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Drowsily I stretched and attempted to roll over.  My left side seemed to be one long 

continuous pain.  Startled, I opened my eyes.  Darkness.  Darkness that enveloped me.  Darkness 

that penetrated into my mind.  My right hand reached out – reached out toward…nothing.  

Beneath me was sand.  I sensed strangeness and feared to cry out.  My mind refused me a clue.  

Where am I?  Can this be a dream from which I shall soon be released?  The stiffness…the 

pain…the darkness…seem so real.  Could I have gone blind?  Has my mind been darkened? 

I must have slept.  Again consciousness was returning.  I opened my eyes to a blue, blue 

sky with fluffy cotton clouds lazily drifting by…and I drifted with them.  Suddenly, I was awake 

– wide awake.  My ears picked up the sound of waves lapping the shore.  The smell of the sea 

hung heavily on the air.  I sat up with surprisingly little effort.  My shoulder ached.  My left leg 

felt stiff and sore.  Determination overcame the pain and I stood.  However, my better judgment 

soon prevailed upon me to gently ease myself to the ground. 

I am on a rather wild, desolate beach.  All is quiet – that is – all human sounds are stilled.  

At times it seems the ocean roars, drowning out all else.  Even my jumbled thoughts are a giant 

push-pull of waves.  And then at times it seems so quiet – so utterly still that a falling pin could 

awaken me from my reveries and cause me to cry out in terror.  However, no pin does fall.  I 

have no pin.  I have nothing; nothing but the clothes I’m wearing, a white cotton shirt and navy 

skirt.  No shoes, no purse, no food.  Food?  I need food.  No, my mind must turn to other things.  

But how obedient is the mind?  It’s quite elementary to observe that the harder we try to banish a 

thought, the more we dwell upon it.  All right then, let’s face it.  My last meal was dinner last 

night.  But was it last night…or the night before…or how long ago?  A meal on the plane soon 

after taking off from Miami on Monday.  Yes, this must be Tuesday.  I don’t think I could have 

lain here for more than 24 hours without awakening.  I’m not seriously injured; no broken bones, 

I’m quite sure, but bruises aplenty.  Within a few days I’ll probably look like a darkened rainbow 

– black, blue, purple, red, green and yellow! 

A rainbow!  God’s sign to His people!  Did I imagine myself to be alone?  Am I not ever 

in the hollow of His hand?  What a comforting thought!  Yes, truly my only comfort in life and 

in death!  What happens to me here on my earthly journey is not the important thing.  Each event 

is merely a stepping stone on the pathway I’m traveling – the road that leads Home.  How easily 

I can lose sight of this in my busy, everyday life!  Actually, what a blessing it is when God 

snatches me from my comfortable existence and forces me to meditate on things spiritual.  

Really, a mother in a home can be so busy with the care of the family – even busy in teaching 

catechism and Sunday school lessons, busy in societies and Christian school activities and the 

like, but too busy for real introspection…too busy with earthly cares to truly experience the 

sweetness and richness of communion with God. 

“Come ye apart and rest a while” – yes, that applies to me.  I have come out of my 

busyness to rest a while.  I feel contentment and peace, not panic, as I would have expected when 

finding myself alone and injured in a strange place.  But that is just the point.  I’m not alone or in 

a strange place.  I’m with my dearest Friend in the hollow of His hand. 

Physically I ache; I’m hungry; I’m thirsty!  These needs are very real.  I wonder if I 

should try to hobble away from this spot.  But which way?  “Where can I go, but to the Lord?”  

As this thought comes to me I again experience that real assurance that I am precious in His sight 



and “it is well with my soul.”  I can actually see that my physical needs are but pictures of my 

spiritual needs.  They are the realities! 

Above the roar of the waves I’m suddenly aware of another roar.  A small plane is almost 

directly overhead.  The pilot dips his wing and I know that I’ve been spotted.  I shall soon be 

rescued!  Again I am struck by the fact that that is just a picture of the heavenly reality.  I have 

been rescued – I’ve been saved from the sin and death in which I lie by nature to become a new 

creature in Christ Jesus! 
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