Storms—Friends or Foes?  

By Jody Hoffman

I am under going a real shift in my thinking, and I think it leaves me in a process that is difficult to write about. It has been a while that I have been sensing God at work in a fresh way.  Where does change really even come from anyway? And why? 

First perhaps, there is a dissatisfaction of how or where things are presently. And then secondly, maybe, there is an option to choose another way. Both of these seemed to be happening for me at the same time for me.  

I remember in Experiencing God, Henry Blackaby wrote about a “crisis of belief”. He wrote about God allowing things in life to surface through circumstances that challenged the way you thought so that God could reveal Himself to you—hence experience God. Sometimes it is dramatic, and sometimes it is an under current where everything on the surface looks normal, but underneath there are some currents moving, change occurring, direction shifting, and the process of life transforming. I think I have had both experiences—dramatic and subtle. 

It is spiritually rocking my world. But it is rocking it for the better? How can that be? How can explosive, earthshaking, high winds be good? These winds tear things apart; leave heaps of ruin and destruction. This couldn’t be good, right? But what if all that had been there actually needed to be torn down and rebuilt? What better way to get it done? Not board by board, nail-by-nail, but by mighty gusts and gale force winds blowing the house of cards apart and clearing the land to make it ready to rebuild. Really, couldn’t that be better? 

Yep, I saw it with my own eyes! Recently, I drove through a little community off the Chesapeake Bay that this scenario had actually occurred. A friend of mine has a home off the bay there, and I rode up with her to keep her company and enjoy the early summer beauty from Atlanta to Maryland in a convertible—my favorite way to travel. Upon arriving to the Baltimore area, we wound our way around the waterways and over the bridges to this precious little cove that felt like we went back 50 years in time. I was so impressed that the homes, although small, looked so fresh and well kept—it is such a quaint little community. A bit like out of a great romantic comedy—such as Sleepless in Seattle. It reminded me of the little inlet of water where I grew up, except this was all fresh and seemed recently painted rather than tattered by wear or neglect. I was sharing my observation and curiosity with my friend. She said, “Oh honey, do you remember hearing about the big storms that hit this area a few years back? It was all under water; it suffered great loss. This has all been rebuilt.” 

It was the first time I realized what a favor destroying the old can be—it connected my mind to Beirut where I have seen the reconstruction after war update an entire city and make what once were run down old buildings, where no one would want to visit or live, to be reconstructed into thriving hubs of economic growth and full of life. Obviously, I am not saying all old is bad. Across the Chesapeake Bay is Annapolis, Maryland; it dates back to among the earliest settlements along the eastern seaboard.  It is beautiful, and it is old, but it’s so well groomed with endless attention given to detail—it is charming. 

As I first rode through the little community, though, I couldn’t help but compare it to where I had grown up and wonder why our home looked dilapidated and these, although the same age and style, looked so fresh. Was it the restrictive covenants? The city codes? When my friend reminded me about the storm—it was an “aha” moment. Not all storms are bad; not all dramatic events bring ruin only—some take the things that are no longer useful, or in need of updating and replacement, to bring change to the landscape and the quality of life. It brings beauty and potential back to its original look, and the vibrancy is returned. 

I can see that the storms that have blown through my world were not the judgment and anger of God to rock and tumble my world, but rather, they have been a blessing. I think they may have blown away the old buildings in my mind that were poorly constructed—not just in need of repair - but in need of replacement and rebuilding. The quality of my mind and life is changing, and the landscape of my heart reshaping. I had a world built with lies as my foundations—they could not hold. They should not hold—they needed truth to replace them. How grateful I am that God would care; how blessed I am for the rebuilding He is doing, the changes He is making, and the incredible love I feel from the Father. 

Funny, I almost did not come with my friend. Time, activities, and commitments were all factors, but when I was honest with myself, it was fear that I dealt with the most. I used to base a lot of my decisions on fear. But I am learning to ask God “What do You want me to know about this?” rather than ignore, bury, or deny those thoughts and feelings. After all - good Christians should know better than to fear—I want to be a good Christian, so I will not fear—in my head. But in my heart, I could feel fear. So what do I do? Read more verses? Pray more? Put those thoughts behind me? 

I am learning to ask God what He wants me to know about this feeling or emotion or circumstance. It is remarkable what He is revealing—rebuilding. The fear I used to have would have kept me from coming—driving all those miles and hours in a two seat convertible at that speed on major interstates with huge semi wheels towering over me.  Before, this would have put panic of disproportionate fear in me. But if I had not come, I would have lost the lesson and the beauty of the experience of trusting God—of His revealing this beautiful little crabbing village, and the treasure trunk full of lessons and the new friendships being held here for me—so personal, so poignant, so remarkable. What care!  There is no detail too small for God to let go uncorrected to let His Kingdom break in and renew not only a village but one single heart—mine.  

I am learning that many lies have altered my thinking or taken it off course, and that often the things that make me feel bad inside are a result of lies I have thought for years. Although not intentional, the lies have fed my thinking the wrong information it is has shadowed the truth - but it was not the truth. I am excited to see what God is about to do as He replaces all these lies and rebuilds a world that I had formed from mis-shapened thoughts and pieces. I hope you will journey with me and perhaps hear, see, and sense new truth as God becomes clearer and I become more of what He had in mind. Transformation is up to Him; a willing heart is up to me. I hope we can journey together over the next weeks and months. Together we will see what He has in mind for us to become…

