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Psalm 90:1-12 

 

 In addition to all the sadness and destruction COVID-19 has caused in this 

country and around the world, the pandemic has also managed to ratchet up our collective 

fear level.  We now have a whole new category of things to be afraid of, starting with the 

fear of contracting the disease itself.  This pandemic has caused too many deaths and too 

many long, difficult recoveries to not merit us being at least somewhat fearful.  

 

 If you add pandemic fears to the fears we already had, the list is impressive.  

Especially since the other things we fear haven’t gone away, even if they aren’t the first 

fears that come to mind.  We still fear terrorist attacks.  We still fear random gun 

violence.  We fear being a crime victim.  We fear the effects of climate change which we 

see playing out in the severe weather of this past month and the smoky haze that settled 

in over the East Coast from wildfires burning clear across our country.  

 

 Yet, there is one fear many of us in this country share that I haven’t mentioned.  

In fact, sometimes we go out of our way to avoid mentioning this particular fear.  The 

fear I’m referring to which is so prevalent in our American society is the fear of getting 

old.   

 

 It is amazing the lengths men and women will go to in our culture to appear as 

though we are younger than we actually are.  Sometimes we’re trying to maintain the 

illusion we’re not really aging for those around us.  And sometimes we’re trying to fool 

ourselves. 

 

  There is a multi-million-dollar industry supporting the notion that we shouldn’t 

grow old.  That industry markets vast amounts of vitamins and miracle drugs and anti-

aging gadgets that are aired on commercials and infomercials on a regular basis.  It’s an 

industry that encourages us to dye our hair and use anti-wrinkle creams and keep our 

memories sharp and join fitness clubs all in an effort to look and feel as young as 

possible.  It’s an industry that targets our human vanity and encourages us to cling to the 

notion that we can turn back time if only we can find the elusive fountain of youth.   

 

 The fear of getting old.  With that specific fear in mind, I decided to go to the 

movie theater last Sunday for the first time since the pandemic began.  So after worship 

was over, Hannah and I headed out to a matinee showing of the movie, Old, which just 

recently opened in local theaters.   

 

 Directed by M. Night Shyamalan, who is best known for directing The Sixth 

Sense and Unbreakable back in 1999 and 2000, Old is not the kind of movie I would 

typically choose to see.  It’s not a horror movie, but it’s definitely heading in that 

direction.  What’s more, now that I have seen the movie, I’m confident it will never be 



known as a movie classic.  It was entertaining as I was watching, but I wouldn’t put it 

near my Mount Rushmore of favorite movies.   

 

Finally, there are some good reasons why the film is rated PG-13.  In spite of the 

fact that the film is primarily about a family, it’s not what I would call a family film.   

 

In any case, the premise of Old, as some of you know if you have seen the 

preview, is that a family of four goes on vacation to a tropical resort.  On the first day of 

their vacation, the resort director encourages the family to head to a private beach, where 

he assures all four of them they will have a good time.   

 

This family of four quickly learns, however, that they are not the only ones from 

the resort invited to the beach that day.  There are other families and couples with them 

on the resort bus.  And when they are dropped off near the beach and they walk down 

through a cave like pathway to arrive at the beach itself, there are other people already at 

the beach.   

 

The water at the beach is vibrant blue and waves break against big rocks a 

hundred yards or so offshore.  Cliffs surround the horseshoe shaped beach, rising high 

above the sand and creating just enough shade on the beach floor for anyone looking to 

escape the sunlight.  By all appearances, it’s the perfect beach spot and everyone settles 

in by pulling out chairs and books and toys and towels. 

 

What none of the beachgoers know is that the pristine appearance of the beach 

masks an ominous reality.  There’s something about this beach that ages people rapidly.  

For every hour a person spends on this beach, their bodies become exponentially older.   

 

When the horror of their predicament dawns on the people at the beach, they soon 

discover there is no way to get off the beach.  As a result, they are forced to watch one 

another as a series of catastrophic, sometimes gruesome events occur because each 

person is aging at breakneck speed and all of them are powerless to stop it.     

 

It’s a fascinating premise for a movie, even if the actual movie doesn’t always 

live up to its premise promise.  What if each of us were growing older faster than we 

could imagine and there was nothing we could do to slow the process down…?  

 

At the very least, if you and I were aging rapidly, I think we would hear and 

appreciate the words of Psalm ninety in a brand new way.   “For a thousand years in your 

sight are like yesterday when it is past, or like a watch in the night…the days of our life 

are seventy years, or perhaps eighty, if we are strong; even then their span is only toil and 

trouble; they are soon gone and we fly away.” (vs. 4,10) 

 

Psalm 90 is a psalm of trust.  While you and I may be insecure about our human 

frailty.  And we often have trouble coming to terms with the finite nature of our lives here 

on earth.  The corresponding truth is that God endures forever.   

 



When I read the words of Psalm 90, I hear assurance that you and I would be less 

fearful about getting old if we put our trust in the hands of the God who has been our 

dwelling place in all generations.  The God who has been faithful to God’s people from 

beginning to end, from everlasting to everlasting.  The God who cannot be limited or 

constrained by human notions of time.  And the God whose love for each one of us is 

greater than both life and death… 

 

Well, I could tell the movie, Old, was nearly over when the ending of the movie 

had an obligatory surprise twist to it.  I won’t reveal that twist, in case any of you plan to 

rush out and see the movie after worship this morning.  Just prior to the twist ending, 

however, there is a scene in the movie that remains more vivid for me than any other.  

For a variety of reasons, the son and the daughter in the original family of four are the 

only two people who remain on the beach.  At the beginning of the movie, they are 

maybe seven and ten years old.  By the end of the movie, they have probably aged thirty 

or forty years each.   

 

As this brother and sister sit side by side on the beach, they come to the 

realization that they think they know how to get off of the beach and they start to get 

excited about putting their plan into motion.  But then they pause.  And it’s the sister, as I 

recall, who turns to her brother and says, “before we do anything, do you want to build a 

sandcastle?”   

 

Over the next few minutes in the movie, you watch the brother and the sister have 

fun building a simple, beautiful sandcastle.  And as I was watching this scene, it occurred 

to me that I had been wrong about the underlying message of the movie.  To be sure, Old 

is a film that taps into our deepest fears about aging and time slipping out of our hands 

beyond our control.   

 

But the primary message of the film is tucked into the image of sandcastle 

building.  Rather than worrying and being afraid of whatever time we have left in this 

world, you and I would be better served living fully the moments that are right in front of 

us.  Not living in fear, but living in joy and in faith.  Not fretting anxiously about the fact 

that we’re getting older day by day, but embracing our days as a gift and living each day 

with playful abandon.   

 

Life at any age is not about the time we don’t have.  It’s about the time we do 

have.  And how we choose to spend that time.   

 

The writer of Psalm ninety had the message right in verse number twelve.  “Teach 

us to count our days that we may gain a wise heart.”   

 

Yes, teach us, O God, to count each day and live each day to its fullest, until we 

are wise enough to have the time of our lives.  Amen.   

 

 

 



 

 

                

        

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

       

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

        

 

 

        

   


