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Misdirection  

 

There are moments in life when you realize how easy it is to look right at something and still 
miss what is actually happening. Not because you are careless, but because your attention 
has been pulled somewhere else. That is how misdirection works. Your eyes are focused, 
your mind is engaged, you are paying attention—and still, you are being led away from what 
matters most. It happens all the time. Not just on a stage, not just in a game, but in 
everyday life. We are constantly being taught where to look, what to focus on, what to react 
to. And while we are watching one thing, something deeper, something more true, is 
happening somewhere else. 

That may be one of the quiet realities of spiritual life: not that God is absent, but that we are 
being misdirected. We assume that if God is at work, it will be obvious, dramatic, 
impossible to miss. But more often than not, our attention is drawn to what is loud, urgent, 
and immediate, while God is present in ways that are quieter, deeper, and easy to overlook. 
The problem may not be that God is slow. The problem may be that we are looking where 
we have been trained to look. 

Think about something like a three-card monte game. You are sure you are following the 
right card. You are watching carefully. You feel confident. And that is exactly the moment 
you lose it. Not because you were not paying attention, but because your attention was 
guided. Directed. Misdirected. The same thing happens in our lives. We fixate on what is 
wrong, what is missing, what is not happening fast enough. We become impatient when life 
does not unfold on our timeline. We start trying to control what we can reach. And all the 
while, God may be at work somewhere we are not even noticing. 

Scripture keeps inviting us to look again. Not harder—but differently. To shift our attention 
away from what dominates our vision and toward what is actually real. Because God’s work 
often shows up in places we would normally overlook. In ordinary moments. In quiet acts 
of grace. In the slow, steady unfolding of something we cannot yet measure. And that 
requires something from us. It requires trust. Not the kind of trust that has everything 
figured out, but the kind that loosens its grip and allows space for something new. 

That is where the image of open hands begins to matter. Because when our hands are 
closed, we hold tightly to what we think we need—control, certainty, outcomes. But when 
our hands are open, we become able to receive what God is actually giving. And most of 



the time, what God is giving does not look like what we expected. It looks slower. It looks 
quieter. It looks like something we might miss if we are not paying attention. 

So maybe the invitation is not to try harder to see everything. Maybe it is to become aware 
of how easily we are misdirected. To notice where our attention keeps getting pulled. To ask 
whether we are focused on what truly matters, or just what feels immediate. Because once 
you begin to see that, something shifts. You become less reactive. Less anxious. More 
grounded. More open. And slowly, you begin to recognize that God has been present all 
along—not in the place you were told to look, but in the place you almost missed. 

 


