Are You Kidding Me?

By Jody Hoffman

“You want me to do what? Go fly around the Amazon and sleep in villages? Seriously? I don’t think so! I like clean sheets, no bugs, and air conditioning.  Why on earth would I want to leave my house? My kids? My country?” I thought.
I was not interested in the slightest bit. The offer came regularly from our mission’s team for about five years. They were mostly young adults that had grown up on mission fields.  They so didn’t get life...or so I thought. I could totally rationalize it.  They were used to bugs; I was not--nor did I want to be. They were used to mud huts, hammocks and lizards roaming--uhhh, no. 

My husband would ask me if I would like to go with him -- if I would go, he would go. Like that would make any sense. I was not going out of the country with him, not just him and I, no way! He was way too daring...I am Suzy Safe. He reads a sign stating “Danger--Keep Out!” and interprets it to be an invitation to “Enter Here”. My thoughts were that he would be arrested for breaking some law; thrown into some foreign jail, with only a tin cup and a toothless cellmate. And I would be left on my own to finagle a way to get him out. I would be stuck there and my children would call and cry, “Please come home mommy and can you please bring our daddy back?” I would cry, try to learn Spanish but only be able to order tacos for every meal. Nothing about it sounded appealing. What were they thinking? What were they asking? I so did not want to do this that I did not even see it as a matter of prayer -- any more than praying about whether or not I wanted to play in the HOV lane at rush hour with my babies-- not even for a passing nano second did I have to consider it!

So honestly I did not pray or consider their outlandish idea. No one had even heard of mission trips back then. It was not a, “No, I don’t want to go a mission trip”. It was a “No! I do not want to be lost in South America alone”. Who would parent my children? No discussion, just no.

I didn’t realize that God was trying to get my attention. I was not opposed to Him—just opposed to jungles and bugs; besides, that was for missionaries. I was already in ministry; I was a pastor’s wife not a missionary. I was doing what God asked me--or so I thought. God is pretty creative and He was creatively at work. He knew my heart and how to get to its core. It was a television program like 20/20, and they were showing the orphanages in Romania. They were showing little children -- from infants to about three years old that had been living in cribs since birth. They were not held, hugged, or loved. They lived in their urine soaked beds, had blank stares, and never played outside. As I watched I cried, not like tears dripping down my cheeks--cried like sobbed and blubbered. I was broken hearted thinking of how pitiful, how awful it all was -- what horrible waste.

For weeks, even months, I would drive down the road alone and think of those children and begin crying--all the way to sobbing. God, do you want us to adopt? Is that what this is about? I never felt that was what He was saying, so what was it? I don’t remember what connected it, but I remember the connection itself.

 I felt like God was saying, ”What if those babies were offered a loving family to take them out of their cribs and carry them to a home that was fresh and clean--that had fresh sheets and a plan just for them? What if they had a home with a bubble bath and soft towels to wrap up in, a closet full of smocked dresses, ruffled socks and shiny shoes? A home that had a kitchen full of food--pancakes with strawberries and whipped cream? Popcorn and pizza, ice cream and milkshakes? Parents that would take them swimming and play ball and go to Disney World? They’d have families they had always wished for--brothers and sisters and neighborhoods of kids to play outside with!” It all sounds wonderfully fulfilling and fabulous!
 But what if that child refused? What if that child said, ”No.”? “No, I am afraid. What if I cannot speak the language? I am afraid to leave what I already know. I think it might be too big of a risk, too much adventure.” I would immediately reply, “But you would miss out on so much! Won’t you trust me by simply coming with me? I have so much to show you, so much I want to share with you and so many places I would like to take you!” I cried for that child who was so afraid and I wanted to beg and plead, and tell them to go - it would be so wonderful.

 Then I heard God whisper to me, “You are that baby in the crib.” He wanted to come and lift me out of that urine soaked crib. He wanted to take me with Him and give me all that He had for me. He was waiting to take me to all the Disney Worlds of His kingdom to meet my new brothers and sisters all over the globe. There were kitchens full of foods prepared for me and He wanted to take me on a grand adventure with Him. Ohhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhh! So, that’s what this is about. God was letting me grieve over my own fear, my own lack of trust and my own short sightedness. I could not see it in me but I could see it in them! God was calling me out of the crib of infant Christianity to trust Him in a way that would put faith in plain sight and I could see Him for the loving, kind, adventuresome, safe Father he wanted to reveal Himself to be! God saw me and was rescuing me from what I thought was normal life into a full, fun, and wonderful life with Him. I cried and sobbed and agreed that I would trust Him--wherever He was going, I was “in” and I trusted Him.

Soon, I was able to exercise that faith and I went on my first mission’s trip! It was not without trauma that I left my children--they did fine. It was I that was traumatized! I called my oldest daughter (7) into the bathroom as I was packing and told her that she could have my wedding ring and her sister (3) could have the other one. We hugged and I said my goodbyes trying not to totally lose it in front of her. With uncertainty in her face I asked her if she would be okay? “Yeah, but when can I shave my legs? (Like, if you don’t get back, then what about these hairy little legs of mine?) We still laugh about the whole scene. And thus began a new wonderful life for me. Too many tales to tell just now but with great anticipation I wait to share some glimpses of the Father and the adventures He has allowed me to experience with Him and some other siblings. What fun I would have missed, what understanding of Him gone by the wayside. The way He reveals Himself to me is so amazing! I am so glad He continued to call me, to offer the change, until I heard what He was saying, saw His face and understood His heart. How kind and patient He is.

Perhaps He is standing near your crib and inviting you to join Him, too. Is there a voice inviting you? Do you see His precious face? Do you understand His heart; He has so much He wants to share with you. Come on! You'll be so glad you did. He is totally trustworthy!
