautiful flower,” Mother said as she picked up the little girl and they 

examined the flower together.  

Nathan glanced over his shoulder and remarked unenthusiastically, “It’s a weed.” 

Lydia took a little more time in making her judgement, but finally could only say, “It’s pretty 

small.” 

Still Anna and her mother “oohed” and “aahed” over the tiny bloom. “Anna, I’m going to go in 

and get a vase so you can pick a whole bouquet for me, okay?” Anna nodded vigorously. 

When Mother returned, Nathan teased, “Does this mean we never have to pull another weed? 

They’re all so beautiful!” 

“Nice try,” retorted Mother, “but only this one is beautiful. Look at the way the petals are 

arranged, and see here how these colors blend together? It’s small, but it really is beautiful.” 

Nathan sighed and continued to rake.  

“I guess ‘beauty is in the eye of the beholder’,” commented Lydia. 

“Yes,” said Mother, “sometimes that really is true, just like the merchant man who found the 

pearl of great price and saw its beauty and worth. He sold all that he had to be able to buy it. We must 

see heaven like that, too. We must see its priceless worth and value. It’s worth everything.” 

“Well, here comes your ‘priceless’ little bouquet now!” said Nathan as Anna brought the 

scraggly looking arrangement to her mother. 

Mother heartily laughed. How true; how true! 

 

Read Jesus’ parables about the kingdom of heaven in Matthew 13:44-46. ❖ 
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