Anniversary Memories

By Jody Hoffman

How can the sunrise and feel like any other day when it holds such significance and life change for a person? The sun rose as if it were any day-- but for me it is a day of enormous life change. Today, 32 years ago, I took Douglas Guy Hoffman to be my wedded husband. And he took me to be his wife. How thankful I am! My vows said that day were indistinguishable phrases sobbed out in grateful breaths. Vows spoken from my heart grateful that God had heard the prayers of my youth bringing me the very person with whom I was made to spend my life. God has blessed us tremendously through the years it has been quite the adventure. I think “adventure” has always characterized our relationship. I remember our first anniversary...

 As our 1st anniversary was approaching, we prayed that it would be really special and a memory for years to come. I thought of wonderful dinners, trips, and perhaps a piece of great jewelry to celebrate. But alas, there was no money. So, as we prayed I just knew God would come through with something quite wonderful and memorable. And He did!

 But God also has a sense of humor, and a way to teach us that it doesn’t take money to have lasting memories. You can’t imagine the celebration lesson He had in mind... early in the morning of our 1st anniversary day, we were wondering what we would do for a memorable day--since you only have one 1st anniversary. We had just finished praying about it over our Raisin Bran breakfast when we received a phone call from someone we knew in college. He was pastoring in Seattle now and a family in his congregation had just had an accident about an hour from Boise where we were pastoring. He asked if we could possibly go and care for the children. The parents had both been hospitalized, and there was no one to care for the kids. The pastor would come and get them as soon as he could get there. So we hopped in the car immediately and headed for the hospital. We wondered what awaited us--how many kids? What condition were they in? How were the parents? What had happened? We tried calculating how long will it take to drive from Seattle to Boise to collect them? We had many more questions than answers.

 An hour later we were heading home with SEVEN children packed in our car! In dirty clothes and from the odor unbathed for several days, (fortunately there was no room for their large dog).  We rode with the windows open-- not for cooling purposes. The long story short-- they stayed for three days and 11 meals! First stop was the bathtub--we dressed them in our t-shirts-- we had no clothes for them and no money to get any, nor did we have money for food. But we used everything we had and somehow managed to scrape up food for all. It was indeed more than memorable!

Well thirty years passed and so did my lesson. Again I was wondering how to make the anniversary special. We thought, prayed and planned. We saved and prayed and figured a way to go on a trip to make this anniversary a special memory. So many had passed and for one reason or another they had slipped away with not much attention. So this time we were planning early; the months passed, and we got more excited. We bought the travel books and read with excitement. It was about two months from our departure when we got a call. Could Buddy go to Afghanistan and teach missionaries while they were on a retreat? The dates? You guessed--our anniversary. We would be taking a team along-- with our youngest daughter, not exactly what I had in mind for the two of us. But how do you pass that up? What an incredible opportunity. Adventure with a capital A.

 I have to admit Kabul sounded a bit “out there” for me, and the Khyber Pass and Pakistan is a stretch for even a person who has gone on years of mission trips and stayed in $3.00 a night hotels in South America. Taking three young women along with the men was going to take all I had to be the “brave one”. As schedules and flights worked their courses, I along with the rest of the team, would travel three days ahead of Buddy, and he would join us the last leg to go into Kabul together. After he preached all day Sunday, he would hop on a plane and meet us. I went ahead with the young women and men.

 Just before we left, I had a sinus infection and took some decongestants and antibiotics along that I began taking, fearful of being sick away from home. What I did not know was that they were keeping me awake instead of making me drowsy. I thought it was the time zones and traveling. It took me 3 sleepless nights to figure it out it was the medicine. So when we met up with Buddy he had not slept for 30-40 hours either due to preaching, time zones, cramped space or whatever. We were really dragging as we were flying into Kabul but wanted to see everything. We laughed when we thought who would ever have imagined we would be here 30 years from the day we were married--not in our wildest dreams or nightmares.

 We were assigned to stay at a couple’s home; they were lovely people). It was a typical “pillows on the floor” for furniture sort of home you would expect to see in a movie of the Middle East. We visited some, but I was so tired that while we were eating dinner, I fell asleep. I awoke with my hand half way to my mouth with a fork full of food. I shook it off only to fall asleep a few minutes later in mid sentence. Fortunately our hosts were not offended and we were able to go to bed. I brushed my teeth put on some white long pajamas and laid down to wait for Buddy. But in the short amount of time it took to brush his teeth, I was already conked out. As he arrived, moments later, he knew I had to be really out--for there were three huge roaches already crawling on my white pajamas!!! Not wanting to smack them and awaken me with a fright he flicked them off. But not just then. All night he stayed awake and flicked roaches from my white pajamas!! We slept there another night before going on to Pakistan. It was not until we left he told me why he could not sleep. What a hero! How romantic! I felt like he was a knight and dragon slayer. I cried not just because of the bugs but also because of his love! To know how freaked I would have been, what care! I still cry to think of it. It really is the kindest thing. I would have needed to be institutionalized if I had found roaches crawling all over me--no joke! You too?

 (No doubt due to a lack of sleep when Buddy caught whatever was going around with the team, he became the sickest I had ever known him to be. I had to find the guy in charge at about 4:00 a.m., which took me out in the dark hunting all over this “hotel” compound--scared spitless for various reasons. Another long story and more lessons learned that I cannot get into.)           

So today, I was glad to just have dinner in downtown Atlanta. It was an enormous blessing to recount the many memories of the past, and to feel the blessings of God over our marriage, family, and ministry. I may have over rated what “special memories” are. Perhaps it’s enjoying the “normal”. It is nice when normal days are nice enough to be special days as well. I think memories, by way of big trip anniversaries, may be just fine for some, but I have really learned to be happy with “normal” days. No trips, not some fine piece of jewelry--just dinner with the man I was privileged to marry 32 adventurous years ago today. In that regard, we celebrate everyday, and each of our days are special. Would it be too much to ask for 32 more? :)

I thought I had big plans and ideas for life and marriage but God has definitely out done me! In Isaiah 55:8-9 He says, ”For My thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are My ways your ways. As the heavens are above the earth so are My ways higher than your ways and My thoughts than your thoughts.” I have certainly seen that to be true in the past, so I can trust him for the future...   You too?

