
Since the beginning of 
time, man has had an 
infatuation with crystal 
blue waters and white 
sandy beaches, 
especially when 
accompanied by a bath 
of sunset colors.   This of sunset colors.   This 
is to be expected, it’s in 
our nature.  Never 
before has the desire 
for a less vivacious 
setting been the 
commonplace.  When 
soft, powder-white sand soft, powder-white sand 
meshes with the 
celestial blue waters of 
the sea, which is 
hugged by the warm 
fiery rays in the sky, 
there’s rarely desire to 
be elsewhere.  Seriously!  be elsewhere.  Seriously!  
What could possibly be 
better?! Home? Yes, 
home. For home is 
where the heart is.





As far as the East is from the West there’s a shoreline that stands.  Not with silky 
smooth sands but stoic cliffs, tattooed with the scars from millennia of battle with 
the green waters.  With crashing theatricalities, the mossy waters cover the 
protruding rock ledge, posing threat to any who meander too close.  Also in 
hindrance to those who travel the shores, a fog, produced from the thick 
evergreens atop its banks.  Their color so rich it cannot be replicated.   But 
there’s more to these trees and this shore, affected by more than the harsh 
waters, cold winters and misty mornings.  It’s been touched.  Some would argue by waters, cold winters and misty mornings.  It’s been touched.  Some would argue by 
whom they believe and others would argue by what.  Indeed its been touched by 
both.



There’s more than a menacing 
anger to this collision between 
land and water.  The stoic 
cliffs are armor, chiseled 
perfectly to block the clashing 
waters.  The water is green, 
rich with life, providing for the 
creatures that dwell above and creatures that dwell above and 
beneath it.  The evergreens 
are thick, for they are the 
shield, the shield which blocks 
the winds from those who find 
refuge behind them.  Many live 
behind them and the many 
enjoy the color ofenjoy the color of this place.  
It is a green that can only be 
produced by God.  God Green.   
Because there are many in 
number, a gratitude is returned 
for the solace provided by the 
shore.  Love.  Resting and 
shattered are the rocks, once shattered are the rocks, once 
feared, now overflowing with 
those who call them home.

The LORD is my rock, my fortress and 
my deliverer; my God is my rock, in 
whom I take refuge, my shield and the 
horn of my salvation, my stronghold.
Psalm 18:2


