
Morning Whispers 
SMEARED LABEL 

 As I caught up on a long laundry list, I prepared 

a package to mail to a dear friend, Martha, who lives 

in Statesboro. She and her husband were an 

inspiration to me in my college years. Our special 

friendship has ripened as she approached her golden 

years. 

 I included a note to Martha and enclosed a 

small Christmas gift I wrapped in December, but 

trashed the peppermint bark after it spent several 

holidays travelling in my car! Lance cheese crackers, 

Lays chips, and Snickers candy bites were added as 

replacements. Which wrapping paper to use? Cheerful 

but sturdy to withstand the postal handling. I searched 

for the right color and size of address label; so that 

when she received it, she would smile and know how 

much I think of her. I even found my craft box and 

used two-sided posting strips to secure the label. 

 And in my haste to finish the job, I smeared the 

ink on the clearly printed label when I flipped it to 

adhere posting strips. The added step of securing the 

label with strips should have made the job easier and 

neater, but it actually made the job longer since I had 

to redo the label! 

 And this is what I learned. Sometimes in our 

best efforts to do the right thing, to proceed correctly, 

to follow the rules, or to get it right, the end result is 

not what we hoped to achieve. Whether it be entering 

a food product or a cheerleading contest, hiring an 

employee or a vendor, choosing a career path or a 

lifetime partner, sometimes the end result is not what 

we pictured. 

 Sometimes the label gets smeared, whether it’s 

our fault or not. The best intentions, the best laid 

plans may get waylaid in the way our life plays out. 

And just as with the label to Martha, I used the same 

pen and made the best of a smeared address label. 

God does the same for us, taking our choices and 

making sense of them. My box to Martha will be 

delivered. God will always deliver our lives to fruition; 

bring beauty from the ashes. We just need to slow 

down and allow his penmanship to write our story, 

address our label. © 2018 Robin Heavilon 


