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    For Larry—I love you to the moon and back. Thank you for always believing in me.
And for Naomi and Annie—You are amazing women, and I am proud to call you both my daughters and my friends.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "For our light affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory."— II Corinthians 4:17 (KJV)
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A few years ago, my beautiful, perfectly flawed life was adrift in the midst of a raging storm. My husband suffered a major stroke. Two of my children and I were forced to relocate from Roanoke, Virginia, to a small town in South Texas in the middle of his medical crisis. While on medical leave and still in inpatient stroke rehabilitation, my husband was laid off from his job of fourteen years. We were desperately clinging to a life preserver, barely staying afloat. Life felt bleak—almost not worth living. I was short on sleep, long on tears, and knew the pain of uncertainty firsthand.

Many of those early days are now a blur. I remember feelings—mostly terror and heartache—but if I were asked to recount the order of events at the hospital or who came to visit, I probably couldn’t tell you. There is one exception. I remember the neurosurgeon with such clarity that I could likely identify him in a lineup.

I was standing beside my husband in the emergency room. He was literally out of his mind, and I was doing my best to comfort him—to assure him that no matter what happened, things would somehow be okay—when the doctor walked in. He wore green scrubs and a blue surgeon’s cap. He caught my eye, and for reasons I still don’t fully understand, I felt judged beneath his gaze. He looked at my husband, then back at me.

His words still echo in my ears. Without inflection or a hint of kindness, he said, “He’s going to die. Surgery isn’t an option. You’d better prepare yourself.” I can still see him turning on his heel, pulling off his gloves, tossing them into the trash can, and disappearing back into the hospital.

That man—someone I would never see again—tried to pull the world out from beneath my feet. He was callous and uncaring, almost sterile. Yet even as my heart sank, my thoughts spiraled, and pain racked my body while I tried to imagine life without my best friend, a single thought broke through the chaos.

That man was just a doctor. He was human.

He did not possess the foresight of my God, and ultimately, my trust rested with the Great Physician. In that moment, I knew that no matter what happened, my husband’s fate was in God’s hands. Our future rested in His plans, and I would accept whatever came. Without a doubt, I knew His light was present—even in the midst of my storm.

I know I do not have a monopoly on tragedy. Most of us have known it in some form. We hear almost daily of parents losing children, and recently, I’ve watched two dear friends bury their husbands. Pain and heartache are part of living, and as much as we wish otherwise, they are unavoidable. What we can do is rise to meet what comes— even when the sea is dark and lightning surrounds us on every side.

My tragedies pale in comparison to many others, but I’ve come to believe that life—both the good and the bad—is like a body of water, always moving, sometimes at a pace that’s hard to keep up with. This is part of the human condition. None of us live a burden-free life. Even the woman we believe to be a “golden child” carries something heavy beneath the surface. At that point in my life, the water level was rising, and I was barely treading.

I didn’t grow up by the gulf or the ocean, though I did live in a port city for a short time when I was very young. My mother once told me that as a little girl, I would spend hours at the water’s edge, simply watching it roll in and out. Even today, I love the movement of the waves, and if given the chance, I can still watch them ebb and flow for hours.

Often, in moments of despair, I find myself standing in the white foam, sand slipping between my toes, watching the waves roll by. They remind me that I am not alone—and that the God who created this world is far greater than anything I can fully comprehend.

In their movement, I find serenity. Yet living by the gulf in recent years—and surviving a Category Four hurricane in 2017—has taught me that the water I love can, in a matter of moments, become a monster. It can rip houses from their foundations. It can carry winds strong enough to bend the mightiest oaks until they snap in half. I witnessed this myself in the eye of Hurricane Harvey. And it can leave behind a wake of devastation so vast it feels almost unrecoverable.

In the days leading up to the storm, we worked with local emergency management to calm residents and direct them to shelters. After the hurricane passed, we spent days helping our community—and the surrounding ones—begin the long process of recovery.

I still remember the first day I visited Rockport after the storm. I cried. It looked like a war zone, and the only thing I could compare it to was the aftermath of the Joplin tornado. Buildings were destroyed. Places that had once anchored people’s lives were simply gone. An RV that had been trying to leave town—too late, I suppose—lay flattened on the side of the road. The water I loved so much had fueled a force of devastation that is nearly impossible to describe.

It is a reality that sometimes those beautiful waves turn dark. The ocean becomes ugly, and instead of conveying peace, it screams danger and fear. The same is true in our lives. There are seasons when everything feels calm—like a sailboat drifting across a glassy sea. But there are also times when the waters rage endlessly. That




















	How can personal tragedies be used to help and encourage others who are suffering?

	What does it mean to face a storm in your life, and how do those storms affect your faith?

	Who is the Great Physician, and why is that title significant in times of crisis?

	In what ways can we reach out to those around us who are experiencing pain, loss, or uncertainty?

	What are some things the ocean can remind us of, and how do those reminders relate to the challenges of life?

	What practical steps can you take to help your community when tragedy strikes?

	How can our own experiences with hardship help us develop empathy for others, and how can we use that empathy to offer encouragement?

	What are meaningful ways we can uplift one another when faced with loss or grief?

	What prevents a Christian from giving up when life becomes overwhelming?
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