
I am living in a very strange world right now. We made an offer on a house and closed in the middle of March.  My 

husband and I, and our three kids are staying with my in-laws. Our house has some things that must be taken care 

of before we are able to move in (i.e. electrical weirdness, creative plumbing solutions made by the previous 

owner that must be now be rectified, in addition to the absence of a refrigerator in the kitchen, amongst other 

curiosities).  

As many of you have experienced, Dear 

Readers, the period of waiting can be some 

of the longest time of our lives. My honey 

and I have been waiting for this to come 

together for over a year now, and it has 

been quite challenging. Now we’re at the 

tail end of the thing, and it’s strange how 

time has the capacity to travel at different 

speeds. Fast are the days when there are 

people out at the house and projects are 

being completed. Sloooooooowwwwww are 

the days when the things that need doing 

are too tricky for us and require us to rely 

on someone else’s expertise (there are a lot 

of these days!). 

Why is that? Why is it so hard to rely on other people? Do you have this problem? I’ve been told that it runs in the 

women of my family – we have a tendency to want things done a certain way and a hard time letting other people 

do them. I, of course, don’t have this trait nearly as much as everyone else in my family (*snort/guffaw*), but I’ve 

witnessed it in them over the years. On the one hand, they do a good job of handling it most of the time. But 

there comes a point when their (read: my) good intentions can stunt relationships with others.  

When I insist on doing things in my exact own way or according to my own philosophy, I exclude others from 

participation. For example, when I insist that my husband parent exactly as I parent, I don’t let him become the 

daddy he can be. Worse yet, he doesn’t get to have an independent relationship with our children because he’s 

too busy pretending to be me. Even further down the road of badness and possible life-long repercussions, he 

doesn’t get to model and demonstrate the important role of father and male to our kids (and as we can all agree 

the role of father matters immensely to both boys and girls).   

I think I’m discovering that this comes into play in my relationship with God as well. He is just so stubborn, isn’t 

He? It seems like He is really stuck in His own timing. Sheesh. Anyway, I’m still working out what I think about how 

involved He is in picking out my outfit for the day, but I think I can very safely say that He is interested and 

involved in the details of my life and yours. Sometimes it’s that element of control that really is a sticking point for 

us. Can we trust God to take care of things as well as we can? Can we trust God to make good things happen? Can 

we trust that God has our best interests in mind? I think that if we study the Bible for any length of time, we 

discover that God takes care of things even better than we can, that He is trustworthy, and that He cares for our 

maturity and growth (thus our best interests).  

A couple of weeks ago I attended one of my all-time favorite churches, and it just so happened that the pastor 

was beginning a sermon series called “Crap Happens”. Okay, just sign me up right there. He wanted to address the 



common complaint that God allows bad 

things to happen in the world, and if God 

is all powerful then He could stop the bad 

things if He wanted to, so either the bad 

things are actually good things, or God 

isn’t all powerful. Now, we could start a 

blog on only this topic and discussion so I 

won’t even begin to expand on the 

direction the pastor took this, but it did 

get me thinking about control. One point 

the pastor made was that many of us 

equate control with power. If God is all 

powerful, then He controls everything, 

the theory goes. But if that is a faulty 

premise, and God doesn’t have to control 

everything in order to still be all 

powerful, then that’s a game changer. Again, I wouldn’t have the grasp of the theological minutia needed to really 

expound on this, but that statement, that control is often equated with power, really stuck with me.  

What happens if I let myself consider that God chooses not to control what I have for breakfast, for example? 

How does that play out in bigger, more important circumstances, say in infertility or miscarriages, debilitating 

diseases, or earthquakes followed by terrible tsunamis? 

Don’t look at me! I don’t have the answer! But I think it is a question worth asking, and wrestling with if we are to 

have a candid, authentic relationship with God rather than simply a cursory knowledge of the God we heard 

about in church growing up.  

See what you think. Check out the pastor’s podcast (www.whc.org) or something and get back to me with your 

reaction! 

P.S. The photos are from the gutted basement. Can you say yowza? 

 

http://www.whc.org/

