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If you spend much time with me, one of the things that you will learn is 
that I love to travel.  From the time that I was a little girl, I was 
always on the hunt for something fun to do.  In fact, every Sunday 
afternoon, I would beg my Daddy to take me tromping through the 
woods.  I would call it “an adventure,” and even though we never strayed 
from our property, there was always something to explore. 

Fast forward to when I met my husband, Joe.  When we went out to dinner the very first time, 
he told me about all the states he had camped in, and all about National Parks that he had been 
to.  I sat there thinking, “Now this is the guy for me!  He knows how to go on an adventure!”  
And since that time, we have had many adventures!  We have planned and gone on trips with our 
family that have created a sense of awe and wonder about God and His creation that I never 
had as a child.   

There are many places that I would love to revisit.  I love going out west and seeing canyons 
because it’s like God has opened the earth and given us a peek inside.  I loved the desert 
because it was amazing to see life survive in such a barren landscape.  I loved Yellowstone 
because of its rainbow pools of water, and geysers that send water high into the air! I loved 
going to Maine because I never really imagined that you could climb a mountain on an island or 
play on top of rocks with the waves crashing all around you. 

As much as I love going to far off places, probably my very favorite place to visit is the beach. 
I’m pretty sure that I get my love of the ocean from my Daddy – he loved a good trip to the 
beach.  For him, if he went once a year, that was enough of an adventure.  There was something 
about the ocean that settled him and allowed him to carry on through the rest of the year.   

This past weekend, I’ve been at the beach, and it’s made me think a lot about what compels me 
to the seaside.  I think that it’s the constancy of the waves.  They never stop.  They are always 
reaching for the shore.  If the wind is calm, they are not as frantic…but if the wind picks up, 
the waves are bigger, and reach farther.  And then there is the sand.  Moved and shaped by 
the water and the wind.  Never the same.    

I’m like the sand on the beach.  I may be blown by the wind, but the waves are always                                                                                  
reaching for me.  The wind reminds me of the world.  The world is all around me and may be 
blowing me one direction or the other, but the constant is the waves, and that’s where God is.  
Whether I’m blowing in the right direction, or have been blown off course, God is constantly 
reaching for me.  He is the wave that comes back over and over again, washing over me with His 
love and grace.  Jesus meets me where the waves touch the sand, and I know that, even if the 
wind picks up, I can count on Him being in the waves. 

Key Verse: I am counting on the Lord, yes I am counting on him.  I have put my hope in His word. 

           Psalm 130:5 NLT 
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