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Recently, my husband and I enjoyed a long weekend at the beach.  It was beautiful – soft, warm sand on 
our feet, sunshine on our skin, and amazing views of the ocean and sea life.  We were there to mark the 
one year anniversary of his triple bypass, open heart surgery.  We celebrated what we hope is the first of 
many “bonus years” together.  Of course, no one actually knows how much remaining time on earth 
anyone has.  Yet, ever since we learned that one of his arteries, the one they call the “widow maker,” had 
been 98% blocked, we have had a profound awareness that imminent death had been postponed.  
 
So, it is not surprising that this time I experienced the beach differently than previous years. When I 
noticed the erosion of sand castles, I felt more resignation than concern for those whose creations were 
drifting away.  Now, I see the purpose of sand castles as an introduction to the temporary nature of our 
earthly work.   
 
If people enjoy the process of building with sand, then it is a process worth their engagement.   Perhaps 
it is an activity that provides a creative outlet or fellowship.  Whatever the benefit, rejoicing in the 
resulting castle should only be done with the awareness it is literally short-lived.   
 
Normally, on other trips to the beach, such reflection would spark sadness in me.  This year, I am 
changed.  I seem to have no energy for such sentimentality.  I care almost nothing about sandcastles now.   
 
Feeling this inner shift reminds me of the 1 Corinthians 13 reference to understanding things differently 
as a child and as an adult.  I would not have described myself earlier as immature – but this last year has 
given me perspective that I did not know I lacked.  The scripture continues, further describing our view 
as dim compared to the understanding we will gain when we experience God’s presence fully.  I interpret 
that as acknowledgement that our earthly comprehension is limited compared to what we can learn only 
when we experience heaven.   
 
It seems fitting that we walked past eroding castles just a few weeks after Ash Wednesday.  That day of 
the church calendar reminds us that, eventually, each of us will return to ashes and dust.  While visiting 
the beach during Lent, I reflected on Easter’s promise of eternal life.   
 
I am sustained by the promises that God has conquered death, that death has no dominion, and that 
death cannot separate us from the love of God.  The assurances of Easter give me strength to turn away 
from earthly castles, embrace my ultimate powerlessness, and focus on the power of life-giving water and 
waves.  My prayer is the promises brought to us through Easter comfort and strengthen you as well. 


