All that it takes to bring your world crashing to a halt is a couple of cells malfunctioning. What use are the lists and the accomplishments and the achievements then? What use is your hurry when the decades you presumed you had turn in to months or weeks? You are a mist that appears for a little while and vanishes[1], and what will come of everything that you've worked for when that happens?
You came out of the dust, and you will return to dust one day. You're a king, an emperor over the whole world? Dust. You are a nobody, who is alone and forgotten? Dust. Great parent? Dust. Terrible parent? Dust.
This would be a reason to despair, but for one thing - our Creator knows that we are dust[2], and through Christ, he has become like us in every way. He has become dust, that we may become eternal; he has become dust, that we may be glorified.
We do not need to fear or despair of being the dust that we are, because we believe that Jesus came in the flesh to die for our sin and to rise again to give us eternal life that transcends our dust-ness. Any one who believes in him, even though he dies and returns to the dust, will live forever in glory.
This frees us to be what we are - dust - and also to hope in what we will be.
Pastor Josh
[1] - James 4:13-16
[2] - Psalm 103:14

