Preparing for the “Storm”
By Chris C. Monroe

Those who have experienced the fury of a hurricane and lived to tell the story will attest that it was the most frightening experience imaginable.  Yet such storms pale in significance to the storms of life – those life-shaking ordeals which seem to take us through hell and back.  These “storms” are often known by other names: death of a child, divorce, cancer, death of a spouse or parent, or even loss of ones job.

In Luke 6, Jesus used a story to illustrate the importance of preparing for the storms of life.  Two builders, one wise and the other foolish, set out to build their homes.  One foolishly bypassed the investment of time and effort required t establish a solid foundation and chose, instead, to build on the surface of sandy soil.  The wise builder dug down deep and anchored his house in the bedrock.  Later, both of them experienced the wrath of a raging storm.  The foolish person lost his house completely – it was utterly ruined.  Yet the other house stood firm, unscathed.

It was a Sunday afternoon in May 1990, when my wife and I encountered our storm.  It had been a peaceful afternoon as I put the finishing touches on my sermon for that evening.  Since Ingrid and I had orchestrated the children’s naps and playtime, I didn’t give a second’s thought to the whereabouts of our little Jeffrey as I darted out the front door and into my Isuzu Trooper.  My only concern was getting to the church for a pre-service meeting.  Although it would be close, I knew I had enough time to make it.

Starting the truck, I prepared to back out the driveway.  I distinctly remember paying close attention to the kids who were playing in our front yard.  In addition to my oldest son and the neighbor children, Ingrid had invited some of the church kids over that afternoon to play.  I carefully watched them (and my mirrors) as I put the truck into reverse.  Jeffrey was not with the other children.  Since he was only 15 months old, he still tended to cling to Ingrid and I figured he was with her.  As I backed out, I felt an unusual “bump” and suddenly realized I had backed over something.  Was it one of the neighbor’s bicycles?  I hadn’t seen anything in the driveway when I started the truck (quickly thinking to myself I that moment). Something just wasn’t right.  I was scared.  But nothing came close to the terror which overwhelmed me when, after jumping out of the truck, I saw our Jeffrey lying on the driveway just behind my rear wheel.
The few minutes which followed are still a bit blurry to me.  I remember screaming for my wife to call 911.  I remember the panic and horror as I shouted to her that I had run over our son.  And then I remember the paramedics laying him on our couch and cutting off his little overalls, which then revealed the signs of internal bleeding.

Jeffrey was immediately rushed into surgery where surgeons fought valiantly to repair the damage and stabilize his condition.  Those six hours were the most agonizing and painful ones of my life.  I had never experienced such desperation.  All we could do was cry out to God.

It was shortly after midnight when the surgeon came into the private waiting room where we had been waiting with our family and close friends.  His words burned somehow as he gave us the news: “I’m sorry.  Your son is gone.”  Ingrid instantly fainted and I felt like throwing up.  How could this be?  Our baby was dead.
What followed were months of shock, grief, and seemingly unbearable pain.  We were surely in the midst of the most dreadful of storms, wondering how in the world we would survive.  Counselors whom we knew told us that only one out of ten marriages survives the death of a child.  Other well-meaning friends told us grim stories of people they knew who had gone through what we had and then opted for suicide.

Despite the dismal statistics, depressing analogies and bitter pain, Ingrid and I “beat the odds” because our strength can from the Lord, who alone was our Rock and our Fortress (Psalm 31:2).  We knew without a doubt that God was the only one capable of helping us survive such a loss.

Your storms may not be as severe as ours, but most storms have the potential to destroy us – spiritually, emotionally and even physically.  With that in mind, we offer a bit of advice, hoping that the following suggestions might help you “dig down deep,” anchoring your life more securely into your Rock, Jesus Christ.

· Cultivate your relationship with God though worship, prayer, study, and fellowship – Ephesians 5:17-21. 
· Specifically learn about the character and nature of God – Psalm 103.

· Work at ridding your life of sins, addictions and other issues which restrict your spiritual and emotional health – Hebrews 12:1.

· Learn to support people who are going through a crisis – Matthew 25:35-40.

When confronted by the storms of life, time seems to stand still and the whole experience is filled with pain, fear and a host of other challenges.  Many people wait until tragedy strikes before they call out to God for help.  They aren’t concerned over the strength of their spiritual foundation.  They reason that bad things only happen to other people.  Such an outlook is not only inaccurate, it can be devastating!

Of course, no one in their right mind would ever choose to go through such a storm, yet most of us will encounter them.  The question we must face then is not whether or not we will experience a storm, but will we survive when it strikes.  The answer may be determined by what we do in the here-and-now to prepare ourselves.  As men and women of faith, we trust in God’s protection explicitly.  Yet, our faith is never an excuse for presumption.  Ingrid and I had faithfully worked at applying the biblical principal we had learned over the years.  As a result, these became, as it were, “anchors of the soul,” helping us to survive one of the most difficult tragedies anyone could experience.  Being prepared is much more than just good common sense, it is a matter of obeying what Jesus has taught us.

Nearly six years have now gone by since that dreadful day in May.  Ingrid and I deeply miss our son and still long for him.  Prevention is not an option once a storm has hit.  Endurance demands your full focus, and the strength required for survival must be drawn from an established and deeply rooted relationship with Christ.  Dig down deep and your efforts will prove trustworthy.
* This appeared as a magazine article in the Foursquare World Advance – July/August 1997, pp. 6-7.

