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Searching for Hope in the Middle of Our 
Broken World 

 he world seems to be falling apart 
 in the big and small. Paris, Beirut, 
 Baghdad, Japan, Syria, it’s 
 everywhere, this terrible breaking 
 apart of things that were once so 
beautiful. It’s shouted out loud in this big 
world and it’s whispered throughout our 
individual lives. We see it in the 
homesickness, depression, falling short once 
again, losing more than we will ever be able 
to get over… the big wide world is broken 
and we are broken in it. It’s so close to 
Christmas, the time of the year when snow 
falls, covering the broken, and miracles 
happen and things are supposed to be 
beautiful. So why are they so completely 
broken? Where is the beauty in this 
madness? And yet in all the madness, and 
darkness, and brokenness, a song begins to 
play. Over and over in my head I hear it: 

It is well, it is well with my soul. Although 
the world is falling apart, and I’m falling 
apart, it is well with my soul. I think I forget 
sometimes that I don’t have to be ok, that I’m 
not the one who brings healing, who makes 
things whole. As a future nurse my whole 

world is centered around making things 
whole. But I forget that it’s not me. 

It is well with my soul because of something 
that I have heard since I can remember, but 
that I often forget in my day-to-day life. It is 
well with my soul because of the foundation 
that my faith is built on, the gospel. It is well 
because the God who breathed the stars has 
breathed life into me. 

So as this Christmas season begins and as 
we all head home, when we see the broken 
world, and the brokenness in ourselves, we 
need to remember it is well with our souls 
and that it will be well with the world.
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The God who breathed the 
stars allowed Himself to be 
made into a tiny baby, letting 
go of everything He held dear, 
so that He could bring me near.
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Even in the chaos, it is well with my soul.

 

Kathryn is a senior nursing 
major at Anderson 
University in South 
Carolina but grew up in 
Hungary. Her childhood 
was a world of double 
buckling, fresh baked 
bread, snowy winters, and 
Milka chocolate, which she 
misses insanely! Hungary 
is still home, and probably 
always will be even 
though she hasn’t lived 
there for several years. 
She loves adventuring 
with her best friends, 
unicorns (yes she does 
have a unicorn onesie) and 
reading books. One of her 
greatest fears is raccoons.

When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll; 
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 
It is well, it is well with my soul.

T “Though Satan should buffet, though trials 
should come, 
let this blest assurance control, 
that Christ has regarded my helpless estate, 
and hath shed his own blood for my soul…
My sin, not in part but the whole, 
is nailed to the cross, and I bear it no more.
It is well with my soul.”
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