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The year was 1988 and John and I were in a heated discussion. So
heated, in fact, I had ceased to speak. After clamping my mouth firmly
shut for fear of what might come out, I turned my back to John and
frantically threw myself into drying the dishes. I could feel my temper-
ature rising as my breathing became deeper and more obvious until it
sounded similar to what I had experienced during my labor. I had to
stay in control. I couldn’t allow the boiling torrent of angry words to
gush unrestrained from my lips and drown my husband—no matter
how upset I was with him.

John saw my silence from a very different perspective, though. He
felt I was serving him the dreaded silent treatment. So he tried to
draw me out of it with different forms of persuasion. When these
failed he tried provocation.

All of a sudden it worked. I looked down at the plate in my hand.
It was an unbreakable salad plate. As if in slow motion, I pivoted like
a skilled discus thrower and released the plate. I watched helplessly as
it flew through the air, wondering how it had become airborne and
wishing I could somehow snatch it back. It glided purposefully and
directly for my husband’s head. John ducked to one side, escaping
what appeared to be potential decapitation, and the plate soared on
in an arc. Now it was far beyond the breakfast bar, where John stood
in shock, and continued without wavering to span the length of the
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living room. Could it possibly be gaining speed? I wondered. I knew I
couldn’t even throw a Frisbee, yet here it was, sailing smoothly
through the air without even a wobble.

The sound of breaking glass snapped me back to reality. I stared in
disbelief at our picture window, which was now anything but one. It
was a frame holding broken glass. I had missed the bottom part that
held the screen and shattered the entire upper panel of glass. There
was a moment of silence as we both stared at the window.

John was the first to break the silence. “I can’t believe you threw
that plate at me.”

I had to agree. I found it hard to believe as well. But I obviously
had, and it was done now.

We both moved cautiously toward the broken window. The cool
January wind blew in to greet us. Down below our second floor apart-
ment, lying motionless on the grass, was a lone white plate.

“I’ll go get it,” I muttered.
I slipped on my shoes and cautiously opened our door, hoping none

of our neighbors had observed my outburst. The gusting Florida wind
whipped my hair against my face. I slithered down the stairs, looking
both ways, before I crept onto the common lawn. The plate was sur-
rounded by slivers of broken glass from the window above. I glanced up
to see if John or anyone else happened to be watching from their win-
dows, but all I saw were reflections of a gray, dim sky. I brushed off the
plate and snatched it close as I ran up the stairway between the build-
ings that now seemed more like a wind tunnel. I felt as if the wind itself
were accusing me. It knew the truth, and I welcomed its harsh con-
demnation. I deserved it.

Again inside I looked at John. “I got the plate . . . it’s not broken,” I
offered, holding it up for him to see as if it was some sort of consolation.

“You know I am going to tell them the truth, Lisa,” he quietly
assured me. “I am going to have to call maintenance and tell them my
wife threw a plate at me, missed, and broke the window.”
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I nodded passively. All the rage was gone and only shame
remained. “I know you will, but I am not going to be here when you
tell them. I’m going to the store, so go ahead and call them now.”

The silence was heavy and unnerving in contrast to the loud and
heated exchange of words just a few moments before. I was amazed
our sweet two-year-old son had slept
through all of it. I hurried away from
the scene of the crime.

Alone in our car I heaved a heavy
sigh of desperation. As I turned the
ignition, Christian worship music
filled the silence, but it seemed hollow and not for me. I turned it off
and let the stillness shroud me again. I didn’t want anything to com-
fort or console me. I wanted harsh reality. I pulled out of the driveway
and decided to drive for a while before going to the store. I didn’t want
to chance a meeting with the maintenance man. What would he
think? Here stands the next Lizzy Borden, a future ax murderer.

I decided to entertain shame and guilt as a form of punishment. I
began to imagine the absolutely worst possible consequences. Perhaps
a newspaper headline would be in order: “Youth Pastor’s Enraged Wife
Breaks Window at Local Apartment Complex.” Would my husband
be fired because of my behavior? Or even worse, what if it extended
beyond John and me? What if the media seized the opportunity to
denounce the Christian population of Orlando?

I didn’t feel I had the right to pray God would somehow intervene
on my behalf to cover this whole thing, but perhaps He would on behalf
of the Christian community. I began to intercede on their behalf.

“Please God, for the sake of my church, the youth group, my hus-
band, and all the Christians in Orlando, please do something.
Nothing is too difficult for You. I know I don’t deserve this interven-
tion; don’t do it for me, do it for everyone else!” I pleaded repeatedly.

I was honestly terrified the vivid images of my wild imagination
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might become painful realities. I imagined my next walk down the aisle
of the church. I could almost see the disappointed looks and pointing
fingers. I guessed at the whispers of shock as well as the knowing nods of
others. “I always knew she had a problem with anger . . . the Spirit
showed me,” women would assure one another. Perhaps I would need to
apologize to the entire congregation. Yet I feared my shame would still
remain. How would my new friends look at me? Surely they would turn
away from me. I imagined their husbands warning them in the privacy
of their bedrooms to stay away from me. After all, the Bible warns us not
to associate with an angry man—how much more an angry pastor’s wife?

Hot tears now streaked my face. I stopped the car and composed
myself before I went into the store. Surely there was no escape from
what I had done. My husband wouldn’t lie, and I didn’t want him to.
Maybe it wouldn’t make the cover of the Orlando paper, but some con-
sequence was inevitable. I resigned myself to this and admitted I
deserved to suffer some sort of something. I only hoped I could recover
from it when it was all over.

I found it hard to shop. I couldn’t even remember what we really
needed. I wandered aimlessly through the store. Our food budget was
so tight, I did not have the liberty of purchasing food I already had or
did not need. I wished I had made a shopping list. I felt like my head
was in a fog. I managed to grab the few items I was certain we needed
and headed back to the solitude of the car. The sun was setting now.
Perhaps I could creep back in under a cover of darkness. I drove home
and sat in the car for a while, watching for anyone leaving our apart-
ment building. It was nearly six o’clock when I realized the mainte-
nance man was probably off duty.

I grabbed the groceries and headed up the stairs. I knocked, then
opened the unlocked door. I immediately noticed the plastic covering
the gaping window; it billowed in and out as if it were breathing. I
looked for John, dreading whatever he might tell me but ready to hear
it nevertheless.

BE ANGRY, BUT DON’T BLOW IT!

4

01-Be Angry But Don't Blow It  9/14/07  4:29 PM  Page 4



“What did he say?” I asked tentatively.
“All I can say is that God must really love you or you must have

really prayed,” John said, but there was no smile on his face.
“Why, what happened?” I probed.
“Well, I told you I was going to tell the truth,” John began, “but it

was really weird. When the maintenance guy came, Addison was at the
door to greet him. He walked over to the sofa and pulled it forward from
the window. He said, ‘Wow, what happened here?’ Then he bent over
and put his hand up. ‘Say no more,’ he said, holding out a metal car of
our son’s. ‘I have a two-year-old myself. We will replace the window
tomorrow free of charge.’ I started to say something but he stopped me
again. ‘Don’t worry . . . this stuff happens. Just put up some plastic to
keep out the bugs.’ And he was out the door. I think he was in a hurry
to go home for the night.”

I sat down in shock. Was it possible that God had done this for me?
No, He had done it for all the other reasons. Whatever the reason, it
was now over and done with. My two-year-old son had taken the rap
for the window. I began to feel the shame lift from my shoulders. I
wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry with relief. None of my fears would
become a reality.

I apologized again to my husband. But I have to admit, that night
as I lay in bed I wondered if maybe God had covered me since my
husband was not willing to. After all, John shouldn’t have provoked
me. It wasn’t as if I broke windows every day. It was an isolated inci-
dent. God had forgiven me, or He wouldn’t have covered it so amaz-
ingly. I shouldn’t have thrown the plate . . . but John shouldn’t have
pushed me into it. I followed this line of reasoning until I fell asleep
under the blanket of self-justification and righteousness. Gone was
my repentance. Yes I would be more careful in the future . . . but, so
should John.

I had reasoned away a valuable lesson. It would be more than a
year before my anger would cost me enough to seek true repentance.
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A Cry for Help

Perhaps you have never broken a physical window. But there is a trail
of shattered dreams and relationships. The mere fact you now hold this
book means you’re searching for the right balance in your life. You
want to live a passionate yet godly life. Maybe you don’t vent your
rage—maybe you hold it in. It is still a source of destruction . . . self-
destruction. Maybe you feel as though you are a habitation of broken
windows. Angry bricks have been thrown and the cold winds have
blown through and extinguished your passion and hope. I believe there
is healing available for you.

Anger in and of itself is not wrong, but rage and fury escalate it
into the dimension of the
destructive. It is in the
shadow and shame of this
that we cry out for help. It
is my prayer that you will
somehow learn from my

mistakes and grow to another level in your relationships, first with
God and then with others.

. Heavenly Father,

I come to You in the precious name of Jesus. Lord, mend the broken

windows of my life. I am more interested in truth than appearances. I

want the light of Your Word to search my heart and to know me. I want

truth in my innermost being. I want to walk in freedom free from shame

and guilt. Lord, instruct me in Your ways that I might walk in them.

Pour out Your love that covers. Empower me with Your grace to submit

to the truths that will set me free and allow You to be glorified in every

area of my life.
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