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“When the perishable has been clothed with the imperishable, and the mortal with immortality, 

then the saying that is written will come true: 

“Death has been swallowed up in victory.” 

“Where, O death, is your victory? 

    Where, O death, is your sting?” 

The sting of death is sin, and the power of sin is the law. But thanks be to God! He gives us the 

victory through our Lord Jesus Christ. Therefore, my dear brothers and sisters, stand firm. Let 

nothing move you. Always give yourselves fully to the work of the Lord, because you know that 

your labor in the Lord is not in vain.” -1 Corinthians 15:54-58 
 

Mortality has been on my mind a lot recently. The Pandemic has brought into sharp focus the 

fragility of human life for all of us, but especially me with what my family has been going 

through. As I write this, I am back in Indiana, working to transition my father into a new living 

situation, and being faced with a lot of end -of-life decisions. I always thought that I would not 

be able to handle this kind of thing well but I have found something very strange and oddly 

unexpected in the process: peace.  

I was speaking about this with a minister friend of mine who works down here. He seemed 

relieved and a bit surprised at my composure about it all. I told him that I had been taught my 

whole life that Christians don’t grieve the way that the world does, but that I had never been able 

to actually feel that way before. But this time that we have been going through gave me the tools 

that I needed to trust God in a way that allowed me to slowly, painfully, give over some of those 

feelings of fear, uncertainty, and loss to Him. These are tools I learned from a series about 

trauma that Liz and I went through, and you can find my podcast videos on the series in the “best 

of family ministry” playlist on our YouTube Channel. We will be taking the youth through the 

same series from now until the end of the year. 

I was watching a TV show with my wife the other night. It’s a science fiction series that deals 

with the mortality of human life. In the series finale, the main character unexpectedly sacrifices 

himself for the world and the person he loves, and you know from the context that he is in fact 

gone forever. You grieve with the cast as they try to move on. But the story isn’t over. In the last 

scene, it is revealed that the main character’s consciousness was in fact saved and you realize 

that he is about to be resurrected in a new body, restored to an even greater state than he was in 

before. You still feel the pain of his death, but the downward spiral of the sense of loss is halted. 

The grief finds a floor to rest on. 

This is what it is like for people of faith to grieve. We feel the loss of the person we knew. We 

feel the separation from the world of the ones who have lived and worked close to us. We 

question the meaning and hold tightly to the value we believe that our loved one had to this 

world. But we also believe. We believe in a Savior who conquered both sin and the resulting 

death it brought. A Christ who was raised, body and soul, and then glorified, paving the way for 



us, the children of His resurrection, to do the same. The things that we love most about the 

people we grieve for are not lost. And they are not simply “with us”, remembered in perishable 

objects and memory. They are preserved, renewed, revived, and victoriously resurrected, clothed 

in the imperishable and the immortal. The spiral of loss is halted in an upward fountain of 

victory. The dark roof on our mortality is torn off, revealing an unending sky of an eternity of 

new life. This doesn’t mean that there is no loss, no pain, no grief. It simply means that after this 

life that is full of all of those experiences, we can turn our eyes to a new life that makes it easier 

to let go of this one, both for the ones we love, and eventually ourselves.  

God Bless,  

Josh Levenhagen 

 


