A Great Day at the Beach
I want to take time away from discussing windows and doors and tell you about what happened the other day.

My family went to Siesta beach last Sunday.  This is a big deal because we just don’t go there anymore.  It’s kinda funny.  When I came back to Florida back in 1990, Siesta Key Beach was the main reason I chose the West Coast.  I promised I would never turn into one of those people who live here, but forget how much fun the beach is.  But, here’s the thing.  I have the typical story.  I got married, started a family, and going to the beach started to become a hassle.  It wasn’t as easy as jumping in the car and zooming the 15 minutes to get there.  Now, my wife and I had to pack a cooler, blankets, and an umbrella for shade.  I would have to make 3 trips to the car to unload everything just to set up for the day.  Then I had to clean up the car afterwards.  Sand was everywhere. Then the kids had to bathe.  Then Christine had to wash the towels.  It became easier not to go, especially when we have access to the subdivision’s swimming pool just down the street.  

 If you remember, Sunday started with the first thunderstorm of the year.  We need the rain, but of all days…   We had friends in for Spring Break from Indiana and they rented a little place on the beach and invited us for the day.  So, my wife, Christine, daughters Meredith and Olivia, and I loaded up to go.  Son Jared already had other plans with friends for the Medieval Fair in Tampa.  

The weather was dreary and a bit chilly, but the rain had stopped.  There was a heated pool, so the kids swam and the adults visited.  It was turning into a pretty good day.  

At about 3:00, Olivia comes to me and says she wants to swim in the Gulf.  Now, I have to tell you, Olivia has some challenges.  She has autism, so things are a little bit harder for her.  But she is always up for some swimming fun.  So with boogie board in hand, she led me down to the water.  The surf was really kicking up and the water was COLD!  I watched her get about knee deep and had no intention of getting in.  She was battling the waves, laughing the entire time.  Then she gave me the look.  You know the one that, as a dad, you just can’t resist.  It was only moments and I found myself chest deep and getting pounded by the water, Olivia holding one hand, the boogie board in the other.  Sometimes the waves would knock us over, but every once in a while we would catch one and ride it all the way in and every time, after shaking her soaked hair out of her eyes, Olivia would look up at me grinning and say “ AGAIN”!   We must have been out there for an hour, laughing and challenging the waves to just try to knock us over.  According to Olivia, we must have surfed “about 120 waves”.  It was the best day! 

I guess there is a lesson in this.  Sarasota is my home and even though preparing to go to the beach can be a hassle, once you get there, it is so worth the time and effort.  Oh, by the way, a little later on, the sun finally came out, cleared out the clouds and gave us a beautiful sunset.  The first one we watched this year…..but not the last.
