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This book is dedicated to those who have walked through storms they never saw coming.

To those who have experienced loss without closure, betrayal without explanation, and seasons of life that reshaped identity in ways they never anticipated.

To those who have carried emotional weight quietly while continuing to serve others faithfully.

To the family members, mentors, and friends who stood beside me during seasons when I struggled to stand on my own — your presence became stability when life felt uncertain.

To my wife, whose loyalty, patience, and unwavering commitment have carried burdens she did not create, yet chose to help me carry anyway. Your strength has reminded me that love is not measured by the absence of storms, but by the willingness to remain when storms arrive.

And finally, to those who may read these pages and recognize pieces of their own journey within mine — may you find encouragement to keep moving forward, even when the path feels unclear.
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The Storm is not a book about hardship alone. It is a book about formation — the slow, often uncomfortable process through which life shapes identity, faith, and resilience.

Throughout my life, I have experienced seasons of instability that arrived without warning and unfolded without clear resolution. Some storms came through family challenges. Others came through career disruption, personal loss, betrayal, and moments when the direction I believed my life would follow changed suddenly and permanently. At the time each storm occurred, I believed I was simply surviving circumstances that needed to pass before life could return to stability.

With time, reflection, and growth, I began to recognize something deeper. Storms do not simply interrupt life. They shape it. They reveal emotional patterns, spiritual questions, and leadership lessons that comfort and stability rarely expose. They force us to confront who we are when our plans, expectations, and assumptions no longer hold together.

This book represents my attempt to examine those storms honestly — not as isolated events, but as experiences that influenced how I learned to trust, how I defined strength, how I approached leadership, and how I understood faith. While this is my story, it is written with the hope that readers will recognize reflections of their own journeys within it.

The events described in these pages are real. The emotions attached to them are real. The lessons drawn from them are still unfolding. This book does not offer simple answers or formulas for avoiding hardship. Instead, it offers perspective from someone who has learned that growth often begins in places we never intended to travel.

If this book accomplishes anything, I hope it helps readers understand that storms do not have to define the end of identity or purpose. Sometimes they are the beginning of transformation that prepares us for the life we were meant to build all along.

Author’s Note

Writing The Storm required revisiting experiences that were both painful and formative. Memoir writing carries a unique responsibility. It requires honesty while respecting the privacy and dignity of others whose lives intersect with our own story. For that reason, certain names, identifying details, and circumstances have been altered or intentionally left general while preserving the emotional and factual integrity of the events described.

This book is not written to assign blame, settle unresolved conflicts, or present any individual as the source of hardship. Life is more complex than individual moments or singular decisions. The storms described here were shaped by circumstances, relationships, and choices that often extended beyond any one person’s control.

My intention is to present an honest account of how these experiences shaped my growth, leadership perspective, and spiritual understanding. I share this story not because it is unique, but because I believe many people carry similar experiences quietly. Leadership, especially in ministry, nonprofit service, and mission-driven work, often requires individuals to carry emotional burdens while continuing to serve others. This book exists as an acknowledgment that those burdens are real and worthy of reflection.

It is also important to acknowledge that healing and growth do not follow predictable timelines. The lessons described in this book are still part of my ongoing journey. Writing this manuscript represents reflection, not final resolution.

If readers find pieces of their own story reflected here, my hope is not that they compare journeys, but that they find encouragement to continue their own.

Series Note

The Becoming Series

The Storm is part of The Becoming Series, a collection of memoir-based works exploring the lifelong journey of identity, faith, resilience, and personal transformation.

While Dr. Wright’s Responsible Leadership Series focuses on governance, stewardship, and organizational leadership systems, The Becoming Series explores the deeply personal experiences that shape who we become long before leadership becomes visible to others. These books reflect the belief that life is not defined by where we begin, but by the continual process of growth that shapes who we are becoming over time.

Leadership, faith, and purpose are rarely formed through success alone. They are often shaped through adversity, loss, rebuilding, and seasons of uncertainty that challenge identity and belief. The Becoming Series examines those seasons honestly, exploring how personal storms shape emotional strength, spiritual clarity, and the courage required to continue moving forward.

The Storm begins that journey by examining how instability, betrayal, grief, and resilience contribute to the early formation of identity and faith. It explores how difficult seasons of life begin shaping the person we are becoming, often in ways we do not fully understand until much later.

Within The Becoming Series, each book reflects a different stage of transformation. While each work can be read independently, together they form a continuous reflection on growth, healing, perseverance, and spiritual formation.

Books within The Becoming Series include:

• The Storm — Understanding how adversity begins shaping identity, faith, and resilience
• Rebuilding Differently — Learning to reconstruct life and purpose after collapse and transition
• Somewhere in the Middle — Reflecting on the tension between past wounds and present growth
• Still Walking — Exploring perseverance and forward movement through life’s unresolved seasons
• The Peace — Discovering acceptance, spiritual grounding, and the quiet transformation that follows life’s longest storms
Together, these memoirs reflect the truth that life is not a destination where transformation is completed. It is a journey of continual becoming — shaped by both struggle and growth, loss and renewal, faith and reflection.

The Becoming Series is written for readers navigating their own seasons of change, searching, healing, and spiritual development. It exists as an invitation to reflect honestly, grow intentionally, and recognize that becoming is not a moment in life. It is the lifelong journey of discovering who we are meant to be.
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The Cracked Foundation

Growing up, my grandmother never referred to my father as being incarcerated. To her, he was simply “away.” As a child, I accepted that explanation without question. I did not know where he was, why he was there, or what it meant for our family. I only knew that he existed somewhere beyond my daily life, and occasionally, my mother would take me to see him.

I am not entirely sure whether we lived near where he was or if we moved there shortly before I started school. I do not remember the decision. I do not remember conversations about it. I do not remember being asked how I felt about it. What I do remember is that we lived there, and I remember visiting him. That is where memory begins for me — not with explanation, not with understanding, but with acceptance of circumstances I was too young to question.

Those visits were strange in ways I did not yet have words for. We would sit together, talk, and attempt to resemble a family within the limits placed around us. I remember the effort more than the details — the effort to act normal, to feel connected, to hold conversations in environments that were anything but ordinary. As a child, I did not question the circumstances. I simply accepted them as part of life, because when you are young, you do not yet realize that life can exist in different forms. You assume what you experience is what everyone experiences.

Then, one day, without warning, without explanation, and without any opportunity to say goodbye to friends or familiarity, we moved back to Ohio.

I did not understand why we moved. I only understood that everything changed overnight. Everything that felt normal, even if it was unstable normal, was suddenly gone. I would not learn until much later as an adult why that move happened. At the time, I only experienced what it felt like to have an entire world dismantled without my voice or choice being part of the decision.

That feeling stayed with me longer than I realized.

It would later mirror the same emotional pattern I felt when my father left again. It would mirror the same emotional pattern I felt when relationships ended suddenly. It would mirror the same emotional pattern I would feel when stability appeared permanent and then disappeared without warning.

Looking back, I did not realize how deeply those early experiences were shaping the lens through which I would interpret relationships, trust, and stability for decades to come. I did not understand that I was beginning to learn, very quietly and very subtly, that stability could disappear without explanation, and that people could be present one moment and absent the next.

At the time, I did not process it as abandonment. I processed it as normal life.

And sometimes, the most dangerous patterns in our lives are the ones we accept as normal before we understand their cost.

When my father eventually returned home for the first time, I was around ten or eleven years old. Up until that point, we had been living with my grandparents. My memories of those years are fragmented in places, possibly because of a traumatic brain injury I would later suffer in a car accident in 1995, or perhaps because memory sometimes protects us by softening the clarity of difficult experiences. I am not entirely sure which explanation is true. I only know that some memories feel like photographs with missing edges.

What I do remember is conflict. I remember my parents arguing. I remember moments when arguments escalated beyond words. I remember feeling unsure of what stability was supposed to look like. I remember feeling as though life was something that could change tone without warning.

My father was not home long before he was gone again. Years later, he explained that after returning home, he violated his probation after a night of drinking and a car accident. At the time, I did not know those details. I only experienced what it felt like to watch presence disappear again.

It was during this period, as I entered my teenage years, that I felt what I would later describe as the storm beginning to gather strength in my life. The instability was no longer background noise. It began shaping how I responded to the world around me.

I remember one afternoon walking home from school when I was jumped by several kids. I do not remember the details of the fight as much as I remember the emotion that followed. I was not just hurt. I was furious. The anger I carried in that moment was far larger than the situation itself. Looking back, I can see that the rage I released that day likely had very little to do with those kids and much more to do with pain I did not yet understand how to name.

Later that same evening, I went for a walk and passed a neighborhood baseball game. One of the kids who had jumped me earlier was there. The anger returned instantly, overwhelming logic or restraint. I picked up a baseball bat and swung at him with everything a young teenager could physically deliver, and then I walked away.

All these years later, I wish I could remember his name. I would find him if I could. I would apologize, not just for the act itself, but for the pain that drove it. At the time, however, I was not acting from reflection. I was acting from emotional survival, and survival rarely pauses to consider long-term consequences.

While my father was gone, my mother was left to raise us. I believe she did the best she could with the circumstances she faced. As a child, I do not remember feeling like we were going without basic needs. We had what we needed, and sometimes we had what we wanted. From the outside, I was a relatively happy child, and in many
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