
  



 
The Key Ministry writing team is excited to share this summer devotion book with you! Every 
devotion is written by parents of kids with disabilities, ranging in age and diagnoses. You’ll find 
a Scripture passage, an encouraging message, and a prayer focused on the summer season.  
 
Our goal at Key for Families is to make sure you never feel alone on this journey—that you 
remember God is with and other parents like us are praying for you and cheering you on.  
 
This devotion book is just one of the ways we meet that goal! You can also find encouragement 
on our blogs, Key for Families and Not Alone Parents at Patheos. And we are active on our 
social media channels: Facebook, Instagram, and Twitter.  
 
At the end of this book you’ll find more information about our contributors and how to connect 
with them online. I hope you’ll take time to look up your favorite writers! 
 
Thank you for your ongoing support of Key Ministry and our focus on encouraging special-needs 
families, 

 
Editor 
Social Media and Community Manager  
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Fathers: The Unsung Heroes 
Lorna Bradley 

 
Now the birth of Jesus the Messiah took place in this way. When his mother Mary had been engaged to 
Joseph, but before they lived together, she was found to be with child from the Holy Spirit. Her husband 
Joseph, being a righteous man and unwilling to expose her to public disgrace, planned to dismiss her 
quietly. But just when he had resolved to do this, an angel of the Lord appeared to him in a dream and 
said, "Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary as your wife, for the child conceived in her is 
from the Holy Spirit. She will bear a son, and you are to name him Jesus, for he will save his people from 
their sins." All this took place to fulfill what had been spoken by the Lord through the prophet: "Look, the 
virgin shall conceive and bear a son, and they shall name him Emmanuel," which means, "God is with 
us." When Joseph awoke from sleep, he did as the angel of the Lord commanded him. (Matthew 1:18-24 
NRSV) 
 
It’s hard to find much in the Bible about Joseph, Jesus’ earthly father. He’s sort of the unsung hero, 
missing entirely from Mark, mentioned in passing twice in John and only a bit more often in Luke. His 
star shines the brightest in Matthew with the story of his dream about Mary’s pregnancy, and later a 
story about another dream to flee to Egypt for the safety of his family. I’ve heard it said that Joseph 
could be missing from a nativity set entirely and it would be just fine. You have to have Jesus. You have 
to have Mary. But Joseph… I think it must have been hard to be Jesus’ earthly father. Where does a 
father fit in with a child like that? 
 
I see parallels with many special needs fathers I know. Where does the father fit? I think they are often 
the unsung heroes in the midst of special needs. A friend of mine who is an occupational therapist says 
he encounters fathers at school IEPs and the dads are often omitted from the conversation. He started 
wondering what the dads had to say and began a gathering for special needs dads. Turns out they have 
plenty to say, but the system the way it stands does not give them a voice in the process. There is a 
strong bias toward the mom. I know an amazing stay at home dad who has four children, one of whom 
has a history of extreme health issues as well as autism. He is the one scheduling therapies, doing 
medical interventions as needed and doing the day to day running of the house. Yet, in the special needs 
world, he also wonders where the father fits. When trying to get medical information from a nurse he 
was told the nurse was only willing to talk to his wife. That has happened many times. While trying to 
attend play groups with his children he is constantly asked, “Are you babysitting today?” Again, where 
does the father fit?  
 
Looking back at my early journey with our son with Asperger’s, I am so grateful for what an amazing 
father my husband was, and is still, to our son. We brought different skills to the table and they fit 
together perfectly. OK, keeping it real, they fit together pretty well most of the time. When I decided to 
leave work in order better to meet Craig’s needs, I was the one running the after-school therapy 
schedule and helping with homework. I was wiped out by the end of the day, especially in the summer 
months. Mark would get home, offer a perky toot of the car horn from the driveway signaling Craig to 
come steer the car into the garage from his lap. After dinner they were off to the community pool where 
Mark was the “cool dad,” happily launching child after child into a barrage of mid-pool cannonballs. And 
let us not forget the super-soaker wars the summers of the early 2000s. Epic! He’d had a long day too, 
but he craved time with Craig. I brought structure, he brought fun. I prepared the meals, he provided a 
paycheck to pay for them. When I thought there is no way to get this child to go to sleep, he had the 
magic formula that worked every time.  
 



Mark is a great father, but not one who wants a fuss made about it. For Mother’s Day I am typically 
combing reviews for the latest place for brunch and making reservations weeks in advance and I can 
easily rattle off a short list of items I might enjoy as a gift if he asks. For Father’s Day, my husband 
prefers ribs at Chili’s. Finding the “just right” gift? That’s a challenge! Of course, he has no list of 
suggestions, even when threatened with receiving a shirt. Father’s Day is very quiet and simple, per his 
preferences.  
 
Maybe Joseph set the mold by parenting without accolades, yet with loving dedication to mother and 
child, fierce protection of family and great faith. Perhaps men like that don’t want an over-the-top 
celebration once a year. It’s not their style. Perhaps regular appreciation to match their tireless 
dedication is the key to celebrating these unsung heroes who fit into our lives beautifully. 
 
Prayer: Loving God, I thank you for fathers who lead by example, love without measure, and do their best 
to be the fathers you have called them to be. Amen. 
 

 
  



Tenderness in Transitions 
Lisa Jamieson 

  
Since, then, you have been raised with Christ, set your hearts on things above, where Christ is, seated at 
the right hand of God. Set your minds on things above, not on earthly things. For you died, and your life 
is now hidden with Christ in God. When Christ, who is your life, appears, then you also will appear with 
him in glory. Let the peace of Christ rule in your hearts, since as members of one body you were called to 
peace. And be thankful. Let the message of Christ dwell among you richly as you teach and admonish one 
another with all wisdom through psalms, hymns, and songs from the Spirit, singing to God with gratitude 
in your hearts. And whatever you do, whether in word or deed, do it all in the name of the Lord Jesus, 
giving thanks to God the Father through him. Colossians 3:1-4 and 15-17  
 
Life was full at our house one summer when our second child was graduating from high school. Life 
transitions were facing us in all corners. We had been coordinating care for aging parents, experiencing 
"middle-aged" health issues of our own, parenting a severely disabled teenager and would soon be 
sending our second daughter off to college.  
  
I wasn’t an easy season but one of the things that had been challenging about it surprised me and my 
husband, Larry. We had been struggling with feeling stuck. When we could have been celebrating the 
excitement of our graduating daughter’s accomplishments, we were feeling sorry for ourselves because 
we wouldn’t get to experience the flexibility, spontaneity and other benefits that many other "empty 
nesters" have. As other moms were lamenting how much they would miss their children, I was resenting 
their new freedoms. Even though Carly, our daughter with Angelman Syndrome, wasn’t to be graduating 
from high school for another three years at that point, we knew our lifestyle wasn’t likely to change any 
time soon. Carly will always be completely dependent on us to ensure she's well cared for.  
  
Now please don't get me wrong. We were absolutely delighted for all our growing children! We had 
such a blast being their parents. We thoroughly enjoyed every stage. We were truly excited for our adult 
daughters and expected to have a lot of fun watching their independent lives unfold. And we weren’t 
afraid to admit we were looking forward to some "simplicity" at home with fewer mouths to feed, fewer 
calendars to juggle, less laundry—and even a different kind of quiet. It's just that it wasn’t going to be as 
easy to run to the restroom or Target when I couldn’t call to one of them, "can you please keep an eye 
on your sister for a minute?" There would still be many long nights and long days of caregiving ahead. 
  
Needless to say, I spent a lot of time that summer hiding myself away in the bedroom or on the deck 
writing in my prayer journal, singing and crying out to God asking Him to move me out of that woe-is-me 
place. I was so sick of feeling stuck and self-absorbed!  
  
One day I was listening to music in the background while I wrote in my prayer journal. Clay Crosse had a 
new song out called, "Good Morning Lord." I was moved to tears by that touch from heaven and started 
playing it regularly as a part of my morning routine that summer. Gradually, the heaviness in my soul 
started to lift and peace came from Jesus. 
  
Then it was August. Our dining room was full to the brim with boxes and the U-haul was rented. Our 
family would soon hit the road toward another dorm delivery and Jesus was so tenderly allowing me to 
simultaneously experience weeping and smiling. Then God gave me a comforting reassurance that our 
family would always be knit together in a precious love that would not end when older sisters moved 
away. He reminded me of a moment between sisters that had unfolded back in June. 



  
Our daughter Erin and I were throwing our last items into suitcases before heading to the airport to 
attend her college orientation. Our oldest daughter, Alex, had offered to stay home caring for 
Carly. Carly was in a growing funk seeing suitcases moving toward the door. She gets anxious seeing 
people around the house packing. So, while helping Carly dress, Alex explained, "Yup, Erin is getting 
ready to visit her new school. She's going to be moving to Nashville at the end of the summer. She'll be a 
long way away." Carly’s whining got quieter and she settled into listening with a rather stern look on her 
face.  
  
Then I heard the part that made my heart swell—with pride, with love, with a little laughter—at Alex's 
clever empathy and cathartic sarcasm. She said, "That so lame. Should we just skip it? Naw! We have to 
be grown-ups." 
  
What a beautiful picture of Jesus' tenderness toward us when change is hard. He lets us whine and vent 
to Him but invites us to hunker into the comfort and empowerment of His teaching and wisdom. He sets 
our minds and hearts on the bigger picture of things that matter most.  
  
Things like the profound gift of sisters who love each other very much. 
  
Heavenly Father, help us to set our hearts on heavenly things and on who You are. You sit in authority 
over the big picture of our lives and this gives us great reassurance! We are comforted in knowing that 
because You died and then conquered death, we get to be covered under the wings of Your provision and 
protection. Thank you that Your peace ultimately rules in our hearts. Let Your love and truth dwell 
among us so richly that it overflows into our families, friendships, challenges, church, work and worship 
for Your fame and Kingdom purpose. Amen. 
  
  
  
  
  



A Better Kind of Graduation 
Deb Abbs 

 
  You made all the delicate, inner parts of my body 
  and knit me together in my mother’s womb. 
14 Thank you for making me so wonderfully complex! 
  Your workmanship is marvelous—how well I know it. 
15 You watched me as I was being formed in utter seclusion, 
  as I was woven together in the dark of the womb. 
16 You saw me before I was born. 
  Every day of my life was recorded in your book. 
  Every moment was laid out 
  before a single day had passed.  Psalm 139: 13-16, NLT 
 
Let’s be honest.  
 
Once our loved one’s name is called out during a graduation ceremony and we cheer our hearts out for 
them wouldn’t it be nice to sneak out and not sit through 700 more names being called? Especially when 
your last name is Abbs like ours. Makes a lot of B-Z names to come after that! 
 
I’m not someone who enjoys getting dressed up to attend the ceremony either. Fancy isn’t my fashion. 
I’m a jeans and t-shirt kind of gal. 
 
But I was excited to be going to my son Luke’s 6th grade graduation. He was moving up to junior high! I 
also had the typical terror of wondering how he would do. Would his senses get over loaded and that 
lead to a meltdown? Would he stand still for a picture? Keep the cap on his head? 
 
Besides these normal autism mama concerns this ceremony was so different and delightful. Only twelve 
children were in the ceremony for one thing. Each child had a video made with pictures of them at Giant 
Steps (his school—shout out to elementary E and Yosemite!) or on outings. You could tell on Luke’s face 
how proud he was. And he even walked down the aisle with his cap on his head! Then it came off, but so 
what?  
 
It truly was a celebration to me of each graduate and reminds me of some of the well-known Psalm that 
David wrote. He knit each of the twelve graduates together. He made them wonderfully complex and 
knows every day of their lives. Ours too! 
 
The end of the ceremony was fantastically unscripted! While the elementary principal, Becky Kaufman, 
was giving closing remarks one of the graduates took the microphone and gave an ending spiel of his 
own; thanking us for coming. Even better, Becky and the rest of us had big smiles on our faces while he 
did it. Being a school made up of those on the autism spectrum from kindergarten through age twenty-
one (plus services for those who are older), staff there know how to be flexible. 
 
And have I mentioned we didn’t need to dress up? 
 
It’s easy to focus on all the difficult things that come with the special needs, chronic illness or mental 
health diagnosis. But the Lord says each of us is made in His image. So, it was great to be reminded that 
there is also a fun, upside if we take the time to notice. 



 
Lord, thank you so much for the unexpected fun that comes with our children’s diagnosis and for the 
times they make us proud! Help us to notice the good stuff more often. 
 
  



Something New Is Born 
Catherine Boyle 

 
“I will not cause pain without allowing something new to be born,” says the Lord. Isaiah 66:9 NCV 
 
Several years ago I put a graphic with this verse on my cubicle wall so I would see it often during my 
work day.  
 
My family was in the midst of one of the most stressful times of my life, to date. A time that should have 
been happy and full of celebration was instead a time of great tension and fear. Some days felt like 
weeks, as I moved through them, with gritted teeth, clinging to the hands of my husband and my Savior. 
 
You know you’re going through a difficult time when your entire church staff prays together for your 
family. Within the space of a couple of months, our church staff did this for us not once, but twice.  
 
We weren’t facing catastrophic illness—although a diagnosis of high functioning autism came later for 
one of our children. We weren’t facing financial disaster—although we had invested our lives and 
significant finances to educate our children, only to be treated with disdain. 
 
We’re several years past this now. So what did God do with my pain? 
 
He allowed a ministry to be born—to help churches understand mental health struggles, and how to be 
like Jesus, going after the one who doesn’t fit in, leaving behind the 99 who do. The ministry I started is 
now being folded into a much larger ministry with a strong national presence. 
 
He allowed a correct diagnosis after many years of misdiagnosis by various doctors and therapists. He 
allowed me to see that I had been right about my suspicions. 
 
He allowed the most improbable of relationships to develop and revealed a little of His behind-the-
scenes work in our lives. We’re still dumbfounded with some things that He was orchestrating 
throughout the every-day decisions that our family made over many years. 
 
Every day isn’t sunshine and roses now; in fact, we’ve gone through another difficult season. I firmly 
believe that the timing of what He revealed as behind-the-scenes work in our lives happened when it did 
to help me hold on to His leading through more recent storms. 
 
I encourage you today to look at what God has allowed to be born after your pain. Maybe it’s not a new 
ministry, but perhaps it’s a new perspective. New perspectives open unlimited possibilities in God’s 
economy. When taken seriously, God’s Word, and a relationship with Him, provides a positive return on 
your investment. His Word doesn’t come back empty.  
 
Even when you can’t see it, He’s doing something productive and important with your pain.  
 
Keep holding His hand. 
  



The Accidental Sleepover 
John Felageller 

 
 Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all comfort, 
who comforts us in all our affliction, so that we may be able to comfort those who are in any affliction, 
with the comfort with which we ourselves are comforted by God. 2 Corinthians 1:3-4, ESV 
 
One of the greatest challenges my son deals with is making relationships with his same age peers, 
whether typical or special needs. While he is friendly with some of the neighbor kids and a few of his 
friends from school, having him make “real” friends is something my wife and I are still very much 
working on. But we were amazed at the blessing our son received when a close friend down the street 
called my wife in a panic to let her know that her special needs son had an accident on their playset in 
the backyard., so they had to rush him to the emergency room. Expecting a long day and night at the 
hospital, the mom had asked us if we could take her other son, the typical brother, to stay with us and 
possibly spend the night. My wife hurriedly said yes, and within several minutes came the young boy, 
complete with an overnight bag, and we prepared for what would turn out to be our son’s first 
sleepover. 
 
Now hosting this type of a sleepover is a slightly different endeavor than those of typical kids, since our 
son is used to his standard routines of his favorite TV shows, iPad time, lots of eating, and maybe some 
outside time before bed. Since our son can also not communicate verbally, it’s not always easy to figure 
out how he may want to interact with his surprise friend. Luckily, as we inquired with boy, we 
discovered that many of his favorite things our son enjoyed as well. One of the first things I offered him 
was playing some of our more “G rated” games on the Nintendo Wii, which is great for my son since he 
enjoys a lot of the sports games that I can give him an assist with. When we suggested some other 
movies or shows they could watch, they were also ones our son instantly gravitated towards. And, of 
course, dinner time was great bonding, as we managed to get them both to sit down for a meal. By the 
time we got to nighttime stuff, the other boy stayed with my wife and our dog in our room, I slept in the 
guest room and our son went to his bed, but this time very excitedly and with a huge smile glued to his 
face. When my wife asked him through his iPad if he was glad his friend had come over, he confirmed 
with a hearty electronic yes. 
 
The next morning, we all got up, had breakfast, the boys watched a little TV together and we got ready 
for our usual Sunday routines, when our neighbor dropped by to pick her son up. She was very grateful 
for what we were able to do for them, as they did not get back until very late, and it gave their other son 
someplace safe to spend time and stay the night. We also shared with her how incredible it was that she 
had given our son the opportunity to have his very first sleepover, which we never dreamt could happen 
because of the challenge is it to build and develop meaningful relationships. The confirmation that it the 
night was a success was when the boy let his mom know later that day and he wanted to do it again, and 
so we then realized that our willingness to bless someone else in turn blessed us in ways we couldn’t 
imagine just hours earlier. Comforting others in their moment of crisis allowed our son to be comforted 
with a gift of friendship, and a memory of his first sleepover, accidental or not, yet totally joyful. 
 
Lord Jesus, thank you for the gift of comfort you give us that we may then give to others in their moment 
of need, and we ask that we may always have a heart willing to serve and hands and feet ready to move 
so that we may act in ways that reflect your great love. Amen. 
 
  



The Five Most Important Words I’ve Embraced as a Special Needs Parent 
Tammie Hefty 

 
For the word of God is alive and active. Sharper than any double-edged sword, it penetrates even to 
dividing soul and spirit, joints and marrow; it judges the thoughts and attitudes of the heart. Hebrews 
4:12 NIV 
 
When our children are diagnosed as having an illness, disease, delay, or syndrome; any number of things 
that signify to us that our life will never be the same as before we received that news, it takes a long 
time (and even some therapy) to come to terms with our “new normal.” There are five words from 
Scripture that I have found MOST important in helping me function!  
 
LORD 
Abundant 
Eternal 
Forgive 
Surrender 
 
First of all, LORD. The word LORD is used between 7,000 and 8,000 times in the Bible, depending on the 
translation you read. The reason the word LORD is so important to me exactly because of how complex 
the word is! Jehovah Jireh means the Lord will provide. How many times do I need to be reminded of 
THAT? Jehovah Shammah means the Lord is there. Oh how wonderful to know that the Lord has gone 
before us! Jehovah Rapha means the Lord who heals. I know full well that we need to be reminded of 
the healing power of our Lord. I think my favorite though is Jehovah Nissi, which means the Lord is our 
banner. This is a battle cry, and I know that my praise and worship come straight from the strength of 
this battle cry. There are many other names for LORD and you can continue to study them and cling to 
them the way that I do. 
 
I also have developed a love of the word abundant. In John 10:10 we are told that Jesus came to give us 
life ABUNDANT! We might think that sounds like “a lot,” but it’s so much more than “a lot.” The word 
used is more closely represented as EXCESSIVE or MORE THAN WE NEED. In a world where we feel that 
there is never enough; never enough time, never enough money, never enough insurance coverage—we 
have a God who promises to give us MORE THAN WE NEED! As human beings, this is hard to 
comprehend because we often don’t believe that there is enough, and this is where faith and humanity 
collide. We have to trust that God is true to His word and that it is ENOUGH...EXCESSIVELY MORE. 
 
The third word that helps me through my days is eternal. In Psalm 102 we can read about the eternal 
nature of God. Specifically, we learn that He remains the same and his years will never end (v. 27). When 
we belong to God, we have the same eternal lifeline. What happens here on earth, we are told, is just a 
vapor in the wind compared to our eternal life (James 4:14). This brings me such comfort when I 
consider how uncontrollable and unpredictable our lives as parents of children with special needs are. 
Life can be terrifying, but the eternal world that’s waiting for us is unimaginably wonderful! If I feel my 
mind spiraling and my blood pressure rising, I try to close my eyes and concentrate on eternity. 
 
The next word that has changed my life dramatically is forgive. AND, I have to write it as a verb rather 
than the noun (forgiveness) because it is a conscious, deliberate ACTION in my life. Especially in a society 
like we live in, we have it modeled for us day in and day out to complain, air out grievances, and shame 
others through social media. But what has God told us?  



 
“Do not judge, and you will not be judged. Do not condemn, and you will not be condemned. Forgive, and 
you will be forgiven.” Luke 6:37 NIV 
 
That doesn’t leave much room for doing anything else, does it? It’s pretty clear in God’s word that unless 
we forgive, we cannot be forgiven. I’ve stopped posting a lot of stuff on social media that I used to post 
because of this. I WANT to be forgiven! I have a LOT that needs to be forgiven. So, why wouldn’t I also 
recognize my need to forgive others? I used to justify my negative posts as a way of creating social 
awareness. But, that’s just me justifying my own need to get the approval and empathy of others. God 
has told us to forgive in order to be forgiven. There’s no excuses. Period. 
 
The final and most important word that I’ve used to change my life is surrender. I love to be in control. 
But, in Romans 12:1 we are told to submit our bodies as a LIVING SACRIFICE, and that has changed my 
life. I cannot continue to try to be in control of every fine detail in my life or the lives of my family. God is 
in control and HE has a BETTER plan than I could ever come up with—the best thing I can do is surrender 
to His will and get out of His way. God knows it’s not easy, and that’s why it’s a LIVING SACRIFICE. Yes, I 
have found surrender to be true bliss. 
 
Heavenly Father, we are constant works in progress learning to look more like Jesus and less like 
ourselves. Grant us grace as we work through this. Amen.  
 



God Is Waiting to Be Invited into Your Day 
Donna McKenzie 

 
The eyes of the Lord are on the righteous, and his ears are attentive to their cry. Psalm 34:15 (NIV) 
 
Recently a friend shared with me a picture of her husband and their two-year-old son. They were on a 
hike in the woods when they came upon a big log that had fallen across the trail. In the picture it 
showed her son and husband sitting on the log. Her son was looking up at his dad, but his finger was 
pointing at something in front of him. I asked if there was something specific he was seeing. She said 
“no.” He would look from his dad to the path then back to his dad asking again and again “What’s that?” 
He wasn’t asking about anything specific. He was just talking with his dad in the way a two-year-old 
would. She said he sat there for about two minutes before he was off once again running down the 
path.  
  
There was something special about this scene. Seeing the dad stop to sit beside his son, right there in 
the middle of the woods. Taking time to patiently listen to his little boy who wanted some time with his 
daddy. They both seemed to enjoy this quiet little moment together.  
 
As I looked at the photo of this earthly father and son, I was reminded of our heavenly Father. He is 
always there, walking beside us in everything we go through. Our lives are busy and often filled with 
overwhelming stress. We may feel very alone in our struggles with our special needs children. Be 
reassured, like that father in the picture, God is walking right beside us. In and through all our struggles. 
We are never alone. If only we would take the time to stop, to be still for a moment. To bring our 
thoughts, questions, and fears to him. Then sit still long enough to wait to hear his quiet gentle 
encouraging voice. This often brings us much needed peace.  
 
God is always there. Ready and waiting for us to invite him into our day.  
 
Heavenly Father,  
Thank you for this beautiful reminder that you are with us every moment of every day. Help us to make 
the time in our day to sit and be still. As we do, I pray you will speak words of encouragement and hope 
to our hearts. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.  
 
“Then they cried out to the Lord in their trouble, and he brought them out of their distress. He stilled 
the storm to a whisper; the waves of the sea were hushed. They were glad when it grew calm and 
guided them to their desired haven.” Psalm 107:28-30 (NIV) 
 
  



From Where Is My Hope? 
Angela Parsley 

 
Why am I discouraged? Why is my heart so sad? I will put my hope in God! I will praise him again—my 
Savior and my God! Now I am deeply discouraged, but I will remember you. Psalm 42:5-6a, CSB 
 
Sometimes as parents of children with special needs, life is hard. It is easy to fall into a state of 
depression from time to time. Life isn’t always what we hoped it would be. Or we are criticized for 
having different parenting methods that fit the needs of our children that are different from the norm. 
Sometimes we are just avoided so people don’t have to enter the pain and suffering we often feel.  
 
These things are all hard and will cause depression. The Psalmist experienced similar pain. And these 
words are the inspired word of God. He knew we too would feel this depth of sadness but also gave us a 
way to cope. 
 
We are told to put our hope in God. We are told to remember God. In the remembering there is reason 
for hope. If we write out our life story we can identify all the times that the Lord was present in our 
heartache. We can identify how He helped us in our time of need. We can identify how He was an ever-
present help in times of trouble. This is what redirects our hope. 
 
An old theologian once said that we can let our brains control our thoughts or we can control our 
thoughts. Our minds will wander wherever they want and that is not always good. We must take control 
of our minds and direct our thoughts toward God and what He has done. This will make the difference 
for us. This is what will get us through the hard times. 
 
Father, help us keep our eyes and minds fixed on you and your goodness. We need help to keep our 
thoughts on you. In Jesus Name. Amen. 
  



Praise Him 
Cathy Porter 

 
Sing the praises of the Lord, you his faithful people; praise his holy name. (Ps 30:4) 
 
‘Praise the Lord!’ is a phrase used repeatedly in the Bible. Psalm 150 shouts out: ‘Let everything that has 
breath praise the Lord. Praise the Lord!’ All of creation praises God, the calls of the animals; the flight of 
the birds; the majesty of the mountains point out his greatness. Jesus commented on his arrival into 
Jerusalem that if the people did not shout their praises then the stones on the road would not be able to 
keep themselves from crying out. God is worthy to be praised. 
 
Are we used to a culture of praise? What is it that society thinks is worthy of praise? In my parenting, in 
my marriage what prompts me to praise those I love? Am I good at easily seeing what’s praise-worthy 
and letting them know that I see it? Or am I reserved, perhaps afraid or simply bogged down in the 
negatives and frustrations. Praise can so often get tangled in our feelings. Only to be given to others 
when we feel happy, or content. Only remembered in those rare moments where the frustrations and 
niggles can be put to one side for a moment. Praising others is so much easier and so much more 
possible when we feel like it! But is that how praising God is? It’s all too easy for it to get tangled up in 
our feelings, perhaps especially when we associate praise with joyful singing. 
 
The Psalmist remind us that praising God is less about how I feel and all about who God is. In the psalms 
‘praise the lord’ is often completed with ‘who…’ God is worthy of praise all the time because of who he 
is and all he has done (and is doing). He is the source of all love, our rescuer, faithful. He is patient and 
kind, he knows and understands what makes us tick. He is holy yet gives himself in Jesus to forgive and 
restore all our un-holiness. He is powerful, the creator and he cares for every small detail of all he has 
made. He is righteous, holding all that is true and good, the righteous judge of all. God is worthy of 
praise all the time.  
 
In what way will you finish the sentence today, ‘praise the lord, who…’? 
What aspect of his character is he reminding you of today? 
Look around, how is creation pointing you to his majesty today? 
What feelings are tangling you, hindering your readiness to praise him?  
 
Strangely, I find that when I bring God praise when I least feel joyful I come away from those moments 
changed. It is as if in bringing praise to the one who is worthy of it all the time sends me back into my life 
more aware of his goodness than I had been before. I bring what must seem so little to him, a few 
words, a song, a tentative recommitment, yet he sends me out again filled to overflowing, strengthened 
for the very things that were threatening to hold me back from praising him. Bringing him praise brings 
us into his presence in worship. We cannot praise without bringing to mind who he is and all he’s done, 
we cannot leave unchanged. 
 
Lord God, let everything within me that has breath, energy, life praise you. Lord God let everything within 
me that is sad, tired, anxious praise you. You alone are worthy of all praise. Praise the Lord, who… Amen. 
 
  



The Joy of Home 
Stephanie McKeever 

 

“May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace as you trust in him, so that you may overflow with 
hope by the power of the Holy Spirit.” Romans 15:13 (NIV) 

A friend asked me how my family was doing. I said all was status quo, nothing exciting, no ups, no 
downs. We haven’t had any bad days or really exciting things to report. Today was just … today. Sounds 
kindof boring to the outsider. But actually, we have so much joy in the mundane. We are finding the joy 
of home is no longer a burden but a gift. 

Our son who does better with routine, thrives when he is in his familiar surroundings. Being at home so 
often sounds boring to some. But honestly, I feel good where things are predictable and I know I am 
loved and secure too. 

These days, every moment feels like an Instagram picture or Facebook post needs to be updated with 
the latest couples vacation or family outing. I don’t have much that’s new for my ‘Friends’ in social 
media. Days are filled with TV movies because mobility is more difficult, doctor appointments and 
hospital stays, and the occasional outing to Target. These don’t always make for great social media 
updates. Not everyone understands our basic way life. So our social media feeds can look semi-dull or 
sad, even, to the outside world. But we find joy and laughter in the smallest of things, no matter the 
pace. 

Sometimes there is pity for this quiet life. We’ve heard said to us and others, “I’m sorry for how your life 
turned out.” and “Don’t they get to go anywhere? I feel sorry for them?” It’s difficult to hear pity when I 
don’t feel particularly ‘pitiful.’ You see, I’ve found joy in the gift of home. 

There is often laughter over the smallest things in our house. There is no one we would rather be with 
than each other on a Friday night, or any night. Playing our son’s simple version of an Apples to Apples 
game or watching chickens in the front yard is better than any professional sport seen in person. There 
is joy in this mostly home bound life. 

Joy isn’t always my default setting. It’s a choice. Some days it’s more challenging than others. Believe 
me, there’s a heck of a lot of days I’m prayin’ “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” 
Please don’t ask how many times a day I pray this prayer. Just because the going gets tough doesn’t 
mean we can’t have joy in the tough stuff, right? And it can be a slippery slope falling into the ‘if onlys’ 
of this world. In the end, I try put on my big girl pants. (Don’t ask the size of my big girl pants. This is a 
sensitive subject.) It doesn’t do us any good to choose something other than joy. 

What is the source of my joy? How can I have joy when others are finding reasons for pity? This. This is 
the author of my homebound joy. And I pray he fills you with this same joy as you trust him … 

“May the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace as you trust in him, so that you may overflow with 
hope by the power of the Holy Spirit.” Romans 15:13 (NIV) 

Holy Spirit, come into our homes today. Fill our minds and hearts with your presence, peace, and joy. 
Give us a contentment in these slow, summer days. Overflow us with hope in the plan you have for our 
lives and the lives of our children. Help us reflect that joy and hope to others around us. Thank you for 
your presence, Lord. 



He Is Always with You 
Cathy Porter 

 
If I go up to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there. (Ps 139:8) 
 
Summer is a time for getting away for a bit for a lot of us. We try to meet up with family, having a week 
camping together each year. Being in church ministry means we don’t have the freedom of lots of 
weekend get-togethers, nor do we live close enough to pop in. So summer is one of our opportunities to 
catch up. We also go away with groups from church to a summer conference—also camping. Needless 
to say, summer get-aways can be fun, rewarding but truly exhausting with our three children. Being 
away, and the transition of getting away can be a very anxious time for our autistic girls. Being 
somewhere new, unpredictable, without all your familiar things and routines is scary—even when we go 
to the same campsites every time! 
 
Last year we were looking at Psalm 139 in our Friday family times (okay, that sounds amazing—but I 
promise it’s been very hit and miss!) and read this verse together just as we were beginning the packing 
to go away for a couple of weeks. We each wrote this verse—or a little bit of it—and hid that message in 
our packing so we would find that reminder of God’s constant presence with us wherever we found 
ourselves to be. There was something really helpful about packing a physical thing to remind me of that 
amazing truth. I realized whenever I looked at that bit of paper while we were away that without it I 
often find it difficult to know that truth. I can know it in my head, pay lip service to it, but still not really 
carry it with me. 
 
It is an amazing thought that God, the creator of the universe, says to me: “So do not fear, for I am with 
you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with 
my righteous right hand” (Isaiah 41:10). 
 
When Jesus talked with his anxious disciples about returning to his Father in heaven he said: “I will ask 
the Father, and he will give you another advocate to help you and be with you for ever—the Spirit of 
truth. The world cannot accept him, because it neither sees him nor knows him. But you know him, for 
he lives with you and will be in you. I will not leave you as orphans; I will come to you” (John 14:16-18). 
 
We read about the fulfilment of that promise in the Pentecost story. The Spirit came and filled each of 
those disciples. They were not alone. And that promised Holy Spirit is for you and me too…for all 
followers of Jesus. The promise of God’s powerful, strong, loving presence with us and in us no matter 
where we go, or what circumstances we find ourselves in is for us.  
 
What could be a physical reminder of His presence with you today wherever you go?  
 
God, help me to carry and treasure the knowledge of your presence truly with me and for me today. 
Amen. 
 
 
  



Worry Less 
Cathy Porter 

  
And I ask him that with both feet planted firmly on love, you’ll be able to take in with all followers of 
Jesus the extravagant dimensions of Christ’s love. Reach out and experience the breadth! Test its length! 
Plumb the depths! Rise to the heights! Live full lives, full in the fullness of God. 
 
God can do anything, you know—far more than you could ever imagine or guess or request in your 
wildest dreams! He does it not by pushing us around but by working within us, his Spirit deeply and 
gently within us. (from Ephesians 3 MSG) 
 
Do you worry? I'm a worrier, a very good one actually ... I have got it down to a fine art and can worry 
creatively in most situations, about most things! It's not a conscious decision, it's just simply something I 
end up doing; it’s my default setting. Sometimes worrying overwhelms me and then I fall in and out of 
deep stretches of all pervading anxiety and/or depression which affects my health, my sleep, my eating 
and can affect our day to day life because it gets much, much harder for me to get out & about, or to do 
the tasks I normally do. 
 
As I grew up in the faith I added guilt to the worrying. Being a follower of Jesus and a worrier seemed to 
be mutually exclusive the more I heard... maybe you have also heard the '11th commandment' - 'Thou 
shalt not worry' - a popular translation of a saying of Jesus recorded in Matthew; or maybe the other 
part of that which seemed to come with a freebie wagging finger & judgmental tone - 'who by worrying 
can add a single hour to their life?' Then the passage where Jesus challenges the disciples who fear for 
their lives on the boat in the storm: “’O you men of little faith! Why are you so frightened?’ Then he 
stood up and rebuked the wind and waves, and the storm subsided, and all was calm” (Mt 8:26 TLB). 
 
Is it just me who always misread this, attaching the word rebuke to the disciples rather than the wind 
and waves? (In fact, some translations make this all too easy) So I grew up in the faith associating worry 
with failure, rebuke, guilt and lack of faith. No-one specifically 'put it on me', it's just how I appropriated 
it. I wonder if I'm not the only one. Now, being a mum I can't help but see that there's an alternative 
tone to hear in the words the Bible has for us about worry.  
 
When worry is threatening to overwhelm them, my 'don't worry' means something so different from 
'thou shalt not worry'; it means 'I'm right here', 'I've got you', 'I'm not going anywhere', 'Together we can 
face this'...'please let me hold you and make it feel better, I love you SO much, and it hurts me to see 
you hurting like this.' 
 
I guess it slowly dawned on me that the words about worry could be heard that way, from our loving 
Father God—take the filter of the anticipated wagging finger and suddenly there is a gentle tone of 
personal, intimate, parental care, and love in every single 'do not worry'. So rather than thinking that the 
Bible has so many 'do not worry's because it's such a grave sin and we simply must work harder at never 
worrying, I'm beginning to wonder if actually it is a message repeated so often because our Father 
knows what we're like, and when we do worry he sits with us, holding us close whispering 'don't worry, 
I'm right here, I've got you.'  
 
Father thank you for your patient love. Teach me to turn to you in my worries. Amen. 
 
  



 When I Doubt God’s Plan for My Life 
Angela Parsley 

 
The LORD says, “I will guide you along the best pathway for your life. I will advise you and watch over 
you.” Psalm 32:8, NLT 
 
What is the best path? Who defines this?  
 
God does. Who am I to doubt the path He has for me? 
 
I find great courage in knowing that He does advise us by the truth of His word. He also always watches 
over us. Does that bring you comfort during uncertainty? 
 
I hope it does. He also tells us that “He will never leave or forsake us,” (Hebrews 13:5). Another promise 
is that “He will supply every need,” (Philippians 4:19). He also assures us that “He is our strength,” 
(Psalm 28:7). 
 
Sometimes I am uncertain of what choices to make. Sometimes I am uncertain of God’s path. However, 
walking each step out by faith and a clear conscience is key. Practically that means to know His Word. 
Research what it says. When you know His promises you can make decisions and move forward with 
confidence that the Lord will work everything out according to His plan. 
 
What areas are you uncertain about? Can you write them out? After you do this, take them to God in 
prayer. Talk to trusted friends. Be in the word. God uses these things to help you move forward in life’s 
uncertainty. 
 
I was criticized by family members for the school choice I made for my daughter with autism. It is 
something that I have had to walk by faith and a clear conscience despite the deep criticism. It was 
painful, but I knew it is what God was calling me to do. The Bible didn’t speak specifically about school 
choices but the principles in the promises of the Word helped me best decide what was best for my 
child. I am accountable for this choice.  
 
Over the years and consistent improvements, those who once criticized have now complimented my 
choices. They now recognize how my choices have truly been the best. Not everyone will agree but the 
goal is Christ-likeness and this choice I made was the one that I thought would best achieve this goal as 
far as it depended on me. My prayer for you is that you can make decisions in confidence trusting the 
Lord’s will for your life. 
 
Father, help us know how to discern your will and then walk with confidence in those decisions by faith. I 
am thankful you give us your word and always watch over us. In Jesus’ name. Amen.  
 
  



Lost Stuff & Lost Patience 
Deb Abbs 

 
Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not dishonor 
others, it is not self-seeking, it keeps no record of wrongs. 1 Corinthians 13:4 – 5, NIV 
 
Recently, I was searching in my seventeen-year-old son’s backpack because he couldn’t locate some 
papers he needed to turn in. Those papers are still MIA but what did I find? A cell phone he “lost” a 
couple weeks ago that we had all been searching everywhere for. 
 
WHAT????? And this is my typical kid. 
 
Me holding up the phone: “Brandon, look what was just sitting at the bottom of your backpack.” 
Brandon: “WHAT? I looked everywhere for that thing.” 
Me: “Define look. Did you dump everything out of your backpack or just paw around in there?”  
Brandon: “Um … just pawed around.” 
Me with my voice raised high and screechy: “WHEN SOMETHING IS MISSING YOU HAVE TO DUMP 
EVERYTHING OUT. You’re driving me crazy!!” 
 
Brandon is extremely smart but CANNOT keep track of his stuff to save either my life or my sanity. He 
may kind of… sort of… maybe… take after me with the misplacing glasses, phones, car keys; you name it. 
I have learned over the years to hang my keys in the same spot so I don’t spend half my life searching for 
them but my oldest child has yet to acquire this skill. Therefore, I now spend half my life hunting for his 
belongings.  
 
And I’m typically very impatient and grumpy with him about it. This got me thinking … how can I be so 
patient (not always but much of the time) with my 12- year- old special needs guy yet often blow a 
gasket with my typical son (who doesn’t appreciate being called typical by the way). Just because he 
doesn’t have an in-your-face disability, he has flaws, sins and struggles like the rest of us. Like me.  
Last time I checked 1 Corinthians 13:4 doesn’t say “Love is patient and kind only if the other person 
bothering you has a disability.” So what can I do to be more patient with the typical, able-bodied 
population, specifically those who live in my household? 
 
I can remember how VERY patient the Lord is with me for my repeated sins and mistakes. There isn’t a 
numeric limit involved in 1 John 1:9 and I am SO thankful for that. 
 
I can stop using my tiredness when it comes to caregiving my son with special needs as an excuse for 
bad behavior. 
 
I can listen to soaking music. My friend, Laura, turned me on to this type of music and it helps so much 
both in my worship times and in general to calm me. Gary Ellis’ “Resting” is my favorite and you can find 
it on YouTube. 
 
Lord, help us all to remember how forgiving and patient you are with us. May this motivate us to do the 
same. We sure need you Lord! Amen. 
  



When Peace Won’t Stay 
Melanie Gomez 

 
 
...and the peace of God, which passeth all understanding, shall keep your hearts and minds through 
Christ Jesus. Philippians 4:7 (KJV) 
 
"Peace that surpasses all understanding" is one of the sweetest gifts that I know. During the initial days, 
months and years of my son’s diagnosis, peace was elusive. I knew of it, but it escaped my efforts to 
hold it permanently in my heart or mind. Even the sweetest moment that felt peaceful—a sleeping 
infant at my bosom or a smiling chubby face—would be overtaken by a flood of tears and sorrow.  
Nevertheless, peace is a solid promise that we are all guaranteed if we are saved through Christ.  
 
Check out this translation of Philippians 4:7in the Amplified Bible: 
“and God's peace [shall be yours, that tranquil state of a soul assured of its salvation through Christ, and 
so fearing nothing from God and being content with its earthly lot of whatever sort that is, that peace] 
which transcends all understanding shall garrison and mount guard over your hearts and minds in Christ 
Jesus.” 
 
Did you notice that this verse is the second half of a sentence Do “first part of the sentence says: The  ?

g, present not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with thanksgivin
When I take it all to God in prayer,  Then the peace arrives. Tell him everything. your request to God.”

 ng nothing and being completely transparent, I unfurl it all to His loving, compassionate ear.withholdi
And then, after it all goes out to Him, a wonderful peace comes in and floods all the space that was 

ion that says the peace will mount a guard I love the end of the amplified vers once taken up by worry.
Once that peace is in place, fear, anxiety and worry will have a much harder  over my heart and mind.

  time coming back in.  
 
Peace is life-changing. Like a favorite piece of jewelry, peace has become the gift I put on each day 
before I got out of bed.  You may be in the place where confessing all your fears, anger, disappointment, 
and stress feels wrong. But the only way to achieve peace is to be honest with God - honest about 
everything and anything. The message version of the verses concludes this way: “a sense of God’s 
wholeness, everything coming together for good, will come and settle you down. It’s wonderful what 
happens when Christ displaces worry at the center of your life.”   
 
Let’s Pray: Heavenly father, you already know the depths of struggles. I confess it all to you now, laying 
all the hurt at the foot of the cross. I praise you because I believe that you can and will cause your peace 
to begin to displace it all and I receive your lasting, inexplicable peace that will remain with me through it 
all.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



For Parents of Children Who Cannot Speak 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Open your mouth for those who cannot speak, and for the rights of those who are left without 
help.  Open your mouth. Be right and fair in what you decide. Stand up for the rights of those who are 
suffering and in need. Proverbs 31: 8-9 NLV (New Life Version) 
 
My daughter is twelve years old, yet most two-year-old children say more than she does. If we’re 
comparing and measuring her speech, she’s very far behind. The first five years of her life, she relied on 
sign language as she could only say five words. She’s made progress since then, but she still 
communicates with gestures, signs, words, noises, and a communication device (which seems to be her 
last resort).  
 
Parenting a child with little to no speech over the years has put us both in unique situations. Sometimes, 
I find myself in that role of interpreter. I translate her gestures or word attempts just like she was saying 
them. “I want tea and spaghetti,” I say as she signs away.  
 
Other times, I find myself talking for her. When a stranger asks her name and she doesn’t respond, I say, 
“Her name is Jaycee. No, she’s not shy.”  
 
There have been moments, when I have had to speak up for Jaycee when she couldn’t. There have been 
some medical procedures or tests that have caused great angst for her. I’m forced to intervene with, 
“She’s scared. We need to try to do this a different way.”  
 
At church, I’ve used my voice for Jaycee’s benefit. I’ve asked for small accommodations, so she could 
participate in Bible schools or special activities. I’ve also asked her teacher, “Can you have the class pray 
for Jaycee because she has a surgery coming up?”  
 
There are times when I wonder if I’m speaking the right thing for my daughter. Sometimes, I speak for 
her without really knowing her preferences. I second guess what I say at times. I want to be an 
extension of her voice, but I don’t want to BE her voice. I must remind myself though that my intentions 
are good. I may not always get it perfectly right, but I am trying to follow God’s word to help my 
voiceless daughter have a voice.  
 
God, I thank you that your word gives instruction for children like mine. Help me to do what is right for 
my daughter in big and small things. Let me open my mouth for her in ways that will benefit her life. Let 
me be brave when standing for her rights. Give me wisdom to discern when to intervene and when to let 
my child try to take the lead. When I’m not around her, raise someone up in her life to be another 
mouthpiece and help for her. Amen! 
 
  



Shifting Ground and a Sovereign God 
DeAnna Gibson 

 
God is our refuge and strength, an ever-present help in trouble. Therefore, we will not fear, though the 
earth give way and the mountains fall into the heart of the sea, though its waters roar and foam and the 
mountains quake with their surging. Psalm 46:1-3 (NIV) 
 
Inside a two-story concrete home in 2008 in Indonesia, I felt the ground move for the first time. My ears 
plugged as the pressure changed suddenly, leaving me weak and off-balance. A loud snare drum 
vibration rattled the windows. If I knew anything with certainty in twenty-seven years of life, a few 
things were immoveable—one of those was the ground. Standing outside the large concrete structure, 
watching the ground rise and fall in waves before me, something in my brain fractured. After all, the 
ground moved—my own eyes a validating witness.  
 
On December 2, 2016, my husband and I sat with a developmental pediatrician and a behavioral 
psychologist when the ground moved again. This time the viewable plane did not rise and fall in a 
physical sense, but the structures of my life were shaken. Uncertain of why my life suddenly felt 
fractured I was certain the ground moved, and again I felt weak and off-balance. I restated what I had 
heard: “So, he has … autism?” 
 
It would be years before I could articulate how I knew the ground had shifted. I kept looking at where I 
was in life and saying, “This is not what I thought my life would be” and “How could this have 
happened?” I was guilty of looking at my circumstances and thinking they were a punishment, or worse, 
revealing maybe God had abandoned me—but autism would just be the beginning of a new path where 
someone else held the map.  
 
This path is harder, longer, overgrown, and hidden. It will be travailed at a greater cost, and with a more 
intense effort. It is the battleground where I will see that while I did not choose this life for myself or my 
child, the answer to the question looming in my heart is answered: Can I trust God? It is a shameful 
question at best, but it is an honest question He is beyond able to answer in my heart. Autism is where 
that question is answered over and over again, displaying God’s power, sufficiency, and mercy in my life. 
It is the ground where I will see God as my Rescuer and Deliverer, daily reaching down into the clay and 
mud of this life, through His own unrelenting humility and love for me in Christ.  
 
Dear God, You are the true ground that will never move; You have a good plan, You love me, You will 
never leave me, and because You are the true ground I will not fear, though the earth give way and the 
mountains fall into the heart of the sea. 
 
  



Living Free under Restrictions 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Then Jesus said to those Jews who believed Him, “If you abide in My word, you are My disciples 
indeed.  And you shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.” 
They answered Him, “We are Abraham’s descendants, and have never been in bondage to anyone. How 
can You say, ‘You will be made free’?” 
Jesus answered them, “Most assuredly, I say to you, whoever commits sin is a slave of sin. And a slave 
does not abide in the house forever, but a son abides forever. Therefore if the Son makes you free, you 
shall be free indeed. John 8:31-36 NKJV 
 
I’ve never been in prison or bondage thankfully. I do know what it’s like to feel extremely restricted in 
my own home.  
 
Summer is the season that previously gave me anxiety. There were several years that I lived in 
“lockdown” mode in my home. Every door to the outside was deadbolted and chain locked to keep my 
daughter from randomly going outside on her own. The door to the pool was blocked by furniture for 
years to prevent my daughter from endangering herself. My daughter didn’t have the verbal skills to tell 
me she wanted to go out. When she got the urge, she just left unless she was stopped by the locked 
doors.  
 
Even areas inside our home had to be secured. I used door knob covers to prevent her from wandering 
into the basement, which was no place for her to play. I used baby gates to keep her out of areas where 
she got into things that she shouldn’t.  
 
These measures were designed to keep my daughter safe until she understood. Lockdown mode was 
successful, but it took some of my sanity with it. I felt like my area of living space grew smaller and 
smaller. I lost the simple pleasure of leaving a door open for sunlight. I had to constantly watch my child, 
and I was afraid that one misstep would result in danger for her. I compulsively made sure doors were 
shut and locked if someone went in or out. I felt trapped in my own home.  
 
That was a stressful time in my life. Thankfully, she has outgrown her desire to leave the house and 
wander around. During those years, though, summer break stretched me to my breaking point. God 
helped me gain a new perspective during that time. I wanted to enjoy my home and feel free even if I 
wasn’t completely. Freedom is found in God, so the key to surviving that time was seeking Him. If you’re 
in that season of life, I pray your child will outgrow it soon. Until then, look to God and pray with me:  
 
God, you know and see how I must live to keep my child safe. Sometimes, it feels stressful and restrictive. 
But, I know that You can give me a Godly perspective on life despite these feelings. Let me feel your 
freedom no matter where I am, because freedom abides in you anyway. Let me never forget that truth! 
Amen!  
  



Talking a Walk on the Dark Side 
Jeff Davidson 

 
"O Lord, you are my lamp. The Lord lights up my darkness." 2 Samuel 22:29, NLT 
 
I jumped when the cell phone rang. 
 
I had closed my office door and was aimlessly flipping through Facebook while munching on my salad. I 
thought it would be a brief respite in the middle of an incredibly hectic day.  
 
My Facebook feed was full of pictures from so many typical friends who were enjoying their summer 
vacations. Picture after picture of families at the beach, resort parks, and other wonderful locations that 
our circumstances would never let us enjoy. 
 
Traveling with a child who is profoundly challenged by cerebral palsy, autism, and a seizure disorder is 
extremely difficult for us. Our last attempt at a vacation lasted only forty-three hours before we decided 
to return home. 
 
I could sense the Dark Side whispering in my head, taunting me, beckoning me alluringly.  
 
That’s the very moment my cell phone rang. 
 
Through her panic-filled fearful and tearful voice my wife told me my son was having a horrific 
seizure while lying in his bed. She watched helplessly as the seizure gripped his body. 
 
The Dark Side fog enveloped my mind and seductively wrapped its arms around me. 
 
My wife and I use the phrase “Dark Side” to refer to that feeling of grief, depression, and 
discouragement that we all feel from time to time as parents of a child with special needs. Moments 
when we are bewildered, frustrated, angry; and we just want to scream and cry out. 
 
You hear so many counselors and professionals tell you, as the parent of a child with special needs, that 
you just have to fully go through the grief process. 
 
What I have learned as the father of a child with special needs and as a special needs pastor is that you 
will go through that grief period over and over, several times throughout your life. Not only that, but 
you and your spouse will go through those stages at your own paces, meaning you aren’t at the same 
place in your grief at the same time. 
 
We have developed the concept of the Dark Side to give ourselves the liberty, grace, freedom, and space 
needed to cope and deal with periods of discouragement, sadness, and grief, as we struggle down this 
journey. 
 
Everyone has certain triggers that can cause a walk on the Dark Side. So here are our ground rules for 
surviving a walk on the Dark Side. 
 
1) Only one of us can go there at a time. Misery loves company. When we throw a pity party, our natural 
tendency is to invite others to join us. To survive a walk on the Dark Side, only one person can go at a 



time. The other person in the relationship must stay positive and unaffected, refusing to join in the walk 
on the Dark Side as difficult as that may be. 
 
2) You cannot survive staying on the Dark Side too long. We give each other a few days and that is it. If 
you stay there too long mentally, it will destroy you. So if one of us ventures over, the other can leave us 
alone initially, but eventually has to come perform search and rescue after an appropriate time. 
 
3) You must have a trusted friend/spouse/someone who will faithfully throw you a lifeline and come pull 
you out at the appropriate time without judgment, comment, or question. 
 
4) Don’t be afraid of the Dark Side. You can grow, mature, and learn from a walk on the Dark Side. The 
Dark Side can be a place of tremendous growth and learning. Just obey the rules! 
 
Remember, you were chosen and called. The Dark Side is just a place you will encounter throughout 
your journey as a special-needs parent. But it’s not a destination. The Dark Side doesn’t require a 
passport as long as you don’t take up residence. 
 
PRAY: "Father your word says you go with us through the valley of fear and that you fight for us. Father 
when I go to the Dark Side thank you for reminding me of my purpose, your love, and your promise to 
never leave me."  



Rescued to Rest 
Lisa Jamieson 

 
 It is in vain that you rise up early and go late to rest, eating the bread of anxious toil; for he gives to his 
beloved sleep. Psalm 127:2 
 
It always amazes me how full our lives get. We live in a culture frantic to keep up with “The List,” the 
Joneses, our needs, the kids, the high expectations. After a mission trip to a very laid-back culture in 
2008, I became even more aware of how my personality, caregiving responsibilities and general culture 
pressures repeatedly drive me toward my calendar and steady doses of urgent matters.  
 
I feel justified but frequently frustrated to find myself staying up late into the evenings because there 
are so many “worthy” and urgent things on my plate. You know what I mean. Your list looks different 
than mine but we all have one that challenges us. I have an adult daughter with severe disabilities, two 
other grown children, a husband prone to life-threatening infection due to a chronic health condition, a 
vulnerable back that requires me to make a simple work-out regimen a regular part of most days, and a 
non-profit ministry to run. It is often a crazy pace to keep up. 
 
I stumbled onto this verse the one day and it brought me, once again, a good reminder about where I 
place my priorities—and my trust. To me, Psalm 127 begs that question: “How much do you trust God, 
Lisa?” 
 
It is good to be continually evaluating priorities and pruning out of our lives anything that keeps us from 
bearing the best possible fruit. John 15 has been a great guide for me. Jesus said (with my emphasis): 
“Every branch in me that does not bear fruit he takes away, and every branch that does bear fruit he 
prunes, that it may bear more fruit ... the branch cannot bear fruit by itself, unless it abides in the vine, 
neither can you, unless you abide in me.”  
 
First and foremost, I must take time to remain firmly rooted in the relationship 
that anchors and nourishes me. Then I have to periodically cut some things loose or life just keeps 
adding more and more. A life without regular pruning is an unreasonable and undoable way to live. 
God created the whole universe and life itself. And then He rested. God provided enough manna for the 
Israelites in the desert each day for six days of the week but commanded them not to try to save any for 
the next day. He expected them to trust Him to supply enough, one day at a time. But on the last day of 
the week, he would give them enough for two days so that they could rest for a day. On every other day 
of the week, if they tried to save any manna, it would spoil by morning. But at the end of the week, God 
kept the manna fresh overnight so that they could stop gathering and just enjoy His provision and each 
other. 
 
I suggest here that we’re all being stretched to consider how much we trust our God who repeatedly 
urges us to rest in Him and to take breaks from our toil. If we have our priorities straight and are 
working on them in a focused manner while plugged into a relationship with our Savior, has He not 
promised to honor our best effort and make that enough?  
 
There will always be more work to be done, more time to be given to a worthy cause, more people to 
help, more emails to read and more great stuff to plug the kids into. We will always tend to think the IEP 
could be better, more therapy would help, a better diet would bring healing, another specialist would 
bring the missing piece of insight. I see marriages and families being ripped apart every day because 



these beliefs keep pressing in and stealing our joy and energy. All too often the slow, subtle 
deterioration of relationships starts, at least in part, because we are so stretched doing good and 
valuable things like ministry and community service and countless activities for our kids while our 
marriages are getting the last dregs of our energy and passion. You know what? Satan LOVES that!  
Let us receive the gift of rest from a holy God who is always sufficient. And we are not. He doesn’t allow 
us to be entirely self-sufficient because if we were, we wouldn’t need to trust in Him. 
Do you trust Him enough to let some things go? 
 
Father God, You are mighty to save. We need to be rescued from being so busy. We confess to taking too 
much responsibility for the needs around us. Forgive us for failing to trust You are enough. Help us to rest 
in Your nearness, faithfulness, sufficiency and Kingdom perspective. Teach us how to do only the part You 
assign to us and leave everything else in Your worthy hand. Amen 
  



Being a Person of Your Word 
Barb Dittrich 

 
And since we have a great priest over God’s house, let us come near to God with a sincere heart and a 
sure faith, because we have been made free from a guilty conscience, and our bodies have been washed 
with pure water. Let us hold firmly to the hope that we have confessed, because we can trust God to do 
what he promised. Hebrews 10:21-23, NCV  
 
If a man makes a promise to the Lord, or swears that he will keep his promise, he must not break his 
word. He must do all that he said he would do. Numbers 30:2, NLV 
 
I couldn't help but think, especially since we are in the month celebrating fathers, what a particularly 
difficult struggle this is for those of us raising children with special needs to keep our word. Here are 
some of the roadblocks that I witness parents encountering: 
 
• Medical needs or emotional meltdowns can keep us from keeping our promise at a time when 
we said we would. For example, if you promised Suzy you were going to spend some special one-on-one 
time with her, taking her for an ice cream cone, and she suddenly has an epileptic seizure, that promise 
will not be fulfilled. 

• Siblings of our challenged children might get sidelined because of a crisis with their brother or 
sister. For example, if you vowed to Zach that you're going to take him shopping for those new athletic 
shoes as your special outing, yet there's a total autism meltdown in the house at the time you were 
going to leave, that trip may not happen. 

• The day has been extremely stressful with your challenged child. They were up half the night, 
therefore, you were too. You told your child you would call to arrange a play date with their favorite 
friend, but you just never did it. You were too exhausted or scattered to follow through. 

• You are under heavy deadlines because you have been delayed in your work because of a crisis 
with your child's special needs. You child keeps hounding you for attention. You continue to put that 
child off with the words, "In a minute, honey." Yet, that "minute" turns into hours. Another promise 
broken. 

 
Life is hard raising children of any kind. Add these demanding circumstances and you have a recipe for 
major disappointment.  
 
When we fail to be a person of our word with our children, we break trust with them. The attention they 
give to what we say wanes. Our example of personal integrity becomes greatly tarnished in their eyes.  
 
Given this cocktail of complications, how are parents like us ever to resolve this conflict? Here are some 
ideas: 
 

1. When you are making a promise to your child, and you are aware that crises may arise 
to derail plans (ie when your child with special needs is going through a cycle of frequent 
medical or emotional troubles), preface your statement with, "I will do ________ as long as 
nothing come up," or "I will do _________ to the best of my ability." This helps your child to 
understand up front that sometimes situations beyond our control can waylay even the best of 
intentions. 



2. If a crisis arises where a promise cannot be kept, reschedule or substitute. Offer your 
child another time or date to make good on your promise or offer a replacement to that 
promise. For example, if you had offered to take your child on an outing and they suddenly had 
to be hospitalized, offer to take them on the outing at a later date or offer to do something fun, 
like playing a game together in the hospital instead. 

3. Be willing to humble yourself and apologize to your child when you blow it. Days do get 
busy. Oversights are made. You child does need to know that every human gets busy and forgets 
at times. However, apologizing to your child demonstrates that you do value them and do take 
seriously keeping your word. 

4. Carefully guard your time. It is way too easy to get sucked into the computer world, 
tuning our children out. I am absolutely guilty of being hard at work on the computer, losing 
track of time. When your child approaches you for attention, be deliberate about making a hard 
break at a given point in time and stick to it. This way, not only will your child stop bugging you, 
but you will also feel better about yourself for being committed and attentive to your son or 
daughter. 

5. Follow through even when it is not convenient. Raising a child with a special need or 
chronic illness is extra exhausting. Nevertheless, sometimes we just have to kick ourselves in the 
tail to get up off the couch for the sake of our offspring. While we may not feel like it, the 
memories and relationship we create end up being a terrific gift for the time we invest in our 
kids. 

 
PRAY: LORD, I get so tired and overwhelmed. Remind me to cling to Your peace. Holy Spirit, guide me in 
keeping my priorities as You would have them. Only by Your power can I be a person of my word. Shine 
Your light through me, so my child can see a glorious reflection of a God who always keeps His promises. 
  



Don’t Do This Alone 
Jennifer A. Janes 

 
Two are better than one . . . . If one falls down, his friend can help him up.  
But pity the man who falls and has no one to help him up!  
Ecclesiastes 4:9-10 NIV (1984) 
 
It's wearing me down—my younger daughter's specialist appointments, my health concerns, job 
challenges, financial issues, the constant vigilance to make sure my older daughter's emotional needs 
are being met, the crazy schedules, all of it. 
 
When life gets overwhelming, I have a tendency to isolate myself. I don't reach out to others like I 
should. I stay home more, struggling with fear and anxiety, trying to get myself together so I can support 
my husband and children. That doesn't work very well. Staying to myself actually increases my anxiety, 
making the whole situation even more difficult to handle. 
 
I'm doing better this time. I have let a few trusted friends in on the details of our situation, asking them 
to pray with us and for us. I am so blessed to receive texts, emails, and private messages through social 
media asking how we're doing and if there's a specific prayer need for the day, often accompanied by a 
word of encouragement or a scripture verse to cling to during the day's rough moments. 
 
When Solomon said "Two are better than one," he knew what he was talking about. The Bible talks 
repeatedly of fellowship between believers and encourages us to lift one another up. 
 
None of us can do this thing called life alone, and that goes double for parents of kids with special 
needs. Don't do this alone. Find someone to come alongside you to pray for you, encourage you, and 
check on you on the hard days. It makes all the difference in the world. 
 
Father, Thank you for the friends you have brought into my life to pray for me and to encourage me to 
keep looking to you when times are hard. I am so thankful that I can be real with them, sharing both the 
joy and the pain. Amen. 
  



Just One Friend 
Lorna Bradley 

 
Some friends play at friendship, but a true friend sticks closer than one's nearest kin. 
(Proverbs 18:24 NRSV) 
 
Didn’t summer just start last week or the week before? Yet, there they are—ads in the paper for back-
to-school supplies. My Facebook feed is full of friends caught up in back-to-school preparations. Friends 
who are teachers are posting pics as they fit in one more vacation before the new school year. 
 
As a special needs parent, back-to-school comes with an oddly mixed sensation of anxiety and hope. I 
am always hopeful for a new year and new possibilities. It’s the “what if” gremlins that make me 
anxious. With a little experience I finally figured out the first day of school routine. I pray my son out the 
door with a positive, “God’s got you, so you’ve got this!” and keep the anxiety part to myself as I sit by 
the phone and wait for the call from the school office. Autism and the first day of school—the call was 
inevitable at my house. I learned just to go with it. 
 
My biggest prayer for my son each year was to make one friend. Just one. One good friend will see you 
through anything. Barnabas traveled with Paul on long and dangerous journeys to share the gospel. 
Moses had Aaron on his journey to and from Egypt. David had Jonathan through battles and political 
intrigue. Of course, my dreams were more sedate. I simply prayed for a person to sit with my son in the 
cafeteria, maybe hangout to build Lego castles, and help save the world in the latest video saga. 
 
In hindsight, that prayer was answered each year. Some of those kids my son connected with in 
elementary school are still friends after high school. Some are neuro-typical. Others are not. In the long 
run those differences matter little between real friends. The truth is that sometimes friendships bloom 
out of the most unlikely connections if well-nurtured, though I did give Craig one piece of advice that 
really helped. Look for the kid who is by himself at lunch and go join him. I bet he would like to have just 
one friend too. 
 
PRAY: Holy God, as we prepare for the start of a new school year, watch over those for whom 
friendships are hard and guide them to caring hearts with kindred spirits. Amen. 
  



Mom, I Wish My Disabilities Weren’t Invisible 
Barb Dittrich 

 
"... God does not view things the way men do. People look on the outward appearance, but the Lord 
looks at the heart." 1 Samuel 16;7, NET 
 
From the time she could toddle, something was different.  
 
"You're just overly sensitive because of the ministry you run," people told me. 
 
They were wrong. 
 
Multiple, life-threatening allergic reactions and strings of strange behaviors later, a grade school teacher 
finally asked for the first assessment of our daughter. Two teachers later, with increasing sensory issues 
and behavioral issues in class, she received a full cadre of testing, both in school and with private 
practitioners. Her irritated teacher hissed through gritting teeth and thrust jaw as we tried to assemble 
her first IEP in 3rd grade. The unflappable character and tender demeanor of her 4th grade teacher gave 
us hope. Our girl made great strides that year. 
 
Unfortunately, transition to middle school and a drop in supports that we had agreed to, only served to 
prove that our girl was not at a place where she was gaining as much independence as we had thought. 
It took three-quarters of the 5th grade school year to get to a place where things were even beginning 
to become manageable for her. This year in 6th grade, things have only gone from bad to worse. It has 
felt much like spinning in circles then walking on gelatin. Instability at every turn has seemed to be the 
hallmark of this school year. 
 
I would have no qualms homeschooling her. I have done so with my other kids in the past. Yet, with the 
social issues that Asperger's brings, we have chosen to honor her wish for the time being, allowing her 
the closeness of the few friends she has managed to successfully develop by staying at the school. 
 
Even so, my heart smashes in a thousand pieces as I struggle through hearing her report how she is 
continually treated as the "bad" child within the school setting. 
 
One day she cried to me after school, "Mom, I wish my disabilities weren't invisible. The kids with Down 
syndrome do naughty things, but they never get in trouble because people know they have a disability 
and feel sorry for them. I don't look different, so I always get yelled at." 
 
Now, let me clarify that "yelling" to our girl is any stern correction, gruff voice, physical expression of 
disappointment or heavy sighs of disgust. In her world, she gets "yelled" at quite a bit. That leaves her 
feeling inadequate and worrying if she has any credibility with even one of her teachers. It's 
heartbreaking. 
 
Yet, what she is experiencing is every bit "normal" in the wider scope of humanity. 
 
If we go back to the dawn of history, God created humans to function in a certain way. Our powers of 
observation are a critical part of our discernment. We would be fools not to use the information we are 
taking in to formulate judgments or decisions about situations and people. It is the "outward 



appearance" that can warn us that there is danger, tell us if someone might be friendly, or advise us that 
something is just not worth our time. 
 
However, God points out that He does not see things from the same vantage point. I am SO grateful He 
doesn't! He sees the wounded heart of my girl. He sees a super smart, funny, clever person who has 
many challenges to social connection in this world. He sees a beauty who is perpetual motion and highly 
impulsive, but who is firmly anchored to Him in love. 
 
Because people cannot overtly see her disabilities, they often fail to extend her the grace or mercy that 
they might be inclined to extend to others with more visible challenges. I cannot fix the fact that people 
perceive her in negative ways because they see odd behavior from a child who might otherwise look so 
"normal". I cannot change the attitudes of others who may view me as a "bad parent" because she 
dresses in boy clothing, wears her hair short or fights back when others have wronged her. We press on 
doing the best we can with what we have been given in this oh-so-broken world. I continue to work on 
that to which God has called me—shaping her character to reach the potential of all that He has created 
her to be.  
 
My job as her mother is not only to nurture her with my love, but also to be a coach and living reminder 
of how her Maker views her. She has infinite worth and value. She is boundlessly loved. He sees the 
truth even when no one else believes her. He cherishes her no matter what her latest haircut or quirky 
clothing trend or weird hobby. She bears His fingerprints, even if no one else can see it. 
 
Even when she has sucked every last drop of energy out of me as a mother, she still brings a smile to the 
face of God. I am SO thankful that He loves her more and better than any human ever could! 
 
PRAY: Oh, LORD, thank You for seeing beyond our brokenness into the truth of our wounded hearts. 
Remind us to take courage that even when the world doesn't understand, you are still El Roi, the God 
who sees us. 
  



Here in the Room 
Jeff Davidson 

 
"God sent his Son into the world not to judge the world, but to save the world through him." 
John 3:17, NLT 
 
It’s really late. 
 
I’m watching him from over his head and just to the side of the hospital bed. 
 
He has over twenty leads attached to his head and the wires are braided together like a ponytail in the 
back, running to an EEG that monitors his brain around the clock. 
 
The nurses have wrapped his head in gauze and padding in a futile attempt to keep my son from pulling 
the little wires off his head in frustration and annoyance.  
 
He’s lying there helpless, frustrated, bewildered, and totally out of sorts. 
 
All day long my wife and I have tag teamed trying to keep his hands away from his head while at the 
same time attending to his every need. He fights it constantly; grabbing, pulling, and hitting his head in 
frustration.  
 
Cameras and audio equipment record everything in the room here in the Vanderbilt Children’s Hospital 
Epilepsy Monitoring Unit. 
 
Today, I had to pin my own son down and forcibly hold him against his will while the technicians worked 
on him. He looked at me, eyes wet with tears, as if to say, “Dad is there any other way? Dad does it have 
to be like this?” 
 
He doesn’t understand why we are here. 
He doesn’t comprehend that this is for his good. 
He doesn’t realize this is part of the process to find healing. 
He doesn’t understand why he must suffer. 
He doesn’t find any purpose in this situation. 
He doesn’t realize that I am allowing this out of my love for him. 
 
I struggled to look at him, suffering and in pain. I struggled because with everything in me I wanted to 
grab my son and rescue him. I wanted to pull him up into my arms and say, “That’s enough! You don’t 
have to endure this anymore!” 
 
With one command I could have stopped it. 
 
But sometimes dads have to allow pain and hurt in order to accomplish the greater 
purpose. Sometimes showing unconditional love means allowing conditional pain.  
 
The only way I could help him is to let him endure this. 
 



I wanted to beg them to let me take his place. Let me endure this ordeal for his sake, so that he would 
not have to suffer the consequences. But this was the only way. 
 
So I watch. I reassure him of my presence. I remind him that I am here, and I always will be here. I 
remind him that I will never leave or forsake him. We will walk through this together and come out the 
other side. 
 
He will never be alone. I'm here in the room with him right now. 
 

--------------------------------- 
 
It’s late.  
 
I’m watching him from over his son’s head, just to the side of his son’s bed. 
 
He has been praying to me all day long about his son. I know how much that child means to him. That’s 
why I chose him to be that child’s dad. 
 
He’s sitting there helpless, frustrated, bewildered, and totally out of sorts. 
 
All along this journey as a special-need dad, he has struggled at times. 
 
He doesn’t understand why we are here. 
He doesn’t comprehend that this is for his good. 
He doesn’t realize this is part of the process to find healing. 
He doesn’t understand why he must suffer. 
He doesn’t find any purpose in this situation. 
He doesn’t realize that I am allowing this out of my love for him. 
 
I too couldn’t bear to watch my own son suffer and endure such pain. I had to restrain my own force and 
power, and stand by while a bunch of liars, thieves, and hypocrites murdered my son. 
 
I could have stopped it. With one command of “That’s enough, you don’t have to endure this any longer.” 
I could have ended it. 
 
But sometimes dads have to allow pain and hurt in order to accomplish the greater purpose, and the 
greater expression of love.  
 
The only way I could help all my adopted sons and daughters was to let my own son suffer and 
die. Sometimes unconditional love means allowing conditional pain. 
 
This was the only way. A penalty had to be paid, a punishment had to be given. 
 
So I let my son take their place. I let him endure that ordeal for their sake, so that they would not have to 
suffer the consequences. It was the only way. 
 



So I watch. I reassure him of my presence. I remind him that I am here, and I always will be here. I remind 
him that I will never leave or forsake him. We will walk through this together and come out the other 
side.  
 
He will never be alone. I'm here in the room with him and his son right now. 
 
PRAY: "Father, thank you for walking through the journey with us. Thank you that you are always with 
us, and that your word says you will never leave us alone or forsake us."  



Real Life Was Messy for Jesus Too 
Deb Abbs 

 
I am the gate; whoever enters through me will be saved. He will come in and go out and find pasture. 
The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; I have come that they may have life and have it to the 
full. I am the good shepherd. The good shepherd lays down his life for the sheep. John 10: 9-11 
 
My hair is greasy and my finger itches. Plus, it has a bump on it, so I can’t wear my wedding ring. Luke 
has pink eye and I’m wondering how in the world I will get the antibiotic drops into his eye since he 
fights me off.  
 
It’s a bad day but I definitely can’t move to Australia… 
 
I feel like a wreck and look like one too! My usual go-to attitude on days like today is to be super grumpy 
especially since I haven’t slept much the last couple days. Days, weeks, months—even years—in our 
special need lives can be so tough! They sure haven’t gone according to plan that’s for sure. 
 
Here’s the thing. Real life is messy. In my case right now it is greasy, itchy, pink and goopy. Sorry TMI, I 
realize. 
 
BUT when Jesus was on earth He entered right into all the grime and was the most real and down to 
earth person of all time. And He didn’t just play in the mud. He lifted those around out of it and helped 
them see that He had come so that they would have life and have it to the full. He helped them know 
His voice and see He could (and did!) CHANGE EVERYTHING by dying on the cross, rising again and 
paying the price for their (OUR) mess.  
 
And He does that now for each of us. He tells us in John 10 that HE is the gate and whoever enters 
through Him will be saved. Will our lives here then be easy, clean and spot free? NO! At least mine isn’t. 
How could it be when His life on earth was far from it? 
 
Amazingly, though, He promises to always be with us in the pasture no matter how dirty, bumpy, greasy 
or even pink it happens to be. 
 
Thank you, Lord that you are with us in all the messiness of life. And that you are the good shepherd who 
laid down your life for us.  
 
  



Dread of the School Year Ahead 
Barb Dittrich 

 
"I, yes I, am the one who comforts you. So why are you afraid of mere humans, who wither like the grass 
and disappear? Yet you have forgotten the Lord, your Creator, the one who stretched out the sky like a 
canopy and laid the foundations of the earth. Will you remain in constant dread of human oppressors? 
Will you continue to fear the anger of your enemies? Where is their fury and anger now? It is gone!" 
Isaiah 51:12-13, NLT  
 
In the nearly twelve years I have served parent raising children with special needs and chronic illness 
across the country, I have heard countless stories of parents going to battle with their schools. In fact, I 
would say that with the parents I serve, school adversity is the rule rather than the exception.  
 
When my children were in elementary school, this would always amaze me, because we had such a 
positive experience with our school staff. Sure, we had the occasional difficult teacher, but the 
administration and special ed staff would rally around us to formulate a remedy. The only exception to 
that would be when the boy on the autism spectrum began bullying and getting physical with our son 
with hemophilia. That REALLY left the staff in a quandary trying to protect everyone's rights. But then, 
that's another story for another day. 
 
However, when our youngest child entered intermediate school, all bets were off. School became a 
living hell. Because she had met all of her IEP goals in grade school, they dropped her down to a 504 
plan for intermediate school. Against my better judgment, I let this go, taking a wait-and-see approach 
to her middle school transition. That was a huge mistake. A school twice as big with three times as many 
children all given much more autonomy proved to be too much for our girl to handle. And it took me 
nearly the entire school year to get her back on an IEP. It was a nightmare. 
 
The following year wasn't much better. I'll spare you the copious details, but there was a great deal of 
instability in her school as well as independence that she did not yet have the capability of handling. 
Inadequately supervised indoor recesses because of many cold days created nothing but trouble.  
 
Probably the icing on the cake was that the administration always came down on the side of the staff 
rather than our daughter. Our last meeting with the principal ended in him asking us if we were getting 
our daughter counseling—a complete relinquishment of responsibility in my opinion. 
 
So, given the past two years, the repeated calls from school, the detentions, the challenges with certain 
teachers, and the lack of support from the administration, you can imagine how much I am dreading the 
school year ahead. 
 
It started shortly after the 4th of July when retailers shamelessly began placing back-to-school supplies. 
My stomach began churning. What if we have another school year like the past 2? I have no reason to 
hope that it will be any better this year. It's mostly the same players in the same environment. What do I 
do if it IS another bad year? How long do I give this to work out? 
 
I have no control of how this school year will go. I can set a thirty-day limit on how long I give this year to 
work before I insist on a school transfer or pull her to homeschool. Yet, it may harm her more than 
benefit her because she would lose the few close friendships that she has managed to foster in her 



current setting. And social acceptance and friendships are NO small thing for kids like ours! What do I 
do? 
 
But God... 
 
The two words that are a game-changer. 
 
No matter what, I have a God who loves her, who loves me, infinitely more than the difficult people in 
our lives work against us. He goes before us, beside us, He has our backs. We need not dread 
anticipated conflicts with school. He comforts us no matter what adversity we may face. 
 
Why, oh why is my brain always so forgetful that the same God who laid out all of creation is on my 
side?  
 
The bottom line is that I need to redirect my focus so that it is fully on the One who saves me. He is my 
eternal hope when things seem so hopeless. Keeping my brain filled with His promises, glorying in His 
nature, reflecting on all that He has accomplished in and for us, will set my attitude aright. 
 
My dread NEEDS to end. My daughter needs my positive support to walk forward into this school year. 
The only way to do that is to move in the power of our Creator. 
 
PRAY: LORD, when our kids dislike school or have had difficult experiences there, it is so very hard to 
send them back. Go before us, LORD. Equip us to be the best advocates possible for our child, while also 
keeping a positive outlook. We can't do this without You.  



The Anti-Discouragement Serum 
Emily Krill 

 
We do this by keeping our eyes on Jesus,  
on whom our faith depends from start to finish. 
Hebrews 12:2a NLT 
 
In an effort to smoothly re-acclimate our son to the routine of the school year, I started doing mother-
son Bible reading time every morning at 8:00. We have an amazing resource called The Child Training 
Bible that breaks the Bible down into topics that are common to kids. It teaches kids to use the Bible in a 
way that makes sense for them.  
 
I let my son choose the topic that he wanted to learn more about, and then he highlighted the verses 
about it. I explained to him that we were going to use the verses as a First Aid Kit for life. The first day, 
he chose "Discouraged." Honestly, I was pretty surprised - I expected him to pick something more 
obvious like "Fear" or "Fighting." But by the end of the process, I realized it was a God-led choice that 
was meant to speak to BOTH of us.  
 
"Discouraged" had eight different passages—or medicines—that we read together. As I listened to my 
son read Bible truth to me and discussed with him how these words might help heal discouragement, I 
felt like God was sitting in our kitchen with us. Every one of those verses built me up and gave me 
courage that I haven't felt in years! Together, they relayed a message of hope and strength that I am 
sure is more potent than anything the pharmaceutical world can offer. Here is our translation of 
God's Anti-Discouragement Serum.  
 
My help comes from THE LORD, 
THE LORD WHO MADE HEAVEN AND EARTH!  
(Psalm 121:1-2) 
 
His very own Son stands up for us.  
(John 14:1) 
 
We should not be sad about our weaknesses,  
because God is what make us strong.  
(2 Corinthians 12:9) 
 
And don't give up doing good. 
God promises we will be rewarded - in HIS time.  
(Galatians 6:9) 
 
Forget the failures of yesterday by focusing on God's promises. 
We live like we are running a race to win - the prize is an eternity without any struggles.  
(Philippians 3:13b-14) 
 
Stand FIRM and; hold TIGHT 
not to the failures but to the TRUTH. 
He will hold our hearts and give us strength!  
(2 Thessalonians 2:15-17) 
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Take strength and courage in being a soldier of Christ.  
(2 Timothy 2:3) 
 
Throw away everything except for Jesus. 
Let every one of my discouraging moments become  
moments to thank Him for His discouraging moments.  
(Hebrews 12:1-4) 
 
I have never been more moved by time with my son than I was after studying God's medicine for 
discouragement. Those words changed me and gave me strength I never knew before - and I saw a 
difference in him, as well. His eyes and voice carried a confidence that was new and strong. The entire 
experience melted me and gave me hope that the struggles in this life will NOT overcome us. Today, my 
son and I thanked God together for discouragement and God's medicine for it. 
   
Pray: Dear Lord, Thank you for giving me a way to rejoice with my son for all the frustrations of this life, 
the fears of the upcoming school year, and the battles lost. Thank you for being the strength in our 
weakness and the hope that keeps us pressing on. Amen. 
  



A Prayer for My Child’s Therapist 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Wealth and honor come from you; 
  you are the ruler of all things. 
In your hands are strength and power 
  to exalt and give strength to all. 
Now, our God, we give you thanks, 
and praise your glorious name. 
1 Chronicles 29:12-13, NIV 
 
When the morning bell rings, the children scurry to their classrooms. The teachers are there to greet our 
children and lead them through the school day. Teachers are the people we often first think of when we 
discuss going back to school. But, parents of children with disabilities have other school people in mind -
- our child's therapists.  
 
Whether it's a school based occupational therapist, physical therapist, or speech-language pathologist, 
parents know that their child's therapist is an important part of the school year. Like teachers, the 
school therapists are gearing up for the new school year. Unlike teachers, they may not always have a 
dedicated room to themselves to prep, but there are many things a therapist must prepare for at the 
beginning of the year.  
 
Therapists have a difficult job. A therapist may have to travel from school to school to see kids on their 
caseload. A teacher may be responsible for twenty to thirty students, a therapist may have double or 
triple that number to plan for and treat. Therapists primarily evaluate and treat children, but meetings 
and paperwork constantly mean adjustments to their schedule and flexibility to get it all done.  
 
Therapists are not always popular either. While some children may love doing therapy, some may not. 
These therapists may have some unwilling participants to work with under the strain of required IEP 
minutes and schedules. Therapists are not always received well by parents, especially if treatment hasn't 
been going as well as expected. While teachers will receive Christmas or end of the year gifts, the 
therapists often walk away empty handed because no one thinks to remember their small part in the 
child's life.  
 
Yet, these professionals choose to work with and serve our children with delays and disabilities. Some 
people do not understand the needs of our children, but these people do. As parents, we need these 
therapists! If we tried to get these services privately, we would have to jump through insurance hoops, 
worry about co-pays, and track how many sessions we can have before we max out for the year. The 
school therapists are the unsung heroes in our children's school life.  
 
As school starts back, I think about my children and their therapists. My daughter will work on her fine 
motor skills in occupational therapy and build language skills with her speech-language pathologist. Her 
progress will be slow, but by the end of the year there will be some new success to celebrate. My son 
will make an unhappy face when his physical therapist arrives to see him for his hypotonia and loose 
joints. He'll also work hard trying to produce a clear /s/ in speech therapy too. The therapy my children 
will receive is important, and I'm grateful for it.  
 
I know how challenging the work of a therapist is, therefore I know I need to cover them in prayer. With 



all that in mind, I offer this: 
 
God,  
Thank you for the caring and dedicated therapists in my child's life. Bless the occupational, speech, and 
physical therapists who will be serving my child at school this year. Help them to feel appreciated while 
they are on the job and loved by the children they serve.  
 
Lord, 1 Chronicles says that You know how to give strength to all, so I humbly ask that you impart this 
strength to the ones working with my child. Give them patience when my child is not so cooperative. Help 
them to not take these poor attitudes personally but help them to extend grace to the child that may not 
be in the mood for therapy. Give them wisdom when they need to make decisions about my child. Give 
them a fresh perspective on my child's condition and new ideas on how to best treat them. Help them to 
fight discouragement when there seems to be no progress happening. Let them experience joy in seeing 
new successes too.  
 
Help your spirit to shine through my child for the therapist to see. Let my children have good attitudes in 
therapy and build a positive relationship with their therapists. I pray that each of my child's therapists 
will come to know you personally this school year and help me to be obedient if I am part of that 
equation. Give me patience and grace with my child's therapist. Help me to treat them as you would God 
and help me to appreciate them more this school year. Amen! 
 
 
  



The Coolest People 
Melanie Durity 

 
 
“I will give thanks to the Lord with all my heart; 
I will tell of all Your wonders. 
I will be glad and exult in You; 
I will sing praise to Your name, O Most High."  
 Psalm 9:1-2 (NASB) 
 
Girlie and I have met some of the coolest people on this journey. 
 
We have met parents who have made it their life’s work to help others going through the spiritual battle 
(yes, it is) of having a special needs child. 
 
For these parents, I am very grateful. 
 
We have met a mom who has an amazing gift with words and speaking to people in power at both the 
state and national level about our kids. 
 
For this mom I am very grateful. 
 
We have met a mom who started a support group when her family was under stress with her little one’s 
diagnosis and medical needs, and under her leadership it grew in to a city-wide support group. 
 
For this mom, I am very grateful. 
 
We have met teachers who spend a lifetime learning the specific needs and how to meet them for each 
child in their class and have made the choice to keep learning. 
 
For these teachers, I am very grateful. 
 
We have met therapists who have made it their life’s work to be a student of children like girlie, and 
who continue ongoing learning to assist in new and innovative ways. 
 
For these therapists, I am very grateful. 
 
We have met grandmothers who have been given the amazing gift of just loving, no matter how hard, 
no matter if they are loved in return.  
 
For these grandmothers I am very grateful. 
 
We have met other moms and dads who have amazing struggles on this journey, and who have amazing 
triumphs on this journey, and who share their struggles and faith with others. 
 
For these moms and dads, I am very grateful. 
 
We have learned how much our friends and family support and encourage us. 



For our friends and family, I am very grateful. 
 
We have learned the love of lay people who provide respite, care, and support. 
 
For these I am very grateful. 
 
We have met exceptionally talented, educated, and gifted individuals who have jumped in to the 
journey with both feet and all the gifts God has given them. 
 
For these I am very grateful. 
 
Dear God, I thank you for creating so many amazing people with generous and loving hearts, and talents 
to be shared. You are a giver of good gifts, and I pray that I will continue to see the good gifts you have 
placed around us. Amen 
 
  



Five Reasons to Take Your Family Show on the Road 
Melanie Gomez 

 
“Sing to God a brand-new song. He’s made a world of wonders!”  
Psalm 98:1 MSG 
 
Bending over to put shoes on the feet of my 6-foot tall special needs son is never graceful. Much less in 
the middle of the security cleared zone of an International Airport. I must say that every step of TSA is 
an adventure: explaining why he doesn’t have ID at the age of 17, convincing the supervisor that he 
can’t go through the Advanced Imaging machine, assuring Nick that his iPad will be fine if he leaves it on 
the conveyor belt as it disappears inside the x-ray machine. It’s all a lot of organized chaos. 
 
But it’s summer vacation, and we promised our oldest son that upon his High School Graduation he 
could take a trip of his choosing anywhere in the world. We travel by air frequently, and when son #1 
decided on Australia, I didn’t bat an eye. I’ve done the TSA dance before. And the cram two giant people 
into the airplane bathroom dance before too. But as I fastened Nick’s shoes this time in the TSA line and 
promised for the 900th time since we arrived at the airport “Yes, we will be in Syndey after the plane 
ride,” I noticed more than one person looking at me like I was crazy.   
 
I have never been phased by the curious or concerned looks of others. But at that moment, as we 
prepared to board our 14-hour flight, I actually wondered if they were right. Am I crazy? Is this a bad 
parenting decision? I’m about to subject this giant child to grueling travel conditions that keep most 
typical adults from venturing to exotic lands. And for what? So he can miss his dog, miss summer camp 
and friends, and worry obsessively about every step along the way. Is this a vacation? Or am I voluntarily 
signing-up for a two-week torture fest? 
 
If this question has hampered your summer travel decisions, let me tell you why it was all worth every 
struggle.  
 

1. We were all on vacation together. We have always made a point to prioritize togetherness. Not 
even disability should get priority over togetherness. The benefit of time spent as a family unit 
outweighs the negative every time.  

2. New experiences are priceless for all. My oldest son experienced a place and a people that 
most will never know. Nick got to pet kangaroos and see the inside of the Sydney Opera House, 
both of which he has no concept of how unique the experience is, but he enjoyed it in his own 
way. We all tasted new foods and appreciated a completely different world and culture. 

3. A change of pace is good, even if it’s a more difficult pace. My caregiver job had a new view for 
a little while, at least I was out of the house and didn’t have to cook or wash for a while. It was 
still work, but the change of pace did my heart and soul good. As I modeled for my son a 
peaceful and enjoyable attitude on our vacation, he felt more at peace himself. 

4. Melt-downs happen! Although there were melt-downs due to the new environment, the truth 
is that if we’d stayed home safe and sound, following our routine to the T, there would’ve surely 
been melt-downs about something or the other. So what’s the difference if the source is 
something old or something new? 

5. Experiencing God’s handiwork is something that we all need, whether we are aware of the 
need, can express it or not. Seeing more of creation, nature, and the wonders of this world 
increase us mentally and spiritually. This is true for everyone. 



It took a while for me to make peace with the fact that whatever Nick is getting out of his vacation – 
even though it isn’t what the typical tourist gets out of it – is valuable to him. Years ago, I knew a man 
who went to a cabin up north with his entire family every summer. His medically complex son had so 
many needs that they literally pulled a U-Haul filled with supplies for 1,000 miles each way. I couldn’t 
understand why go through the trouble. Now I get it. 
 
Let me encourage you, by the mere fact that we survived, to try something new and different this 
summer. Whether it’s a trip to the local water park, or a flight around the world, the benefits will surely 
outweigh the cost. This “world of wonders” that the Lord has made, was made to be enjoyed by all. I can 
testify that the Lord was so good to us and kept his eye on Nick the entire trip. Many tiny miracles 
occurred to make the trip much better than I could’ve imagined.  
 
A Prayer for the Journey: 
Lord, give me the courage to provide opportunities for my children to grow and learn, even if that seems 
hard. I trust you to provide new mercies each morning, and I believe that you will be with us as we go. 
Show me the pleasures along the way, open my eyes to your beauty rather than to my own chores and 
challenges. Let me always be finding a New Song of joy through you. 
 
  



The Problem with Looking at Myself 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Now there is in Jerusalem by the Sheep Gate a pool, which is called in Hebrew, Bethesda, having five 
porches. In these lay a great multitude of sick people, blind, lame, paralyzed, waiting for the moving of 
the water. For an angel went down at a certain time into the pool and stirred up the water; then 
whoever stepped in first, after the stirring of the water, was made well of whatever disease he had.  Now 
a certain man was there who had an infirmity thirty-eight years. When Jesus saw him lying there, and 
knew that he already had been in that condition a long time, He said to him, “Do you want to be made 
well?” The sick man answered Him, “Sir, I have no man to put me into the pool when the water is stirred 
up; but while I am coming, another steps down before me.” John 5:2-7 NKJV 
 
Things happen in your life that changes your perspective. Mine changed enormously when my daughter 
was born with Down syndrome, a heart defect, and other health conditions.  
 
Before my daughter, I read this passage in John thinking only about the man with the infirmity for thirty-
eight years. I pondered how long he had suffered with his condition, and his excuse for not being healed 
during all those years. I took courage knowing that he eventually received a healing in a way that he 
didn’t expect.  
 
After my daughter, I thought less about that man and more about those who stepped into the pool 
before him. There were some needy people there who were "blind, lame, paralyzed." I wonder if anyone 
ever stopped to consider who needed the healing more. After all, stepping in the pool first meant that 
other people would continue to wait. The man suffered for thirty-eight years; surely the people around 
him knew that. I wonder if each person there was only focused on their own affliction and didn’t stop to 
think of his pain. 
 
This story challenges me to think of someone else besides myself. No matter how bad things are going, I 
need to stop and look around at the people I encounter. There may be someone in need who is being 
ignored by everyone else. There may be people who have been in need a long time that no one has 
reached out to help. It is very easy to become self-absorbed in the middle of a health crisis, but it 
doesn’t mean there aren’t others who are hurting while I am. Self-centeredness only gratifies one 
person but a life looking outward can reach an unlimited amount of people.  
  
God, help me to see those around me who are in need. Let me not elevate the problems in my life. Let me 
keep a Godly perspective, so I can be available to hear from You and help others. Let me never to become 
so self-absorbed that I can’t see the needs of others. Amen!   



The Unforgettable Gift 
Lorna Bradley 

 
O God, you are my God, I seek you, my soul thirsts for you; my flesh faints for you, as in a dry and weary 
land where there is no water. So I have looked upon you in the sanctuary, beholding your power and 
glory. Because your steadfast love is better than life, my lips will praise you. (Psalms 63:1-3 NRS) 
 
I was not raised in the church, yet I found God drew me toward the church throughout my life. It 
remained for me a place of holy mystery and peace, a place with answers, and a place with people who 
had something that I needed in my life too. The church was a beacon, drawing me to find what I was 
missing. 
 
That can pose a challenge when you show up on Sunday with a child with differences. 
 
When we moved to Texas twenty years ago the church we attended was growing quickly, and it had no 
special needs ministry. Frankly, I was not even aware that a special needs ministry was something I 
needed. I just knew I had a child with way too much energy, a child with behavioral challenges, a child 
who frustrated easily and needed order and structure. I felt overwhelmed at times, looking for answers 
that remained elusive. 
 
I needed sanctuary in the true sense of the word. I needed a holy dwelling place and a place of refuge. I 
needed respite and spiritual nurture. 
 
I received all of those week after week, attending the worship service that corresponded with children’s 
Sunday school. Our son had activities and lessons suited to his age, attention and energy. My husband 
and I received the spiritual nurture that we craved. The service we attended was the smallest one. Most 
other adults went to Sunday school at the same time as their children and then attended worship as a 
family. There was no way our energetic wiggle worm could hold it together for two hours. Maybe 
someday, but not then.  
 
No one ever complained about our son and his challenges. At the end of the school year I found out why 
as the Sunday school teachers prepared the students for “promotion Sunday” to the next grade level.  
 
 I was in conversation with his teacher, Kathy. “I’ve so enjoyed being with your son this year. He is such a 
charming boy and so curious about everything. I’m going to miss him when he moves up a grade, but it 
will be nice getting back to my own Sunday school class.” 
 
A few more questions revealed the whole story. Kathy normally volunteered one Sunday a month with 
the preschool children, maybe a bit extra if a substitute was needed. She gave up her own time with her 
Sunday school class of ten years to be with our son. She never said a word about it, she just did it 
because she sensed that was what our family needed. 
 
“He’s a child that does better working one on one with the same person each week. He likes 
consistency. Sometimes we take a break and go out in the hall where it is quiet. He likes that better than 
the busy classroom.” 
 
Kathy was the one who offered the gift of sanctuary to me and my family. She gave me the opportunity 
to be formed spiritually while in worship. She also gave me a true example of Christian caring. 



 
The discernment process within churches creating and equipping special needs ministries often include 
many steps: prayer, task force formation, focus groups and surveys, recruiting and training volunteers, 
and more. All doable. All necessary in the long run. However, we find the true heart of special needs 
ministry in people like Kathy who are welcoming, who focus on what a child can do rather than what 
they can’t do, and who use their gifts and graces in a way that brings glory to God and creates disciples 
by example. In this season of teacher appreciation, I am especially grateful to Kathy. 
 
Nurturing God, Thank you for Kathy and all the teachers who nurture and welcome and make a place for 
all of your children. Amen  



Wait Summer Break, Don’t Go! 
Evana Sandusky 

 
A happy heart makes the face cheerful, 
but heartache crushes the spirit. 
The discerning heart seeks knowledge, 
  but the mouth of a fool feeds on folly. 
All the days of the oppressed are wretched, 
  but the cheerful heart has a continual feast. 
Proverbs 15:13-15 NIV 
 
In less than a month, school will be starting back for my children. This is about the time during the 
summer when I start to get antsy. 
 
Summer break starts with weeks of opportunities for fun, new experiences, and family time. I start the 
summer with a mental list of exciting things we can do to fill in those days. We can do a mini vacation! 
We can go swimming! We can go to a theme park! We can go to the summer special at the movie 
theaters! We can go camping! This will be the year we finally go to the splash park! 
 
With summer break winding down, I start to make an inventory of the things we’ve accomplished. The 
fun factor assessment usually ends with this synopsis: Where has the summer gone? Why haven’t we 
had more time for fun?! We still haven't done this or that.  
 
This summer has been usual for us. My daughter had a surgery that pretty much halted life for three 
precious weeks of summer. At one point my son even said, “We can’t do anything fun because sissy isn’t 
well yet.” 
 
Of course, a surgery steals summer time, but general things like work, mowing, chores, and doctor’s 
appointments make some days busy. I mean, everyday can’t be fun filled. Or can it? 
 
Why does real “fun” equate to big experiences for me? If that’s the bar for fun, then no doubt I won’t be 
able to reach it realistically with a child with special and medical needs. 
 
If I commit myself to being cheerful and satisfied in small things, then my heart can have a continual 
feast no matter what.  
 
Through that perspective, I see new things worth mentioning from the summer. The times we went 
fishing around the house was surely a good memory for our family. Our short drives on the golf cart 
around the neighborhood are simple but fun. America’s Got Talent episodes bring out the opinions of 
my son and I as we make predictions about who will go far in the show. Singing Beauty and the 
Beast songs with Jaycee in the van has brought a smile to both of our faces. 
 
Maybe summer hasn’t been as unproductive for fun as I first thought.  
 
What about you? What are some special things your family did this summer? Don't discount the small 
stuff! 
 
Let’s pray: 



God, I thank you for the special times summer break brings for our family. Help me to cherish the time 
we have left before school starts. Give me new ideas and a new perspective for making memories with 
my children. Let me set the example for "fun" you want them to keep all their lives. Help us all to have 
cheerful hearts to appreciate all experiences small and big. Amen!  
 
 
  



I’m Sorry, Ma’am, Your Child Is Broken 
Tammie Hefty 

 
I appeal to you therefore, brothers, by the mercies of God, to present your bodies as a living sacrifice, 
holy and acceptable to God, which is your spiritual worship. Do not be conformed to this world, but be 
transformed by the renewal of your mind, that by testing you may discern what is the will of God, what is 
good and acceptable and perfect. Romans 12: 1-2 ESV 
 
Color inside the lines, brush your hair, don't let yourself start to smell bad, one scribble on the page is 
not artwork, and don't forget to smile nice for your picture!  
 
That's what the world wants, right?  
 
I shrink inside every time I hear my daughter say, "Finished" and I see the scribble of one color across 
the white paper. Her artwork.  But it doesn't look like the artwork that MY CHILD should be 
creating...no, surely, she'd be more creative and want it to look nicer, right? 
 
I try to find tasks that she'll be GOOD AT despite her disabilities. 
I try to explain to people why she doesn't respond when they say "Hello" to her in passing.  
I try to explain why, now that she's older, sucking her thumb isn't a practical strategy for managing 
stress, and she should try to control it. 
 
I try to fix her. I try to fix her so the world will not reject her. That is such a painful fear of mine...for the 
world to reject her, for her to be friendless, for her to be jobless, for her to be "less" than this world will 
accept.  
 
But, God's Kingdom is so different.  
 
I take comfort in the verse from Romans above, which I'm using in my Scripture memorization program. 
God's WILL is good, acceptable, and perfect.  
 
And God's WILL made her the way she is.  
Good, acceptable, and perfect. 
 
We are forced in our society to talk about our child's deficits when he or she has special needs.  
 
IEPs look at where their weaknesses because we need to strengthen them and make them better, right? 
We need to fix them where they are broken?  
 
Our baby well-check visits look at the milestones we are missing as parents of babies with special needs. 
Oops, not holding her head up yet, not sitting up on her own yet, not holding her bottle yet. 
Hmmmm...broken...not fitting into the "What to Expect..." mold. 
 
So, we start to walk around BELIEVING that our child is broken!!! 
 
Aren't we taught, though, that the thing that's really broken here is all of mankind? Aren't we taught in 
the Bible that the only thing that matters is our eternity?  
 



For by grace you have been saved through faith. And this is not your own doing; it is the gift of God, not 
a result of works, so that no one may boast. Ephesians 2:8-9 ESV 
 
So, while we may be tempted to do a "touchdown dance" when our child scores highly on a test, or 
when the report cards come home with a nice-looking GPA, that will not save our child. When she goes 
to state in her favorite sport? That will not win her eternity. Even when she "sticks with it" in Special 
Olympics, and our hearts swell with pride at her triumph over adversity; she has gained nothing in her 
palace in heaven.  
 
We've heard it before, that God's Kingdom is upside-down. That the first shall be last and the last shall 
be first. But, it's really hard to remember that when our culture is totally the opposite.  
 
Look at the Beatitudes from Jesus for a minute: Blessed are the meek...Matthew 5:5 KJV  
 
Meekness toward God is that disposition of spirit in which we accept His dealings with us AS GOOD, and 
therefore without disputing or resisting. In the Old Testament, the meek are those wholly relying on God 
rather than their own strength to defend against injustice. Thus, meekness toward evil people means 
knowing God is permitting the injuries they inflict, that He is using them to purify His elect, that He will 
deliver His elect in His time. (Isa 41:17, Luke 18:1-8).* any emphasis mine... 
 
I am at my best when I am meek. My daughter is at her best when she is meek.  
 
My main goal as a mom is to make sure that Evie knows her Lord and Savior and her Creator. That girl 
can worship like nobody else I know, so, YES, we take her to concerts on school nights and sing, and 
dance, and worship God.  
 
If her art isn't well planned out,  
if she chooses to wear a mismatched outfit,  
if she opts to play alone at recess;  
that has NO impact on her place in Heaven.  
So.why.sweat.it? 
 
Do I buck the system and say, "No, I don't want an IEP for my daughter?" No, because I know it can 
protect her in school.  
 
Do I still feel proud when she wins the "Respect" award at school? I sure do...because I'm broken too, 
but I also know that any respect she shows is from the Holy Spirit at work inside of her. 
 
In short, when you, as the parent of a child with special needs, are feeling overwhelmed by the apparent 
"brokenness" of your child and the societal pressure to FIX him; remember that he is 
blessed, abundantly and wholly blessed by God; his Creator.   
 
Remember that THIS world is the backwards world and that eternity with GOD is our ultimate goal; not 
comfort here on earth.  
 
Pray: Heavenly Father, Perfect Creator; help us to remember YOUR definition of blessed. Help us to 
remember that YOU CAME to SAVE the BROKEN! If we weren't broken, then we wouldn't need you. 



When our hearts ache with the mourning of our children who do not fit the pattern of this world, remind 
us that THEY ARE YOUR TREASURE just as they are. Help us to see them as you do. Amen. 



Even Tough Dads Need God’s Strength 
Deb Abbs 

 
“For this reason I kneel before the Father, from whom his whole family in heaven and on earth derives its 
name. I pray that out of his glorious riches he may strengthen you with power through his Spirit in your 
inner being, so that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith.” Ephesians 3: 14-part of 17, NIV, 
emphasis added. 
 
Last year when my husband was waking up from anesthesia, he cracked me up.  
 
The nurse? Not so much. 
 
“Where’s my strength? I need my strength back!! Need…..to…..work….out…” my hubby, Mike, mumbled 
while trying to get down from the high bed when he was still half out of it. 
 
“There will be none of that working out for you today,” the nurse quipped. 
 
My husband is a tough guy—mentally and physically. He’s a cop in a large city, works out daily and, 
unlike me, can easily lift up and do what I call “the perp walk” with our son, who has autism, when he is 
thrashing around on the ground having a meltdown. 
 
Most importantly, he has a close relationship with the Lord. That said, he, like the rest of us on the 
planet, wears down and needs the Lord to renew his strength.  
 
The apostle Paul wrote Ephesians while imprisoned for two years in Rome. Being in a Roman prison Paul 
could use all the strength he could get. But he tells us in Ephesians 3 that he kneels before our Father 
and prays for God to strengthen us (his readers, originally the church of Ephesus and probably the 
surrounding churches as well, and on down through the generations too us today). 
 
Amazingly, verse 16 says that from God’s glorious riches God gives us the power of the Holy Spirit in 
our inner being. Wow. Just wow. So why do I try so often to do things in my own strength when God 
offers me His? It’s like when Mike tried to get down from the hospital bed (on his own) when his body 
wasn’t ready. It just ain’t gonna work! 
 
Prayer: Lord thank you so much that your word tells us that you strengthen us in our inner being through 
the Holy Spirit. Forgive us for the times we try to handle everything on our own instead of coming to you 
for help. 
  



Everyday Hope 
Minerva Adame 

 
Trust in the LORD with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding. Proverbs 3:5 (NIV) 
 
Hello families! So good to see that you all are here. Being that summer is upon us all, I hope that things 
such as schedules, bedtimes, routines, adventures, memories, and sweet moments are being made 
within your home and with your beautiful family.  
 
My family is a family of four, with my husband, my two daughters and me. My oldest, Athena, is 13 with 
special needs, and my youngest, Valencia is 3 with sensory special needs. I absolutely love spending the 
Summer time with my daughters and the way I enjoy it is by being prepared.  
 
I made a family Summer schedule with routines and different things I would like to do with my 
daughters this summer while I stay home with them and enjoy them this summer! It just helps my girls 
to be on a schedule, even keeping their bedtime consistent is important because it helps them cope 
with the relaxed unstructured feel of summer. I love being spontaneous, adventurous, and present and 
as a special needs mom I can still enjoy all those things if I plan ahead!  
 
Even with the best plans and preparation beforehand, life happens, and when it does, its unpredictable, 
messy, and fun. Luckily in those times resting in God’s promises and care is so reassuring. As an 
example, on the day my oldest finished school and started her summer, I planned and prepared of 
course for her schedule and routines. I still had an overwhelming moment of oh my goodness, is this 
how the whole summer is going to be? I have to take a step back, pray, and trust God that even when I 
don’t understand things or know how things will turn out—He does!  
 
Resting in His sweet arms when life seems too much or anything besides peaches and cream is so 
refreshing. Knowing that God has my family and my daughters in His hands is how I can breathe and 
exhale. He also reminded me to take it one day at a time with the summer schedule.  
 
I encourage you when you may have a thought, feeling, or emotion of hopelessness to give it directly to 
God. Pray and reach out to Him. He is our, us special needs families, main resource! 
 
Dear Lord, Even when I may feel like a hot mess special needs parent, please feel me up with your hope, 
love, support, peace, and patience. Thank you for taking care of my family and all our needs. I love you 
and I trust you. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.  
  



Does God Care? 
Donna Mckenzie 

 
"Give your burdens to the Lord. He will carry them. He will not permit the godly to slip and fall." 
Psalm 55:22 (TLB)  
 
I knew it was coming. It’s been in the back of my mind for the past year. I’ve tried to avoid, ignore, 
distract myself but there was no way around. Once again I find myself smack dab in the middle of it. My 
old pal (not)…. GRIEF. 
 
As a young boy and now a young man with Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy, Ryan’s school years were 
often difficult. Although a struggle, he managed to keep up academically. It was the physical, emotional 
and social aspects that were his hardest battles. He started displaying anxiety near the end of his 
elementary years and began having full blown panic attacks in junior high. By the start of high school, 
we withdrew him feeling homeschooling would be best for the remainder of his education.  
  
It was not your typical home-schooling. A tutor came to our home. Ryan kept up pretty well until this, 
his final year of school. His tutor moved, and Ryan struggled with the change. So we chose to do this last 
year on our own, in our own way. Doing so meant he would complete his education, but in a non-typical 
fashion. Ryan understood that he would not graduate with his class. We talked about it and he was okay 
with his decision. He knew he would not “walk” with his class. There would be no pomp and 
circumstance.  
 
On the other hand, I struggled as I knew this day would come. It is hard for me to see all the postings 
and pictures of friend’s children at their graduations. I am happy for them. I can and will celebrate those 
moments with them yet deep down inside, it pokes at my grieving heart.  
 
It was Ryan’s choice. I knew I had to respect that choice. Now he is struggling too. Not because of his 
choice but watching his friends celebrate these events and moving on. He said, “Mom I am happy for 
them, but my life is so different. They are talking about moving out, going to college. It is hard, I know I 
will never be able to be on my own.”  
 
Trust me, we have heard all the, “You can do anything you put your mind to” speeches but the reality is 
he can’t, and he knows that. These types of life events bring that reality to the front. You see things the 
way they are “supposed” to be, yet have to accept that is not our reality. 
 
We both have to grief the loss… again.  
 
There are no short cuts. Each grieving moment is as painful as the last one even when you know it is 
coming. I cannot protect Ryan or myself from it. As much as I want to run and hide, it eventually bubbles 
up. We will get through it, with some tearful days. Just as we have numerous times over the past few 
years. No matter how many times I experience it, it does not speed up the process. We still have to walk 
through it. 
 
 I am thankful God understands our sorrows and grief as he watched his own son fulfill his destiny:  
“We despised him and rejected him-a man of sorrows, acquainted with bitterest grief.” (Isaiah 53:3, TLB) 
 



As we process and deal with this grief we are also choosing to see things from a different perspective. 
Setting aside the “normal,” we are still celebrating this milestone of Ryan’s life. 
 
The one word I could chose to describe Ryan’s life is … Endurance; The ability to do something difficult 
for a long time; the ability to deal with pain that continues for a long time, the quality of continuing for a 
long time. 
 
Ryan endured. He endured years of watching his friends get bigger, stronger as he became weaker. He 
endured teachers that didn’t want to understand, IEP meetings, promises made that were never kept. 
He endured going from being able to walk, to needing a wheelchair. Endured having friends pull away 
then reject him. He endured panic of such things as there being a fire while he was on the second floor 
of the school, and the fear of not being able to get out. He endured disappointments, changes, 
challenges and pain. Most importantly, in enduring HE FINISHED WELL!  
 
So even in the midst of our grief, we are choosing to celebrate Ryan’s unique successes. He (and our 
family) have learned lessons one can only learn in the school of life. Ones that often take people years to 
understand.  
 
We know that God really does care. So much so that he says in Psalms 55:22, "Give your burdens to the 
Lord. He will carry them. He will not permit the godly to slip and fall." (TLB)  
 
Perhaps Francis H. Havergal summed it up best: “To thee I bring my care, the care I cannot flee. Thou 
wilt not only share, but bear it all for me. O Loving Savior, now to thee, I bring the load that wearies 
me.” 
 
Grief is a lonely and personal thing. Feeling so alone, yet I know I am not. Thankful that God is in it with 
me. He understands, and I don’t have to hide these feelings from him or pretend everything is okay. He 
can handle, "the load that wearies me."  
 
 
Heavenly Father, Thank you for always being with us, even in the midst of grief and sorrow. I know I can 
go to you and trust you with these feelings. I know you understand the pain. Thank you for the promise 
that you will carry our burdens if we would give them to you. Help us to see the joy in the sorrow. In 
Jesus Name, 
Amen. 
  



Eyes Wide Open 
Emily Krill 

 
"O LORD, open his eyes and let him see!" 
2 Kings 6:17a NLT 
 
This is for the days that one cookie isn't quite enough... this is for the days that you would like to have a 
cookie IV attached to your arm.  
 
This is for the weeks that just will not let up, and the weekend that isn't looking much lighter. 
 
This is for the months that have been booked solid with doctor appointments, schedule changes, 
emergencies and pain. Every. Single. Day. 
 
This is for the years that you have gone without a break. (Shoot - the closest you come to a vacation is 
the daydreaming you do when you're stuck at a red light in your minivan.)  
 
This message from God isn't for just any old day. This is for the day that you're secretly praying for Jesus 
to make his second coming because you really don't know if you can take it much longer.  
 
Here it is:  
You are surrounded by an army of angels. Right now. 
And they aren't just there to look pretty. 
God's got your back. 
 
Here's the Bible account that reminds me of this when I feel ready to throw in the towel. In 2 Kings, 
when Elisha was surrounded by his enemies, his servant cried out in fear, "Ah, my lord, what will we do 
now?"  
"Don't be afraid!" Elisha told him. "For there are more on our side than on theirs!" Then Elisha prayed, "O 
LORD, open his eyes and let him see!" The LORD opened his servant's eyes, and when he looked up, he 
saw that the hillside around Elisha was filled with horses and chariots of fire. (2 Kings 6:16-17 NLT) 
On our worst days, when we are ready to cry out "Ah, my LORD, what will we do now?" what if we 
instead pause and ask him to open our eyes to the army of help he has surrounding us? I bet we would 
be shocked to see the truth. 
 
PRAY: Dear Lord, sometimes the enemies we face aren't as obvious as army in chariots of fire, but they 
are just as daunting. We humbly ask you to open our eyes to the army of help you have surrounded us 
with—from angels to awesome promises in the Bible and everything in between, we place our struggles 
in your hands. Amen.  



Top 7 Verses to Remember When It’s IEP Time 
Tammie Hefty 

 
There is a time for everything, 
and a season for every activity under the heavens... 
Ecclesiastes 3:1 NIV 
 
It's time for our daughter to transition to middle school. More so than moving from Wisconsin to 
Nevada, this transition is taxing on my mental state. I mean, I'm a substitute teacher, and I SEE the 
difference between elementary and middle school every day!!! So, the fact that God has me simmering 
on some very comforting verses at THIS particular time has been quite helpful and has kept me 
CLINGING TO his promises.  
 
Here, in no particular order, are my favorite pieces of scripture to remind me of God's love and 
faithfulness during IEP season and times of transition... 
 
I praise you because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; 
your works are wonderful, 
I know that full well.  
 Psalm 139:14 NIV 
 
Yes, we are ALL wonderfully made by an all-knowing, all-powerful God. That means my daughter is his 
perfect and unique work of art, and I have been gifted with the opportunity to parent her here on earth. 
All the challenges, all the appointments, all the therapies, all the meltdowns have been woven into her 
story, her tapestry. There is nothing WRONG with my child. This is hard to remember during IEP season 
because we focus on the deficits of our children; the weaknesses for which we need to make 
accommodations...so, careful meditation on our children's Creator and purpose helps to balance out the 
"yuckiness" of all the tests and reports. 
 
My dear brothers and sisters, take note of this: Everyone should be quick to listen, slow to speak and 
slow to become angry. James 1:19 NIV 
 
This is pretty obvious; why it is important to remember in an IEP meeting. I just know that my blood 
pressure can raise when I feel misunderstood or threatened, and then I go into fight mode. So, 
meditating on the fact that we are instructed as Christians to "slow to become angry" is quite helpful for 
me. 
 
I form the light and create darkness, I bring prosperity and create disaster; I, the LORD, do all these 
things.  Isaiah 45:7 NIV 
 
Especially when I'm beginning to think that "bad things" could happen, I need to remember that God has 
already written my daughter's story; He already has a plan for her life, and that even what I may 
perceive as BAD, if it be HIS will, is good. It gives me peace just to rest in HIS will and to know that in 
doing so, I am pleasing my Creator.  
 
Father, if you are willing, take this cup from me; yet not my will, but yours be done. Luke 22:42 NIV 
 
Even Jesus asked God to remove his burden from his shoulders...so, it's okay for me to pray for that as 



well...but, ultimately, it must be God's way and not my way. 
 
Even as the words were on his lips, a voice came from heaven, "This is what is decreed for you, King 
Nebuchadnezzar: Your royal authority has been taken from you.” Daniel 4:31 NIV 
 
Yeah...Nebuchadnezzar had forgotten HOW he had gotten to such a high and mighty position; he'd 
gotten too big for his britches, and God took him down to the lowest of the low. I need to remember 
that whenever I start to feel too proud or too powerful. I need to remember that everything I have; any 
advocating abilities, any modifications written into my daughter's IEP that maybe I had to fight for, any 
time people say, "You are such a great mother-" ALL THAT I AM AND ALL THAT I HAVE are a reflection of 
God's love and mercy. 
 
Do not repay anyone evil for evil. Be careful to do what is right in the eyes of everyone. If it is possible, 
as far as it depends on you, live at peace with everyone. Do not take revenge, my dear friends, but leave 
room for God’s wrath, for it is written: “It is mine to avenge; I will repay,” says the Lord. Romans 12:17-
19 NIV 
 
This verse is important for me to remember on many levels. As a student in middle school and high 
school I was picked on, and these verses helped me to remember to respond in love as much as 
possible. So, if or when my child is picked on for her differences, I will speak these words over her and 
help her set them to memory so she can have them running through her head when she is at school as I 
did when I was her age.  
 
It's also important for me to remember that sometimes, we won't get our way, and we MAY even wind 
up with enemies. God tells us that is a part of life, but that we should try as hard as possible to get along 
with everyone. Sometimes that means giving up our own rights in order to let someone have their 
way...I don't have to spend every day stomping my foot down and saying, "No, I will not move until you 
give us what we want." We glorify God by saying, "In the name of Jesus, I will walk away from this for 
now. This is God's fight to fight; if He wants this to happen, it will happen." We must call upon the Lord 
for wisdom and discretion in these types of circumstances. 
 
Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall trouble or hardship or persecution or famine or 
nakedness or danger or sword? As it is written: 
“For your sake we face death all day long; 
we are considered as sheep to be slaughtered.” 
No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us. 
Romans 8:35-37 NIV 
 
That's what it all boils down to, right? WE HAVE ALREADY WON! We are already conquerors in Jesus 
Christ so the things that happen here on earth are not going to earn us any special medals when we get 
to heaven.  
 
Now that you know MY favorite scripture verses for IEP time, what are yours? Share them in the 
comment section below! 
 
Pray: Heavenly Father, you have written a unique story for each one of us, and that means IEPs and 
evaluations and 504s, but help us to know that you are in control-Help us to be at peace with your will. 
You are our God and we submit to your sovereignty, grace, and mercy. Amen.  



Where Does God Go When We Are in a Valley? 
Jack’s Dad 

 
In all sincere honesty, I have been in an out of emotional valleys since February of this year. It's become 
a battle that I face daily. It stares me in the face when I wake up in the morning and like a grizzly bear it 
stands tall over me so that I retreat back to my pillow. 
 
The Valley of the Shadow of death can be different for everyone and breaks us down in various ways, 
but a common factor is that the valleys of life do bring us down. 
 
I am witnessing this as Jack is getting older and stronger, yet his level of self-control doesn't seem to be 
progressing as quickly as his testosterone levels. 
 
I talk more about Jack on my blog, www.jacksdad.org, but Jack is 7 years old and has Down syndrome. 
We are learning a new routine that he is phasing into that is requiring me to sit, snuggle, and relax with 
him for about 15 minutes before he goes off to school. This new routine makes me late for work, it puts 
me back into a tired mode before work, and it is honestly work to get him to calm his anxiety.  
 
At this point in time, this is my valley. 
 
However, in true God form, He brought a Bible verse to my mind. It is Psalm 23. I am sure you have 
heard it or memorized it. 
 
What put me in my place, however, was not the valley, not the calm waters or green pastures or rest. 
The principle that God gently brought home to my fix-it brain was that God does not promise to get me 
out of the valley.  
 
Now, before you think this is takes the situation from bad to hopeless, notice one more detail. 
 
GOD IS IN THE VALLEY! I had never thought of this before...maybe I'm the only daft one in the 
blogosphere... but God put Himself in the depression-filled, helpless hole with us.  
 
Why would He do that? Without getting into all the implicated Theology, but bottom line is that God 
puts Himself into our situations so that we will learn that all we need is God Himself. 
 
God is the sustainer of our energy, attitudes and outlook. God actually reminds us (thanks to the Apostle 
Paul in the book of Acts) that God's grace is sufficient for us because His strength is made perfect in our 
weakness. 
 
Oh, dear friends and fellow parents... take a step back from the situation and see the God is there with 
us. We cannot change the disability, but God can change the perspective. 
 
Dear God, Thank you for being loving enough to willingly join us in the valley of our lives. Help us today 
to see that You are with us and that we can rely on you. Amen.  
 
  

http://www.jacksdad.org/


I Am Never Alone 
Beth Clay 

 
The doorbell was ringing.  
 
We have one of the most obnoxious doorbells on the face of the earth. It frequently gets stuck, 
endlessly playing a medley of patriotic themes. I am still not sure why I haven't ripped the thing right off 
of the wall yet. The other thing of interest concerning this doorbell is the fact that it sends our dog into a 
complete barking frenzy every time is goes off. 
 
Today was no exception. 
 
It's summer and everyone in our house is just slightly off schedule and out of sorts as we attempt to 
adjust to new schedules. Schedule changes are a challenge, not just for our son with autism but for me 
as well. While I look forward to and enjoy summer break, I do miss the routine of the school year and 
the "free time" it brings. Honestly, that little bit of time during the school day allows me to regroup, 
recharge, organize, clean, grocery shop, do laundry, scrub toilets...wait, where was I going with this? Oh 
yes, and have a moment to myself.  
 
Self preservation. I don't know about you, but sometimes I am just over here calling out to Jesus, "Five 
minutes, I just need five minutes!" So, our doorbell was ringing, and the dog was barking. I went to put 
the leash on him, so I could hold him back while I opened the door, only to realize he didn't have his 
collar on. 
 
(and the doorbell is still ringing...) 
 
I look everywhere for the collar and finally find it in the bathroom, get it on him and get him leashed. 
 
(and the doorbell is still ringing...) 
 
The baby was crying, one of my daughters is a nanny for the summer and she had brought her young 
charge over to swim. 
 
(and the doorbell is still ringing...)  
 
My son is yelling "Banana yes!" 
 
My little girls are asking where the Neosporin is? 
 
(and the doorbell is still ringing...) 
 
I make it to the door. 
 
Someone says, "I think the puppy needs to go outside and poop." Did I mention I thought it would be a 
good idea to get a new puppy last week, a lovely addition to the doorbell barking dog we already have. 
Also, just between us, I don't think they like each other and I'm not so sure it's going to work out. 
 
My hand is on the door, and I open it. 



(and the doorbell still ringing...) 
 
With a smile on my face and chaos erupting behind me I reach over and unstick the doorbell button and 
politely ask the young lawn care guy standing before me, "What can I do for you?" 
 
He says, "I notice you have what appears to be chemical burns on your front lawn." 
 
Godly thoughts were not flowing through my mind at this point.  
 
I took a deep breath, part of me determined to slam the door in his face, because for the love of all that 
is holy can he not hear what is going on inside this house? Does he really think that orange grass in my 
front yard is even on my radar of things that are important to me right now? But the other part of me 
won out and I just laughed and said, "Yes it's a bit of a mess right now." I listened to his speech for a 
moment and asked for his card, I promised to give it to my husband and we would call if we needed any 
service. 
 
Then I shut the door, turned around and took in the chaos behind me. This is the point where 
sometimes all you can say is "Jesus," take another deep breath and carry on, attempting to meet 
one need at a time. Peace, I need peace.  
 
Yes, I look forward to the quiet of bedtime for my children, but I need the peace of knowing 
God through every chaotic moment that we will experience. That is the peace that allows you to lie 
down and sleep and reminds you, you are never alone. 
 
"In peace I will lie down and sleep, for you alone, Lord, make me dwell in safety." Psalm 4:8 NIV 
 
This verse has been on my mind for the last couple of weeks and I think it holds great comfort for special 
needs parents. Many of us are heading into a long summer overwhelmed, feeling a little isolated and 
lonely, even when we are surrounded by our children. 
 
Sometimes I feel I am drowning in children and puppies, dogs and doorbells, in laundry and dirty 
bathrooms. I want to be alone, and I feel isolated all at the same time. I am learning to look forward to 
the chaos, and to finding peace in the summer.  
 
That is the thing about the peace of God though, it's always right there, in whatever season we find 
ourselves. We just have to discover, and occasionally be reminded of its existence. 
 
So for you today I pray: Dear heavenly Father, may the peace of your sovereignty reign in the hearts of 
these precious parents. Lord may they take comfort in knowing, they are not alone in the chaos that may 
be erupting in their lives. When there seems to be no one around to help them, let them hear your voice 
and know they are not alone. In Jesus name I pray, Amen. 
  



The God Who Is Always There 
Angela Parsley 

 
Hidden in the hands of Moses and Aaron, You led your people. 
~ Psalm 77:20, MSG 
 
It is tempting, in times of weariness, to think that God is not present. And the Psalmist who wrote Psalm 
77 is not unfamiliar with that struggle. What can we learn from him as we struggle today? How can we 
relate this passage to our here and now and find the same hope that this author found? 
 
The simple answer is that we serve the same God today who never changes, who is good, and who is in 
perfect control. We can learn from the Psalmist because we can listen to his inspired words and learn to 
really pray.  
 
The author starts out by crying out to the Lord in his dire situation. We too need to learn to cry out in 
our times of distress.  

The author confesses his honest struggle with doubt, he doesn't sleep, he stresses over his present 
circumstances. These things are getting him nowhere and he is honest about them before God. Then he 
remembers something.  
 
The Psalmist starts to recount and ponder the things that God has done. These early hearers would 
remember clearly the miracles that God performed bringing His children out of the wilderness. This is an 
amazing remembrance. It gives him hope, yet how much more so should we have hope when we 
consider what God has done through Christ. His death and resurrection on our behalf is astounding. This 
is a greater miracle that we can recount and as we do, our hope will be restored. Our doubt dwindles. 
Our love soars.  
 
As God accomplishes all of these things that the Psalmist recounts, he ends with, "Hidden in the hands 
of Moses and Aaron, You led your people like a flock of sheep." This is beautiful to me. It resounds in a 
way that I hope encourages you as it did me.  
 
You see, though the people could not see God directly, God used men to lead them through the 
wilderness. God was not always seen, but He was always present. Today, we are like the Moses and 
Aaron who lead our flock. God is quietly using us to grow, lead, and move our children toward Him. It is 
no mistake that you are a parent to the specific child you are raising. God is working. He is present. He is 
quietly sanctifying you and your child to be more like Christ.  
 
We cannot always see His leading clearly but if we are in Christ we have the Holy Spirit living in us. It is 
by that power that we can lead and guide our children in all things no matter what needs they have. We 
can do this because God is with us. He is always present, working, sometimes quietly and other times 
more loudly, but let us pattern our hope and trust after this Psalmist when the rough times come.  
 
Father, thank you for never leaving us or forsaking us. Thank you for the gift of your Son who lived the 
perfect life so we did not have to, we couldn't and were hopeless without His sacrifice. Thank you for 
being a generous Father who is always guiding us. We thank you and praise you for this word of 
encouragement from the Psalms. Thank you for your word. In Jesus Name. Amen. 
 



The Full Life God Intended for Caregivers 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Therefore Jesus said again, “Very truly I tell you, I am the gate for the sheep. All who have come before 
me are thieves and robbers, but the sheep have not listened to them. I am the gate; whoever enters 
through me will be saved. They will come in and go out and find pasture. The thief comes only to steal 
and kill and destroy; I have come that they may have life and have it to the full.” John 10:7-10 NIV 
 
Without even trying, our daily lives can become busy.  
 
Meals always need to be cooked. Messes need cleaned up. Everyone expects their clothes to be washed. 
And that dishwasher won’t unload itself. Then there is the work that is done that actually pays the bills.  
 
There are also extra things that happen in my household. These are the jobs that come with raising a 
child with special and medical needs. The medicine needs to be given twice a day. The nebulizer is 
turned on and off twice a day. My daughter is placed on her vest airway clearance twice a day with my 
help. The bi-pap must be turned on every night and checked at least once after she falls asleep. 
Appointments for specialists must be scheduled and kept.  
 
A few years ago, I was struggling. I felt very busy moving from task to task never quite feeling like I was 
ever getting ahead. The day ended, I mentally applauded my efforts and then sighed knowing a slightly 
different version of this day will come again. Years of caring for a child with medical issues weighed on 
me. I had always hoped my daughter would grow up with decreasing health needs. But, more (not less) 
diagnoses and their treatments were added over the years.  
 
Yes, my life seemed very, very full.  
 
Is that the full life Jesus wanted for me? Did Jesus want me to fight my way through the days serving my 
daughter with a sense of being overwhelmed? 
 
Nope. It was easy to know that I shouldn’t feel that way, but it was harder to change it.  
 
There were many changes I made in my attitude and heart to stop feeling like my life was too full. The 
main thing I had to do was refocus. Jesus wanted to be my gate. He wanted me to come to him into a 
place of pasture where I could go about my day, care for my child, and enjoy my everyday life. It is 
through him, that I could find a place of mental safety to allow myself to better serve my child.  
 
Jesus does not want our days stolen away by cares, worries, and chores. Focusing on what needs to be 
done means that we aren't focused on the life giver. God wants our days lived to the fullest in every way 
assuring us peace when we feel like our life is too full.  
 
God, I thank you for giving us life and life to the fullest. I pray that those of us caring for a loved one will 
find balance and hope in you. Help us not to be distracted and overwhelmed by the work we need to do 
daily, but help us to thrive in the place you have called us to be. May our lives be lived to the fullest 
potential as we help our loved ones reach their fullest potential too. Amen.  



When Vacation Seems Overwhelming 
Mike Dobes 

 
“So God blessed the seventh day and made it holy, because on it God rested from all his work that he had 
done in creation.” Genesis 2:3 (ESV) 
 
 
Vacation - for many of us, this might seem like a foreign concept. Or maybe vacation simply means 
more packing, more laundry, more logistics and more exhaustion. Unfortunately, we live in a very busy 
and stressed society that often jokes about returning from vacations more tired than when we left. 
 
When did we forget how to relax, to unwind, to just do nothing? When did we start feeling guilty for 
sleeping in and laying on a couch and reading a book?  
 
Maybe we are putting too much emphasis on vacation as an event, rather than ensuring that our lives 
are filled with mini-vacations. What would it look like to have a break every week, every day? 
 
I know for myself that my goal is to have quiet time with God every day, to have a Sabbath day every 
week and to have a weekend getaway once a quarter to just rest, decompress and ideally return 
refreshed. While I have yet to achieve my ideal rhythm, if I don’t at least have a goal then I know I will 
never gain some downtime. 
 
May I encourage you to consider the following “vacation” ideas to add to your rhythm of life? 
 
1) Daily quiet time and solitude - this doesn’t need to last an hour or even thirty minutes (although that 
would be so nice, right?). Rather, it might be ten minutes, or five, or even just 60 seconds. Lock the door 
on the bathroom, go hide in the garage, or take a slightly longer shower. And I would encourage you to 
not use this time to make a to-do list or to think about things to do. Let the Holy Spirit whisper to your 
heart, take a moment to pray and worship God, and maybe just enjoy the sunset. 
 
2) Weekly breaks - I know this starts to get really challenging, but our bodies and spirits are designed to 
enjoy some downtime. Whether you need to lean on family members, friends, or your church, don’t be 
afraid to ask for help in order to gain a few hours of alone time. Whether this becomes a time of great 
spiritual refreshment, or uninterrupted grocery shopping, it is important to have in your rhythm.  
 
3) Regular getaways - sometimes we just need to say “no” and get away from the hustle and bustle of 
life. A quick drive to the beach or mountains, an overnighter in a different city or even just visiting old 
friends can provide so much refreshment to our souls. If your life is anything like mine, these getaways 
must be put on the calendar or they will never happen. I will never have the time to rest and relax - I 
must make the time. And don’t ever feel guilty for enjoying your getaway! 
 
Maybe if we were all a bit better at the smaller breaks in life, we would be able to better enjoy and 
embrace our bigger vacations. Maybe if we practice how to ask for help, how to enjoy solitude and how 
to say no on a regular basis, we can then embrace a long vacation without anxiety and guilt. Now, I wish 
I could guarantee that airlines and TSA and traffic and such won’t add to anxiety on vacation, but at least 
you will enjoy some inner quiet and rest that so many of us are yearning for. 
 
 



Lord, You never designed us to run at full speed 24/7. Rather, we are built for rhythm. A time to run and 
a time to sit. A time to work hard and a time to rest. A time to keep a schedule and a time to get lost in 
the moment. Help us to find this balance, to embrace rest and relaxation and bless our vacations this 
summer. Amen! 
  



Special-Needs Parenting Edition of 1 Corinthians 13 
Jennifer A. Janes 

 
Love is patient, love is kind.  
It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud.  
It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking,  
it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs.  
Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth.  
It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.  
Love never fails. 
1 Corinthians 13:4-8a (NIV) 
 
I have regularly made the reading of 1 Corinthians 13 part of a spiritual self-check. I read the passage, 
often out loud, and insert my name in place of the word "love." It is a humbling and convicting exercise. 
Recent interactions with my daughter have brought me back to this place - the place where I realize that 
to love her well, I have to love her in ways she understands and needs, not what suits me best. It has 
made me look at this passage in a new way: 
 
Love is patient. It answers the question about what's coming next for what seems like the thousandth 
time in the past two hours, despite having visual calendars and daily agendas available for her to look at 
any time. It deals with the child who gets out of bed over and over again before finding sleep, trying to 
find a way to calm her anxiety, praying with her for the peace and rest that her mind and body need. 
 
Love is kind. It explains for the umpteenth time, in a calm and quiet voice, why your child needs a place 
to go and chill out when group situations become overwhelming, why your child can't eat certain foods, 
and why your child refuses to keep her socks and shoes on. It resists all urges to act in ways that are 
unbecoming and would cause an embarrassing scene. 
 
Love does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It rejoices with other parents when they 
celebrate their child's milestones while their own children are far behind, and it resists the urge to 
accost everyone it meets with tales of the latest victory in occupational therapy or physical therapy or 
speech therapy or ABA or . . . . 
 
It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking . . . . Love treats the stranger who stares at your child's 
public meltdown with respect and an attempt at humor instead of giving in to the immediate reaction 
that bubbles up - sarcasm, or worse. Love looks to see where others might be struggling and need a 
quick text or email of encouragement, even on the rough days, determined to remember that parents of 
kids with autism aren't the only ones who struggle. 
 
. . . it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. It swallows frustration and hurt over and over 
again, as our children struggle to make themselves understood and communicate their needs, often in 
ways that hurt deeply. It finds ways to set the hurt aside, putting your child's needs ahead of your own, 
making sure that your child feels your love and acceptance instead of residual pain from behavior they 
are still learning to control. (All this while trying to teach them that their behavior has consequences and 
does cause problems for other people.) 
 
Love does not delight in evil but rejoices in the truth. Love rejoices in hearing about families who are 
loving their children well, getting them the help they need, even if it is different than the choices I have 



made for my child. Love does not smile smugly at the misfortune of those who have made unkind 
comments about my child or my parenting but reaches out with Christ's strength to see what I can do to 
help. 
 
It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love works hard to look on the 
bright side, even when another diagnosis complicates things, a food allergy restricts the diet further, and 
sleep deprivation requires caffeine consumption at dangerous levels. Love continues to research, fight 
with insurance companies for coverage, and work daily with their child to help her reach her full 
potential, whatever that may be. 
 
Love never fails. Love trusts God to get through each day and to give the strength needed to do 
whatever needs to be done that day, even while praying for a nap, drinking lots of caffeine, and eating 
dark chocolate. And love does this 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 365 days a year, because most parents 
of kids with autism don't get respite—or not nearly enough. 
 
Pray: Father, please help me to continue to stay the course, even on the days that I'm exhausted and 
think I can't possibly do one more thing. Please help me to be more like Christ each day so I can say to my 
children, like Paul, "Follow me, as I follow Christ." Give us your peace and patience as we navigate the 
difficulties of this life, and help us to learn to love one another with the love that only you can give us for 
each other. As we are filled with more of your love, show us how to love others and be your hands and 
feet in a world that is hurting. Amen.  



Confession: I Didn’t Do My Summer To Dos 
Melanie Gomez 

 
“…for his compassions never fail. They are new every morning;” Lamentations 3:22b-23a, NIV 
 
The first day of summer break I was optimistic and inspired. I had a long to-do list for my son with 
special needs. We were going to find various new specialists, therapists, do an “intensive” or two, and 
end the summer with an enhanced boy and a momma whose list was all checked-off. I envisioned the 
first day of school a triumphant return for both of us. 
 
I should have tempered my enthusiasm a bit. My son is 17, we’ve done summer before. And despite my 
enthusiasm, this one turned out like many of our previous summers. Have you ever felt like you are not 
doing nearly enough? Surely all the other special needs moms are getting it ALL done, right?  
 
I decided I would share my summer to-do fail with you, and then I’ll burn the whole list! Because 
lamenting what I have not done isn’t going to help me. And focusing on what we didn’t do, or have, or 
find, is not what will lead us into a successful Fall. My un-checked items include: Find an ABA therapist 
(which we got a prescription for in February and I just got my fourth rejection); Go to the beach a lot 
(haven’t been once since summer started); Get an appointment with ___________ (fill in the blank, he 
needs about 4 different specialist check-ups at this point).   
 
I can’t even type all of those without getting a knot in my stomach and having to shut down some pretty 
harsh self-talk. I find that I review the list often, and almost never do I visit all the great things we did 
this summer. I guess that’s the special parent dilemma: There is always something ELSE that we could be 
doing or finding to help our child. The more complex the special needs, the greater the myriad of new 
specialists, services or medicines that one could be researching. It’s never-ending and definitely 
overwhelming.  
 
Let’s start school by congratulating ourselves for starting school. Seriously! If your child is going to 
attend a school (or homeschool) great job! Just that has taken a lot more work for you than for parents 
of typical children. You survived IEP meetings and new teachers and questionnaires and re-shuffled 
therapy schedules, etc. And while we’re patting ourselves on the back, you survived summer! Hooray! 
Making it through a long string of days where schedules are off, sleep patterns are different, food is not 
routine, therapists are on vacation, and rain (or heat) change plan: that is not for the weak or frail.  
 
I’ve decided not to focus on my still-pending items, but rather on the positive aspects of summer and 
starting another year of school. Maybe I won’t burn the list, I’ll scoot it over to my Fall to-do items, and 
give myself a few more months to get them all done. Whether or not you got everything done this 
summer, feel free to enter the school year at peace, with positive thoughts about yourself, your 
parenting, and the new season. We all made it through summer, and thankfully we are entering a new 
school year. This time I am vowing to NOT place any new or unrealistic expectations on either my son or 
myself. That way my perfectionism will have nothing to criticize me about. Yes, we’ll keep plugging away 
at doing special needs life, but enjoying it along the way.   
 
An end-of-summer prayer: Thank you Heavenly Father, that your compassion toward me is new each 
morning. Help me to see and feel that you are pleased with me, and not look back on anything I haven’t 
accomplished with regret. Let me instead look forward to your grace and mercy. Enable me to greet this 
new school year with strength and a positive outlook for myself and for my child(ren). Bless this school 



year, protect my child, and keep me in your will as their mom, following the steps that you have ordered 
for us. 
  



I Am Weary 
Wendy Heyn 

 
“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways,” declares the Lord. “As the 
heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my thoughts than your 
thoughts.” Isaiah 55:8-9 NIV 
 
Nothing moves quickly with medical equipment. Earlier this year, we ordered a wheelchair growth kit 
because my ten-year-old son, Liam, is getting tall. After eight months, many phone calls, and a long 
office visit, the growth kit was added to his chair. We expected to walk out with a chair that was a great 
fit for our tall boy. Instead, his chair looked like a hodgepodge and was unable to seat him properly. Now 
I will need to make a mountain of calls, go to more appointments, and advocate aggressively to try to 
get him into a new chair that fits him well. Liam will have to use a poorly fitting chair for all the months 
that this takes.  
 
Today I sat in a back-to-school meeting for Liam and realized that despite a caring team, I will be 
working very hard this year to get the help that he needs. In our home, I need to hire new personal care 
workers and until I do, I will need to do all of Liam’s feeding, bathing, and other cares. My list of to-dos 
and frustrations goes on and on and on. Does yours? Do you spend hours and hours fighting for services 
and benefits? Do you feel like you constantly transporting to and from appointments? Do you lift, feed, 
tip a cup, dress, and change? Do you have to check, double check, and reteach others to be sure that 
your child’s needs are being met in the best possible way? Are you weary and exhausted? I know that 
many of you fight battles like these every day. My Liam just turned 10. That is a decade of loving my 
precious boy, but also a decade of advocacy. How long have you been a mom? How long have you been 
an advocate? Do you find yourself weary? 
 
As I felt frustrated and overwhelmed at the unending tasks before me today, I thought about 
Moses. Moses did not feel well prepared to lead the Israelites. He had to keep going back to a stubborn 
Pharaoh demanding the release of God’s people. Later Moses had to wander the desert for 40 years. He 
had to remind the Israelites of God's faithfulness and encourage them. Can you imagine his feelings of 
weariness? Yet God gave Moses the support of his brother Aaron to speak for him. God sent manna and 
quail for the Israelites to eat. Each day this manna and quail were a miraculous reminder of God’s 
presence.  
 
Martin Luther wrote, “I know not the way God leads me, but well do I know my Guide.” When things 
feel overwhelming and we are weary, we can rest in knowing who our God is. The same God who led the 
Israelites...The same God who took Moses to heaven...The same God who sent his son to die for 
me…THAT same God is the God who ordained Liam’s days, my days, your days. “For my thoughts are not 
your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways,” declares the Lord. “As the heavens are higher than the 
earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my thoughts than your thoughts.” We don't rest in 
God because we understand his plan. We don't rest in God because his plan feels easy. We don't rest in 
God because his plan meets our approval. We can rest in this God because he took care of our deepest 
need with the blood of his son on Calvary. This God who sent his own Son for us is worthy of our trust. 
We can do what Moses and the Israelites did. We can wake up each day, we can praise the God who 
saves, and we can do the work he gives us. When we feel weary, he will send the Aarons, the manna, 
and the quail. He sent his Jesus. Our Savior. He will strengthen us for this earthly travail with his precious 
word and someday he will deliver us to our heavenly home.  
 



Dear heavenly Father, Thank you for revealing yourself to me in your word. When I feel weary and tired, 
please lead me to your word. Strengthen me with your truth. Provide earthly supports for me to 
encourage me. Be with me. In your name, Amen. 
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