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T̀is the season for storms. 
Morning sprinkles, late after-
noon showers, and yes, the 

occasional hurricane that smothers our 
part of America with strong winds and 
high surf (aka Katrina and Ike). Given 
today’s technology, we can prepare for these 
storms, hours, days, even weeks ahead  
of time. 

On June 3rd of this year, a storm descended 
on my family that I didn’t see coming. Like 
most of you, my days were pretty similar to 
each other; I would wake up, think about 
my schedule and step into the day only to 
come home, relax and close out the hours 
hanging out with my family. Beginning to 
end. Pretty simple. 

But this day was different from any other. 
My 18-year-old daughter, Makenzie, 

was a professional ballerina with the Bay 
Area Houston Ballet and Theatre. She 
and some of her friends decided to do 
a photo shoot by the water for fun. She 
donned her leotard, secured her long, false 
eyelashes and headed out the door to my 
parents’ home on Taylor Lake in Seabrook, 
Texas—the perfect setting to capture her 
graceful form. Everything went as planned.

The photographs were amazing. Poised on 
the dock, Makenzie and her dance partner 
jumped and leapt and “pirouetted” as the 
camera froze them against the shimmering 
water and wispy pink sunset. Stunning. 

At the end of the evening, they headed 
home. As was her habit, she called me to 
let me know she was on her way. 

“Hi Dad. I had so much fun! I love you. 
I’m on my way home.” She never made it.  

An hour went by before I noticed that I 
hadn’t yet heard the back door slam and 
her announcement, “I’m home!” I thought 
maybe they had stopped to talk with my 
parents. Maybe they went out for a Jamba 
Juice (her favorite). Maybe she did come 
home after all, and I didn’t hear her glide 
upstairs to take a shower. So, I started 
texting her. 

“I thought you were on your way home.” 
No response. So I tried a few minutes later.

 “You know you have to work tomorrow.” 
Again, my cell phone was silent. Finally, we 
shot a final text to her:

 “You better have a good reason for being 
late.” She did. 

At 8:10 that evening, only minutes after 
our last conversation, the car in which she 

was a passenger was broadsided and she was 
killed instantly. My beautiful daughter, who 
loved the Lord and was loved by so many, was 
taken to be with Jesus. 

I never thought I’d have to hear a police 
officer say to me, “You’d better sit down.” I 
never thought I’d have to see bereavement 
bouquets come to my door with thick pink 
ribbons stating, “In loving memory of your 
daughter.” But there they were. The storm had 
hit and all of us were simply stunned. 

In the days that followed, our family ventured 
through emotions that I didn’t know existed 
(or, at least, that I didn’t think I’d ever experi-
ence). Pain, sorrow, and grief topped the list, 
partnered with hope, love and confidence. 
Yes, you read that right: hurt and joy, loss and 
fullness. Feelings that don’t normally grace 
my experiential halls together were walking 
together, hand in hand, as I prepared to bury 
my daughter. 

At Makenzie’s celebration service, my son and 
younger daughter spoke about their love for 
their older sister. My wife, Kellie, and I closed 
out the service with some final words, and I 
gave the blessing to the 1300 people in atten-
dance. With tears streaming, everyone in the 
room knew that God had gathered us to be 
comforted and to be given hope. 

Over these past few months of loss, love, 
transition and change, many people have 
remembered that day and said, “You both are 
so strong,” and  “We admire your faith,” and “I 
could never be as strong as you.” Truthfully, 
Kellie and I struggled to see how those acco-
lades fit. But recently, I realized that God had 
prepared us well in advance for this storm. 

A few weeks before the accident that claimed 
Makenzie’s life, our family attended a worship 
service at a church whose pastor and his wife 
were kidnapped in the Philippines while 
doing mission work. The powerful series was 
called “Caught in the Crossfire.” The message 
that morning dealt with being ready for what 
life may bring. He spoke about the suffering 
servant, Job, who had his life all set up for 

retirement: cash, kids, real estate, property, 
good relationships and a strong love for 
God. Even with all of the blessings, the Lord 
allowed Satan to storm into Job’s life and take 
everything he had. Without any notice, Job 
lost his animals, property, children and even 
his health. The pastor made the point that 
Job had no idea this was coming. After all, 
Job was a man who loved God even more 
than anything, even his ‘stuff.’ The pastor 
then made a point that opened my eyes to 
what God had been doing in me. He said that 
when you are in the midst of a tragedy, it’s too 
late to prepare for it.

For years, unknown to us, God had been 
preparing us for that June 3rd storm that rede-
fined our lives. You see, a long time ago, we 
began our days reading about this God who 
says He loves us. We began learning about this 
Divine Mentor who opened our eyes to His 
power and grace. We understood that God 
had defeated death through the sacrifice of 
His Son. Makenzie knew it as well.

So at the time of the tragedy, we knew Who 
was in charge and to Whom we needed to 
turn. We knew God’s character, His ability 
and His heart. We knew that Makenzie was 
alive in heaven because Jesus had changed 
her heart, and we knew she believed in Him 
as her Savior. We also knew that God is a 
god who wastes nothing; that this seem-
ingly random accident has a purpose 
that is unfolding in the lives of all who  
knew Makenzie. 

We don’t need to ask the “why” ques-
tions because God told us that His grace is 
enough. We don’t need to spiral down into 
the cold darkness of depression because God 
showed us the warm light of His love. Our 
strength, in the middle of our loss, had been 
realized before June 3rd and now carries us 
day-by-day; moment-by-moment. We are  
storm ready.

I pray that God is not tending a storm on 
your horizon. I hope that He only has spring 
showers in your life’s forecast. But if not, are 
you ready for the storm? 

b y  p a s t o r  t o d d  s t o c k e r 

To read more about Todd's daily journey, go 
to his blog: toddstocker.wordpress.com

I lift up 

my eyes to 

the hills—

where 

does my 

help come 

from?

My help 

comes 

from the 

LORD,

the Maker 

of heaven 

and earth.
—Psalm 121:1+2 NIV
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Makenzie Stocker, at her last photoshoot. 
Photo by Caitlyn Cannon.


