
 
  



 
 

 
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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School Year Fear 
Stephanie McKeever 

 
"In their hearts humans plan their course, but the LORD establishes their steps." Proverbs 16:9 (NIV) 
 
I have a secret. I don't love a new school year. I get new school year fear when all the crisp new school 
supplies start showing up in stores. When I was a kid the new school year held the promise of 
excitement, new glue, tall pencils, pointy crayons; all the treasures of the unknown to be discovered 
even in the nervousness. But, it gives me nothing but dread these days. We need that school routine 
back before the neighbors start calling. But, all I can think of is those meetings, the testings, and the 
most likely disagreements to come. The last few school years have been an uphill climb. I expected new 
as my child went in with a backpack full of fresh supplies and the thrill of the new classroom. Somehow, 
each year has only become more and more ... hard. 
 
I want to be excited. I hope each year there will be change. I'm learning when special needs are 
involved, IEPs are to come, everyone gets an opinion on what is right. It's a 'Team' decision. Some are 
credible opinions I value. Others come to the IEP table only once, not knowing my child at all. Aaand, my 
excitement wains. 
 
After a few nights awake stewing over this. I prayed. (Duh, you say.) God is revealing to me who is really 
in charge of my child, and the state of my heart. I can plan all day long. However, in the end, the Lord is 
going to guide my child towards His plans and this is where I should hold my trust. If I look back, He 
already has provided much. All I have to do is look to Him for the forward steps. 
 
School year fear is just like any other fear. It lies. It manipulates. It oozes its way in until it covers all of 
the new year joy. And before I know it, I'm awake at 2am thinking all the unthinkable that will have my 
stomach in knots for days. Fear is not from God. I'm doing my best to say goodbye to this fear and bring 
back the school excitement. Yeah, nervous excitement. But, this is God's plan. When I look at the people 
surrounding my child as people God is using to build up rather than tear down, suddenly fear has no 
place in this new school year when God is guiding. 
 
“For I am the Lord your God who takes hold of your right hand and says to you, ‘Do not fear; I will help 
you.’” Isaiah 41:13 NIV 
  
I am praying for our school year fear: 
Lord, thank you for the people you have placed around our children to help educate, give much-needed 
therapies, calm and help us guide our children through the upcoming school year. Wherever you lead us 
in education; home, public, or private schooling, I ask that you be the hand holding our children 
throughout the day. Please lead us and them not in a plan based in fear but based in your best plan for 
their future giving You glory.  



The Dad Coin 
John Felageller 

 
“But if we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we have fellowship with one another, and the blood of 
Jesus his Son cleanses us from all sin.” (1 John 1:7 ESV) 
 
I recently became acquainted with a businessman who started an organization that supported special-
needs dads through a mentorship program and various other resources. I was excited to have become 
connected with him through a mutual friend but was truly excited when he invited me to a board 
meeting for the organization to hear their ideas and get my opinion about how to successfully reach 
more dads with their programs. I traveled downtown to his office where I was personally escorted up to 
his floor, and there was welcomed by him and several of the other professionals who contributed on the 
team and treated to a nice lunch. During the meal, I was introduced to the program and how it was 
structured, and the founder put forth both ideas but also questions about how it could be improved. I 
was glad that I was able to share my own unique perspective as a special-needs father, but also as a 
teacher and someone who has worked with parent and life groups for special-needs families as well.  
 
After the meeting, I stayed to speak personally with the founder, and we had a wonderful opportunity 
to share our lives, goals and visions for how to better support families like mine, specifically the fathers. 
Towards the end of our conversation, he presented me with an envelope, and tucked inside was a 
“merit coin,” similar to what those in the military or police force would receive. He explained that this 
was an idea he had developed to honor special-needs dads, and this would be given solely for the work 
of being a good father to his special-needs child, every day, all the time in all facets. He said that he gives 
them out at a variety of events and will many times pick someone randomly from a crowd, but he said 
the most important part of this gift was how it was given to the father, with a handshake, holding the 
coin inside the palms of both hands. As he shook my hand and gave the presentation, I beamed with 
pride and emotion, although I realized right after he had passed it on to me, that this gift was not so 
much about me, but about me doing it for another. I had been given more than just an award for my 
good parenting, I was also given a template for how I might lift up another father with my words and 
actions, and what it could mean to another, especially in times of hardship and struggle. 
 
I now carry the coin with me everywhere I go, and know what a great gift it truly is, as it can serve as a 
reminder for me in my own times of stress and doubt, but also a light for another, when they are in a 
dark place, I can share hope for them, that they might be who they are meant to be. 
 
Pray: Heavenly father, you call us to be the light we are meant to be in the world, to our families, to our 
communities, and to our brothers and sisters. May we show the grace of your Son in all places and 
times, that those who struggle may be lifted up by our fellowship with you, Amen. 
 

Living Your Purpose 
Minerva Adame 

 
For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise you because I am 
fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that full well. Psalm 139: 13-14 (NIV) 
 
As the transition from one season to the next gradually take place and the weather changes alongside it, 
embrace the transition.  
 



Whether your beautiful family is transitioning into a new home, job, school or therapy schedules. 
Whatever your family’s “new” thing is this season, I encourage you to seek God so that if you don’t 
know already know what your gifts, talents, strengths are He can reveal those to you. He made you for a 
purpose and wants you to know why and how He equipped you with unique qualities to do so.   
Not knowing one’s purpose can feel like visiting an unfamiliar large city with no GPS, no cell phone, no 
internet, no tour guide, or no roadmap. I remember seeking God and asking Him why he created me and 
for what purpose. I think when pondering on those questions, one can feel eager and ready to know 
what God your purpose and dreams must be.  
 
Each person has a specific purpose that God assigned you when He formed you in your mother’s womb. 
As Christians, collectively our purpose is to lead others to Christ. Individually each person was created 
for a specific purpose given by God. He placed unique, beautiful qualities into your personality, 
strengths, gifts, and character for His glory.  
 
Whether you are aware of your purpose or not, you are living your life with purpose. By raising and 
taking care of your children with special needs, which is a privilege purpose to have. God takes regular 
people and makes them parents to the most precious children with special needs. You being the parent 
of your child is no accident and God trusts and believes in your capability to be the best parent you can 
be for your children. Please know that you are living your purpose daily by serving God through raising 
and caring for all the needs of your child. No one else can parent your babies like you do. With God by 
your side you have everything your children need. God gave you your specific gifts for them. They were 
the ones who were on God’s mind when He made you.  
 
You may have other things that God would like for you to fulfill and if you would like to know what those 
plans are, simply ask Him. He will reveal those things in His time.  
 
Rest in the sweet comfort of knowing one of your purposes; to raise, care for, support, love, advocate, 
and guide your children with special needs.  
 
Dear Lord, I ask that you support and guide this beautiful family as this parent fulfills their given purpose 
to raise their children. I also ask that you reveal any other plans and purposes that you would like this 
parent to do for your glory. Provide them with all they need to complete their life’s purpose. Be their 
strength and comfort in all times. Help them to take a small action step each day towards their God-
given purpose. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.  
  



Remembering the Goodness of God  

Sarah Broady  

 

"I will remember the deeds of the Lord; yes, I will remember your wonders of old. I will ponder all your 
work, and meditate on your might deeds. Your way, O God, is holy. What god is great like our God? You 
are the God who works wonders." Psalm 77:11-14 (ESV) 
 
My son, Sam, is a sleepwalker, and he has a way of scaring me to death when he comes to our room in 
the middle of the night, speaking gibberish and shining his phone flashlight in my eyes. Suddenly waking 
like that makes it really hard to get back to sleep easily. 
 
"You hold my eyelids open; I am so troubled that I cannot speak. I consider the days of old, the years 
long ago. I said, 'Let me remember my song in the night; let me meditate in my heart.' Then my spirit 
made a diligent search: Will the Lord spurn forever, and never again be favorable? Has his steadfast love 
forever ceased? Are his promises at an end for all time? Has God forgotten to be gracious? Has he in 
anger shut up his compassion?" Psalm 77:4-9 (ESV) 
 
Here we find David, a troubled sleeper himself, his mind wandering to the good old days. And ever in his 
Davidic way, he turns the tables on God, questioning his goodness. His spirit "made a diligent search" - 
searching high and low for any sign that favor still rests on him. Longing for the comfort of the love of a 
God he knows so well yet continuing to seek answers from him. How does he accomplish his search? 
David was a man after God's own heart, and we can learn a thing or two about search and rescue from 
him. 
 
"I will remember the deeds of the Lord; yes, I will remember your wonders of old. I will ponder all your 
work and meditate on your might deeds. Your way, O God, is holy. What god is great like our God? You 
are the God who works wonders." 
 
He remembers who God is by what he has done. God, who in his very nature is love, cannot help but be 
loving. And as we all learned from D.C. Talk, love is a verb. God showed up in big ways too in Israel's 
past, and while David wasn't there, he still remembers those wonders of old - remember? Splitting not 
one, but two waters in half so the people could walk on dry land? (See Ex. 14:15-22 and Joshua 3:5-17.) 
These are the things David remembers in his sleepless, troubled nights. You, too, must remember the 
goodnesses of God, even in the midst of darkness. God does indeed love you. And his steadfast 
love never ceases. You must remember this. He has done great things for you, and they didn't just stop 
with a diagnosis. Diligently search for these things, and write them down in a journal, or on post-it notes 
throughout the house so you will always remember 
 
They say when you have trouble sleeping, there are a few things you can do to help ease your mind and 
get back to sleep. Exercise your eyes and read for 15-20 minutes until your eyes feel heavy again. What 
should you read? How about your journal - where you have already written out things you need to 
remember?  
Oh God, thank you that You hear me when I call to you, even from silent lips in the dead of night. I know 
that you love me, and you love my family, my child(ren). Father, I remember when you provided for me 
(name it now.) You comfort me in my grief, in my struggles, and in my failures. (Name how you have 
been comforted.) Help me to remember what you have done for me, (name what he has done) that I 
would glorify you in all things, for you are a good, gracious, compassionate, and loving Abba, Father 
God, and I am yours through the blood of Jesus Christ. Amen. 



  



What I’m Thankful for As a Special-Needs Parent 
Jenn Soehnlin 

 
“Give thanks in all circumstances, for this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus.” 1 Thessalonians 5:8 NIV 
 
Thanksgiving is one of my favorite holidays. I just love the opportunity to gather with family and reflect 
on all the things we are grateful for, realize how blessed we truly are, all while eating some amazing 
food. 
 
Although I don’t always love the special-needs parenting journey, here are the five things I am most 
thankful for in this special-needs journey. 
 
1) Progress 
It’s so easy to focus on all the areas our children are struggling, their weaknesses, how far they are 
behind their peers, etc. 
 
In the Genesis account of God creating the world, He said “it was good,” after everything He created. He 
didn’t just say “it was good,” when it was all done. We must do that too. Celebrate the little victories as 
well as the big. Celebrate not just the huge milestones, but every little inch in between. And whether 
they’ve made a lot of progress, or just a little, progress is progress and I’m very thankful for it! 
 
2) Strength 
Being a special-needs parent molds you into a different person. Stronger, more determined, more 
resilient, more passionate about a world you hadn’t experienced before. I’m thankful for that.  
 
But the way I’ve grown the strongest? Is my faith. Sure, I’ve questioned God a lot in this journey, but I 
also trust Him more than I ever did before. I need to rely on God like never before. My faith is totally 
different now than it was six or seven years ago when my older son started getting diagnosis after 
diagnosis, and I am so very thankful for that. 
 
3) Community 
I’ll admit, I’ve lost a few friends in this special-needs journey. But I’ve gained so many more. Whether I 
met them online or God’s allowed our paths to cross in real life, I’ve met people I never would have had 
the opportunity to meet otherwise. 
 
And I’m so thankful for each and every one of my friends, family members, my childrens’ teachers and 
therapists. They say it takes a village to raise a child and I’m so grateful for mine, for all the people who 
pour into my children in ways I cannot and celebrate with me every new bit of progress. 
 
4) Education 
I was a middle school English teacher before becoming a special-needs parent. The things I’ve learned 
since this journey began are priceless to me. I devour books on sensory processing and speech and 
language as if they were the middle school books I used to love and recommend to my students. I 
appreciate all the new things I’ve learned that have helped me care for my own children. And I’m always 
thankful when I’m able to share my new insights with others. 
 
This new education I’ve attained has opened my eyes to a bigger world than I had previously 
experienced. A world where I now have more compassion, more understanding, more passion for 

http://biblegateway.com/bible?version=NIV&passage=Colossians+3%3A15
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advocating for what is best for each and every child. I know that if I were to ever return to the 
classroom, my teaching would be totally changed because of everything I’ve learned on this journey. 
 
5) My Children 
I loved my children even before they were born. And when both of them received diagnosis after 
diagnosis, I grieved. I cried. I feared for their future. I’ve compared them to other kids and felt 
devastated at how far behind they are their peers.  
 
But I’m thankful I have the privilege of watching them blossom in their own way. I’m proud of how hard 
they work to learn what comes so easily to others. I love their own ways they interact with the world 
and they show love. I love celebrating with them when they learn a new word or a new skill. They bring 
so much joy and purpose to my life and I am so thankful that God gave them to me. 
 
Prayer: Thank you God for all the blessings you have given me, and all the blessings I have experienced 
on this difficult journey of special-needs parenting. Help me to have a grateful heart not just this 
Thanksgiving season, but every day.  
  



Fall Leaves, Fall Worries 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Then God said, “Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb that yields seed, and the fruit tree that yields 
fruit according to its kind, whose seed is in itself, on the earth”; and it was so. And the earth brought 
forth grass, the herb that yields seed according to its kind, and the tree that yields fruit, whose seed is in 
itself according to its kind. And God saw that it was good. Genesis 1:11-12 NKJV 
 
Many people enjoy the season of fall. In my area of the country, the leaves turn into beautiful colors of 
red, yellow, and orange before they descend to the earth. My parents often take a weekend to drive 
around and enjoy the changing scenery. Lovely, right? Not for me. 
Fall also brings out the combines. My farming family harvests their soybeans and corn along with many 
other farmers in my area. As my family calculates yields from their crops, I calculate the risks for my 
daughter.  
 
While others embrace what fall brings, I begrudge the dangers of the season. I think about the pollen, 
dried out leaves, dust, and other allergens in the air. There’s seemingly nothing beautiful about any of 
that, at least not for my daughter.  
 
My child has been in the hospital many times for respiratory problems in the fall season causing me to 
hold my breath when leaves are covering the ground and combines are working in the fields near my 
house. Fear wants to creep in at the first signs of fall.  
 
As another fall season rolls around again, I want to think differently. God created everything. He made 
the trees and plants to be appreciated and useful. They were designed for a purpose. That purpose has 
nothing to do with fear provocation.  
 
Still, it’s hard for me to see the wonderful things in nature during fall. Years of respiratory issues with my 
daughter have conditioned me to think a certain way. But, I want God to show me a new way to think. I 
want to appreciate what God has made. After all, God doesn’t want me feeling tortured for weeks and 
months. He wants me to enjoy every day of life without fear of my daughter’s worsening breathing. Fear 
has no place in any season! No matter what experience has tried to tell me, God’s word trumps all of it.  
 
Heavenly Father, thank you for the wonderful things you have in creation. You designed a great system 
that I want to appreciate more. You know some things on Earth trigger health problems for my daughter. 
Let me not fear those things. Let me see the beauty that is in the Earth and not the problems they may 
create for my child. The things you make are good, so let them be good for my child. Amen! 
 
 
 
  



Navigating Friendships 
Angela Parsley 

 
“A friend loves at all times” Proverbs 17:17a. 
 
My daughter was eagerly waiting for her birthday party invitation as a girl in her class handed them out 
to each girl in the room. However, when it came to my daughter, she did not have one for her.  
 
My daughter, thinking the best of everyone, said, “It’s okay. You don’t have to give me one. Just tell my 
mom and she will let me go.” 
 
The girl was taken back because she did not want to invite my daughter. 
 
After an exchange of words and pleas the girl finally said, “I don’t want you to come.” 
 
This was heart breaking for my high-functioning autistic daughter. She could not understand why this 
girl invited everyone but her. It was mean and there are mean girls out there.  
 
This started a journey of discovering what a true friend looks like. Friendship has always been a struggle. 
Some of it is her fault because she doesn’t always know how to reciprocate in friendship. But this sad 
situation started a process of learning how to be a real friend. My daughter was eager to learn but was 
so surprised at basic social skills one needs to practice in order to be a good friend.  
 
The next year, the girl who intentionally excluded my daughter, invited her to her birthday party. My 
daughter was conflicted. They did seem to become friends this year but she was unsure if it was true 
friendship. It was another good lesson in learning what true friendship looks like. 
 
I actually attended the birthday party and observed from afar. The girl was being a friend. My daughter 
was still unsure so we were able to dissect each behavior to discuss how she was being a friend. It was 
beneficial and helped her learn even more about relationships.  
I hate seeing my child go through hard situations, but I know this is the best way for her to learn. So now 
I can say I am thankful for the experience and I believe she will say the same thing. 
 
Prayer: Father, thank you for opportunities to learn. Thank you for true and lasting friendship. Help our 
children learn to be good friends and how to identify good friends. We need your help and guidance in 
this. Thank you for being the One true and constant friend. In Christ, Amen. 
 
  



Jesus: His Presence in Our Storm 
DeAnna Gibson 

 
“Take courage. It is I. Don’t be afraid.” Matthew 14:27 NIV 
 
Standing ankle deep in the Gulf of Mexico’s edge, I heaved my requests onto the majesty and power of 
Creator God. I was comforted by the thought, God is with me. From the shore I was not amid the 
torment of the great deep—but I have been, as an autism mom. 
 
Matthew 14 consumed my imagination. Jesus walked on the water. Peter walked on the water. Peter 
began to sink but cries out. Without hesitation (but not without rebuke) Jesus saves him. Amazing! 
 
Jesus could have thrown his voice from the shores, exclaiming, “Just swim, I’ve got you!” He could have 
calmed the storm as He did in Matthew 8. So being sovereign and all-loving, why did Jesus do it this 
way? Here are several things we can glean from this account.  
 
Jesus is present with us in our storms. The purpose is not the primary point—the point is His presence. 
When Jesus gave the Great Commission to Peter (and others), He reminded him, “I am with you always, 
even to the end of the age.” (Matthew 28:20) I wonder how often Peter remembered his experience 
with Jesus on the water? For all the moments Peter faced in life, ministry, and even his death, Peter 
knew Jesus was with him. We are blessed with the same assured promise of the presence of Christ in 
our storms! 
 
It might be time to get out of the boat! There are times the Spirit prompts us to fix our eyes upon Christ 
and take steps into turbulent water. We will leave many behind in the boat, but we will walk where 
others dare not trod. It is messy and risky, but Jesus walked into our storm, walking from the safety of 
the shore, standing amidst us on the water.  
 
WHEN we fall, WHEN our eyes shift, WHEN our faith fails, Jesus will show greater compassion than we 
expect. Sinking Peter cried out for his only hope—Jesus. IMMEDIATELY, Jesus reached out his hand to 
catch Peter. We might be startled by His correction, but if you are like me, His rebuke might seem more 
gracious than expected.  
 
Being with Jesus does not mean the storm subsides. We want that statement to not be true, but 
Matthew 14:32 says the wind did not die down until Jesus and Peter returned to the boat… the storm 
still raged. Peter’s experience intimately describes fellowship with Christ – not merely benefitting from 
protection but being within His strong grasp and His loving work in your life, even while the storm rages. 
 
Dear God, the winds and the waves are often fierce. I know that in Christ, I am never alone. You are the 
One who brings me to the storm, so I know You Yourself will bring me through the storm. Amen. 
 

Always with Us 
Cathy Porter 

 
I keep my eyes always on the Lord. With him at my right hand, I shall not be shaken. Psalm 16:8 NIV UK 
 
There are many things in life that can leave us feeling shaken as if the things that make us feel secure 
are suddenly taken away leaving us feeling vulnerable and weak. In our family these moments are 



described as ‘a wobble,’ disorientating, confusing feeling unsure of everything and everyone around 
you. 
 
When someone in the family experiences a sudden change in health, or when circumstances change 
making the pattern of life unfamiliar and uncertain. When something you thought you knew and 
understood takes on a whole new level of meaning and you realize yet again you are at the bottom of 
another steep learning curve trying to understand how best to support and care for those we love. 
When a friend or partner is unable to give the support you have grown to rely on and you are left feeling 
adrift, alone. There are so many times in our lives that can leave us shaken, often doubting our ability to 
carry on. 
 
The Psalmist is determined in the midst of one of these wobbles that keeping his eyes on the Lord will 
get him through to level, solid ground again. I can almost imagine him feeling that if only he keeps a 
close eye on the Lord—not letting him out of his sight for a second—then he can be sure he will keep 
the Lord by his side ready to help and rescue. Of course isn’t it true that the Lord is there at our right 
hand already, he has never left. Rather it is I who needs to look for him again, and to remember where 
my focus and attention needs to be. Like Peter losing his gaze and instead being overwhelmed as he 
catches sight of the waves instead of Jesus’ face. 
 
But what does it mean in the midst of my wobbly every day, to look to the Lord? I cannot simply turn my 
back on what is going on around me? Looking to the Lord is not about stopping everything and dropping 
everything we are juggling. It is not about trying to forget about difficult responsibilities or 
circumstances and think about something better. I find it is much more about looking at those things in 
a new way, looking at them with the Lord. Being mindful of who is with us in it all. The one who creates 
life out of chaos; the Good shepherd who knows his sheep; the one who lived a fully human life in this 
broken world just as we do; the King with all authority; the Judge with power to bring change; the 
faithful one who keeps every promise; the Father whose love knows no limits. It is being mindful of who 
we are with him too – known, loved, a child of the King so precious in his sight. We are in the midst of 
the wobble with one who calms storms for us. 
 
I wonder what is trying to shake you today. I wonder how it is affecting how you see your life and 
yourself right now. In what area of your life do you need to remember that the Lord is with you, and has 
never left your side? 
Lord, like the psalmist I want to keep my eyes on you and be reminded today that you are Emmanuel God 
with me. In all that is ahead of me today whisper reminders of your loving strong presence. In every task 
and every challenge show me how to see it and face it with you rather than on my own. May I get to the 
other side of the day’s to-do-list more aware of you, more full of wonder at your faithful love, with a 
deeper trust in you. Amen 
 
  



The Spiritual Seasons of Special-Needs Parenting 
Barb Dittrich 

 
I want loving-kindness and not a gift to be given in worship. I want people to know God instead of giving 
burnt gifts. Hosea 6:6, NLT  
 
No one can beat up on a mother like herself. Looking at other women, comparing herself to their 
perceived competence or excellence, so many moms do Satan's job of self-defeat quite handily. Mothers 
can agonize over whether they are engaging in enough fun activities for their child, cooking enough 
creative and nutritious meals for the family, guiding their child in spiritual growth with enough wisdom 
or diligence, and when special needs are in the mix, making right medical decisions for their child's well-
being. And these are just the concerns that involve her children! 
 
Turn that introspection toward her own spiritual growth, and the mother of a child with special needs 
expectations can be incredibly unrealistic. A parent can become overwhelmed by feelings of defeat 
seeking to chase that elusive dream of daily, uninterrupted quiet hours in prayer and study of the Bible. 
An erroneous sense of self-condemnation can grow when a parent puts unreasonable spiritual demands 
on him or herself. 
 
While it may look a bit different in fathers from the way it reveals itself in mothers, men are no less 
susceptible to these self-imposed pressures. Dads are notorious for lofty expectations when it comes to 
their jobs or passing traditions on to their sons. When special needs are a part of that mix, a man, while 
often less emotional, still feels pressed to make his spiritual life look like what he perceives as healthy. 
 
The interesting thing is that these harsh self-expectations are counter to everything that God tells us in 
His word. The Lord is much more concerned about our heart condition and our desire for relationship 
with Him than He is about how many minutes we spend each day in uninterrupted Bible study. Here are 
some of the things He tells us: 
 
... People look at the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart. (1 Samuel 16:7, NIV) 
Whatever you do, work at it with all your heart, as though you were working for the Lord and not for 
people. (Colossians 3:23, GNT) 
 
So brothers and sisters, since God has shown us great mercy, I beg you to offer your lives as a living 
sacrifice to him. Your offering must be only for God and pleasing to him, which is the spiritual way for 
you to worship. (Romans 12:1, NCV) 
 
Certainly you do not want a sacrifice, or else I would offer it; 
you do not desire a burnt sacrifice. 
The sacrifices God desires are a humble spirit— 
O God, a humble and repentant heart you will not reject. (Psalms 51:16-17, NET) 
What do these verses and our featured verse for today's devotion demonstrate? The spiritual practice of 
daily quiet time with the Lord is good, but God is more concerned with our spiritual intimacy with Him 
than He is about how that intimacy occurs. He understands that there are spiritual seasons of a parent's 
life. He does not count against us our lack of quiet morning devotions when a child is hospitalized or we 
have been up with them half the night. While this is a goal to aspire to, we are not less because we are 
unable to engage in this daily practice. 
 



During those spiritual seasons where the interruptions or demands are high and the quiet time is nearly 
non-existent, I can foster my spiritual intimacy with my Maker by... 
 
Praying in the shower. It may sound crazy, but it can often be the only place I find myself alone. Much to 
my surprise, a wise old pastor of mine once confirmed that there is something deeply spiritual, almost a 
physical ritual of our sin being washed away, when we pray in the shower. 
Praying over and with my children as I drive them places. Confident that the Lord means what He says 
when He promises that His word will not return to Him void, I pray Scripture and His promises for my 
children to hear in the car. This can create calm when the kids are anxious or squabbling, and it creates a 
great tone before we part company. 
 
Intentionally spending time in a brief devotional before bed. It may not be the large feast on God's word 
that I would prefer, but I am leaving a powerful meditation on my mind as my last conscious thought of 
the day. This more easily evokes thoughts of my awesome Maker the minute my alarm wakes me in the 
morning. 
 
Offering "popcorn prayers" as I carry out my daily duties. I have been known to regularly pray as I clean 
the kitchen, "Lord, this is my spiritual act of worship to You," or "I am cleaning this house for You, Lord." 
Singing worship songs as I go along makes anything I do in the demands of my daily life a sacrifice of 
praise to my King.  
 
Aspiring to deep, meaningful time in God's word, listening to His Holy Spirit promptings, and sharing the 
most intimate thoughts of our souls are most admirable goals. Yet, we are no less to Him when we are in 
a season of life that does not afford us these larger pieces of time. Seek to be creative in developing 
your spiritual intimacy with the Lord, even when the IEP is looming, or the surgery is scheduled, or the 
sleeplessness is making it hard to function. It may not look quite the same, but these various and 
colorful seasons still display the manifold ways our Loving Maker touches us with unmatchable 
affection. 
 
PRAY: Father, remind me to stop doing the accuser's work for him. Show me new ways to grow in 
closeness to you even when the demands of caring for my child don't allow for chunks of quiet time. No 
matter what my circumstances, I want to grow in love and friendship with You, God. 
 
  



Working for the Lord 
Cathy Porter 

 
Work at everything you do with all your heart. Work as if you were working for the Lord, not for human 
masters. (Colossians 3:23 NIRV) 
 
Being a care taker involves quite a range of tasks doesn’t it? Anything and everything from being 
creative and problem solving right through to changing bedsheets and scrubbing things off the walls 
again! 
 
Many of the day to day tasks are unseen, often actually quite private. Others may not be aware or even 
begin to imagine the tasks involved in daily personal care for those we love, or in the admin to keep all 
the therapies and appointments running, the meticulous planning and preparation for anything new or 
for any small outing, or even the number of hours we continue to work through the night. The 
hiddenness of them, the loneliness of them and sometimes the mundaneness of them can leave me 
sometimes feeling discouraged and unmotivated despite my intense love for those I care for. It can be 
hard then to come to verses like this one. The words sound like a nagging finger, a slave master 
demanding yet more. Don’t just do the tasks, do them cheerfully, full of energy, put your heart and soul 
into it, be enthusiastic, always do your absolute best—nothing else is good enough! I can read these 
words and fall into a heap, I’m exhausted God, I am doing the best I can! 
 
But at the very heart of this passage is the instruction ‘work as if you were working for the Lord.’ Written 
to people stuck in a relentless daily set of chores and demands from their slave masters these words are 
words of freedom not of heavy chains. Their slave masters look as though they can rule their lives and 
dictate every minute detail of their work. Their masters can demand more, can be harsh, can be 
ruthless, they can treat them as property. In the worlds eyes they and their work is at the very bottom of 
the community. It is most often unvalued, overlooked and taken for granted. Yet here they are told they 
are working not for their earthly slave masters but for the Lord himself. He is the one who employs 
them, gives them their work and purpose, and sets the direction of their daily life. Things are not as they 
seem to be. They seem to be enslaved and trapped but the truth is they are free to serve a different 
master. One who said to his disciples: 
 
This is my command: Love one another the way I loved you. This is the very best way to love. Put your life 
on the line for your friends. You are my friends when you do the things I command you. I’m no longer 
calling you servants because servants don’t understand what their master is thinking and planning. No, 
I’ve named you friends because I’ve let you in on everything I’ve heard from the Father. (John 15:15) 
 
How amazing. Free to serve the one who loved us—and oh, how he loves us!—not as slaves or servants, 
not even as employees… here Jesus says as friends. In the parable of the lost son and waiting father we 
see an intimate picture of a son and heir coming to work and be purposeful again, embraced by his 
father, welcomed and given worth. We have been ‘let in on everything,’ we get to know and see the 
purposes of God as we go about our daily mundane tasks. We are free to work for him, and with him in 
all that he is doing in our family, community and world. 
 
Help me to work with all I have today, in the seen and the unseen tasks I have to do; in the things the 
world doesn’t value; in the tasks that seem small. Reveal to me your purposes as I work for you and with 
you today. Show me again how loved I am, and how much I can love. Amen. 
 



  



So Much Loss 
Barb Dittrich 

 
But I gave up those things that were so important to me for Christ. Even more than that, I think of 
everything as worth nothing. It is so much better to know Christ Jesus my Lord. I have lost everything for 
Him. And I think of these things as worth nothing so that I can have Christ. I want to be as one with Him. 
I could not be right with God by what the Law said I must do. I was made right with God by faith in 
Christ. Philippians 3:7-9, NLT  
 
One of the hardest parts of raising a child with special needs is the loss. 
  
There are times that it never seems to end. Of course, when we speak of loss, most people think of that 
time when our children are initially diagnosed and dreams are smashed in a million glistening pieces. 
Everything we had hoped for our children comes crashing to the ground. I think of so many sports-loving 
fathers who have to come to terms with the notion that they will never toss a ball with their son or 
watch him attend their alma mater on an athletic scholarship.  
 
What most of the world doesn't realize is that the loss doesn't end at diagnosis. 
  
There are almost continuous waves of grief that seem to wash over us as we raise our kids. The 
departure of normalcy is one we must adjust to, creating a "new normal,” while still being ever-aware of 
our differences. We experience financial forfeiture as the bills begin to mount. Certainly, our children 
are worth every penny we pour into them, but we would much rather be spending those funds on 
delightful birthday presents, family vacations and a terrific college education than on therapies and 
endless medical bills. We also lose access -- to friends, to church, to inclusion at play dates, to a simple 
date with our spouse, and to countless public places we once wandered. 
 
Yes, we just begin to recover from the buffeting of one wave of grief when another seems to inundate. 
Raising children like ours is a lesson in perseverance to be sure, getting back up again, and again, and 
again. At the same time, we are growing the skill of showing ourselves mercy, allowing for these times of 
sadness and departure from pleasant expectations. 
 
I, for one, could certainly never bear these times without the firm foundation of Jesus Christ to lean on. 
(See 1 Corinthians 3:11) He is rock solid in our completely unstable world. (See Deuteronomy 32:3-5) He 
is hope to the hopeless and joy to the joyless. 
 
Because of this, all of the loss that seems to subsequently march in waves through our lives presents a 
unique opportunity to have our eyes opened to a great gain. That immense profit is none other than our 
Saving Lord. 
 
The reality of our faith can be lived out in new ways because of our deficits. Our loss has taught us that 
we can survive and even thrive without much of what the world counts as essential. We have the 
opportunity to learn in a remarkable way that losing it all for the sake of Christ is, in fact, gain. He 
becomes our treasure because we are stripped bare of the false gods that can so easily lead others to 
settle for a misplaced contentment -- health, financial stability, a smooth school career, social 
acceptance.  
 



My friend, let's support one another as we push through these waves of grief, taking encouragement in 
knowing that "weeping may stay for the night, but rejoicing comes in the morning." (Psalm 30:5b, NIV) 
As the modern adage states, "We may not have it all together, but together, we have it all." In other 
words, our lives in this world may look like total loss to everyone around us, but because of Jesus, we 
are actually boundlessly blessed winners.  
 
PRAY: Father, some days the loss in our lives seems to be more than we could ever bear. Continue to 
bring to mind the fact that in Jesus, we are life's greatest winners. Thank You for being the solid ground 
underneath our shifting lives, bringing us comfort and peace. 
 
 
  



Putting up a Mental Stop Sign 
Donna McKenzie 

 
I keep my eyes always on the Lord. With him at my right hand, I will not be shaken. Psalm 16:8 NIV 
 
It was our first time out in our accessible RV. We would be driving 6 days from our home in Washington 
State to our destination in Texas. We were only a few hours down the road when we pulled over at a 
rest stop. My husband asked me if I wanted to get behind the wheel. We knew from the posted signs 
that the next rest stop was only 30 miles away. It seemed like the perfect time for my first time behind 
the wheel. Knowing I only had to go 30 miles, I hesitantly got behind the wheel.  
 
My heart was pounding as I accelerated down the on-ramp and onto the freeway. As the minutes went 
by I slowly started loosening my death grip on the steering wheel. Before I knew it the 30 miles had 
flown by. Feeling more confident, I decided to keep going a little farther. I ended up driving 90 miles. If 
you would have told me I had to drive 90 miles my first trip out, I doubt I would have been brave enough 
to try. Knowing I only had a short distance to drive gave me the courage I needed to get behind the 
wheel. I got past my fear by focusing on 1 mile at a time.  
 
This reminded me of another time in my life when I had to work through fear by staying focused on one 
day at a time. My son was 4 when he was diagnosed with Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy. Along with the 
diagnosis we were shown a time-line of what his life would be like. He would slowly loss all strength and 
probably not live past his early 20s. How do you find the courage to carry on after receiving that 
prognosis?  
 
Early on, a therapist encouraged me to focus on 1 day at a time. To visualize a big, red stop sign when 
my thoughts strayed too far into the future. She also reassured me that God would be with us taking it 
one day at a time. My son is now 20. I cannot tell you how many times I have put that mental stop sign 
up. I can also see with each physical loss my son has experienced God gave me courage and strength to 
face each day.  
 
He promises that he will give us what we need for whatever our todays bring. His promises continue to 
hold fast as I face each day. Looking back over the past 16 years since my son’s diagnosis I can tell you 
there are days that I only made it through by focusing on one day, sometimes one moment at a time.  
 
So do not worry about tomorrow; for tomorrow will worry about its self. Each day has enough trouble of 
its own. Matthew 6:34 AMP 
 
Dear heavenly Father, 
Thank you for your promise to walk right beside us. I pray that you will give us courage and strength to 
let go of our fears for tomorrow. Take away our fears and anxieties and help us keep our eyes focused 
only on you not our circumstances. 
In Jesus name I pray, Amen  
  



Focusing on Our Marriages 
Kathleen Bolduc 

 
“Don’t break (God’s) heart. His Holy Spirit, moving and breathing in you, is the most intimate part of your 
life, making you fit for himself. Don’t take such a gift for granted.” Ephesians 4:30 
 
My husband, Wally, and I are training to be marriage coaches. The hope is that it will not only give us 
tools to coach the many young married couples we work with in our ministry, but it will strengthen our 
marriage as well.  
 
Reading the Scripture above, my spirit is grabbed by the words “don’t take such a gift for granted.” 
When I go into meditation, I hear this: Don’t break your husband’s heart. Aside from God, he is the most 
intimate part of your life. Don’t take such a gift for granted.  
 
My husband and I have been partners on this parenting/autism journey for 40-plus years. Although our 
personalities are very different (Introvert/Extravert; Peacemaker/Boss; Contemplative/Entrepreneur), 
we’ve figured out how to make it work. We have our roles, our ways of being, our ways of caring for the 
kids, our ways of caring for one another.  
But in the midst of ongoing stress and crisis situations we find ourselves falling into tried-and-true-yet-
not-always-healthy ways of being with one another. Caring for one another can fall to the wayside as we 
retreat to our individual corners, grit our teeth, and get the job done. 
In other words, we take one another for granted. 
 
Here are three of the tools we are learning: 
Reflective listening. Deep listening to what the other is saying, reflecting back what we hear. 
What would you like? An exercise in getting to the heart of what our spouse truly desires. 
Asking good questions. There is an art to asking questions to draw one another out. As we listen to our 
spouse, what is the heart of what we’re hearing? What questions will further the conversation into the 
heart of the matter? 
 
God’s Holy Spirit is living and breathing within each one of us. That Spirit of God is the most intimate 
part of our life. Scripture tells us not to take the Spirit for granted. And the same can be said for our 
marriages. Intimacy goes so much deeper than the marital bed. There is a depth of knowing one 
another, as God knows us, that can re-ignite our marriages and bring healing to our souls as well as to 
our families.  
 
Lord, help me to tenderly hold my husband’s heart in my hands. To listen deeply to his thoughts, dreams, 
and desires. Help us to have fun dreaming together. Come, Holy Spirit. Live and breathe and move 
mightily in our marriage. Amen. 
 
  



Forgiving Others: Part 1 
Barb Dittrich 

 
...Forgive, and you will be forgiven." (Luke 6:37, NIV) 
 
I will go to my grave saying that God always keep me "on the short leash" because He knows I am prone 
to wander off in my own foolishness. For the past month, we had thought that my youngest daughter 
had misplaced her new cell phone in her unbelievably messy bedroom. After cleaning it up and 
searching every corner of our home and cars, I took a gander at our billing detail online. Much to my 
sadness and dismay, I found that while the phone was missing, it had been used with hundreds of 
dollars in apps and phone calls added to it. Sadder still was the fact that in putting together the numbers 
that had been called and the last time we all remember seeing the phone, I was 99% certain that the 
phone had been stolen by my daughter's friend. 
 
The first thing to do in a situation like this was to pray. Only by the power of the Holy Spirit could I walk 
uprightly while feeling such frustration and anger. It was essential to not lose my cool or act rashly in 
this situation. 
 
The next thing to do was to come up with a plan of attack for dealing with the situation. Fortunately, 
one of my friends with older daughters had been through this before. She advised me that if I contacted 
the cell phone company and told them that the phone had been stolen, they would write off the 
charges. That was useful information, but I felt that wasn't where the situation needed to end. I 
definitely sensed that we had to draw a boundary between my daughter and this friend until the matter 
was resolved. As my daughter's special needs include social deficits, she is particularly vulnerable in a 
circumstance like this. I went to the school's principal and special education teacher to inform them of 
what had happened. While it didn't involve the school, I wanted to be sure that they were aware in case 
any repercussions arose. The principal thanked me and advised me to go to the police, which I intended 
to do anyway. It gave me the sense that there was perhaps more to the story than I was aware of. When 
I did go to the local police, I found myself wrestling out the situation along with the officer. He had told 
me that unless the phone was found, the theft would be very hard to prove. He encouraged me to go to 
the girl's father taking an approach that "perhaps she picked it up accidentally.” I was reluctant because 
of several serious things in the home that could make confrontation dangerous. Nevertheless, the 
officer gave me a police report number to pass on to the cell phone company for my billing adjustment. 
 
Like every married couple, my husband and I can have differences of opinions on how to deal with such 
matters. This was no exception. I called my husband to update him on the situation, and he seemed 
uncomfortable with some of it. Nevertheless, he did make a phone call to the little friend's dad. Much to 
my surprise, he didn't beat around the bush. He came right out and said that our daughter's phone was 
missing and that he believed this other man's daughter knew something about it. The two of them 
agreed to sit down and talk about it the following evening. Equipped with the phone bill and not 
shrinking back from his accusation, he went to the other family's home and surprisingly got a full 
confession from the friend. She had, in fact, stolen and abused the phone. While she did not readily 
have it to return (it remains dead and currently not functioning), my husband insisted that she get it 
back to him and also apologize to our daughter. The father also assured us that he will reimburse us for 
all costs if the phone company will not write it off. 
 
Wow! So, the question upon his return home and recounting of the conversation begged the question, 
Where do we go from here? How do we approach this with a child who is searching for acceptance and 



who deeply struggles with social skills? 
 
We sat our little daughter down and began to practice what we preached. Forgive. Our daughter was 
shocked and upset to find out that a friend would do such a thing. But we encouraged her to tell this girl 
that she forgives her and that Jesus forgives her if the girl approaches her to apologize. We stated that 
after the apology and forgiveness, the matter must be dropped. She was not to talk to any other 
children about this or embarrass the friend. Afterward, I e-mailed the principal and special ed teacher to 
give them the details. I knew they could support us with her behavior. I also set down consequences for 
my daughter if she did not follow these guidelines. That it typically a strong motivator for her. 
 
Will the friendship be allowed to continue? I don't know. I will need to pray about that further. But this I 
do know -- Charity begins at home, whether it be with doling out donations or granting forgiveness. I 
have no business teaching others about forgiveness unless I am willing to teach my own precious 
children the same. I think this is a lesson none of us will ever forget! 
 
Pray: Oh, Father, help us to forgive as we have been forgiven. And let that forgiveness begin with those 
closest to us! 
Barb 
  



FORGIVING OTHERS - Part 2: 1,001 Stupid Things People Say & Do 
Barb Dittrich 

 
“Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.”  Luke 23:34, NIV 
 
My daughter came to me crying Saturday morning. Our 70-pound golden doodle had gotten at the 
glazed donut my husband so graciously bought for her. Since they are such a rarity in our house, she was 
devastated. Never mind that she had set it down for only a moment on the ladder steps to her bunk 
bed. She proclaimed our dog "naughty" and "bad.” I found myself explaining to her that the dog was 
neither of those things, he was just an animal, doing what animals do. It was her responsibility to eat the 
donut promptly or put it in a place out of reach of the dog. 
 
Crazy as it may sound, the people we encounter as parents of children with special needs should be 
viewed in much the same light. They are humans doing what humans do. People are inclined to want to 
provide a quick fix to our problems, give us a quick easy word to soothe us, or just not know what to do 
in their feelings of awkwardness. 
 
I learned prior to having children that people are prone to this sort of activity when my husband and I 
experienced multiple miscarriages and years of infertility. Oh, the comments! "Now you have a little 
angel in heaven," "There was something wrong with that baby that you wouldn't have wanted to deal 
with anyway," and "Just adopt and you'll get pregnant in no time," were just a few of the brilliant 
remarks people had for us. Never mind that we just would have loved to be hugged, understood and 
had any random act of kindness brought our way at that time. 
 
By the time we finally became parents, I thought the foolish things people said and did were behind us, 
but they only arrived in a different flavor. "Is she a good baby?” was the first idiotic-but-common 
utterance we heard from people when our eldest was born. Honestly? What did people expect us to 
say—No, she's awful! Take her back? 
 
When our son's hemophilia made its grand appearance right along with him, the piercing words and 
actions reached a new level. People avoided us out of discomfort. I was condemned by relatives because 
I am the genetic carrier of the disorder. And the winner of the dumbest comments was a complete 
stranger walking past us on the street, inquiring as to why my tiny infant had a medical alert bracelet.  
Lacking savvy enough to tell the woman to mind her own business, I shared my baby's diagnosis. She 
promptly informed me, "Oh, we had a dog who had that. We had to put him down." How was that 
supposed to comfort the parent of a newborn facing such a difficult future? 
 
My point is this, in our journey as parents of children with special needs, we will encounter countless 
words and deeds that we will need to forgive. As my friend aptly puts it, "people don't know what they 
don't know.” They are often well-meaning and completely ignorant. And we need to picture their words 
and actions like fluffy, foolish feathers on our hands that we blow off. When we fail to forgive these 
situations, we are the big losers in the end. We give the thing that wounds us too much power, and it 
eats us up inside. 
 
I often ruminate about how Jesus must have felt with all the hurtful words and deeds hurled at Him, the 
God that lovingly came to save His people. Despite the heartache He must have experienced, He 
continued to set a loving example for us all. Forgive. Know that people have many limitations. Move 
forward in God's power and leave the hurts behind you. 



 
Prayer: Father, forgive the people who hurt us with their hurtful words and deeds. Remind us that there 
have probably been times when we unknowingly have done the same. Help us to walk uprightly by the 
strength of Your Spirit. 
Barb 
 
  



The Relatives Are Coming! The Relatives Are Coming! 
John Felageller 

 
 ...but Jesus said, “Let the little children come to me and do not hinder them, for to such belongs the 
kingdom of heaven.” (Matt. 19:14, ESV) 
 
I’ll never forget that look on his face. It was a look of shock and fear that I rarely see in his face, but 
when it comes you know he’s not feeling right about something. I saw the look my son gave the front 
door of our home, more specifically, the people coming through our door, some familiar, but some 
strangers, friends and relatives of friends that were coming over for Thanksgiving one year. It had 
become our custom to open out home to friends and neighbors for the holidays, especially 
Thanksgiving, and this one was no exception, as our home quickly filled that late Fall evening with the 
bustle and noise of celebration, a joyful noise. Yet it was clear that my autistic son did not experience it 
the same way any of us were, as no sooner did people come rumbling through the door that he hooted 
a disgruntled sound, turned around and quickly booked it through the house and into his room.  
 
I was a little surprised at his reaction quite honestly, as he is usually a fairly social fellow, and even when 
we have parties at home he generally doesn’t mind it too much, though he may seek out a quieter spot 
either in the home or the backyard depending on the time of year. I followed right behind him and into 
his room, trying to see what was up for him and if I could calm him down a little, only to have him 
continue to hoot and holler and try to hide in his bed. I was worried and a little frustrated, knowing that 
with guests over for a major holiday I would be pulled around the house for the rest of the night. But 
then I stopped and had a moment when memories of holidays at his age started to flood my mind, and I 
was brought back to many a time at my grandmother’s apartment in Chicago, hanging out on a given 
holiday and waiting for...the relatives. I remembered how much anxiety I myself had about all of those 
uncles, aunts and cousins busting through the door, how loud and intense the small space became 
almost instantly. I began to reflect on maybe some of my own idiosyncrasies, maybe some that could 
qualify me on the spectrum in some ways, and how might that be any different than what my son was 
experiencing now?  
 
This is the struggle of this upcoming time of year, realizing that there is a big part of my son that doesn’t 
want or need a house full of people during this time, or maybe most times of year, and if he does find 
them in his home, we will more than likely find him in his bedroom taking his time and space. He 
certainly doesn’t want to experience it at someone else’s home, as we have done many times before, 
now being settled in our understanding that it’s just not for our family, and we just do our holidays 
differently. Maybe this year, when we have a few too many folks come through our door, should I find 
myself back in my son’s room giving him some support and comfort, I might just bring out his Bible, 
open up to some of his favorite scriptures, and settle in for some good quality bonding time, 
remembering the most important aspects of the holidays, and remembering my own experience, and 
how what I might have wanted more than anything is for someone to connect with me in the same way 
that I can now connect to my own son. 
 
Pray: Lord Jesus, we thank you for being our comforter, friend and savior. Thank you for being the one 
we can run to when we are anxious, afraid and overwhelmed, giving us an ultimate sense of peace in 
our lives. Be with us in the busy and frantic times the holidays will bring, and provide us with a blanket 
of protection that we may turn to wherever we may find ourselves and whatever those circumstances 
may bring, In Your Name, Amen. 
 



  



Sometimes, I’m Ungrateful. There, I Said It. 
Evana Sandusky 

 
For since the creation of the world His invisible attributes are clearly seen, being understood by the 
things that are made, even His eternal power and Godhead, so that they are without excuse, because, 
although they knew God, they did not glorify Him as God, nor were thankful, but became futile in their 
thoughts, and their foolish hearts were darkened. Romans 1:20-21 NKJV 
 
I feel it as I rush my child to the emergency room. It comes on even stronger once inside the hospital as I 
look at my child attached to all sorts of things as she fights off another respiratory event. I hang my head 
when my daughter clearly looks miserable. In the moment, I feel ungrateful.  
 
It can occur briefly in life at home too. I see my preteen child struggling with a task that a 4-year-old can 
do with ease. It hurts for a moment. I don’t feel thankfulness for that time of struggle—not at all.  
 
It’s easy to find things wrong in life. Some things aren’t pretty or fair or joyful. They are hard and messy. 
They make being ungrateful easy.  
 
That’s the moment when I need God in my life. God calls us to be different from the world. In moments 
when everyone else would complain or have an ungrateful attitude, God is there to bring 
encouragement and enlightenment.  
 
Hasn’t God got a better way to handle our hard moments? Can I be thankful for interventions that 
exists, and doctors who are able to care for my child? Can I appreciate what my child can do, even the 
smallest of accomplishments? Can I live a life of gratefulness? 
 
If I allow the futile thoughts to stay in the forefront of my mind, then I know it will bring out more 
negativity. Despite what happens in life, there is no excuse for ungratefulness. A spirit in tune with Him 
will see clearly the good around and be thankful.  
 
I don’t want to be ungrateful. That’s worldly, selfish, and easy.  
 
I want to be grateful. I want to do better. How about you?  
 
God, help me maintain an attitude of thankfulness no matter what. When I’m in situations that are hard 
with my child, let me see the good that surrounds us. When I’m feeling discouraged, help my thoughts 
and heart go to You, so I won’t be sidetracked. Let thankfulness be my normal attitude. Amen!  
 
  



When Doctors Won't Listen 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Listen to my words, you wise men. 
  Open your ears to me, you intelligent men. 
Job 34:2, NOG 
 
I can remember finally bringing home our jaundice baby boy after the continual bilirubin heal pricks had 
returned him to the hospital NICU. Almost immediately afterward, we had his first hematology clinic 
visit with our entire family of 4 sitting in a small exam room for 5 hours, becoming painfully acquainted 
with the world of hemophilia. We left that appointment with the bible of bleeding disorder 
books, Raising a Child with Hemophilia: A Practical Guide for Parents. Over the next week or two, I 
stayed awake into the wee hours of the morning devouring every word on every page. I devoted myself 
to becoming an educated, wise advocate for my son, transferring many of the skills we had learned in 
our infertility treatment to our son's critical care. The in-person training we received from our clinic's 
nurse coordinator also buttressed what I was reading, teaching me to stand up for my son and push 
back in the medical system. 
 
Thirteen years later, I would like to say it has become easier, but it really hasn't. Those same medical 
professionals who taught me to know what's best and defend my children are now increasingly 
dismissive when I push back against or question their course of treatment for our son. There is no room 
for a mother's intuition, despite the fact that they are the ones who taught me "no one knows your child 
like you do." 
 
The fact is that advocacy is a permanent part of our assignment as parents raising awesome kids with 
special needs. We never get to coast. We must be ever-vigilant. If we become complacent in our roles, it 
could literally cost our children their lives. This is a stressful calling, but one we do well to accept.  
 
When we learn to accept our role as advocate for our child, we begin to approach life differently. We 
absorb information like sponges, so that we can make wise decisions. Being observant and noticing 
small, critical variations in our children becomes habitual for us. Building networks with other parents 
walking the same path, we learn what other practitioners in different areas are doing for their patients. 
We become stronger, knowing that we can push back rather than taking our doctor's decisions as 
gospel. And we never forget that every hospital has a patient relations department. 
 
I get weary, especially of late. But fellow-parent, let's keep cheering one another on to the finish line. 
Our kids are depending on us. God has called us to a worthy role. Let us advocate with His help and to 
the best of our ability. 
 
PRAY: Lord, thank You that when doctor's don't want to listen to me, You always will. Strengthen me to 
stand up for my child when needed. Holy Spirit infuse me with discernment, so that I will know when to 
push and when to go along with a treatment plan. In the final analysis, let me be found to be a parent 
that was their child's best medical advocate. 
  



The Freedom to Be Herself 
Evana Sandusky 

 
 Now as the ark of the LORD came into the City of David, Michal, Saul’s daughter, looked through a 
window and saw King David leaping and whirling before the LORD; and she despised him in her 
heart…Then David returned to bless his household. And Michal the daughter of Saul came out to meet 
David, and said, “How glorious was the king of Israel today, uncovering himself today in the eyes of the 
maids of his servants, as one of the base fellows shamelessly uncovers himself!” 
 

So David said to Michal, “It was before the LORD, who chose me instead of your father and all his house, 
to appoint me ruler over the people of the LORD, over Israel. Therefore I will play music before the LORD. 
And I will be even more undignified than this, and will be humble in my own sight. But as for the 
maidservants of whom you have spoken, by them I will be held in honor.” 2 Samuel 6:16, 20-22 NKJV 
 
David was fearless in many ways. He lived his life in joyful expression to God and didn’t care what 
anyone thought of him. My daughter, Jaycee, is much like him.  
 
Jaycee loves Beauty and the Beast. She has the cutest accessories, dolls, and room décor featuring all 
the lovable characters. For her birthday, I excitedly gave my 12-year-old daughter a Belle costume. I 
knew she would love it, and she did. She immediately put it on and Facetimed family members to show 
off her dress.  
 
A few weeks later, Jaycee chose the Belle dress to wear to church Sunday. It was a dress after all, and 
she always wears a dress to church. However, it was March and her Belle dress may seem odd to other 
church parishioners. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I let her wear the dress. On the drive, I admit that I 
considered how people would react to her. Honestly, I felt a tad embarrassed by her outfit choice and 
was second guessing myself. Perhaps, it wasn’t socially appropriate, and maybe I should have stopped 
her. Meanwhile, Jaycee rode in the passenger seat and smiled brightly, not at all worried about her 
lovely blue and white dress.  
 
At church, people loved seeing Jaycee dressed as her favorite character. Many knew of her Belle 
obsession and commented on her beautiful likeness. Jaycee was thrilled to be in the dress. She was 
being her true self. Who was I to stop her from being that? I don’t want to dampen her spirit. She has 
enough people to do that! I want Jaycee to be fierce like David, and I surely don’t want to be the soul-
crushing Michal in her story.  
 
God, I thank you for my child’s vibrant personality. Help me to appreciate her unique preferences and 
likes. Let me set aside my preferences, so my daughter can truly be herself. Let me never be a Michal to 
her but let me be a person of support and joy to her. Amen!  

  



The Faith of a Child with Special Needs 
Barb Dittrich 

 
"Watch that you don't treat a single one of these childlike believers arrogantly. You realize, don't you, 
that their personal angels are constantly in touch with my Father in heaven?" Matthew 18:10, MSG 
 
I couldn't believe it. My husband and I started this ministry a decade ago, so I would have thought we 
had had this conversation before in past years. But I pressed on in leading the ministry while God called 
him elsewhere, so I should have realized he would have a question like this. 
 
"What about kids who are not cognitive? They can't ever receive Jesus as their Savior, so how can they 
be saved?" Honestly, I was aghast to hear my husband give voice to such thoughts. But because I love 
him profusely, I saw his heart and not the clumsiness of his words. So I patiently educated my husband.   
 
First of all, non-verbal does NOT equal non-cognitive. We are so very blessed to live in a generation 
where non-verbal children are able to communicate to us through computers, a DynaVox or an iPad. 
What tears of joy flow when parents hear the voice of the child they always knew was there, through 
the use of an assistive device! We now know for a fact that just because kids cannot verbalize their faith, 
that does not mean that they do not have the cognition to have a faith life. 
 
Second, our God is a God of love and mercy. His compassion affords for those who do not have the 
cognitive capacity to fully understand the saving grace of Jesus. I contend that we will be shocked at 
how full heaven is with those who had no capacity in this life to make a faith decision. 
 
Once I had my husband on board with those finer points, I brought to the fore our own personal 
experiences. I hesitated when our youngest child asked to baptized. Living with severe ADHD (per the 
neuorpsychologist), SPD, social deficits, asthma and severe allergies, this spunky girl did not look the 
way my other children did when they made a faith decision. I called my friend, Dr. Steve Grcevich, and 
wrestled out loud with him. "I'm not seeing any fruit, Steve," I expressed. He brought me back to my 
senses stating, "Do you see fruit in believers who don't have special needs before they are baptized, 
Barb? I think if she keeps pushing you, there's something to this, and you should let her do it."  
 
I listened to my friend's wise advice. Since she made her own faith decision, I must confess that I am 
frequently shocked at the profound spiritual thoughts that come out of my daughter's mouth. Just when 
I'll wonder if she truly understands, she'll utter something like, "Mom, I hate Satan. Yeah, he thinks he's 
God, but he isn't." There's no doubt to me at times like this that the Holy Spirit is living inside that sweet 
little heart. 
 
Likewise, my son's extreme suffering through the pain of living with hemophilia has not only helped him 
to grow but has transformed his faith. At a mere 12 years old, his passion for Christ and other kids who 
suffer is deep. I have listened to him cry out to the Lord for help and held him in my arms as he sobs, "I 
just can't take this another day. I want to be home with Jesus now." Yet, the Holy Spirit gives him the 
strength to press on. And when he does, I get to see his tenderness in ways like caring for his cousin who 
is hearing impaired and on the autism spectrum. Even though Charlie has difficulty communicating with 
him, he goes out of his way to play with his cousin and create some enjoyment between the two of 
them. He makes it a point to show the practical love of Jesus to any kid he thinks shares with him that 
common bond of special needs. 
 



Yes, there is no doubt that our children have the capacity to have a strong and meaningful relationship 
with their Savior, no matter what cognitive level they are at. And I think many of us would be shocked at 
how deep that relationship can be. But we shouldn't be! After all, Psalm 34:18 tells us that God is close 
to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit. We can take comfort in knowing how 
very close the Lord is to our children as they face their difficulties. And those same difficulties can 
actually be a remarkable opportunity for God to put His glory on display for all the world to see. 
 
My friend, no matter where your child is at emotionally, physically or cognitively, pouring the salvation 
message into them and introducing them to a friendship with their Creator is an extremely worthy 
pursuit. When you raise them up in faith, you give your child their only hope, which will far outlast your 
own lifetime. 
 
PRAY: God, you have inspired me to fight for my child in every way while they are under my care. Help 
me to be that same warrior parent when it comes to my child's faith life. Forgive me for the times I 
dismissed my child's ability to know You. Help me to tirelessly pursue opportunities for my child to know 
You personally, which ultimately brings You more glory. 
  



When your First Grader Gets Suspended 
Angela Parsley 

 
"Hear my son, your father's instruction and do not forsake your mother's teaching."  
Proverbs 1:8, NASB 
 
It started with good intentions, my son saw the weak being threatened so he intervened. This is what we 
teach him; to protect the cause of the weak. He intervened in the playground brawl where the little kid 
was being held down by the big kid. He saw. He cared. He took action.  
 
Entering into another's suffering. Taking up their cause. These are the things that are Christ-like. They 
are evidence of growth in grace, evidence that he listens to our teachings that come from the Bible. 
 
However, as he was intervening, this bigger kid started hurting my son. Another kid came in to help my 
son. Apparently, my son didn't need help, so he hit the kid trying to help. In turn, that kid punched my 
son in the eye. 
 
When my son was taken to the principal's office with the other little boys he told the truth. He lived 
what he has been taught; always tell the truth.  
 
Because he hit a kid, his actions required a suspension.  
 
I asked my son why he hit this kid who was only trying to help him, and his reply was, "I didn't need 
help!"  
 
He did so many things right, how could this one pop up in the middle of it? It is an entirely different 
heart issue that needs to be addressed. The issue of pride.  
 
I am thankful for this experience because if it didn't happen I wouldn't have had the opportunity to 
identify this self-sufficient pride that is lodged in his heart. This is just another opportunity to teach and 
instruct in the ways of Christ. Now next time, I hope he will be willing to receive help. 
 
And the boy that he hit and who punched him back? Well, they could be seen playing together on the 
playground. Forgiveness; that's another thing we are teaching him. I am thankful that as parents we get 
to see some of these things take root, aren't you? 
 
Father, thank you for the privilege of instructing our children in your ways. Help us stay true to the task 
and sit back and watch you at work in their hearts.  
 
  



Say Yes to the Season 
Faith Clarke 

 
There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens… 
Ecc. 3:1 (NIV) 
 
As long as the earth endures, seedtime and harvest, cold and heat, summer and winter, day and night 
will never cease. 
Gen. 8:22 (NIV) 
 
You have established all the boundaries of the earth; You have made summer and winter. 
Ps. 47:17 (NIV) 
 
A few years ago, I had a life changing moment when friend offered me a helpful question. In our 
conversation, I commented, 'I feel like I have 6 children.' She said, ‘How come you act like you have 2?’ (I 
have 3 children). She went on to explain that women who had 6 children probably had different 
boundaries and lives than their counterparts who had 2. They honored the natural constraints provided 
by the number of children. What were the natural constraints provided by the season I’m in? 
 
The scriptures about seasons speak to me when I think about this question. Different things happen in 
each season and trying to make stuff happen in the wrong season can have exhausting and possibly, 
disastrous effects. The journey of life with autism has had many unexpected gifts and one of them is the 
ability to acknowledge the natural boundaries. So taking my son to places that will overstimulate him 
and increase the risk of difficult behaviors is a no-no. For good or ill, that’s a boundary for us. So, I don’t 
go to those places much. And guess what? It’s been a relief! I don’t realize the amount of opportunities 
to say ‘no’ that I had been overlooking. J is offering me the gift of a backbone. Acknowledging the 
natural boundaries in life means I have to be really deliberate about my nos and yeses. 
 
And there is no better season to pay attention the that than the one we are staring into. The beautiful 
fall colors remind me that Thanksgiving and Christmas are on the way. I have choices to make. What do I 
allow? What do I refuse? Each year I get better at this, so here’s the list of guidelines I’m using this year. 
 
Say no to things that: 

• create the bad kind of exhaustion (you know the type, It’s when you end up being mean to 

husbands and children while working on the thing) 

• increase my stress level (as identified by tight, painful shoulders and risk of item 1) 

• the thought of saying ‘no’ fills me with delight and relief (that’s a dead giveaway for me) 

• create exhausted, crabby, overstimulated children (which increases the risk of items 1 and 2) 

 
Say yes to things that: 

• bring delight and wonder 

• help us to practice gratitude 

• help us create time to appreciate the beauty of the season in the ways that are most meaningful 

to us 

• allow us to invite others to share the beauty we are experiencing 



• empower different ones of us to express our wonder and gratitude in a range of ways, even if 

we aren’t all together. 

 
This year, I’m hoping to honor God and His calling to me and my family by not resisting the specific 
boundaries and limitations that are just a part of our normal life. Actually, not only will I not resist, I’ll 
embrace the boundaries. And the relief they bring. They too, are gifts from God. 
 
Lord, You commented to Martha that Mary had chosen the better path, and that only one thing is 
necessary. As we look at the approaching season, with the special boundaries and constraints that we 
have, please help us to hear you say ‘Only one thing is necessary’. Help us to sit with you and hear what 
that one thing is, that will be nourishing and encouraging and empowering in our lives, these special lives 
that you have called us to live. Amen. 
 
  



Good Enough Is Good Enough 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Place yourselves under each other’s authority out of respect for Christ. 
Ephesians 5:21, GW 
 
I almost did it. I almost stepped into a situation where I should have really faded into the background. 
Thankfully, I caught myself, and reined myself in before I really blew it. 
 
You see, I struggle with a pervasive problem so many of us mothers face—relinquishing control to our 
spouse. Our son was scheduled to go to one of his appointments with his amazing psychologist. Over the 
past year, my husband has maybe been at 1 or even 2 appointments to meet this specialist. I, on the 
other hand, have faithfully delivered my son, consulted with the doctor, and patiently waited during my 
son's appointments no less than 26 out of the past 52 weeks. This week my husband happened to be 
available at my son's appointment time, so he volunteered to take him. I was on board with the idea 
until something went wrong. Our son began getting overly anxious about twice being unsuccessful in his 
attempts to administer his own IV. I don't know why, but I suddenly thought that I needed to speak to 
this psychologist and explain what was going on rather than my husband. 
 
We wives can be so foolish this way, can't we? How often we complain that we would like more help 
from our husbands with the children or around the house, then we reject or criticize it once it is offered! 
I know so many mothers who are buckling under the heavy weight of managing all of their child's 
medical care, in addition to the regular responsibilities of child-rearing. And this is largely due to the fact 
that they will not trust their husband with the medical responsibilities. On the other hand, there are 
husbands who have stopped offering to help because their wives are so quick to point out that they are 
"not doing it right." 
 
While it may sound overly simplistic, following God's mandate from Ephesians 5:1 is the remedy to this 
parenting challenge. When we mothers are willing to yield to our husbands, to allow them to make 
mistakes or create new, different methods from ours, life becomes better. Exerting self-control rather 
than being a control freak can end up richly rewarding us. It brings us some relief in the form of help 
from our spouse. There is more peace in our family, with our stress level brought down a notch. And at 
the same time, this activity brings Christ the glory that He is due. 
 
I have written and spoken many times before about taking the approach that "Good enough is good 
enough." What this means is that my spouse may not do everything the same way I do, but certainly no 
one has died over the matter. So my daughter ended up with my son's t-shirt in her drawer... At least my 
husband was kind enough to help put the laundry away. And most of that laundry ends up in the correct 
place. My husband and son have also devised some different methods to the infusion process. I 
personally hate their method, but if it works, who cares?  
 
This also means that when my kids complain that Dad doesn't do things the exact same way I do, I 
respectfully explain to them that God did not make Dad the Mom. He is wired differently. He has 
different approaches to things. And that is not necessarily bad. I explain that they are fortunate to have 
a father who cares about them, and that they need to show him mercy. 
 
I didn't go to the psychologist with my son this week. I apologized to my husband for implying that I 
should go rather than he, and then I stepped out of the way. We discussed our son's issues before the 



appointment, and it went just fine. The two of them had some nice "man village" time together, and 
they walked in the door all smiles. That's what it looks like when I do things God's way instead of my 
own. 
 
PRAY: Father, it is so frightening to let go. Too often I anticipate the worst. Yet, You did not give me a 
spirit of fear, but rather a spirit of power, love and self-control. Holy Spirit, exercise that self-control in 
me when I have a hard time yielding to my spouse. I know your way leads to plenty, while my way leads 
to poverty. Thank You for your mercy and grace to grow through my imperfections. 
 
  



What If the Nest Doesn’t Empty 
Melanie Gomez 

 
“And let us not grow weary of doing good, for in due season we will reap, if we do not give up.” Galatians 
6:9, ESV 
 
His last year as a “minor” has begun. My son with a rare genetic disordered celebrated his 17th birthday 
a few months back. It is slowly gaining on me, this concept of what’s next. I will no longer be in the club 
of moms to special-needs children—I will be the parent of a disabled adult. Doesn’t sound as cute, or 
inspiring, does it? Seems rather dull now that I think about it.  
 
I have two boys. My oldest, Ben, is a “typical” and exceptional young man, who is now 20. He is cruising 
through his second year of college, has a lovely girlfriend, and is chomping at the bit to be unleashed on 
his future. My husband and I cherish every moment he still lives at home because we know those days 
are numbered. While many of our friends lament the moment their kids leave home, my husband and I 
take great pride in the man that God allowed us to nurture and we relish the idea that he is an 
independent adult who is capable of doing anything he sets his mind to, with or without us.   
 
But then there is Nick. He won’t be moving out, going to college, dating cute girls, or any of those other 
things that mark “adulthood.” What will he do? What will we do? The same things we’ve done since he 
was born. Daily grind: wake him, dress him, toilet, bathe, brush teeth, feed, entertain, keep safe, 
hopefully drop him off somewhere for continuing education of activities, and then start all over the next 
day. Forever.   
 
When a momma takes a minute to look at the endless monotony of it all, she can feel really tired. 
My group of girlfriends are now little by little finding the new freedom and excitement of an empty nest. 
Because, honestly, at 50, there are things you’re ready for: sleeping in late, spa appointments, getaways 
to cozy New England bed and breakfasts (I’ll spare you my full list which goes on for days). This morning 
as all of this rattled around in my mind, these words kept coming to me, "Do not grow weary.” So I 
pulled out my Bible and made sure I knew the rest of that phrase. Here’s what I found: "Do not grow 
weary in well doing, for in due season we will reap, if we do not give up." The Message Version says, 
"Let’s not allow ourselves to get fatigued doing good. At the right time we will harvest a good crop…"  
 
I know one thing: I want a good harvest. I want that which God has planned, planted and prepared just 
for me and there is a perfect timing with it. Because I know that I can trust Him to keep his promise, and 
fulfill His word, I can rely on that good harvest and get myself back in the game. How can I possible grow 
weary of expecting and receiving His lavish gifts and love? That is the full picture. So let me know just 
look at what my friends are doing or what I’m not doing, let me always remember to see that there is a 
complete promise here within this monotony I am gifted to live out. There is a certainty of a good 
harvest and I will not grow weary as I wait for it. Others reap different harvests, by sowing and tending 
different things — let that not distract me for a moment from my own field which is rich in bounty if I 
will take the time to see it.   
 
Here’s my prayer, and perhaps yours too:  
Lord, thank you that you have called me to something exceptional. Give me the strength to wait on your 
promise, and to not grow weary or quit doing good. Thank you for not only supernatural edification, but 
also natural wisdom to know what to do in order to keep going where you lead.   
 



  



The Message in the Mess 
Jeff Davidson 

 
"Jesus answered, ‘This happened so that the power of God could be seen in him.’" John 9:3, NLT 
 
Orville Redenbacher would have shrieked in dismay at the sight on the floor. 
 
Pieces of popcorn littered the floor in all directions looking like a small hailstorm had blown through the 
room just minutes earlier. 
 
We had just celebrated my son Jon Alex’s 16th birthday party. For months we had planned for this big 
day. His profound special needs severely limit him, but we wanted to celebrate and honor him in a huge 
way. 
 
So the DJ played, the throngs of kids with special needs rocked out, the food was over-the-top, and the 
party rolled. I sat with my son feeding him popcorn and watching kids in wheelchairs and walkers doing 
the limbo and forming a conga line. 
 
Jon Alex is on a fairly restricted diet; so air-popped popcorn is one of his favorite snacks. He was 
snatching it out of my hand in clumps faster than I could reload. Mouthful after mouthful, one after 
another, he ate the popcorn. 
 
I could tell he was really enjoying the scenes around him as he munched away. The only problem was 
that his limited motor skills, in conjunction with my feeding methods and his hurried approach, resulted 
in only about a third of the bag actually making its way into his mouth. The remainder of the bag’s 
contents would eventually make their way to the floor or on him. 
 
So when I tell you he had six bags of popcorn at the party, it was really more like two as four bags worth 
fell on the floor around us or all over him. 
 
Simply put, my son had made an absolute mess! But with his special needs he wasn’t capable of cleaning 
up the mess himself.  
 
Dad had to step in. 
 
No judgment, no harsh words, no rush to condemn. I cleaned up the mess he was in, because he 
couldn’t do it himself. 
 
That’s what dads do. We come alongside and take care of the mess. All of a sudden I was struck by the 
lesson God had just showed me. God had just taught me an important lesson about grace, 
 
Grace is God the Father doing for His children what they can’t do for themselves. 
 
Our lives are a mess sometimes right? Doctor’s appointments, therapies, medical bills, IEPs, finances, 
insurance battles, not to mention the everyday chaos we face. 
 
Despite our best efforts to hold it together, despite our best efforts to manage and cope, despite our 
best efforts to survive- sometimes we just feel like we are wallowing in a mess and we can’t get out. 



 
And like a helpless child, sometimes you just can’t clean up the mess on your own. 
 
That’s what God means by grace. Surrendering your problems to Him, admitting you have made a mess 
of things and can’t do this on your own, and allowing Him, like the Dad He is, to come alongside you and 
clean up your mess. 
 
In our lives there are hard scenes that we would prefer to skip over. We wish life had a DVR remote 
control and we could just skip ahead of the bad stuff. But sometimes the hard scenes are the one where 
God wants to most demonstrate His glory, as your story becomes part of His story, and His grace is 
revealed. 
 
PRAY: "Father thank you for your overwhelming and amazing grace. Thank you for stepping into our 
messes with us and lifting us out of the pit. We pray today for your strength to sustain though this 
journey."  
 
 
 
 
  



National Family Caregiver's Month -- Here's to YOU! 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Blessed [happy, spiritually prosperous, favored by God] is the man who is steadfast under 
trial and perseveres when tempted; for when he has passed the test and been approved, he will receive 
the [victor’s] crown of life which the Lord has promised to those who love Him. 
James 1:12, AMP  
 
Dear Courageous Caregiver,  
 
I'm celebrating YOU this month! It's National Family Caregivers Month, and while people often associate 
caregiving with helping elderly parents or spouses, I know that this is an even longer role for YOU. 
 
I'm cheering for you this month because you are a survivor. You were thrust into this role, most often in 
shock, confusion, or dismay. You likely didn't go to school for anything like this, and if you did, it surely 
feels different than what you may have anticipated. That's true if you adopted a complex child as well. 
There are too many days where you feel like you have been hit by a truck, but you keep getting back up 
again to do it another day. 
  
I'm cheering you this month because you are resilient, adaptive, and flexible. You may have been 
expecting the celebration of a typical child. Those expectations have been exchanged for a diagnosis, but 
you love that child fiercely in spite of it. You have learned to find joy in life's trials and storms. No one 
can tell you that there's only one way to do something or that nothing can be done. Your relentless 
advocacy has taught you otherwise! Despite walking through a life that often looks like a minefield, you 
find a way to move forward.  
 
I'm cheering for you this month because you are wise. The school of hard knocks has taught you as 
much about medicine, mental health, insurance, and education law as those who have multiple letters 
after their names on a business card. You have gained the ability to teach others how to navigate IEPs, 
guardianship, and government programs.  
 
I'm cheering for you this month because you have a heart of gold. You know that the life or lives you 
care for matter. You treat others with the tenderness with which you would like to be treated. You are 
truly the hands and feet of Christ, day in and day out, when no one else is there and the tasks are 
thankless.  
 
I'm cheering for you this month because you have persevering perspective. Despite tube feedings and 
wiping butts that are too old to still be in diapers, despite special diets and countless therapies, you 
know this is all worth it in the end. You have a wicked sense of humor, which helps you get through the 
ugliest parts. And because of your experience, you also know how to be helpful when your elderly 
parents are facing many of the same obstacles as your child.  
 
I want you to know, Caregiver, that I see you! More importantly, GOD sees you! 
 
While your stomach churns with worry about the future, and your nights are endlessly deprived of 
sleep, there is One who stays awake with you through it all. He sees. He cares. He provides everything 
you need to just put that one foot in front of the next, which is all you can do most days. He is cheering 
you on too, "Well done, good and faithful one!"   



 
As you rise to the challenges of caregiving, never forget this! Encouragement is there for you. He will 
wipe away every tear and assure no more death or sorrow or pain. Until then, He holds you upright with 
fresh strength for each new day.  
 
PRAY: El Roi, thank You for seeing everything we endure as caregivers. Bring us fresh encouragement 
and strength during this National Family Caregivers Month.  
 
November became National Caregivers Month after a 1996 proclamation of President Clinton was 
signed celebrating a week of caregivers.  
 
  



The Hope in Thanksgiving 
Jennifer A. Janes 

 
Don’t worry about anything, but in everything, through prayer and petition with thanksgiving, let your 
requests be made known to God. And the peace of God, which surpasses every thought, will guard your 
hearts and minds in Christ Jesus. Philippians 4:6-7 (HCSB) 
 
I turn to these verses often because I desperately seek the peace promised there. I struggle with fear 
and anxiety. God has brought us through every adverse circumstance, but I still struggle with trusting His 
faithfulness. 
 
The little “with thanksgiving” part tucked in up there is what God uses to get me back on track. The fear 
and anxiety take over when I’m focused on the circumstances—the bills that need to be paid, the major 
plumbing project and car repairs that popped up unexpectedly, my concerns for my younger daughter’s 
health and well-being, and the need to be present for my older daughter as she struggles to fill the 
shoes of sibling to a child with special needs. The busyness of a schedule filled with therapy and 
specialist appointments in addition to activities like church, dance lessons, field trips, and play dates 
doesn't help. 
 
When I stop to give thanks for the blessings in our lives (and there are many, starting with food to eat, a 
place to live, and family and friends who love us), I begin to focus on God, who has given us all of these 
gifts, who has never failed to provide for our needs, who will not fail us now. The anxiety eases its death 
grip. I am able to breathe. 
 
In looking for each day’s gifts and giving thanks, I am able to anticipate God’s work on our behalf, to 
hope again. And that’s when the peace comes in—in trusting Him and His great love for us. 
 
Father, help me to remember to turn to you in thanksgiving and praise when the pressures of life 
threaten to strangle me. Help me remember that your love for us is greater than the love I have for my 
husband and children and that your faithfulness is something we can count on. Thank you for the good 
gifts you have blessed us with this year. Amen. 
 
 
  



'TIS THE SEASON FOR DYSFUNCTION: Family and Friends Edition 
Barb Dittrich 

 
The words of the reckless pierce like swords, 
  but the tongue of the wise brings healing. 
 Proverbs 12:18, NIV  
 
Do not answer a fool according to his folly, 
  or you yourself will be just like him. 
 Proverbs 26:4, NIV   
 
"They don't know what they don't know." This wise phrase uttered 20 years ago by one of my dear 
friends, a colleague in the investment industry, has stayed with me through many situations over the 
years. Intended to be his means of coping with others in our field who made rules without expertise, I 
have adopted this pithy comment for use with the endless parade of critics who judge our life with 
special needs. And you may want to grab hold of it too, especially as the holidays approach.  
 
No other time of year do comments by others have the cataclysmic effect on our families like they do 
during the holidays. Attitudes by family and close friends can create a tension that makes parents of 
children with special needs positively dread this time of year. 
 
Why? 
Why do these statements get so under our skin? Let me count the reasons: 
Parents are already vulnerable due to the demands of the season. Managing the stress that comes to 
parents raising a child with a diagnosis, while also dealing with the added, usual pressures of the 
holidays (See our post on couples) can leave little emotional capital for dealing with hurtful comments 
or actions inflicted by others. Whereas we might otherwise let inconsiderate behavior slide off of us 
other times of the year, we can be a time bomb just waiting to be set off around Thanksgiving, 
Christmas, and New Year. 
 
As Proverbs 12:18 states, reckless words hurt. People can and do make comments without thought at 
holiday gatherings. Add some alcohol to the mix, and it gets even worse. Sadly, for lack of anything 
intelligent to say, people at parties will say some of the most shallow, ignorant things known to come 
out of a human mouth. 
 
We are in close quarters with people we may not like very well. Virtually everyone has someone in their 
family whose company they could live without. Whether it be an in-law, estranged former friend, or 
abrasive aunt, people like this can be hard to avoid when we are all crammed into one building for a 
celebration. 
 
Holidays put us together with others who do not walk the same path we do. While it can present an 
opportunity to educate others on special needs, it can also expose the apathy and ignorance of others. 
Much can hinge on which type of people you encounter.  
This season is filled with expectations. Many of those expectations hinge upon those who are supposed 
to be near and dear to us. All of us want love and acceptance from our family and circle of friends. 
Mistreatment of our child equals mistreatment of us. And who doesn't want to be judged a good parent 
by their loved ones? 
 

http://www.comfortinthemidstofchaos.com/2013/11/tis-season-for-dysfunction-spouse.html


We are incredibly selfish humans. Just as God reminds us in Romans 3:23, our holiday parties are filled 
with a collection of perfectly imperfect people. This means that while parents may be worried about 
wanting a lovely holiday experience for their child, the hostess may be worried that a special needs child 
in attendance is going to ruin their party. We each operate from our own frame of reference thinking 
that we should be entitled to the kind of experience we would like to have. Needless to say, those views 
are far from the meaning of any holidays in November and December. 
 
What to do 
Do not skip psychotropic medications or visits to mental health professionals this time of year. If you are 
seeing a counselor, you will definitely need their support more than ever during this season. Psychiatrist, 
psychologists, and psychotherapists are uniquely equipped to offer you emotional strength when you 
are weakened by the challenges of the holidays. They can offer you the opportunity to rehearse what 
you will say to those who come at you with reckless words. They can also act as a competent sounding 
board, offering solid perspective regarding interpersonal relationships. 
 
Get adequate sleep, exercise and meals. Just like your children, you will feel out of sorts when you are 
physically depleted. The mental acuity needed to deal with the unkind comments or behavior of others 
will not be at an optimal level if your physical needs are not met. 
Set boundaries. Decide with your spouse what your threshold is for unkind words and mistreatment by 
others. In other words, there are comments or behaviors that you may be able to just let slide off of you, 
others you might feel compelled to address, and yet others you may sense are worth leaving the 
gathering over. While we can't always anticipate the behavior of others, it is critical to make sure that 
you and your spouse have a mutual understanding and respect for your family's "hill to die on" where 
the treatment of your child's special needs are concerned. 
 
Just as Proverbs 26:4 states, do not lose your cool with foolish, ignorant remarks or behavior, lest you 
look equally as foolish and ignorant. Most of us do not spend day in and day out with our extended 
family or friends. For all intents and purposes, they are largely strangers to our daily lives. Therefore, 
they believe they are making intelligent, insightful remarks about something they only know about in a 
very remote way. Little do they know how foolish they are. I still have in-laws on both my side and my 
husband's side of the family who make extremely rude value judgments on our children and our 
parenting. "They don't know what they don't know." We limit our time with them and not only frame 
their words in the context what Acuff suggests, but also smilingly reply, "Thanks for the input," which 
politely shuts the conversation down before it goes any further. 
Realize that the time to address offensive talk or actions from others is usually not at that party or 
dinner. Unless it is harmful or your "hill to die on,” you will likely have better results if you act in a 
discreet manner and contact the person after the holiday. A calm, clear explanation of what the offense 
is and what your boundaries are, apart from the celebration, shows courtesy to the host or hostess 
while still addressing the difficulty. Using "I" statements like "I feel... when..." is less accusatory than 
saying, "You said... You did..."  
 
Pray. Not only pray for those you will encounter at these gatherings but pray for your own immediate 
family. Pray for wisdom, calm, kindness and clarity in your own behavior. Ask that God would help you 
to love others the way He does. Pray that the Holy Spirit would open hearts and minds to your child's 
value as a person. Forgive and continue to ask for a forgiving spirit going into the holidays. And petition 
God for unity amongst all who are at your holiday celebrations. Make sure that your heart is right with 
the Lord, and trust Him with the rest. 

http://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=romans%203:23&version=NIV


Above all else, remember why we even have almost a month of non-stop celebrating. We are grateful 
for the boundless blessings Yahweh lavishly pours on us every day of our lives. It is important to come 
together, uniting in praise of God for those blessings. We remember, above all, our greatest blessing -- 
the saving grace of Jesus, who came to pay the price for our sins and make a way for us to reunite with 
Holy God. What incredible reasons to celebrate as we usher out one year and welcome in another! The 
more we keep our eyes fixed on those reasons, the more dysfunction of every sort will diminish. 
 
PRAY: Lord, it is way too easy to have the meaning of this season swept away by the behavior of others. 
Holy Spirit fill me with the strength to keep my eyes focused on You and not my circumstances. Grant me 
wisdom in setting boundaries with others. Make me the best parent possible to my child, while reflecting 
Your love to everyone whom we encounter.  
 



Trusting God in your "even though" 
Ann Gapinski 

 
Even though the fig trees are all destroyed, and there is neither blossom left nor fruit; though the olive 
crops all fail, and the fields lie barren; even if the flocks die in the fields and the cattle barns are 
empty, yet I will rejoice in the Lord; I will be happy in the God of my salvation. The Lord God is my 
strength; he will give me the speed of a deer and bring me safely over the mountains. Habakkuk 3:17-19, 
TLB 
 
It all started with a meltdown after an already trying day. Our son didn’t want to get out of the car so I 
could go in the store and pick something up. He was at that age when he was still a little too young to 
leave in the car alone, but too old to just pick him up and head on in fit or no fit.  
 
At first I tried to reason with him, which we all know is a stupid idea when someone with a form of 
Autism is in distress. Then I proceeded to try out a few of his coping strategies which were a complete 
failure since he was already in the meltdown. He was stuck in this place. I pondered whether to go 
home, drop him off, come back, pick-up the item I needed, and then go back home which would have 
taken well over another hour out of my already hectic day. That option soon was thrown out of the 
window.  
 
Finally, I prayed and asked God for the strength to go in crying kid and all. I would like to say that the 
stares disappeared or that my son calmed down. That didn’t happen, but I can tell you that I was relying 
on God’s strength and that made all the difference with my experience that day both in the store and 
after. My "even though" didn’t change, but I really did feel like I was “able to tread upon the heights.” 
And I was praising God too.  
 
It always amazes me how much better I feel when I rely on His strength and how foolish I am to think I 
can do it better and know better than God. When I don't rely on Him, then I'm choosing to not have 
faith in my God and I'm not sharing God with the world. He never disappoints me and I’m sure He won’t 
disappoint you either. 
  
PRAY: Lord, Help us to trust in you for our strength, be joyful in you, and rejoice in you.  
 
  



When the Answer Is No 
Barb Dittrich 

 
 Even though He would kill me, yet I will trust in Him. I will argue my ways to His face. 
Job 13:15, NLT 
 
There is so much hard truth that comes along with the life of special needs or chronic illness.  
 
We wrestle, sometimes relentlessly, with heavy, sorrowful questions. "Why, Lord?" "When will this get 
better?" "Will You please grant us a miraculous healing, God?"  
 
As Jesus followers, we are encouraged to be a people of prayer. Intimate conversation with our Maker, 
with the Son, with the Advocate, weaves our life together with the One to whom that life ultimately 
belongs. The Lord Himself taught us to bring our concerns to Him with determination in the Parable of 
the Persistent Widow. (See Luke 18:1-6) And so we do. Time and time again we bring these difficult 
challenges to God.  
 
Where I see us hit a wall with the most regularity as Christians is when we need to confront the hardest 
of life's hard truths—Sometimes God's answer is no. "No, your child will not be healed this side of 
heaven." "No, your marriage will not get better, despite doing all the right things." "No, the foreclosure 
on your house will not be put to a stop." "No, the school will not ever cooperate with your child's IEP the 
way you desire." 
 
What do we do with that? Immediately, almost reflexively, we seem to default to the indignation of 
wondering how a loving God can deny us such basic things. After all, we're not asking for the world here. 
 
Even in Christian circles, we try to fix things. We shoot out quick answers to repair the problems of 
others rather than just offering support and a listening ear. We grow tired of one another's trials when 
God says, "No, this is not going to get better this side of heaven." Though unintended, the implication 
from other church-goers is often, "Well, you must be doing something wrong if this persists." Or there is 
this mindset that if we do all the right things, go to the right seminars, read the right books, pray, read 
our Bibles, go to a counselor, confess our sin, our problems will resolve.   
 
Except they don't. No is still God's answer.  
 
As believers, we almost refuse to go there. It brings us way too much fear to admit that despite walking 
uprightly before the Lord, the deep suffering in this life may never end for some until heaven.  
 
I had this memorable conversation with my daughter, "Remember when you told me that I won't 
understand some of the pain you bear until I get older, Mom? Well, I'm beginning to understand, and 
I'm sorry." 
I reassured her that despite the circumstances, I continue to press on and press into God. 
 
"Ultimately, we have to decide if God is still good even if his answer to us is 'No'. And I am here to tell 
you resoundingly, 'Yes! YES! He IS good!'" 
 
Tears rolled down her cheeks as she fell into a knowing, protective maternal embrace.  
 



Right now our ministry is serving at least 2 sets of parents who have their children in hospice. Every day 
they draw closer to a too-soon graduation to heaven. I know God is good because I see the glory of His 
glow in the faces of these parents despite their deep, deep grief. 
 
I know He is good because, despite the financial deliverance never coming for so many families we 
serve, God still provides. Laughter is still to be found amidst the crushing weight of mounting medical 
bills and waning income.  
 
I know God is still good because even if my children suffer in the most horrible of ways, He knows the 
path I walk. His Son suffered society's bullying, religion's rejection, and power's persecution. He suffered 
excruciating torture, humiliation and injustice. All of this to give us eternal hope. 
 
Paul shares his encounter with the hard truth of God's no in his second letter to the Church at Corinth: 
 
Therefore, in order to keep me from becoming conceited, I was given a thorn in my flesh, a messenger of 
Satan, to torment me. Three times I pleaded with the Lord to take it away from me. But he said to 
me, “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.” Therefore I will boast all 
the more gladly about my weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest on me. That is why, for Christ’s 
sake, I delight in weaknesses, in insults, in hardships, in persecutions, in difficulties. For when I am weak, 
then I am strong. (2 Corinthians 12:7-10, NIV) 
 
God has proven Himself trustworthy again and again. I also know full well that there is so much in this 
world that is unseen. Although agony may remain a constant, unwelcome house guest, I can be at peace 
knowing that even when I receive the difficult "No" that I don't want to hear, that in my humanity I 
would perceive as unjust, I can still rest in trusting that He knows better than I. He loves me. Anything 
persistently painful that He sees fit to allow, I can know is for my good and for His glory.  
 
PRAY: Jesus, only by Your resurrection strength can I delight in my persistent hardships. Draw me closer 
to You. I can't do this by my own character. Holy Spirit work in me and through me, so I may declare the 
goodness of God, even when His answer is no. 
 
  



When Anxiety Conflicts with Routine - An Asperger's Journey 
Angela Parsley 

 
"For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but of power and of love and of a sound mind." 2 Timothy 1:7 
  
Living in a home with a child who has Asperger's makes us very aware of how important routine can be. 
Due to this fact, we try very hard to maintain a pretty predictable routine. However, certain anxieties 
get in the way of those schedules sometimes.  
 
One of the hardest things at this point in our journey is dealing with the obsessions. The obsessions of 
Asperger's are positive and negative ones. The positive obsessions revolve around a like or desire of 
some kind like Legos or Lord of the Rings. The negative obsessions revolve around anxieties. Both ends 
of this spectrum of obsession seem to consume my sweet child's thoughts daily. It must be exhausting 
for her. 
 
Back to our family routine; We decided that Friday nights would be pizza and movie or game night 
together. This could be a fun thing for kids who thrive on schedules, but in our house it causes yet 
another problem. You see, my sweet aspie child currently has a strong fear of throw up. Any sound, 
smell, reference to, or act of throw up or gagging causes her great discomfort.  
 
What does this have to do with a movie night? Well, because of this phobia, we have paid attention to 
many movies and shows and a large number of them include some sort of gagging or throw up. Isn't that 
crazy?! Because of this, my sweet girl has much anxiety during family movie night.  
 
The above picture is a contract that my girl wrote out in order for us to get her to watch the family 
chosen movie. She holds the controller so she can pause it if she thinks this may happen and watches 
along according to the contract. It is a strange part of our family, but it gets her watching with us and is 
helping her conquer her fear.  
 
I know anxiety is often just a part of Asperger's for many people, yet I also believe this Scripture posted 
at the beginning. When we are with Christ there will be no more fear, no sin, no shame. Until that day 
when all things are complete I plead this verse in prayer for her very life. I pray her mind will be sound as 
to not fear anything because Christ's perfect love casts out fear (1 John 4:18). I pray that she will cast all 
her anxiety on Him because He cares for her (1 Peter 5:7). One day when we are with HIM, all this 
anxiety will cease. 
 
This is a good verse to continually pray because fears always come, prior to this present fear obsession it 
was the fear of storms. Fears come and go but the Lord remains with us forever and there is nothing 
that can separate us from His love (Romans 8:35). I don't understand why she has to go through these 
hard things here, and now but I do know I can trust the One who loves her more than anyone else. He 
will never leave or forsake her (Hebrews 13:5). 
 
No matter what you are going through on your special-needs journey we must remind ourselves of 
these truths that God is for us and our child (Romans 8:31), and he is good, He is in control, and He will 
never leave us or forsake us because of His great love. 
 
Prayer: Father help us rest in your love. Help us to know and see you as enough. Help us to cast our 
anxiety on You. Help us to best help our children in their times of need. Help us to stay focused on your 



unstoppable, unshakable love for us. In Jesus’s name, amen. 
 
 
  



The Ghost in Our Church Basement 
Jennifer A Janes 

 
You will keep in perfect peace all who trust in you, all whose thoughts are fixed on you! Isaiah 26:3 NLT 
 
Rumor has it there's a ghost in our church basement. Her name is Mrs. Bottoms, and the story goes that 
she haunts the sacred halls under the sanctuary (in the area where the senior adults now hold Sunday 
school classes) because the church didn't use the money she left to it for the purpose she designated.  
 
Corny, right? I agree. But there are a few dozen children who, despite how ridiculous the story is and 
how many times they've been told differently, scare themselves and each other out of their wits when 
they are given the opportunity to run around down there to play hide-and-seek.  
 
It starts upstairs. The kids will get excited about getting to play downstairs while most of the adults are 
in a meeting (they're always supervised by someone in our children's ministry), and someone will bring 
up Mrs. Bottoms. The ones who haven't heard the story before listen intently, others share spooky 
experiences they've had, and even the children who know the truth, who have been told by parents and 
church leaders alike that there's nothing down there, who know the story is silly, will find themselves 
caught up in the tale. Nervous giggles abound, and then, thoughts full of ghosts, they go to the 
basement to play hide-and-seek. Some children make spooky noises, trying to frighten the others. And it 
works. Why? 
 
They can't stop thinking about the ghost. 
 
Because their thoughts are full of the wrong things, they are tricked into believing things that aren't true 
when they're down in that basement. It's so silly, and I find myself getting exasperated sometimes when 
my daughter comes to me, finding it difficult to sleep because she keeps thinking of Mrs. Bottoms, and 
we go through the whole story again. She laughs and admits she knows it's not true, but she's still 
scared because she's still thinking about ghosts. Only when she chooses to focus on the truth can she 
calm down enough to sleep. 
 
Then I realize that I do the same thing. When I get anxious and fearful about the future, about finances, 
about my child failing to make progress in a certain area, about job situations, about stories in the news, 
that's the adult equivalent of thinking about ghosts. When I'm consumed with fear and anxiety, it's 
because my thinking isn't fixed on God and the truth in His Word. I can only have peace when I'm 
focused on Him, trusting Him to be with me each step of the way. 
 
 
PRAY: Father, please help us to stay focused on You. Despite how hard things are and how hard they 
may get, please help us to know that our help, our safety, our provision, our joy, our peace, and every 
good thing in our lives comes always and only from You. Amen. 
 
  



How Beautiful the Twisted Feet 
Jeff Davidson 

 
 "And how will anyone go and tell them without being sent? That is why the Scriptures say, “How 
beautiful are the feet of messengers who bring good news!” (Romans 10:15, NLT) 
 
I hate doors that require pulling instead of pushing to open them.  
 
They probably aren’t a big deal for most of you, but I have come to loathe them. 
 
What’s my beef with doors that require you to pull them open? 
 
Because 5 years ago I spent the greater part of a year in a wheelchair. Then two years later, I spent 
several months on a knee scooter. 
 
The incidents have now left me with two permanently deformed feet. 
 
I don’t talk about it very much publicly. But I spent a year having to learn to walk again while wheelchair-
bound. 
 
To this day, I have to wear custom orthopedic shoes with custom-designed inserts. I have to be very 
careful in a lot of activities, and I have to pay extreme attention to the care of my feet. 
 
By definition, I have a physical disability that greatly affects my life. Activities I used to enjoy and 
participate in are now prohibited.  
 
So what’s the big deal with doors that pull open? 
 
During the year that I spent in the wheelchair, I furiously wanted my independence. The challenge, I 
discovered, was that when the door required pulling to open, I was incapable of doing so, on my own, 
while wheelchair-bound. 
 
If the door opened by pushing, I could simply push it open and roll through in one simultaneous motion. 
But opening a door that required a pull while independently rolling through was extremely difficult. 
 
At the time, the church I was on staff with had a handicapped lift. Inexplicably, the ramp to the lift was 
on an incline. If you rolled yourself up the incline to the lift, the door then pulled toward you to open, 
forcing you to back down the ramp. 
 
It was a ridiculous and ineffective handicapped lift for all intents and purposes. The design defeated its 
very purposes. 
 
I still get frustrated, angry, and depressed sometimes with my physical limitations and the things I can 
no longer do. Every once in a while, I stare at my crippled feet at night and I have a little pity party.  
      
Why did this have to happen?  
 



But, in the mornings, I watch my own son gingerly walking on his own twisted feet ravaged by cerebral 
palsy, clinging to his mother who is holding onto him for assistance. He, too, wears braces and special 
shoes.  
 
I look at his twisted, mangled feet. Then I look down on my own deformed feet. And in that moment, my 
mind flashes to the cross, and I’m fixated on the image of Christ’s feet, twisted with gaping bloody holes 
from the nails that were driven in his feet. I’m reminded that he took my beating, bore my curse, and 
died my death for me.  
 
All of a sudden, my disabled feet issues seem so trivial.  
 
I watch Jon Alex every step as Becky guides him, helping him. He cannot walk unless she stands him up, 
holds him, and guides him. Then I look up from his twisted feet to his face and realize he is grinning from 
ear to ear. He always seems to be grinning. He squeals his happy sounds as she maneuvers him to his 
breakfast chair.  
 
Then I am humbled, and I have to repent.  
 
Why can’t I rise above my own disability like my son? Why is he so happy despite his condition? Once 
again, I am the pupil and he is the teacher. 
 
My year in the wheelchair, and resulting feet deformities, have now made me become even more 
determined, more passionate, and more understanding of the special-needs community.  
 
Coupled with my soon-to-be 17 years as a dad of a son with profound needs, my own experiences have 
given me such a broader perspective and made me more effective as a minister to the special-needs 
community. 
 
I find myself often referring to our special-needs community as “my family.” 
 
And now the cross, and the mangled feet of Jesus, all of a sudden takes on even more significance and 
impact in my life.  
 
Christ became one of us, so that he could refer to all of us, as his “family.” 
 
And my twisted feet, and my son’s twisted feet, fade in comparison to the image of his twisted feet. 
 
How beautiful the twisted feet! 
 
PRAY: "Father, thank you for the reminder that the most beautiful feet can be twisted and scarred. Thank 
you for demonstrating that on the cross when you displayed your glory and brought forth your Good 
News." 
 
  



Lonely Holiday Gatherings 
Wendy Heyn 

 
“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  
 
Thanksgiving and Christmas are right around the corner. First, we get to enjoy Thanksgiving—a time of 
thanking the Lord for the many blessings that he has given to us. We get to follow this with Christmas 
celebrating Jesus—the greatest blessing that God has ever given to his world. We can enjoy lights, 
decorations, special foods, treats, gifts and social gatherings. What could ever overshadow such a joyous 
season of holidays? The excitement of it all makes it difficult for children to wait. For us, parents, though 
the holiday season can be difficult. 
 
There are so many challenges for special-needs families when it comes to social gatherings. There are 
physical obstacles for families whose children have difficulty with mobility, but more difficult than that 
are misunderstandings and the general feeling that we don’t fit in at social gatherings.  
 
Sometimes our children cannot play or follow directions the way that peers of a similar age can. Many of 
our children (especially ones with sensory sensitivities) are not at their best in unfamiliar situations and 
their discomfort can show in so many ways. Friends and relatives might make comments assessing our 
child. After Liam’s diagnosis we knew that he would have orthopedic and communication disabilities 
along with a host of medical complexities. Yet when in social settings people often made comments 
similar to, “He looks just fine. Are you sure the doctors are right?” As much as I wished that the doctors 
were wrong, having that conversation repeatedly was difficult for me on so many levels. 
 
Today if I share something about our life—like Liam’s utter obsession with his iPad and Thomas the 
train—friends will often say that it is the same with their own (typical) child. This leaves me feeling so 
misunderstood because the kind of obsession that my son has is nothing like that of any typical 
child.  When Liam is in an uncomfortable situation he will usually sit watching his iPad and refuse to 
engage with those around him. This LOOKS to the general public like a perfectly behaved child. So when 
others comment on what an easy guy he is, that is hard for me. A big boy with total care needs is not 
easy, even if he has a wonderfully easygoing, gentle personality. Sometimes our friends and relatives say 
all the right things. They make us feel so welcome, but the utter work to be there and care for our loved 
one is just too much. Instead of feeling celebratory, these experiences can leave us feeling more isolated 
and alone in our journey than we did before we came. 
 
Jesus knows exactly what it is like to feel alone in the midst of those who love you. During his last week 
alive on earth, he took his three best friends with him to the garden to pray. He was in agony knowing 
that he would face the cross. As he prayed, the disciples fell asleep. They weren’t with him in his difficult 
time. They were snoring! Later that same night, Peter went on to deny him three times. Yet Jesus loved 
them and forgave them.  
To make things easier for our loved ones, we can be clear with them about our child’s needs. If there are 
accommodations that will make a gathering easier, call ahead to be sure that the hosts know about 
them. Being realistic helps as well. We often let friends know that if Liam seems overwhelmed, our visit 
will be short. Sometimes we bring a second car so that one of us can take him home and the other can 
keep the rest of the family at the gathering. 
 
To make gatherings easier for me, I have begun praying that God would help me to make a conscious 



effort to take the words and actions of others in the kindest possible way. “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) 
 
I also ask him to remind me that His words are the only ones that matter. “Pay attention and turn your 
ear to the sayings of the wise; apply your heart to what I teach...” (Proverbs 22:17, NIV)  
 
I pray that God would soothe my heart as I read his word and pray. I pray that he would give me his love 
and forgiveness to apply to those around me. I ask him to make me captive to his word and to remind 
me that I am not alone in this journey. He is with me. The same is true for you. 
 
May he give you his peace and true joy as you celebrate the holiday season to come. 
 
Dear Jesus, Please soothe my heart as I read your word. Give me your love and forgiveness to share with 
everyone around me. Make me captive to your word and to remind me that I am not alone in this 
journey. You are with me. Help me to feel your presence in the arms and presence of my loved ones. 
Amen. 
 
 
  



When Trials Make You Feel Ungrateful 
Evana Sanduskey 

 
But that isn’t what you learned about Christ. Since you have heard about Jesus and have learned the 
truth that comes from him, throw off your old sinful nature and your former way of life, which is 
corrupted by lust and deception. Instead, let the Spirit renew your thoughts and attitudes. Put on your 
new nature, created to be like God—truly righteous and holy. 
Ephesians 4: 20-24 NLT 
 
When Thanksgiving season rolls around, I start to ponder that magical question. What am I thankful for 
this year?  
 
But that really isn't the question. The question is really: What do I have to be thankful for?  
 
Then the 2018 year in review evaluation begins: 
Amount of money spent in medical bills _____  
Number of medical emergencies ______ 
Was an ambulance or helicopter involved in a medical emergency this year _____ 
How many things were canceled due to health issues ________ 
Was a new diagnosis given this year to a member of my immediate family _______ 
 
As you can imagine, if these 5 things dictated my yearly evaluation, I might decide I have little to be 
thankful for. After all, there are many families who took vacations instead of paying medical bills. There 
are families whose children have never been in an ambulance or had a health crisis ever much 
less every year. I'm sure there are families who have never canceled exciting plans because their child 
was in the hospital. Also, I'm pretty sure there are plenty of parents who haven't had to Google a life-
changing diagnosis their child just received this year.  
 
These things are BIG things. A health crisis or new diagnosis can certainly throw even the "strongest" 
Christian into a very trying mental and spiritual battle. These life-altering, big moments that cause 
chaos, fear, panic, and worry have a tendency to temporarily cloud my view of the world. If I let them, 
they can make it hard for me to see other things in my life that are good and worthy of thanks.  
 
It's easy to forget the obvious things that I'm grateful for in my daily life. After all: 

• I have a safe home with heat and air conditioning. Our air conditioning went out for a few hours 

this summer, and I was a complete baby about it. Cool air is a blessing!  

• I have two great kids who love each other. Even though both kids have a diagnosis now, I'm 

grateful for their lives and a chance to be their mother.  

• I have a great husband who has put up with me for 14 years.  

• My good ol' van is still running, providing me with reliable transportation to my job.  

• Which reminds me — I have a job that I enjoy. 

• I also have some family members who are supportive and willing to help me in the event of a 

health emergency.  

These are my blessings. These are the things I'm thankful for this year. I don't want the hard times of the 
year to eclipse the good and simple things. Life has moments of heartache and struggle, but my life isn't 
all heartache and struggle.  



 
I don't want to set those trials of the year on a pedestal. I don't want to give them any more attention 
and energy. Those trials stole joy, time, and resources when they happened. I don't want to give them 
more time now as I'm reviewing my year. They don't deserve it. I'm sure God is in Heaven wanting me to 
see my life from a different viewpoint. He wouldn't want me to determine my gratitude based on the 
"bad" in the year. He'd want me to look around and see all the good in my life.  
 
What about you? Are you struggling with thankfulness this year? What's keeping you from being 
thankful?  
 
Let's Pray:  
God, Help those of us with diagnosed children keep a Godly perspective this Thanksgiving season. Let us 
see the blessings in our lives that we often overlook. Let the positives stand out and not the negatives. 
Lord, let us be thankful that we've survived the trials of the year and not allow those trials to trump the 
good parts in our lives. Help our attitudes to be right, and keep our minds renewed on things You want us 
to focus on. Amen! 
 
 
  



Who’s the Bully Now? 
Tammie Hefty 

 
Jesus said, "Father, forgive them, for they don't know what they are doing." And the soldiers gambled for 
his clothes by throwing dice. Luke 23:34 NLT 
 
I was excited to attend my daughter's first official school "program" of the school year today. My 
husband and I eagerly took our seats and waited for the program, Bullies Anonymous to begin. Evie, of 
course, had been singing the songs for weeks and we were looking forward to seeing the glowing 
smile that she always wears when she's "on stage."  
 
Unfortunately, however, it seemed the two moms seated behind us were not feeling quite the 
excitement that we were. They began by noting loudly that this was so early in the day that they had 
almost forgotten about it. Okay...no problem...maybe their kids hadn't been talking about it for weeks 
like mine had. No big deal! 
 
Once the program began though, I couldn't block out the sound of the heavy breaths (I could almost 
picture them watching the clock), the snickering and "tsk-ing" sounds when someone forgot to hold 
their microphone close to them, nor the "Oh, Lo-ord" drawn out in disdain as the actors brought in a 
"computer" used to detect bullies (I even caught that one on video as I was recording Evie's line that she 
had in the program).  
 
In my mind, this program was delightful...and it contained a great message! The bullies were attending 
a Bullies Anonymous meeting because they felt they couldn't stop being bullies; they recognized that it 
wasn't right, and it was no longer fun; they wanted to change, but didn't know how. 
 
In my mind, I pictured myself blogging about the atrocious mothers behind me during this program and 
how they were probably teaching their children to be bullies with this type of behavior they were 
exhibiting during a short 30 minute musical program. But then it dawned on me; they might not want to 
be bullies either, but they don't know how to change. They may feel so little confidence in themselves 
that they are afraid to not go along with this juvenile behavior.  
 
After the program I went to pick up some groceries...still relishing the thought of trying to "throw down 
the gauntlet" on parents who are bullies. I pulled out some comfy workout clothes and put on a t-shirt I 
had bought at Lifest Christian Music Festival two years ago. On the front it says: Pray for me... On the 
back it says: Before you talk bad about me.  
 
Boom... 
 
God had thrown down the gauntlet on me. Judgmental me. Self-righteous me. I would have been 
perpetuating the cycle of bullying by typing away on this keyboard and heckling them when really, 
I should have turned around after the show and said, "Which kids are yours? We just moved here from 
Wisconsin, so we don't know many people.....” 
 
Oh, Father, won't you forgive ME? I didn't realize what I was doing.  
 
Pray: Heavenly Father, thank you for giving me a heart to listen to the Holy Spirit's rebuke. I lift up the 
bullies of this world; old and young, Christians and non-Christians...Hurt people will hurt people...Send 



your Spirit into their lives, and into their hearts. Help these hurting people realize that you ADORE them 
and have a special place already made for them, so they don't have to try to win a popularity contest. 
Help all of us to stay in tune with the pain that people are feeling rather than taking out our own pain on 
them. Amen. 
 
 
  



When Contentment Is Under Assault 
Deb Abbs 

 
“I am not saying this because I am in need, for I have learned to be content whatever the circumstances. 
I know what it is to be in need, and I know what it is to have plenty. I have learned the secret of being 
content in any and every situation, whether well fed or hungry, whether living in plenty or in want. I can 
do everything through him who gives me strength.”  
Philippians 4:11-13, NIV 
 
My hopes were high after taking my youngest son, Luke, to an indoor track. He can literally run around 
our house for 2 hours straight and with the weather getting cold our fenced in back yard isn’t a great 
option. My friend told me about an indoor track that only costs $25 a year for residents and it even has 
windows that look out onto farmland! Perfect for having Luke let off steam, I thought, and with how fast 
he is if he learns to run on a track he could do Special Olympics! 
 
The first time went great with me on one side of Luke and his amazingly-helpful-personal-support-
worker, Kat, on the other. I even went to sign us up for the year during part of the time but he and Kat 
walk/ran at least a mile. How fantastic this will be! 
 
Then came time number two at the track. Luke got agitated very quickly and grabbed my hair. As I was 
trying to pry off his hand my neck got twisted. Kat and I got him downstairs and out to the car, but 
barely, with him continuing to be aggressive. If it had just been Luke and me, I’m pretty darn sure a 
more serious injury would have occurred. As it was, once we got home and Luke calmed, ice and Advil 
were my needed friends. 
 
Can we not take Luke anymore, even with two of us to help? Is our world shrunk down to the size of our 
house? By the time my cop husband got home from his evening shift I was a wreck. 
 
Yet, when Paul wrote the above verses (and many others!) his world had shrunk to the size of a prison 
because that is where he was! 
 
I can’t tell you the number of times I have read or written about these verses, but I haven’t yet learned 
the secret of being content in all situations. Especially not when autism aggression or self-injurious 
behavior happens daily. When will I learn? 
 
I’m not sure. But I’m thankful I can keep going back to God’s word. To read it over and over. That I can 
be content through HIM WHO GIVES ME STRENGTH. 
 
Lord, please help us be content no matter our circumstances. Help us find out strength in you every 
minute of every day. Help our loved ones with special needs or chronic illness to be content as well. 
 
 

Thirty Days of Thanksgiving 
Lorna Bradley  

 
I thank my God every time I remember you, constantly praying with joy in every one of my prayers for all 
of you (Philippians 1:3-4 NRSV) 
 



Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday. What do I love about it? It’s a holiday without a big fuss. Okay, there 
is a meal, but I enjoy cooking and the day really isn’t about the turkey and whether or not it's dry. What I 
like is that Thanksgiving doesn’t come with expectations. If I drop a card in the mail to a friend or give a 
small gift to someone I am thankful for, in the month of November that is just a thoughtful gesture. 
Come December, the bar gets raised substantially on that whole card-sending, gift-giving thing. 
 
Thanksgiving Day is simply about sharing a good meal with family and friends. It brings back childhood 
memories of a houseful of people at grandma’s house, sleeping in sleeping bags on the floor with my 
cousins, putting pitted black olives from the relish tray on my fingers like little puppets and savoring the 
salty brine as I ate them one by one.  
 
Mainly, Thanksgiving is about thanking God for an abundance of blessings. Thanksgiving is simple and 
beautiful from start to finish when I focus is on what is important.  
 
One day of thanksgiving isn’t nearly enough. For the past several years I have celebrated Thirty Days of 
Thanksgiving and write down every day in the month of November something I am thankful for. Time 
and again I come back to my son. I am thankful for milestones that I thought would never come. I am 
thankful for the sense of acceptance for the milestones that will never be. I am thankful for a sense of 
hope in a future that is yet to be revealed. I am thankful to be a parent to a remarkable young man who 
inspires me every day.  
 
I am also thankful for other parents on the journey with me who encouraged me when I was unsure and 
who allow me to encourage them when they need it too. Years ago the Apostle Paul wrote to a dearly 
loved church in Philippi. This small group of followers encouraged each other and lifted each other up 
when they needed it. Paul opens his letter to them: 
 
I thank my God every time I remember you, constantly praying with joy in every one of my prayers for all 
of you (Philippians 1:3-4 NRSV). 
 
These were Paul’s people, the ones who had his back when times were hard, and the ones he 
encouraged and guided when they needed it too. These were Paul’s people and special needs parents 
are my people. 
 
My thanksgiving today, and every day, is for parents who raise remarkable children and for the 
communities that surround them with unconditional love and support. 
 
 
God of many blessings, I thank you for parents who are strong and parents in need of strength. I thank 
you for those who have wisdom and those who seek it. I thank you for those filled with hope and those 
who struggle. Woven together, parents strengthen each other. I thank you for the gift of community. 
Amen. 
 
  



'TIS THE SEASON FOR DYSFUNCTION: The Spouse Edition 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Out of respect for Christ, be courteously reverent to one another. 
 
Wives, understand and support your husbands in ways that show your support for Christ. The husband 
provides leadership to his wife the way Christ does to his church, not by domineering but by cherishing. 
So just as the church submits to Christ as he exercises such leadership, wives should likewise submit to 
their husbands. 
 
Husbands, go all out in your love for your wives, exactly as Christ did for the church—a love marked by 
giving, not getting. Christ’s love makes the church whole. His words evoke her beauty. Everything he does 
and says is designed to bring the best out of her, dressing her in dazzling white silk, radiant with holiness. 
And that is how husbands ought to love their wives. They’re really doing themselves a favor—since 
they’re already “one” in marriage. Ephesians 5:21-28, MSG  
 
Oh, the turmoil stirring up in hearts already, ahead of the holidays! While we sing songs and watch 
commercials depicting it as the most wonderful time of the year, this season is more likely the most 
dysfunctional. Something about the stress of Thanksgiving and Christmas, combined with relatives we 
may find challenging, makes this a season that demands forethought and preparation. 
 
In starting this three-part series, it is essential to begin with the most important human relationship 
first—marriage. God ordained this union as a living example of His love for the church. (Note Ephesians 
5:25) A husband and wife set the tone for all other relationships that proceed from them or that come 
at them. In other words, it is essential for a couple to be on the same page in order to both reflect the 
love of Christ to those around them, and to handle any unfavorable circumstances attacking them. 
 
Authorities often report a rise in domestic disturbance around the holidays. Additional stress along with 
increased alcohol consumption are often blamed. However, there are some predictable points of 
contention that can always be anticipated this time of year. Parents raising children with special needs 
have some similarities to typical couples, but also some unique disagreements: 
 
MONEY -- What is spent and how it is spent can be a particularly ugly area of disagreement between 
couples this time of year. When the medical bills are copious and expectations are high, this can 
increase holiday stress. Add to that paying for big feasts like Thanksgiving and Christmas dinners, 
gratuities to service-givers and educators, travel costs, the annual property tax bill, and the pressure is 
heavy, especially for a husband. 
CHILDREN'S BEHAVIOR -- The excitement of the holidays, an altered diet, special school and church 
programs, along with disrupted sleep and visits from people that aren't well-known to a child can 
literally bring out the worst in them. Despite the best efforts of parents, difficult behaviors can be 
triggered with much greater frequency during the holiday season. 
MEDICAL FRAGILITY -- 'Tis also the season for increased illness. Our medically fragile kids are much 
more susceptible to common maladies like strep or the flu. Those diseases take a much higher toll on 
kids with special needs than they do the remainder of the population. Yet, exposure is so much greater 
as family and friends celebrate with each other. Trying to keep our kids healthy and out of the hospital 
this time of year can be an exhausting battle. 
JUDGMENTAL FAMILY OR FRIENDS -- Comments about our kids from family and friends just seem to be 
a hallmark of the season. However, that never seems to make any easier the accusations of poor 



parenting or the implications that we're not making the right choices in treatment. That tension can 
leave us feeling so defeated by those from whom we just want love, that one remark can end up 
blowing an entire holiday. 
 
Knowing that these are predictable challenges to our holiday season, a couple must make time to sit 
down, discuss the issues, and come to an agreement on a game plan. Keep in mind that each gender in 
the marriage is looking for different things this time of year: 
 
What HE often wants his spouse to know... "I'm working so hard. Please understand that I'm doing my 
best, and respect my limitations on spending this time of year. It's hard to deal with the demands of the 
kids after the exhaustion of my work day. Don't expect me to know everything that you do about what 
needs to be done with our child during the holidays." 
 
What SHE often wants her spouse to know... "This time of year is like parenthood on steroids for me. 
Please don't expect to go to parties and wander off for long conversations like you did before we had a 
child with special needs. Be united with me. Defend our family against unkind remarks from others. Take 
seriously the dietary and precautionary measures we are using to help our child be their best. And 
please understand if I need a break too." 
 
Because of these needs, it is critical for wives honor their husbands with the respect God commands and 
for husbands to honor their wives with the love God commands, especially this time of year. Courteous 
reverence to one another as a couple will help you, as a team, overcome the other adversities you face 
in this season. If you are united in your marriage, you will better handle financial struggles. If you are on 
the same page as parents, your child will better survive the craziness of the season. If you honor your 
relationship above all others, you will be able to support one another through the ignorant words of 
others. 
 
"Seek first God’s kingdom and what God wants. Then all your other needs will be met as well." (Matthew 
6:33, NCV) 
 
FOR SINGLE PARENTS... While you may not be married to the other parent of your child, you do still 
share a treasure in common with that person. Treating that person with courteous reverence may 
inspire the same treatment in return. If it is not reciprocated, you can feel great peace in knowing that 
you are acting in a way that honors God. Choose your battles. Respectfully honor boundaries around the 
health and well-being of your child. And if you can't be with your child on the exact holiday, realize that 
special time when you can be together is more important than any particular date on a calendar.   
 
PRAY: Father, the holidays are all about giving You thanks and honor. We remember Your generosity to 
us that knows no bounds. Foster a spirit of peace and unity between us as parents. Let us create 
celebrations that reflect your love and kindness to everyone around us. May we come through this 
season and rejoice in the new way that we approached the challenges that face us each year.  
 
  



'TIS THE SEASON FOR DYSFUNTION: The Kid Edition 
Barb Dittrich 

 
A prudent man foresees the difficulties ahead and prepares for them; the simpleton goes blindly on and 
suffers the consequences. Proverbs 22:3, TLB  
 
It was 3 AM that year. Unable to sleep from sheer excitement, our young son felt obligated to wake the 
family to tell them that a certain obese individual, known to wear red and travel by sleigh, had been at 
our home in the few hours previous to this rude awakening. We tried to settle him back down to sleep, 
but by 5 AM, his older sister had joined him too. It was full blown chaos. 
 
Another year, our celebration with friends ended early as our toddler puked on the floor right next to 
our Christmas tree. She was having yet another allergic reaction to a new class of antibiotics, which sent 
us once again to the emergency room. 
 
Then there was the year where one of our kids had a complete anxiety meltdown, storming away from 
the table, refusing to eat any of the Thanksgiving dinner. Even the long-awaited, whipped-cream-
adorned pumpkin pie would not deescalate this episode, which no one understood. 
 
These are just a few of the joys of parenting children with special needs during the holiday season. 
While we fantasize about it being a magical time, creating sweet memories for kids, there can be a 
whole cocktail of complications that plays into the big picture of the holidays. Our kids often experience 
some of the same unbridled joy of other children (as in the 3 AM story), while having their diagnosis 
factor in at the same time. 
 
Just like the predictable conflicts in our marriages this time of year, our children can and do face 
challenges in November and December that we can anticipate. Seeing those difficulties ahead, God tells 
us we are wise to prepare for them. If you have not already begun preparing for the holidays, now is the 
time to start.  
 
 Make Dietary Preparations 
Food is a huge issue on so many different levels. Here are some top tips: 
Make your hostess aware of any allergies at least a week prior to any holiday gathering, to afford them 
ample time if they would like to make adjustments to the menu or even have certain items out of the 
way (such as peanuts for the severely allergic). You can also make certain the hostess understands if you 
have to bring special dietary items, such as gluten-free foods, to assemble an individual plate for your 
child. 
 
Have your child sample some of the foods associated with a holiday that might challenge them. Food 
textures can be a contentious trigger for those with sensory issues. Desensitizing ahead of time can offer 
some relief and lessen anxiety. 
 
Institute the "no thank you bite" rule where your child learns the courtesy of taking a small sample of a 
food they dislike on their plate. If this is too much to overcome, try to teach your child to at least say "no 
thank you,” if they are verbally capable. 
 
Make Activity Preparations 



The expectations many adults have for children never ceases to amaze me. Since kids will be kids, make 
the holidays special for them by preparing in advance cognitively and physically appropriate activities 
that they can enjoy for the entire holiday experience: 

• Walk yourself through the entire holiday, including travel to your destination. Soothing items, 

ear plugs for the sound-sensitive, fidgets for the sensory or energetic child, and a favorite quiet 

time toy or activity are a must for the holidays. We have been known to pack our own sensory 

bag that I discreetly tuck in my purse. 

• Speak with your hostess ahead of time and be prepared to speak with your fellow guests about 

your child's use of an iPad or tablet device at your gathering. People who don't live the same 

lifestyle and circumstances we do likely have no knowledge of how this tool is used for kids with 

challenges. A simple preemptive explanation can prevent the impression that your child is rude 

or addicted to electronics. 

• This time of year is perfect for teaching your child applicable life skills. Because kids are eager to 

be a part of all involved with the holiday preparations, start now with age appropriate tasks like 

table setting, dish washing, simple food preparation, and even gift wrapping. If you are hosting 

the gathering, let your child's new skills shine in front of guests. If the party is away, teach your 

child the etiquette of asking if they can help the hostess. 

 
Be Vigilant About Rhythms 
The value of sleep cannot be overstated. Despite some late nights, jealously guard your family schedule 
by getting your child to sleep as close as you can to their regular time. When sleeping out of town, 
follow the same bedtime rituals such as book reading, bringing along the child's pillow, using their own 
weighted blanket or favorite snuggle. 
 
Parents need to also be mindful of regular mealtimes for their children. While we can find ourselves 
distracted by all of the activity, our kids thrive on structure. When their blood sugar gets out of whack, 
so does behavior. Setting an alarm on a cell phone can make for a much happier outcome for the entire 
family. 
 
Maintain a rhythm of switching off child responsibilities with your spouse. If you were in charge of 
making sure the kids were fed at his family gathering, perhaps your spouse can take charge of it at your 
family gathering, and so forth. This will keep your child grounded in the care of their own parent while 
also keeping each of you from feeling overloaded. 
 
Have an Alternate "Plan B" 
Raising children with special needs is a lesson in expecting the unexpected. Medical crises know no 
holidays. The wise parent will make certain that they have "prepared for the worst and hope for the 
best." 
 
If you are traveling out of town, make certain you know where the nearest competent medical facility is 
located. You may have your child's specialist identify and/or communicate with treatment centers near 
your destination. This gives you a layer of protection if your child winds up inpatient while you are 
visiting away from home. 
 
Do not fly without checking in on the TSA web page for "Travelers with Disabilities and Medical 
Conditions.” Following their prescribed guidelines and rules will make travel much smoother. 

http://www.tsa.gov/traveler-information/travelers-disabilities-and-medical-conditions
http://www.tsa.gov/traveler-information/travelers-disabilities-and-medical-conditions


Additionally, a travel letter from your child's specialist will help with smooth passage, not only through 
the TSA checkpoint, but also with medical staff at your destination, should you need them. 
 
Have your guests phone numbers saved in your cell phone if you are hosting the celebration. This way, if 
you need to contact your guests on the chance that your child's health issues flare up, you will not have 
the added stress of tracking down their contact information during an emergency. 
 
Talk to family about how everyone would like to treat the Thanksgiving meal or Christmas gift opening if 
you are hosting but have to head to the hospital. Creating a plan as a family team helps diffuse some of 
your stress along with creating some wider family understanding for what you live with every day. 
 
Don't be afraid to exit a gathering early if you see that your child is nearing overload. Making your 
immediate family a priority is always more important than pleasing relatives and friends. 
Don't be afraid to bring the holiday to the hospital. Small scale methods of making the holiday special 
for your child, such as favorite music or DVDs, small gifts or decorations can help if they have to be 
inpatient. Child life specialists at medical facilities are just a start of the excellent resources available to 
your child to help with the difficulty of inpatient and outpatient care in any season. 
 
Be prepared if boundaries must be set with exposure to germs. While the holidays typically mean family, 
work through talks with the support of your spouse and develop your speech if you have to assert 
yourself for the well-being of your child. Smaller gatherings staggered throughout the holidays or having 
to completely opt-out one year are not the end of the world. 
 
Get Control on the Influx of Toys 
Toys and gifts can be such an area of challenge for families facing special needs. Relatives or friends can 
end up either giving gifts that are not suited to our child's ability level, or they avoid giving a gift because 
they are unsure of our child's ability level. Spelling things out clearly for others can offer the best 
outcome. 
 
Two key points to remember in toy-buying for children over the holidays, 1) DO NOT overbuy for a child. 
Because people sometimes want to overcompensate for a child's special needs, they overdo it in the toy 
department. This can create the opposite effect making your child either overwhelmed or 
overstimulated; 2) Durability matters. Whether it is gross motor difficulties or executive functioning 
challenges, our kids are naturally harder on toys. Always go for the best durability your money can buy 
when purchasing toys. 
 
Remember that no one knows your child better than you do. Go forward into the holidays with the 
unique wisdom God has equipped you with as their parent. But exercise that wisdom by planning now, 
before the holidays. Once you find yourself in the thick of it, you have lost a great deal of control to 
shape a positive outcome. 
 
PRAY: Father, You have entrusted me with such responsibility as a parent. Keep me calm and 
clearheaded as I prepare for my child's needs over the holidays. Increase my self-confidence in the 
decisions I make on behalf of my child. Send me the support I need and make our family unified during 
this special time of the year. 
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own life group at their church for special-needs parents to hosting a monthly support meetup for just 
the dads. Through his writing, John seeks to comfort other special-needs parents, especially dads. 
Connect with him on Facebook.  
 
Ann Gapinski has been married almost 35 years to Mike, and they raised six children and now have four 
granddaughters. Their oldest, David, passed away early in January, 2011, after a long battle with severe 
mental illness and addictions. Because of all our experiences with David and the prompting of the Holy 
Spirit, they have started a speaking ministry to encourage parents of special needs kids. I’m also a real 
estate agent and “Family to Family” teacher with NAMI (the National Alliance on Mental Illness).  
 
DeAnna Gibson is a ministry wife, Realtor, and homeschooling mother of three boys, one of whom has 
autism. She writes about life in the Lord as a mother of a child with special needs 
at www.deannagibsonwrites.com. Reach out to her on Facebook at: 
https://www.facebook.com/DeAnna-Gibson-Autism-Mom-Blogger 
 
Melanie Gomez Married for 24 years with 2 teenage boys, Melanie Gomez's passion is to share 
the message to every special needs mom that there is joy, there is purpose and there is hope in 
their journey. Connect with her at https://redefinespecial.com 
 
Tammie Hefty’s daughter Evie has a rare genetic disorder called WAGR/11p Deletion Syndrome. She 
blogs at My Cup Lifted. Tammie’s faith is the driving force behind her passion to write, to reach out, and 
to educate people about WAGR/11p Deletion Syndrome. Tammie has been married to her husband Jeff 
for 10+ years and they currently live with Evie and their two cats. You can also follow Tammie on Twitter 
as @tammiehefty. 
 
Wendy Heyn is a mother of three children. Her middle child and only son was diagnosed with MECP2 
duplication syndrome just after his first birthday. Wendy now spends her time caring for her family and 
serving on disability advocacy committees in the Milwaukee area. Her husband is a German national and 
they have a bustling, bilingual, and very dual culture household. In 2016 Wendy was privileged to 
publish her first book, SHOW ME YOUR MIGHTY HAND.  
 
Jennifer A. Janes and her daughters live in Arkansas. They spend their days learning, laughing, and 
singing together. Jennifer’s blog is at jenniferajanes.com 
 
Stephanie McKeever and her husband are parents of all boys, one of which is a young adult with both 
physical and intellectual disabilities. God is teaching her big things through their trials that she probably 
would have never learned without them. You can find more from her at www.mostlyeandme.com and 
on Facebook and Twitter. 
 
Donna Mckenzie has been married to her husband Jeff for 33 years. They have four sons. Her youngest 
son, Ryan, was diagnosed with Duchenne Muscular Dystrophy at the age of 5. Duchenne is a 
degenerative progressive genetic disease. She blogs at http://donna-shiftingsand.blogspot.com 
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Angela Parsley is a certified biblical counselor who lives in Chattanooga, Tennessee, with her husband, 
Tony, and their three children. They are members of Concord Baptist Church. Angela writes and reviews 
books at her blog, Refresh My Soul. You can follow her on Twitter. 
 
Cathy Porter and her husband Andrew have three children. Both of her girls both have a diagnosis of 
ASD. You can follow the ups and downs of her family life & faith on her 
blog, www.clearlynurturing.wordpress.com. 
 
Evana Sandusky is a God-fearing wife and mother of two children. Since becoming a parent, Evana 
has spent many hours driving to specialty appointments, praying beside a hospital bed, and 
helping her children through various issues related to their different diagnoses. When she's not 
engaged in motherly duties, Evana is a pediatric speech-language pathologist where she serves 
babies and toddlers with autism, feeding disorders, and other developmental delays.  You can 
connect with Evana on Twitter, Facebook, and her blog, A Special Purposed Life.  
 
Jenn Soehnlin is a wife and a stay-at-home mom to two boys who both have special-needs. She blogs at 
www.embracing.life. 
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