
 
 

 



 
The Key Ministry writing team is excited to share this spring 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 for each weekday of the spring 
season. This edition also includes devotions focused on Good Friday and Easter.  
 
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  

  



When Spring Break Plan Aren’t Glorious 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Therefore we do not lose heart. Though outwardly we are wasting away, yet inwardly we are 
being renewed day by day. For our light and momentary troubles are achieving for us an eternal 
glory that far outweighs them all. So we fix our eyes not on what is seen, but on what is unseen, 
since what is seen is temporary, but what is unseen is eternal. 2 Corinthians 4:16-18 (NIV) 
 
The sun is peeking through our skies a bit more. Buds are beginning on my lilac bushes. My 
sweaters are making their way toward the back of my closet. These are the signs that spring is 
drawing near. With spring comes that highly anticipated holiday from school here in the US 
known as spring break. 
 
Over the past few weeks, I have seen the excitement spark in some friends. They ask for 
vacation spot recommendations on Facebook. They announce plans or surprises they have in 
store for their children that week. They hint that those days will be easy going and laid back for 
their families. Some are probably purchasing special outfits, swimsuits, or other items for their 
vacations.  
 
Normally, I plan fun things during spring break and look forward to it too, but not this time. 
While others are planning and researching their fun plans, I have been reading up on a surgery. 
This year on spring break my daughter will be in an operating room. It is not considered a major 
surgery, but it will require at least one night in the hospital and possibly time in the ICU. After 
she leaves the hospital, she will need recovery time at home for a few days to possibly a week.  
 
To prepare for our spring break, I have been reading surgical stories and articles, so I know 
what to expect. I am trying to figure out the logistics of my son’s care while my daughter has 
this surgery at a hospital a little over three hours from home. As it gets closer, I will be stocking 
up on pain medications and foods that Jaycee will eat when she’s not feeling well. 
 
In moments like this, it can be easy to see how much our lives differ from others. Jealousy 
creeps up when I hear about the fun activities friends are planning. Other emotions try to come 
on too, none of which are godly. As I anticipate this spring break with prayer, God is reminding 
me to think eternally. 
 
Temporary issues in life can cause discouragement, which is why I need to check what my eyes 
are fixed upon. If I gaze away from God too long, I start to feel sorry for our family’s situation. In 
the grand scheme of things, it doesn’t matter if spring break for us is much different than 
others. What matters is that Jaycee will be healthier at the end of all of this as we stay close to 
God during the process.  
 
Not thrilled with your plans for spring break? Let's pray together: 
 
God, help me to keep an eternal perspective when less than ideal circumstances come our way. 



Help me to care for my family with good attitudes no matter the setting. Help my heart to take 
courage and my mind to be renewed as the days draw near to dates on my calendar that mark 
unpleasant medical appointments or surgeries. May I continue to find joy in You every day as 
You help me to keep my eyes fixed on You. In Jesus’ name, amen!  

 
 
 
 
 

 
  



My Unveiled Eyes 
Tammie Hefty 

 
But whenever anyone turns to the Lord, the veil is taken away. Now the Lord is the Spirit, and 
where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is freedom. And we all, who with unveiled faces 
contemplate the Lord's glory, are being transformed into his image with ever-increasing glory,  
which comes from the Lord, who is the Spirit. 2 Corinthians 3:16-18 (NIV) 
 
I think we often forget how ever-present God is. Especially when we see catastrophes and 
tragedies around us daily, and we get one diagnosis after another for our child. It's hard to see 
God working. However, the other day, I saw God... 
 
I was driving my daughter to speech therapy. My husband was out of town for work, and we 
had a long week ahead of us with me substitute teaching at my daughter's middle school, plus 
one meeting or another going on every afternoon. I was utilizing the "peacefulness" of the ride 
to contemplate the assessment my daughter was about to have at speech therapy that would 
test her for Auditory Processing Disorder. She's also legally blind, so, let's just say that my brain 
was kind of working in overdrive about what this all could mean for her future. 
 
If any of you have a panic disorder, you'll understand how quickly PANIC sets in. For some 
reason I started to think to myself: 
 
We are in a car, heading toward the highway. If we get in an accident, Jeff's in town to get to us 
quickly. What if I die in the accident, and she has to wait for Jeff to get back here from Arizona? 
 
Yes, these are the thoughts of panic that seize my brain on a routine basis. I started to pray: 
 
Heavenly Father, protect us. Protect our car. Protect the other drivers on the road. Get us 
through this day safely. Amen. 
 
Very simple. Nothing fancy. 
 
As we approached the on-ramp to the interstate, I noticed that traffic going the OTHER 
direction was at a standstill. Bummer. Glad we aren't going east. I got onto our stretch of 
highway and proceed to move to the far-left lane as I'd be staying on this road for a while and it 
would get me there faster. As I drove in my far-left lane I realized that traffic ahead of me had 
stopped. I break. I stopped in plenty of time and without even throwing my purse from the 
passenger seat to the floor. Yay, me! I looked in my rearview mirror to see how the guy behind 
me was doing. 
 
A black Jeep was pulling to a stop behind me. He was doing fine too. Excellent! But, the next 
thing I know, the black Jeep is suddenly stopped directly to my left in the shoulder. Our driver's 
seats are lined up right across from each other. 
 



My heart never skipped a beat. I never broke a sweat. I never thought, Oh my goodness! What 
do I do? God had veiled my eyes with a very specific purpose—to show me what I needed to 
see in my rearview mirror in order to keep me safe. Then He unveiled them. To show me how 
He had answered the prayer I had only uttered moments before. Because, had I seen the Jeep 
behind me struggling to slow down, I would have gone left, into the shoulder to give him more 
room to stop. Had I noticed his inability to stop before hitting us, I would have driven us directly 
into that same spot where his vehicle came to a stop. 
 
How many times do we miss it? How many times do we not see His glory all around us? How 
many times does He save our families daily without our noticing? 
 
Let's remember that God has a plan for our lives and for the lives of our children. Often our 
prayers seem to go unanswered or feel like they take forever, but, wow, when God unveils our 
eyes and we are able to see the answers and how He works, that is the glory of God we can 
cling to even on our most troublesome days. 
 
Father God, daily You save us from tragedies we may never know about. Thank You for Your 
love, mercy, and sovereignty. God, please help me to see You working in our lives. Help me to 
give You the glory and never take it for granted. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



When Mom Guilt Tries to Take You Down 
Angela Parsley 

 
In you, Lord, I have taken refuge; let me never be put to shame. In your righteousness, rescue me 
and deliver me; turn your ear to me and save me. Be my rock of refuge, to which I can always 
go; give the command to save me, for you are my rock and my fortress. Psalm 71:1-3 (NIV) 
 
"Mom, there were only five kids left!" was what my son exasperated as I finally retrieved him 
from the car line. 
 
Oh how I already knew this would most likely be the case. Yet, I was just glad he was not the 
last one. Mom fail. Mom guilt. 
 
Earlier on, we had appointments with little time to fit in an emergency before the car line hour. 
However, I tried to fit it all in anyway, thinking I could do it all. Mom fail. Mom guilt.  
 
I really made a fool of myself trying to rush and push all these things in a minimal amount of 
time. Fear, worry, and anxiety won over again. 
 
My emergency situation was for an extra anxious child who endured much shoulder pain for 
two days now. This was after I paid to take them to the trampoline park. Mom fail. Mom guilt.  
 
My anxious child was in much pain (which she usually doesn't ever struggle with) and in tears 
over it on this day. If I didn't take her to get this shoulder injury checked out it would just 
escalate the anxiety. So I did what I had to do. The-appointment-to-the-car-line-time-frame-
window was so close that I walked out of the appointment without the sling she needed 
because I could not wait any longer. They rushed out to fit it. Which again, ate into the time I 
needed to get to my son on time. Mom fail. Mom guilt.  
 
I raced to my son. Probably putting us in danger. I thought of a brilliant short cut which mocked 
me because I ended up in another school zone, making my trip even longer! Mom fail. Mom 
guilt.  
 
Ultimately, we made it in time. No harm was really done. Every trial we go through is to help us 
learn dependence on God. Yet I was not looking to that shelter and rock that God was for me. I 
was looking to my own strength. 
 
As I take refuge in Him, He will not let me be put to shame. He melts away all the mom guilt I 
feel as I rest in His rescue. I am not a failed mom because of His grace at work in me. He is my 
fortress and refuge and even in a crazy situation like above. Moms, dads, grandparents, and 
guardians—remember you are perfectly loved. Rest in Him. 
 
Lord, some days are ridiculous and sometimes we are ridiculous. Yet, this does not surprise You. 
You graciously wait for us to turn back to You and Your shelter. Help us to remember to keep our 



eyes on You so we might not sin. Thank You for receiving our confession and our pain and giving 
us hope. Parenting is hard, but we can continue to learn from you, our perfect parent. In Jesus’ 
name, amen. 
 

 
  



Mama, Wipe My Tears 
Cindy Barclay 

 
You keep track of all my sorrows. You have collected all my tears in your bottle. You have 
recorded each one in your book. Psalm 56:8 (NLT) 
 
My daughter Bethany wasn’t feeling well. She had intense pain on her right side, a temp of 100, 
chills, and nausea. But tears were the final clincher for me to call our doctor! Tears are rare for 
Bethany, who has a high pain tolerance.   
 
Our doctor had no openings for two days! After listening to the symptoms, she asked us to go 
to the ER to rule out appendicitis. (Bummer—that's what I'd been afraid of.) We checked into 
the ER about 4:30. The entourage of nurses and doctors, and tests began.  
 
The tears began in earnest (for both of us) as the nurse poked and dug the needle this way and 
that, trying unsuccessfully to find a vein. I finally said, "Please, just leave it for now. Can we get 
somebody else to do it?" As the nurse left the room, Bethany asked, "Mama, will you wipe my 
tears now? I'm too tired."  
 
As I wiped her tears and stroked her hair, I murmured how much I loved her, how proud I was 
of her. I wished I could just take her place. But all I could do was to be fully present in her pain 
and pray my love would comfort her. 
 
But how much more is the father-heart of God? He didn't just wish He could take our place—He 
sent His Son into our world to take our place, our pain, our sorrows, our suffering. 
 
He not only notices, He is instantly moved with compassion and takes action. He knows sorrow. 
He knows grief. He covers us with His wings and shelters us from destruction. His heart beats 
one with ours and He whispers His love. He wipes our tears and stores them in a bottle! He 
actually collects every tear!!! 
 
Why? 
 
Because His love compelled Him to rescue us from our sin and sorrows. His death swallowed up 
death, hell, and the grave for you and for me. His life infuses us with new life and a good 
future. In the appointed time, He will deliver us from the life of dangers, disease, disability, 
disappointment, and death. He is a God moved with compassion. He even stores up our tears. 
Someday, when we look at our bottle, we may understand just how much He cares!  
 
Father God! Thank you for wiping our tears, for holding our hands through tough times, for 
never leaving us alone. Your love is more than we can comprehend. Help us through this life!  
In Jesus’ name, amen.   



Two Things a Special Needs Parent Can Never Be 
Barb Dittrich 

 
He shows those who are humble how to do right, and he teaches them his ways. Psalm 25:9 
(NCV) 

 
Parenting three kids with chronic diagnoses and special needs has been MORE than an 
adventure for me these past twenty years. It has been a teacher. God leaves moms like me with 
wisdom and savvy in direct proportion to how we keep our eyes fixed on HIM during the 
journey. 
 
Here are two things the Lord has taught me that special parents can never be: 
 
1) HUMBLE enough 
 

• It begins with addressing the pride involved with our lost expectations. Each of us as 
parents must come to terms with our broken dreams of having a "healthy" or "normal" 
child. There is humility in accepting where we have arrived versus where we thought we 
might be.  

• I had to be humble enough to ask for and accept help when I needed it. Over the years I 
learned that my pride of not allowing others to help ended up robbing THEM of a 
blessing. It also stood in the way of building understanding and acceptance of my kids' 
diagnoses or our struggles at home. The more I would allow people to step into our 
mess, the more I was actually teaching them about other families just like mine. 

• Speaking up when I didn't understand something involved humility. It would have been 
too easy to act like I knew it all or had it all together, but that wouldn't have provided 
the best decisions for my kids. Asking other parents questions or asking doctors for 
clarification until I knew what was going on meant I had to be humble. 

• It may be hard to believe, but I have blown it so many times in my parenting journey. If I 
had not been able to apologize and admit I am wrong over the years, we never would 
have made progress. I apologize to my hubby nearly every day. I often admit my 
mistakes to my kids. More than once I have had to say, "I'm sorry," to an educator. I 
have been known to apologize to insurance customer service reps at the beginning of 
our phone conversations, warning them that I would be likely to lose it during the call 
and it wasn't their fault. And yes, I have even apologized to medical staff and doctors. 
That's a WHOLE lot of humble pie over the years! 

• Wrestling with an Almighty God has left me humble. When I get angry at my 
circumstances or that things don't improve, I still have to admit in the end that He is 
God and I am not. He knows better than I do. He has my best in mind. He loves my 
children more than I ever could. Trusting Him in all of these ways involves humility. 

 
2) FORGIVING enough 
 
 



• Here again, it begins the moment your child's difficulties surface. People say the most 
insane things. Frankly, it shocked me more than it should have when our son was 
diagnosed at birth. Friends would ask how we were, but then glaze over and change the 
subject once we actually told them. Family members made horrible statements to us 
about our daughter's behaviors without knowing all of the facts. Neighbors marginalized 
us through our darkest times. Even so, it was important for me to remember that A) I 
am a wicked sinner forgiven by a loving God; B) They don't know what they don't know. 
They may even have good intentions. But their comments and reactions are just out of 
ignorance and fear. I had to extend compassion when I least wanted to. 

• I quickly learned I had to forgive myself. So many times, I did the accuser's job for him. I 
felt guilty for passing on a genetic disorder to our son. Regret haunted me as I wondered 
why I hadn't pushed for earlier diagnosis of my daughter's behavioral issues. Buying into 
the false narrative that I was a bad mother exemplified the type of mistakes to which I 
was prone. I have had to forgive myself repeatedly, realizing that if Jesus forgives me, I 
have no right to hold my imperfections and errors, true or false, against myself. 

• So many times, I look in the rearview mirror of my life and think, Why did I ever let that 
professional get away with that? Doctors, therapists, educators, administrators, all need 
our forgiveness and grace from time to time. Yes, we have had to "fire" certain doctors 
over the years or assert ourselves in IEPs. However, more often I have needed to forgive 
those who made oversights or didn't cooperate with interventions. Each of the people in 
these roles is a fallible human being just like myself. I have had to work hard to 
remember to extend the same grace to them as I want for myself.  

• Forgiving strangers seems like a constant. The glances of disgust at my son's bruises, the 
comments about giving my child too much sugar, all of these interactions are again born 
of ignorance. If I can remember that God knows and sees, I can let it go rather than 
holding a grudge against someone I don't even know. 

• If I did not extend forgiveness to my husband every day, I don't think I would still be 
married. Again, this all comes back to expectations. I learned early on that it was 
unreasonable for me to expect my husband to understand what was going on with the 
kids to the same level I did. Additionally, it was silly of me to expect that my spouse 
would do things exactly the same way that I did. I am not a completely flawless parent. 
It's ridiculous of me to expect him to be perfect. 

 
As we walk this journey as parents we are given a unique platform to point to Christ. When 
people see us behave differently from the world in how we respond to the challenges of 
parenting our kids, they notice. This difference allows them to see the influence of Jesus on our 
lives. We are ambassadors of hope in hopeless times. Extending boundless humility and 
forgiveness goes a long way towards softening others in a harsh world. 

 
God, cultivate more humility and a forgiving spirit in me. Increase my self-control when I want to 
lose my temper or have a quick tongue. May I be a worthy ambassador who reflects Your glory 
rather than propping up my own pride. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 



Do You Want Jesus to Live in Your Heart? 
Amanda Ferbeck 

 
For the LORD your God is living among you. He is a mighty savior. He will take delight in you 
with gladness. With his love, he will calm all your fears. He will rejoice over you with joyful 
songs. Zephaniah 3:17 (NLT) 
 
"Do you want Jesus to live in your heart?" I asked my son, who was just about kindergarten age. 
The fear and horror that crossed his little face was a dead giveaway that I had made a serious 
parental error. Although it sounds like a simple question from a Bible-believing parent, I should 
have known already that as a child on the autism spectrum, he was a very concrete learner. I've 
been told that children who are extreme concrete learners have trouble picturing God as real at 
all because they cannot see, feel, touch, or hold Him. While I was imagining a growing 
relationship with our Savior, my little boy was picturing a tiny man taking up residence in his 
little body. I guess we all imagine God a little bit differently, don't we? 
 
How do you see God? And how do you think God sees you? I've been told that we see God and 
His views of us in the same way that we see our earthly parents and their views of us. So if our 
parents were very strict, reigning control tightly over us, we'll probably see God as foreboding, 
strict, filled with disapprobation for our earthly misdeeds. If our parents were distant, we might 
think God is out there somewhere, doing something or other and not really paying attention to 
anything that is happening in our lives. If our parents were loving, we might see God as loving, 
benevolent, kind. And if our parents were mean-spirited, we might really feel that God doesn't 
like us one bit and there is absolutely nothing we can do to please Him or make Him happy. 
 
I don't know if that line of thinking always holds true, but the reality is that God delights in us! 
He loves to be with us, to enjoy our company, and to calm our fears. And you can be absolutely 
assured that no matter what your parents thought of you, God absolutely delights in you. 
Hopefully, the more time you spend reading the Bible, praying, growing your relationship with 
Him, the more you will see and feel His unending love for you. We need to know this love, we 
need to let it penetrate to the core of our soul so that we can pass it on to our much-loved 
children. 
 
As parents, how do we portray God's love to our children? Are we passing on the views of God 
we learned through the relationship we had or have with our parents? Are we working to 
spread His hope, love, and grace to our own little ones? Are we comprehending that God 
delights in us, dwells with us, enjoys us, and are we passing that understanding of His delight in 
our littles ones on to those we love best? 
 
As a mom, I soon figured out where my little one needed to meet Jesus. I loaded up his iPad 
with some apps that tell the story of Jesus in a way that little ears can hear and little eyes can 
see. And now, instead of picturing God as an invasive little man, He sees God as His friend, 
creator, and someone who loves and is pleased with him. He knows God delights in him. 
 



Dear God, help me to see You as the amazing, loving, caring, creator God You are truly are. And 
help me to pass that image of You in a gentle and loving way to my own children. In Jesus’ 
name, amen. 
 

  



The Things a Mother Sees 
Evana Sandusky 

Then the soldiers, when they had crucified Jesus, took His garments and made four parts, to 
each soldier a part, and also the tunic. Now the tunic was without seam, woven from the top in 
one piece. Now there stood by the cross of Jesus His mother, and His mother’s sister, Mary the 
wife of Clopas, and Mary Magdalene. John 19:23, 25 (NKJV) 
 
Many women have a picturesque view of motherhood. Mothers-to-be think of all the cute 
outfits they’ll see their child adorn. They dream of observing their child’s big milestones. They 
look forward to their child’s smiles and snuggles. These are beautiful moments that stay with a 
mother forever, but not everything is so rosy. 

I have seen many things I never imagined when my baby was placed in my arms. Over the 
years, I have helplessly looked on as nurses have held my child down to place an IV on an 
unwilling patient. My eyes have seen a ventilator tube in my daughter’s mouth and wires 
seemingly everywhere on her body. I have watched my daughter treated under emergency 
situations as she has cried and screamed in pain and fear. 

There have been less serious but still painful moments too. I witnessed my daughter being 
made fun of by peers. I’ve seen several meltdowns because my child didn’t understand what 
was happening in a certain situation. I’ve observed my child struggle and grow impatient in 
therapies meant to help with her delays. 

When I have these moments, I think of Mary, the mother of Jesus. Sure, Mary was aware of the 
path God set for her son, but she was still his mother. Watching the abuse, cruelty, jeers, and 
pain, had to take its toll on Mary as she was powerless to stop it.  

I wonder what Mary was thinking during it all. Did she wish Jesus could have bypassed the pain 
and get to the ending? Did she feel traumatized by the things she saw? Did she want to rescue 
her son even if she knew it was absolutely necessary?  

It’s hard to watch some of the things our children must live through. We can be encouraged 
though that God sees it all too. He will be the one to give us justice and comfort when these 
times occur and give us the strength to carry on afterwards too.  

God, you see what my eyes have seen. You know the lovely and the hard moments with my 
child. Give me strength and comfort during and after challenging moments of motherhood. 
Help these images not to cause discouragement and help me to set my eyes back on You to 
keep my focus. In Jesus’ name, amen!  



 
A Mother’s Heart 

Barb Dittrich 
 
And a sword will pierce your innermost being too. Luke 2:35b (CEB) 
 
Standing near the cross were Jesus’ mother, and his mother’s sister, Mary (the wife of Clopas), 
and Mary Magdalene. John 19:25 (NLT) 
 
Is there anything worse than watching your child suffer? 
 
It's Holy Week. For the past sixteen years, the lens through which I view this week has changed. 
Having a son who has suffered so much with his severe bleeding disorder has given me pause to 
identify not only with the Almighty, but also with Jesus' earthly mother. The angst, sorrow, and 
sacrifice involved in my salvation ripples far beyond Jesus himself. 
 
When a child is not feeling well, who can soothe like a loving mother? Loving arms, tender, soft 
words, and gentle stroking of the hair brings comfort and gives a child the stamina to fight on. 
That yearning continues into our adult years, the want of "mommy" when life just isn't right. 
 
We feel helpless. We can't help but cry out to doctors, school administrators, lawmakers, family 
members, anyone to help when we can't. A mom's heart is smashed in a thousand bleeding 
pieces when her son or daughter is in agony. We would storm the gates of hell for our children. 
 
This pain is something that we parents raising children with special needs know all too well. 
Bullying at school crushes our hearts. Harsh, uncooperative educators dissolve us to tears. 
Medical trauma ushers in bitterest grief. Average struggles with chronic illness furrow our 
brows. A sword pierces our innermost being too! 
 
As this Easter approaches, so many of you are in the deepest valleys of this bitterest sorrow. 
Yet, you are not alone. You have a God who knows and who sees! He walked through it, so did 
the humans He most closely involved in Jesus' earthly life.  
 
Know you share in the suffering of Christ and those he loved. Study Mary in her steadfastness, 
to bring you encouragement. Take heart in realizing that if we share in Jesus' suffering, how 
much more we will share in his glory (see Romans 8:17). That is amazing news! While our 
present anguish can seem hopeless, we know how the story ends—God wins! Jesus overcomes 
the grave!  
 
It may seem small consolation as you shed tears over your child in that hospital room or IEP 
meeting, but as you meditate on this truth, may it empower you this Easter. Your God has a 
heart for a mother's heart. 
 



God of all comfort and Father of compassion, as we recall Jesus' torture and brutal execution, 
comfort us by lifting our vision beyond the grave. Remind us that as we share in His suffering, so 
we will rejoice in an incomparable bliss that far outweighs what we and our children endure 
here on earth. Thank You for this boundless hope in our darkest hours. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 

 
  



Who Carries the Cross? 
Tammie Hefty 

 
As the soldiers led him away, they seized Simon from Cyrene, who was on his way in from the 
country, and put the cross on him and made him carry it behind Jesus. Luke 23:26 (NIV) 
 
Many of us like to do things on our own. Many of us take pride in our independence and ability 
to get things done. Many of us don't like to relinquish control by accepting the help of others. 
But, even God was once beaten so badly that he required the help of another to carry his own 
cross. As I read the crucifixion story this year, this detail sticks out.  
 
We need the help of others. We need the strength of others when our strength has given way. 
We often should accept the help that people offer, even if it might not be the kind of help we 
would prefer. 
 
Do you think God had anything to do with the summoning of Simon of Cyrene?  
 
God had to watch His Son be whipped within an inch of his life, mocked, beaten, bloodied, and 
He wouldn’t call it off! He didn’t stop this from happening because it was necessary to save the 
world. God wouldn’t stop this from happening to Jesus, but He could try to lighten his load. 
 
So, as Jesus struggled to carry His own weight and everyone around knew that there was no 
way he could carry that cross up to Golgotha, God put it in the guards' heads, Hey, grab that 
man who is passing by. Have him carry this cross so we can get on with it. 
 
God wouldn't stop the pain, but He could ease the burden of the cross for Jesus on His way up 
the hill. I wonder how many times God has tried to ease my burden and I have just tossed it 
aside.  
 
Tammie, do you want us to bring you a meal?  
No, but thank you. 
Tammie, can we help in any way? 
No, but thank you. 
 
This year I want to learn from Jesus’ example and accept help when it’s offered. It is a gift from 
the person offering and from God! 
 
Father, thank you for sending me help when I need it. Please, help to humble my heart so I can 
see the help around me and accept it for what it is—your love-offering to me in the midst of 
difficult times. Help me to appreciate the assistance You give us until we are home with You. In 
Jesus name, amen. 
 
 
  



When It’s Right under Your Nose 
Rev. Dr. Laura Bradley 

 
Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you. 
Matthew 7:7 (NIV) 
 
A bonus of being at a church with a preschool is the daily opportunity to see children exploring 
their world and making new discoveries. As I was leaving a Bible study a few years ago, I 
watched a group of three-year-olds hunting for Easter eggs in the church garden. I found it 
equal parts amusing and frustrating as they wandered back and forth, repeatedly passing by the 
very thing they were looking for. It was a target-rich environment with eggs strewn all around. I 
was cheering them on from inside the building though they could not hear me, “Look down. A 
little to the left. Why can’t they see what I see?” All in due time they got there. 
 
I feel as a parent at times I’ve been like those little ones. I’ve been looking for something that 
was right under my nose, but I didn’t see it. I think I was so busy being concerned about 
catching up “delays” that I failed to see that all was well at the pace that God decided. We got 
there in due time. Mind you, not to the destination I saw in my mind’s eye, but to the 
destination God saw for our family.  
 
Slowing down and letting go was an important part of the journey to acceptance. Søren 
Kierkegaard said, “The most painful state of being is remembering the future, particularly the 
one you will never have.” Is there a genuine loss in a future you will never have? Yes, of 
course. But there is also tremendous blessing in a different future, one that is newly revealed. I 
wonder how many times I sat with my son in my lap as I worried over the challenge/ behavior/ 
difficulty du jour while God called to me though I did not hear, “Look down. A little to the 
left. Someday you will see what I see.”  
 
Guiding God, thank you for leading where we do not see and revealing blessing we never 
imagined. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
 
  



Singing While My Soul Cries 
Beth Clay 

 
"But this has all taken place that the writings of the prophets might be fulfilled." Then all the 
disciples deserted him and fled. Matthew 26:56 (NIV) 
 
I read my Bible every morning, this morning was no different. I clicked on the Bible app, read 
through the verses in my devotional and proceeded with my morning. As I was walking around 
the kitchen, making coffee and packing lunches, I was also thinking about everything I needed 
to do and all of the things going on this month. I was flooded with thoughts from autism 
awareness, to Easter, to writing. 
 
My mind stopped briefly to rest on the fact that April is a month of autism awareness, so 
naturally, I thought about my son and the fact he is almost eighteen years old. I thought about 
how autism is a part of every member of our family—it's woven into our lives, it has a 
prominent role in our story and we all have a story to tell. 
 
There is always great debate over sharing about our children on the spectrum and what we 
should and shouldn't say. Many argue we have no right to tell our children's story because it's 
not our story to tell. The thing is, our stories are connected, our lives intersect, overlap and 
intermingle with the lives of others. We experience life uniquely and individually together. 
 
So our stories are not just our stories. They belong to those around us, to our brothers and 
sisters, to our mothers and fathers, to our friends and our neighbors. It's hard to tell our stories 
without telling someone else's also, that's a beautiful thing. It's community. It's life. 
 
Moving past autism and the telling of stories, I sat out medicine and found shoes and socks, all 
in preparation for sending everyone off to school. My mind landed on these words: My heart 
sings while my soul cries. I thought about this as I put socks on the feet of my seventeen-year-
old son and bent down to slip on his tennis shoes. He has come so far, but the journey is not 
over, in fact, it's quite possible that some of the hardest days, for us and for our son, have yet 
to be lived. I try desperately not to dwell on that notion. 
 
Almost immediately I remember a verse I read just a little while earlier.  
 
"But this has all taken place that the writings of the prophets might be fulfilled." Then all the 
disciples deserted him and fled (Matthew 26:56, NIV). 
 
Sometimes, I flee. I forget to trust God and His promises sometimes, a God who cares enough 
to send His own Son to save me, a God who carefully and thoughtfully designed the details of 
that salvation to serve as an everlasting reminder that the promises He gave us will be fulfilled.  
 
I have read that last line before, probably many times, but maybe I had just never really noticed 
it. I don't know that I have ever really focused on that part of the story, on the idea that as Jesus 



was willingly taking His place in the events that were unfolding before them, as He was being 
handed over to ultimately die. His most faithful and faith-filled fled. 
 
He knew they would leave. He also knew they would return. Because He had given them what 
they needed, to come back and do what they dropped their nets, left their families and homes, 
to do.  
 
I further reflected on the first part of the verse, "this has all taken place that the writings ... be 
fulfilled." God is in the details. He has taken great care to show and remind us that what is 
written is true, and what has been promised will be fulfilled.  
 
April doesn't just hold the focus of autism awareness it also holds the celebration of Easter of 
the gift and sacrifice that is our salvation. The death and birth of hope. Our souls cry and our 
hearts sing. We see that we are prone to weakness, even though our faith may be great. We are 
not the first to flee when we are scared or unsure. Like the ones chosen in the Bible, we return 
because we know. We have a hope born in the truth of what is written and because of that, we 
know that our children are held fast in the hands of a God that does not flee. 
 
Dear heavenly Father, I come before You with a heart that is prone to flee, and God you know 
that. I am so grateful that You care about every detail of our lives so much that You have woven 
reminders of Your strength and faithfulness into Your word. You have given us everlasting 
reminders that you keep every promise and fulfill every written word. You will never leave us 
alone. It's because we know this, that we can have comfort and hope when we look at our 
children and wonder what the future holds for them. In the name of Jesus, amen. 
 
 
  



Easter People 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Did someone forget to tell you that when we were initiated into Jesus the Anointed through 
baptism’s ceremonial washing, we entered into His death? Therefore, we were buried with Him 
through this baptism into death so that just as God the Father, in all His glory, resurrected the 
Anointed One, we, too, might walk confidently out of the grave into a new life. To put it another 
way: if we have been united with Him to share in a death like His, don’t you understand that we 
will also share in His resurrection? Romans 6:3-5 (VOICE) 
 
There once was a house in our town that most would find unsuitable for all but a stray cat. An 
old farmhouse at the crest of a hill, the dilapidated structure was twenty years overdue for a 
good painting, junk practically encasing it, tall weeds standing guard to screen the view. 
Imagine my surprise when I learned that the old man who owned that house was one of the 
local bank's wealthiest customers! Not only did he hold the title to the ramshackle dwelling, he 
also owned all sorts of land around it. Yet he still lived as a pauper. 
 
Too often, it seems, we live like the rich old man at the top of the hill. We have wealth beyond 
all measure, yet we live like panhandlers. 
 
We become hyper focused on our suffering. We grieve for our children and their difficulties. 
Anger percolates as we do battle with school staff and doctors. Bitterness festers as we watch 
everyone else go on dates and vacations as we find ourselves trapped at home with meltdowns 
and medical mayhem. Despair finally attempts to set up residence when the insurance 
company gives us trouble or the flood of bills threatens to drown. 
 
We forget that we are an Easter people! 
 
Instead of giving in to the grimness of our circumstances, we need to become fixated on the 
victory that is already ours. Like the runner who is three strides ahead in the race with the finish 
line in sight, we should be pressing on with glad determination.  
 
Still, it's so much easier said than done! I literally have to spend quiet time before my day 
begins to encroach, meditating in wonder that the same power that burst Jesus from the grave 
resides inside of me now. Wow! I must determine that I will not settle for my spiritual poverty 
of defeat when I already know for certain that no matter the circumstance, my story ends in 
victory. 
 
God has never abandoned me before. He never will. And He won't abandon you either. 
 
Our lives are an endurance race—a marathon. Just as Jesus went before us, keeping His eyes 
fixed on the prize (See Hebrews 12:1-3), so we must remember with awe and grateful joy what 
he's holding for us at life's finish line. Because we are a last supper people, a Good Friday 
people, suffering through the most difficult, painful parts of this marathon, we can also press 



on with the confidence that we are an Easter people as well. 
 
What promise! What matchless hope! No difficult circumstance is too difficult for our God! If 
He overcame death itself, He will doubtless give us the victory in our toughest stretches of the 
journey. 
 
Father God, You know we suffer from short-term memory loss. When we are undergoing some 
of life's most challenging times, remind us that we are also overcoming by the victory Jesus 
obtained for us at Easter. Restore our hope when despair is knocking at our door. In Jesus’ 
name, amen. 
 
 
 

 
  



Art on Exhibit 
Tonia C Halley 

 
You made all the delicate, inner parts of my body 
    and knit me together in my mother’s womb. 
Thank you for making me so wonderfully complex! 
    Your workmanship is marvelous—how well I know it. Psalm 139:13-14 (NLT) 
 
I have stood and gazed in wonder at art in famous places like the Uffizi, Sistine Chapel, High 
Museum, The Met, … all roped off with a stern face guard to enforce the avoidance of human 
hands on a masterpiece. Preserving the art of those gifted to wow us with the magic touch only 
they have is done through looking but not touching. This to instill a pure awe of something that 
was so wonderfully created.  
 
It is easy to be in awe of work so famous. It is easy to be in awe of creation as magnificent as 
the Grand Canyon or Niagara Falls. My daughter Goldi’s pictures were scribbles on paper with 
holes and wrinkles. When she drew people, it was with swirls and curls all around a stick figure, 
burying the details of anything that resembled a face. With Goldi, I feared the criticism and 
knew the awesome declaration of being wonderfully made was out of the question. Still, her 
swirly people gave way into identified smiles. Sometimes even wings. The swirls and curls were 
still in abundant. It was a trademark of Goldi.  
 
The moment came when an audience beyond those who passed our refrigerator would see 
Goldi’s work. A school art exhibit was showing downtown in our city’s museum. One of Goldi’s 
works had been chosen. I was nervous and curious. She had made art for a museum! But would 
viewing Goldi’s art be a “look but not touch” moment?  
 
When I entered the exhibit room, my eyes were like searchlights. Goldi’s picture nearly called 
out to us. I walked closer and eyed her work all over. My hands clasped behind my back, 
attempting to stand and wonder as though looking at a Monet or a VanGogh. I would “look” 
but not touch at something so “wonderfully” made. The paper was full of people with more 
smiles, curls, and swirls. Some stars and a sky. One person was holding a magic wand. There 
were flowers. It seemed to show the same old work as always.  
 
“I just love this piece!” said her art teacher behind by shoulder. I looked behind me puzzling at 
her words.  
 
“It was so amazing to watch her create it,” she said with a smile of amazement. “She can tell 
the most wonderful story when she is given a marker and a piece of paper. This captures 
expression and liveliness and creativity. I just had to feature this in our showing. “  
 
I stood and looked again at the swirls, curls, and scatterings of people. The art teacher called 
Goldi’s picture “art.” She knew it was wonderfully made. Still, did I know that full well? 



If I look carefully into the shadows of Goldi’s life thus far, I remember the sparkle in her eye 
when she saw the lake for the first time. I can see the joy in her eyes when she sings in the Kids 
Praise Choir. I can hear her belly laugh echo throughout the walls of my worries. I can feel her 
strong rhythmic beat of life that exuberates a zealous praise for One who gives her breath that 
she receives each day.  
 
“Goldi must have dreamed of Monet when she did this,” I concluded. Art is a unique 
expression. Goldi’s swirling, whirling, smiling, curly, smiling people were God’s glory and 
wonder on paper. It was truly fearfully and wonderfully made. Goldi had expressed more than 
just herself. She had revealed the Master Artist. Soon my clasped hands broke loose and my 
palms faced up in Praise of Him!  
 
“For his invisible attributes, namely His eternal power and divine nature have been clearly 
perceived, ever since the creation of the world, in the things that have been made,“ (Romans 
1:29). 
 
Our Father in heaven, we praise you because we are ALL fearfully and wonderfully made. In 
knowing this, we also praise you because we are made in Your image. We long to see Your 
glory. Open our eyes so that we might praise You and draw closer to you. In Jesus’ name, amen  
 
 
  



He Makes Beautiful Things 
Donna McKenzie 

 
You shall also be a crown of glory, in the hand of the LORD, and a royal diadem, in the hand of 
your God. Isaiah 62:3 (NKJV) 
 
The redwood trees in Northern California are some of the largest trees you will find on earth. 
These trees have survived hundreds of years through hardship, flooding, fires, and even 
diseases. 
 
On a recent trip to California I visited the Avenue of the Giants in Humboldt Redwood State 
Park. I remember seeing them as a young child and have always wanted to go back. The trees 
tower over you as you drive along a narrow, winding road. You find yourself slowing down, 
feeling like you are in another world, amazed at the sheer beauty and majesty. My son Ryan 
had no problems navigating his wheelchair through the path, allowing him to get up close to 
these giant trees.  
 
On the information signs along the path, I learned was the large growths you sometimes see on 
trees are called burls. These burls are formed during an intense, stressful time in the trees 
growth. These stresses—flooding, fires, diseases—can cause the growth of the tree to 
temporarily change. This temporary change causes the grain of the wood to twist, contort, and 
form burls. A normal wood grain is like a single strand of yarn, but the wood grain in a burl is 
like the strand of yarn wrapped around itself into a ball.   
 
The unique pattern of the wood grain in the burls make them highly valuable. The more 
contorted, twisted, knotted they are, the more valuable they become. To me they just looked 
like awkward growths. In the hands of a master woodworker, these burls can be crafted into 
beautiful, rare works of art. 
 
I think about the hardships, trials, and extreme times of stress in our lives. I wonder what our 
burls would look like. How have they changed us? In the midst of trials, I often wonder how 
God can use such difficult things for His good. I may not be able to see it, but God does!  
I can trust that under His loving, skillful hands He will take the burls of my life, with all the twists 
and turns, and create a beautiful unique masterpiece. After all God is the Master-Craftsman! 
 
Heavenly Father, 
Thank You that we are able to see You, the creator, in the beauty that surrounds us. I am so 
thankful You see beyond our hardships and trials to bring forth the beauty within. Father we 
trust You and Your timing, thankful that You can create unique works of art of our lives. In 
Jesus’ name, amen. 

 



When Your Heart Is Overwhelmed 
Sarah Broady 

 
From the end of the earth will I cry unto thee, when my heart is overwhelmed: lead me to the 
rock that is higher than I. Psalm 61:2 (KJV)  

 
You know those days. Those days that are all kinds of hard from beginning to end. Those days 
when you’re pretty much running only on coffee and Jesus, and then the other shoe drops? You 
know—those days. 
 
It seemed like a pretty good day. It had been a busy weekend. There had been a meltdown on 
Saturday as our son with autism had gotten upset while playing with friends. It happened again 
on Sunday. It was too much for him. He spiraled down into the depths of despair. “Why did God 
make me like this?” “I hate getting upset in front of people. Why can’t I control it?!” 
 
He was in a dark place. All we could do was hold him, tell him we loved him, and that we would 
figure something out together. That he wasn’t alone. We’d never leave him. Never stop loving 
him. 
 
Then when he went up to bed, my husband and I clung to each other. We had no words. We 
felt the darkness. We felt scared. We didn’t understand it any more than our son did. We held 
each other. It was all we could do. We weren’t alone. We’d never stop loving him. Never stop 
loving each other. 
 
And then … the next day came. I felt it all: the sadness, darkness, the questioning, and the sheer 
sorrow that our son was suffering from something we couldn’t control or understand. The tears 
began to flow. There I was, in absolute overwhelm, and the words of David rushed to my mind. 
“When my heart is overwhelmed, lead me to the Rock that is higher than I.” In those moments, 
there is only one thing we can do: Cry out to God. “From the end of the earth will I cry unto 
Thee…” (The middle of your living room works just as well as the end of the earth.)  
 
And in that moment of inhaling oxygen through whispered Scripture, I felt the arms of strength 
lift me out of the darkness. There, I could do nothing but cling to the One who was clinging to 
me. I recalled the length, width, height, and depth of the love of the God who unhesitatingly 
dove to rescue me when I called. There, on the solid ground, I know He is with me, and I am not 
alone. There, I know He is enough: His love, His strength, His gentle fingers to wipe away my 
tears, His lavished grace, and the hope of His presence. 
 
He’s enough for you too. 
 
Lord, please hear my cry. Help me know I’m not alone. Comfort my weary soul, Father. When 
everything is too dark to see, too difficult to comprehend, too much for me to bear, lead me to 
the Rock that is higher than I. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 



Receive This Child 
Kathy McClelland 

 
Whoever receives one child like this in my name receives Me; and whoever receives Me does not 
receive Me, but Him who sent Me. Mark 9:37 (NASB) 
 
My son’s NICU nurse swaddled him tightly in a blue and pink striped hospital receiving blanket 
and handed him to me. I welcomed him into my arms. What a beautiful picture of receiving a 
baby.  
 
But the Greek translation of the word “receive” (dechomai) in this passage means to take by 
the hand, bring up, or educate. When you receive a child you take upon yourself, to sustain, 
bear and endure the total cares of this person. These things are heavier than simply welcoming 
and embracing a brand-new baby.  
 
Receiving blankets may be a symbol of welcoming and accepting a child into your arms 
however there is a weightier bundle that comes with raising a child with special needs. Some 
days we may not look at our children as a gift to be received. As parents of special needs 
children, we are busy doing the arduous work of caregiving and advocating; planning for the 
future, as well as parenting in the present. It is easy to see all of these responsibilities as a 
burden, rather than our child as a gift. 
 
On top of that, the world in which we live does not view our children as a gift. Often we must 
fight our way through systems that do not fit our children. The world tends to look away, or 
reject our kids, instead of receiving and including them.  
 
Jesus tells us how important it is to receive a child. He said, “let the little children come to me.” 
We know that Christ loved children and he loved “the least of these.” When we receive a child 
in his name, we receive Him. And in doing so, we receive God the Father. Welcoming children is 
very important to God.  
 
When it is hard to receive the weight of all that comes with having a child with special needs, 
know that you are seen by God. He sees your acts of caregiving as service toward Him. One day 
you will hear, “Truly I say to you, to the extent that you did it to one of these brothers of Mine, 
even the least of them, you did it to Me.” (Matthew 25:40) 
 
God, You love children. You love my child. Thank You for reminding us to let the little children 
come to You. May I be used as an agent for ushering my child into Your presence, that You may 
provide everything I need to care for my child. And may I receive my child, just as You have 
received me. In Your precious name, amen 

 
 

  



Love the Jesus Way 
Faith Clarke 

 
They also will answer, “Lord, when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or needing 
clothes or sick or in prison, and did not help you?” He will reply, “Truly I tell you, whatever you 
did not do for one of the least of these, you did not do for me.” Matthew 25:44-45 (NIV) 
 
The kids and I are reading about Mother Teresa. She developed a teaching mantra: The poor 
people are Jesus. When we care for the destitute and dying, we care for Jesus. When young 
nuns had difficulty cleaning sores with live maggots and gangrene, they anchored themselves 
with the belief that they were touching and caring for Jesus in that very moment. 
 
Maybe Teresa saw the new paradigm—serve Jesus. Jesus is the homeless man and the dying 
woman and the confused kid with OCD and anxiety. Jesus is my son with his inconvenient 
interruptions, my husband who did that same thing for the umpteenth time, my mom 
requesting help to navigate the modern world of technology. Jesus is the significant other 
in all my relationships. My response to Jesus reflected in these people is my single most 
important act of worship. And what can I offer? The comfort that I have been given. I can care 
because I’m cared for. I can love because I’m loved. I give what I have been given. From Jesus, 
to Jesus. God takes care of both ends. 
 
Lord, help me to bypass the rationalizations that keep me away from the mess in my 
relationships and to embrace the new paradigm, the Jesus way. Bring the Jesus way into my 
family and my relationships in a new way today. Transform contractual “eye for an eye” 
relationships into love covenants with You at the center. Pour Yourself into my husband and my 
children and everyone I connect with as I lovingly serve Jesus in them. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



I Can Do Nothing 
Beth Clay 

 
I know how to be abased, and I know how to abound. Everywhere and in all things I have 
learned both to be full and to be hungry, both to abound and to suffer need.  I can do all things 
through Christ who strengthens me. Philippians 4:12-13 (NKJV) 
 
I know that last verse is one that is seen everywhere and most of us can rattle it off without a 
second thought. I do love it. It's not an easy verse though, and actually, I don't like to read it 
without reading the verse right before it.  
 
We struggle. I struggle. We are human and broken and life is hard. Trying to live our lives with a 
focus on God is not the easiest path to choose. Throw in the added challenges that many of us 
face with our unique children, and sometimes that verse is a little hard to swallow. It almost 
sounds like there is some special strength God magically gives us, enabling us to do anything. 
 
I don't have that. What do I have? I have that verse in front of it. The one that says I know how 
to have nothing and everything. I know how to be hungry and full. To have my needs met and 
to be neglected.  
 
When I read those words, I say, "I am learning ..." I am learning contentment. I am learning how 
to have nothing and praise God and how to have everything and praise Him. I am learning 
that in reality our weakest moments often come when we are full. And I am seeing my faith is 
worked and strengthened in the temptations of my peace. I am learning that "my strength" is 
not mine at all. 
 
We have moved a few times in the last several years. Moving was not anything that I ever 
wanted to do. I am a bubble person, a cocooner, a deeply rooted "I want to live here forever," 
kind of gal. But bubbles burst, cocoons break open, and roots are unbound to expose, to 
release, and to allow for deeper growth. 
 
Once that initial breaking away occurred and we took that first step, as painful as it was at the 
time, I began to understand something. I realized that the comfort, security, and contentment I 
felt with my physical location, with my surroundings, our home and even our family were 
nothing compared to the comfort, security, and contentment found in Jesus.  
 
It was hard, but I was strengthened in the transition. In my weakness God was there. It is that 
knowledge and experience that strengthens faith and provides contentment. Those are the 
things we need for the times when we can't quite see where God is showing up. 
 
Dear heavenly Father, we rest in the knowledge that we are weak but You are strong. Our 
comfort, security, and peace are found in the strengthening power of Your Word and the 
experience of seeing Your promises fulfilled. May we have hearts turned toward You with praise, 
both when we are hungry and when we are full, when we have and when we have not. May we 



be comforting reminders of your strength for those around us when they are weak. In Jesus’ 
name, amen. 
 

  



ETA Tonight? 
John Felageller 

 
Therefore I tell you, do not be anxious about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink, 
nor about your body, what you will put on ...Therefore do not be anxious about tomorrow, for 
tomorrow will be anxious for itself. Sufficient for the day is its own trouble. Matt. 6:25 & 34 
(ESV)                           
 
Do you ever get loving texts from your spouse at the end of a long day? I sure do, in fact, my 
wife is great about it and many times they include truly heartfelt sentiments such as, “Hope you 
had a great day,” “Love you and grateful for you,” “Thank you for all your help.” My favorite is 
the most simple of all, and one I received the very night I’m writing this: “ETA tonight?” It just 
so happens to be a work night for me, which being a teacher during the school year, is both 
dreaded yet extremely needed. However it can put stress on my normally love texting spouse, 
especially since it means she’s the one taking our special-needs child to one of a million 
therapies. Of course, it always seems like there’s a million therapies on the calendar, and from 
the beginning of the school year there are always multiple competing calendars: one for my 
school year, one for my fellow-teacher spouse, and one for my son, two for school, and for the 
million after school therapies. Just thinking about it makes me shiver, and I can’t help but 
wonder when my next legitimate break might be, but I can’t get too distracted because I’ve 
gotten that most heartfelt of all texts ... “ETA Tonight?” 
 
We all treasure the moments of calm and quiet we get occasionally. Currently, as I sit in the 
relative solitude of our local public library in a comfortable chair at a work table facing a 
window with a view of the local creek that meanders through our town, cup of coffee at the 
ready and wifi stream overflowing, I consider how wonderful this is ... for me. But then, the 
loving text about ETA rolls in, and then I’m reminded, first of all, of the reality of the time I 
have, which is not very long. My focus then turns to my wife who is at home tonight with our 
son. She is helping to get him to bed, going through all of our nightly rituals, beginning to fight 
the good fight to achieve sleep for my son, but without me. Then I begin to think, does she need 
some help, is my son not in a great mood tonight and is she taking the brunt of his anger and 
frustration, is she at her wits end and needing me to come to her aid?  
 
Slowly, I take a sip or three from my cup. I take one last affectionate look at the YouTube video I 
was half watching. I close the riveting binder of math curriculum I was excitedly working on. 
And I stopped thinking of myself and instead thought of my spouse and my son and how that 
simple two-word phrase texted to me is enough to get me to move out of my comfort zone, 
and in doing so, bringing comfort to those I love. 
 
Lord, we thank You for reminding us that we are Your children and Your people, and in the 
midst of our ever stressful and busy lives, remind us to throw off the shackles of anxiety this 
world binds us in often. Give us the peace and stillness to know that You are present during the 
storms of our lives and that You guide the storms for Your purpose. Let us be willing to lift up 
our loved ones with this knowledge in their times of trouble. In Jesus’ name, amen. 



What Did I Do to Deserve This? 
Tammie Hefty 

 
 Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother ... John 19:25 NIV 
 
It's amazing to study the life of Jesus and to see how He fulfills the law and becomes our High 
Priest who has walked the earth and knows what we go through while living here. But lately I've 
had to come to terms with another piece that God, in all His wisdom, included in the gospels. 
 
The fact that Jesus' mother watched him die. 
 
Being parents of children with special needs, many times we have to face the fact that we could 
out live our children. Especially parents of children born with certain genetic conditions or 
medical conditions—we know our children are more medically fragile than typical children and 
we may outlive them.  
 
But even God's beloved Mary, the one who found favor in His eyes, the only one He chose to 
bring forth the Messiah, even she had to endure the pain of watching her own child be mocked, 
whipped, stripped, and crucified. 
 
So, when we think to ourselves, What did I do, God? Why did you give me this burden? Why do I 
have to suffer the pain of losing my child, watching my child suffer, watching my child be 
mocked? we can take comfort in the fact that God even asked Mary to suffer such excruciating 
pain for the sake of the world.  
 
You have been chosen, you have been selected, you have been called worthy to stand in the 
midst of such a fire as this. The choice is whether to accept it or to fight it.  
 
“I am the Lord’s servant,” Mary answered. “May your word to me be fulfilled.” Then the angel 
left her.  
 
The angel left her, and suddenly her life became one with a very important purpose. You know, 
sometimes there is a burden that comes with people saying, "Well, if anyone can do it, you 
can." Or, "I know God chose you especially for this." We don't feel special. We don't feel 
stronger than others. We put one foot in front of the other just like anyone else who feels the 
weight of emotional burdens. But suddenly we have to be inspiring and strong for this audience 
that looks on at our lives.  
 
We love it, and we hate it, don't we? 
 
I know God has a plan, and I know God has a purpose and it is GREATER than I could EVER 
imagine. But, it's still REALLY painful to watch your child suffer—be it psychological, physical, or 
other. It's still really painful to know that OUR reaction to the agony is being watched by others 
and is a "witness" to our faith.  



 
I know my mental faith is bigger than my physical ability to handle the fear and agony. But 
when people see me break down, what do they think about my faith? 
 
Do they understand that I'm crying because I understand how BEAUTIFUL the pain of suffering 
for God's Will is? Do they "get" that God loves us so much that He refuses to leave us as we are, 
and He moves us to a place of greater-purpose?  
 
What did we do to deserve this?  
 
We found favor with God. 
 
Father God, your ways are a MYSTERY. I could not understand them in a million years. But I 
trust, that your ways are good, and that one beautiful day I will see Your face and all of this will 
fade away. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
  



His Ways Are Not Our Ways 
Mary Tutterow 

 
As the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my 
thoughts than your thoughts. Isaiah 55:9 (NIV) 
 
We watch our child suffer—with a disability or disease, with rejection, with anxiety. We look 
around in waiting rooms and class rooms and see so many others who are suffering, too. We 
turn on the news and see crime, war and poverty and say, “How can there be an all-powerful, 
loving God?” Because we do not understand what He is doing, because He does not act the way 
we think an all-powerful, loving God ought to act, we tend to believe He must not exist or if He 
does, He is certainly not all-powerful or all that loving. Just because we cannot comprehend His 
reasons, or His plans doesn’t mean that He is not still in total control. We must believe that God 
is sovereign over all things, even suffering. If He is not then He is not sovereign and if He is not 
sovereign, He is not trustworthy. 
 
Recall the story of Joseph (in Genesis). He was beaten up and thrown in a pit by his brothers 
and left for dead. Having a change of heart, they took him out of the pit and sold him into 
slavery. As a servant in the household of Potiphar, he worked his way to the top, but found 
himself unjustly thrown into prison when he did not give in to Potiphar’s wife’s advances. He 
remained in prison for several years, until he was called before Pharaoh to interpret a dream. 
Eventually, Joseph became the second most powerful man in Egypt, saving his people from 
famine. The most amazing part of the whole story is that in the end, he was able to say to his 
brothers: 
 
You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good to accomplish what is now being done, 
the saving of many lives. Genesis 50:20 (NIV) 
 
Even while watching your child struggle can you still believe God is in control, has a good plan 
and loves you both very much? 
 
Lord, I worship You as the Ruler of the universe, the One True God. You are all-powerful and all-
loving and You work all things together for ultimate good for those of us who love and trust You. 
I confess that I don’t know what You are doing and I don’t really like some of the things that You 
have allowed, but open my eyes to see Your hand at work. Give me a heart that loves You more 
and trusts You more. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
  



Living by Faith 
Kathy McClelland 

 
Now faith is the assurance of things hoped for, the conviction of things not seen. - Hebrews 11:1 
(NASB) 
 
At two weeks old my son was diagnosed with a rare syndrome which gave us very little hope 
that he would be able to walk, talk, or eat without the help of a feeding tube. No one knows 
what the future will bring, but our prognosis was pretty bleak.  
 
Through the last four years, I am learning to live "by faith" just like the characters in Hebrews 
11. They continued to believe the Word of God even when their circumstances were hard, and 
even when God’s promises weren't fulfilled in their lifetime. Living by faith means choosing to 
believe God at His word, no matter what.  
 
By faith I believe that God loves my son more than I do. He is more concerned about his pain, 
his development, and the circumstances of his life. God provides for all of his needs and He will 
continue to do so. His love knows no bounds, and my son’s disabilities certainly don't prevent 
God from loving him unconditionally. He teaches me to try to do the same.  
 
By faith I believe that my son’s life has great value and purpose. We all have strengths and 
weaknesses. My son's strengths are far less obvious than most people, but they are mighty. 
They are a reminder to love “the least of these” and in doing so, we are loving Christ himself.  
  
By faith I believe that my son will be made whole one day. He will be given a restored, heavenly 
body. One that is no longer fragile and ill-equipped for this world. I cannot wait to see him run 
and jump and play with others in heaven one day. It will be an amazing sight to behold. 
 
Father, Sometimes it is hard to have hope in the midst of our circumstances. Sometimes it seems 
that nothing will change for the better. Yet because of Jesus we have great hope in life 
redeemed and restored for us and our children. Help us live by faith and have full assurance for 
the hope we have in You just as your Word promises. In Jesus’ name, amen.  
 
  



What to Do When You’re Lost in the Wilderness 
Kathleen Deyer Bolduc 

 
…after they had left Egypt…The whole company of Israel complained against Moses and Aaron 
there in the wilderness…Moses instructed Aaron: “Tell the whole company of Israel: ‘Come near 
to GOD. He’s heard your complaints.’” When Aaron gave out the instructions to the whole 
company of Israel, they turned to face the wilderness. And there it was: the Glory of GOD visible 
in the Cloud … GOD spoke to Moses, “I’ve listened to the complaints of the Israelites. Now tell 
them: ‘At dusk you will eat meat and at dawn you’ll eat your fill of bread; and you’ll realize that 
I am GOD, your God.’” Exodus 16:1-2; 9-12 (Message)  
 
I’m in the wilderness again. I traveled this land thirty-some years ago after my youngest son 
was diagnosed at the age of four with PDD NOS. What the heck is PDD NOS, you ask? Pervasive 
Developmental Disorder, Not Otherwise Specified. Several years and diagnoses later that 
unintelligible phrase translated into autism, moderate intellectual disorder, and anxiety 
disorder.  
 
Today, I find myself in the wilderness again. It feels as if mental illness is an enemy decimating 
my family. Depression, anxiety, bi-polar disorder, traumatic brain injury. Because of my travels 
in the desert thirty years ago, I know the drill. I have several choices:  
1. I can roll up in a fetal position to protect myself from the elements. But if I do this, I will die 
of hunger and thirst.  
2. I can attempt to run out of the wilderness. But it’s a very big area and I don’t have a map.  
3. I can look to the people around me for sustenance and support, but that only goes so far, 
because many of them are even more afraid than I am, and they don’t know the way out either.  
4.  My only viable choice, is to turn and face the wilderness—look into the wilderness—where 
the glory of the Lord is visible in a pillar of cloud. He will lead me, day by day. What I need for 
each day will be provided; food, drink, strength to go on, courage to face the wild beasts of the 
desert. And most importantly, as I face the wilderness, I have access to wisdom imparted by the 
Holy Spirit that dwells within me. This is something the Israelites did not have.  
 
Lord, I can relate to the Israelites’ complaining. I do my fair share of grumbling. But it’s scary 
here in the wilderness, especially when there’s no path or map! Thank you for this story’s 
reminder that You show up, a pillar of cloud in the not-knowing deserts of our lives. That all we 
have to do is turn our faces toward the wilderness, and You will be there, eager to provide. In 
Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



Choosing Faith Over Fear 
Craig Johnson 

 
For His anger lasts only a moment, but His favor lasts a lifetime; weeping may last through the 
night, but joy comes in the morning. Psalm 30:5 
 
There is nothing more challenging when you are in consistent crisis and facing daily challenges 
than to choose faith over fear. Every morning when we wake up it seems there are two voices 
we have a choice to listen to. If you’ve ever seen the commercials where they have a visual of a 
demon on one shoulder and an angel on the other, you can see the conundrum. The demon is 
saying “do it, you won’t get into any trouble,” and the angel is saying “don’t do it, or you will be 
sorry.” They always characterized the demon as having more fun while the angel is a wet 
blanket. Not true, but the main point is that it was showing that in life we have to make 
choices. What we take in eventually will come out by the choices we make. This is true with 
faith over fear.  
 
I have these deluxe talking soft figurines from the animated movie “Inside Out” They represent 
true emotions like anger, sadness, disgust, fear and joy. When you push a button they say all 
their feelings centered around that emotion. One day I held the “fear” doll up and kept pushing 
the talk button and one spoken fear after another came out. Then I held up the “joy” doll and 
words of faith and joy came out.  
 
How many times do we wake up in the morning and let in the wrong voice? Fear starts speaking 
and instead of putting it down we keep letting our mind push the button. Joy is right there 
ready to speak but we’ve laid “joy” down and allowed “fear” to take over. I’ve done it many 
times and it can be paralyze you. The key is you can’t fight the voices of fear on your own. You 
need a Savior to help.  
 
The great prophet Elijah in 1 Kings faced this dilemma of choosing faith over fear. Elijah had just 
had a mighty victory that God had given him by out dueling and killing the prophets of Baal. 
Jezebel got word and was furious, so she sent word she was coming for him. Instead of Elijah 
having the same faith he had to kill the prophets he let the voices of fear overwhelm him. It 
wasn’t until God found him in the cave and He came to Elijah not in the wind, not in a 
earthquake, not in a fire, but in a gentle whisper. You see when you hear voices of fear that is 
not God speaking, that is the emery plating with Elijah’s head. When Elijah was thinking the 
worst, God was planning the best. What voices are you waking up to every morning? The Bible 
says weeping may last for the night, but joy comes in the morning. Choose faith over fear.  
 
Father, thank you for helping me listen to the right voices today. Today I will choose faith over 
fear and trust you no matter what. You are my strength and hope and I know when I tune into 
your frequency the right thoughts will come. Help me start my day knowing that you are in 
control, you have me in the palm of your hands, and everything is going to be alright. In Jesus’ 
name, amen.  
 



Right Attitude 
Cindi Ferrini 

 
A joyful heart is good medicine, but a broken spirit dries up the bones. Prov. 17:22 (ESV) 
 
This.Is.My.Biggest.Struggle. I’m a planner. I like things to go as planned. On the other hand, my 
husband’s job (a dentist) is a lot of pressure and requires him to be very precise, yet his 
feathers are seldom ruffled. He is the calm in any storm! I am certain God gave us to each other 
to balance each other out! Those of us who are “oaks” are sure to be made into willows as the 
Lord molds us to be more like Him, and I do think He has done that in me and in our marriage. 
 
Having a son with special needs (now nearly 37 years old) has given us ways to work on our 
personal struggles and particular personality quirks. I’ll probably never be totally spontaneous, 
but I have certainly become more flexible, less of a planner, expect less, and fewer things 
bother me as the years go by! Joe, in his preciseness has become less perfectionistic in “ways” 
with our son—learning to let things go before they escalate. We both have learned the ebb and 
flow of the rushing waters that sometimes come with the behaviors and challenges of a son 
who never thinks about planning and has few cares in this world with which he has to contend. 
 
Lord, we pray for our spouse (and ourselves) to seek You and Your direction even if we are in the 
midst of making a plan. Thank You for differences in our personalities and help us to recognize 
the many reasons we are good for each other and how God allows each of us to balance the other. 
Use us for Your glory even in the character traits that we’ll probably work on for the rest of our 
lives and thank you for those of us who don’t have to do this alone. For those in single parenting 
situations, give them others who can help them in their journey of change and challenges. THAT 
is all good medicine for joy! In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



When the Future Is Unclear 
Lisa Brown 

 
Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything by prayer and supplication with 
thanksgiving, let your requests be made known to God. And the peace of God, which surpasses 
all understanding will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. Philippians 4:6-7 (ESV) 
 
Sometimes life imposes afflictions we cannot control. 
 
Seizures. The new diagnosis appeared a little over a year ago. This really took us by surprise 
since we thought we had dodged this bullet, so to speak. Plans for our son, whom already had a 
few other diagnoses (Apert Syndrome, ADHD, and a Learning Disability) swiftly turned in a 
different direction and placed us into a whole different league. Our worry continued, but now 
more than ever for his safety.  
 
It’s certainly natural with our innate, parental hardwire, to worry for our kids dealing with 
(insert your term of choice: special needs, medical complexities, diagnoses, disability—
everyone has their preference). It would be helpful to just be able to look into a crystal ball and 
see what we are supposed to do next so that we can be better prepared and provide 
protection. Or would it? Would it really make things easier? Would our worry and anxiety 
dissipate? Probably not.  Most likely we will always battle with worry, anxiety and the weight of 
responsibility on our shoulders.  
 
However, what I have learned, (and am still learning) is that no amount of worry and anxiety 
can change the situation, but prayer can. We have a God that loves us so much, that He desires 
our hearts and is willing to take on our battles for us.  All we have to do is ask. I think it is safe 
to say that whatever the diagnoses may be that consumes us with worry, whether new or old, 
we can bring it to God and He will take care of it. When our hearts are troubled, if we turn to 
God in prayer and give Him our worries, there is nothing He would like more than to take away 
our fears and anxiety, and above all, for us to have a relationship with Him. He hears and knows 
our pain and is there for us every moment.  
 
This is certainly something I have struggled with over time—wanting to be or feeling I needed to 
be in control so that I could protect and prevent any pain and suffering. I am learning to humble 
myself and realize that that is not my job. That is for God. He is in control, all of the time.  
 
Hallelujah for that!  
 
Heavenly Father, you are our God above all. We ask for forgiveness for seeking our own control, 
thinking we may find the answers without coming to you first. Thank you for Your unconditional 
love. We pray that you ease our minds and our hearts, reminding us that You are always in 
control. Please hear our pleas, take away our worries and anxiety, giving us peace of mind, and 
protect our children from harm. In Jesus’ name, amen.  
 



Little Packed Lunches 
Cathy Porter 

 
His disciples said, “This place is like a desert. Where can we find enough food to feed such a 
crowd?” Matt. 15:33 (CEV)  
 
Last night I offered to lead the session at our junior age youth club, the topic was to explore a 
Christian response to world hunger (we are looking at some of the big questions of life this 
term). Thankfully all three of my children were in school the day of the session, so I got down to 
planning while I could. I was anxious though—it’s a tough topic and the responsibility of leading 
on top of what is usually complicated enough: getting out of the house on time with my 
youngest (who is too young for the group but won’t be left easily at all so comes with me) and 
her tea (which barely works—she is always anxious about what it is, where she will be sitting 
and she likes to finish food before we open the doors to the group) having checked in on the 
older two about homework that needs to be done, and then succeeding in helping T (youngest) 
to join in, deal with any wobbles she has, and try to be a helpful member of the team! 
 
T was great actually, she decided to be my helper bringing me props I needed, helping tidy 
things back into bags after each section, and smiling at me. I did do the lesson with her crawling 
up me and leaning over my back and shoulders but hey, you get used to that. The team was 
great too, scooping her up into tasks, noticing things I’d forgotten, being encouraging, and of 
course wanting me to be a part of the team knowing it means bringing T along too and all that 
means some weeks. 
 
The passage we looked at was Jesus feeding 5,000 (“More than that actually Mummy, they only 
counted men you know,” T reminded me!), and when we sat waiting for small groups to finish 
their discussions T & I had our own. What does the story show us about God, ourselves, others 
and what does it inspire us to do differently? “We can give Jesus our packed lunch,” said T. “He 
will use it and feed more than 5,000 people.” She is of course right, maybe not in the literal 
interpretation although I suppose that too. It struck me as I looked back on the evening that so 
often I feel the desperate panic of the disciples when Jesus asks them to join in: 
 
His disciples said, “This place is like a desert. Where can we find enough food to feed such a 
crowd?” (Mt 15:33 CEV) 
 
Life is complicated. And chronic sleep deprivation, unpredictable behavior, meltdowns, worries 
over schooling and friends and health, and no time to call my own all add up to me feeling just 
like them—this is like a desert Jesus, where can I find enough to bring and join in with what 
you’re doing?? Enough energy? Sanity? Time? Patience? Love? Yet T saw in the passage what 
Jesus does with our little, rather insignificant looking offerings. In his hands they can bless many 
more than we could ever hope or imagine. In his hands our impossible opens up possibilities to 
bless others and share his love.  
 



“Wonderful!” his master replied. “You are a good and faithful servant. I left you in charge of 
only a little, but now I will put you in charge of much more. Come and share in my happiness!” 
(Mt 25:23) 
 
Lord, I want nothing more than to be alongside You, joining in with what you are doing, blessing 
others with my time, my gifts, and Your love. Show me what You are already doing with the 
small things I place in Your hands and I will rejoice and praise You. You are God of the 
impossible! In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 

 
  



Struggling with the Unknown 
Angela Parsley 

 
Trust in the LORD with all your heart; do not depend on your own understanding Proverbs 3:5 
(NLT). 
 
Did you know that nothing is under your control? Nothing. Let that sink in a minute. Because 
this perspective will save you from much pain. 
 
Often in life we have the illusion of control. We think, if we plan hard enough, if we do this or 
that, we will be in control. Yet, it is all an illusion. We are fooled by it until something crushes 
our grip. Then we grasp for any small bit of control left but we come up lacking. 
 
The good news is that God is in control. He is also a good Father who loves His children. He 
holds the world in His hand and the lives of His children. He is the one who establishes our 
steps. We can let go of grasping and fall into His loving care and leading guidance. Life is much 
easier when we learn to do this. 
 
The alternative is making an idol for ourselves to worship called control. That is going against 
God. It is sin. Plans are fine until they become demands, then they are idols. The quickest way 
to determine if you are dealing with an idol of control is having your plans ruined. This exposes 
your heart in this area. Do you respond in trust or despair? 
 
We have the opportunity to trust God with all of our plans. We can plan, order is wise, but learn 
to plan loosely. Leave room for change. Then we are trusting when God alters our plans which 
we can more easily walk in faith. 
 
I am currently living in a state of unknown and it has been painful because I have held onto my 
plans too tightly. I am thankful that God is a loving Father who loves me enough to show me 
this error and discipline me toward trust and faith in His perfect plan. We know His love by His 
discipline in our lives (Hebrews 12). 
 
Walking with God is an adventure and as we grow in grace, God will be certain to help us grow 
in Christ-likeness because His Spirit lives in us working change. Let us let Him do His work 
because it is glorious. 
 
How do you struggle to trust? Are you a hard-core planner? How do you respond to change? 
Did you ever see control as idolatry? How is God using change to make you more like Christ? 
 
Lord, help us hold our plans loosely. Help us love you and trust you enough to accept change as 
part of Your plan. Forgive us for our unbelief so we can walk by faith in the unknown, knowing 
You are working for our best. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



“Mom, There is a Tooth in my Eggroll” and Other Sensory Issues 
Angela Parsley 

 
A joyful heart is good medicine, But a broken spirit dries up the bones. Proverbs 17:22 (NASB) 

 
Sensory issues. They have the ability to drive us crazy. We had a recent trip to the mall food 
court where I gave the children the option of eating wherever they wanted. Thinking this would 
be a great idea, it backfired as it usually does when kids have food sensory issues.  
 
My child with the issues wanted one of those large slices of pepperoni pizza—those slices 
almost as large as your head. She was so excited. I left her to take my other child to get 
Chinese. Upon my return, my pizza kid was so upset. There were burnt flaky pieces on the 
bottom of the tip of her pizza. She had taken a bite and it ruined it for her forever even though 
they could be easily brushed off. 
 
She stared at the Chinese food, now wanting it. While we were discussing and negotiating the 
thought of switching, she threw away the pizza. A perfectly good pizza anyone else at the table 
would have eaten. My other child cut her egg roll in half to split and found a very hard thing in 
it that they were convinced was a tooth! It all went downhill from there. We still needed to eat, 
so we ordered from our usual favorite, Chick fil A. This adventure cost me more than I was 
hoping! But it was worth a try because I tried to challenge them to try something different. 
 
One thing that God has taught me through the issues of sensory problems is laughter. The 
ability to have a joyful heart which is good medicine. I used to be sad by the differences and 
lack of ability to eat whatever or wherever we wanted but God has used it to help me be 
thankful for what is important. This time, it is just another story of living with sensory issues. 
We can joke about it and it makes our heart glad. 
 
If we let negativity overcome us, it will sap us of strength and dry up our bones. We must be 
trained by these experiences. For when we are, we can be thankful and find true and lasting joy 
in them. And remember, there is always Chick-fil-A. 
 
Father, help us to be thankful for the little things, including the weird surprises. Thank you for 
laughter and turning our mourning to joy. Help us to trust You with the difficult things like 
sensory issues. Help us to learn and grow from them. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
  



Let the Lord Fight Your Battles 
Deborah Meyer Abbs 

 
The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still. Exodus 14:14 (NIV) 
 
Come again? We need only to be still? Doesn’t the Lord see the mound of dirty laundry or the 
dishes piled high in the sink? And, oh yes, my thirteen-year-old, Luke, who has autism and is 
mostly non-verbal, is a whirlwind of activity. Add husband and 18-year-old son plus one crazy 
bulldog and paying jobs to the mix and how in the world are we supposed to be still? 
This isn’t even counting the battles we often fight for our loved ones with extra needs. The IEPS 
and the XYZs.  
 
Or the trip to the store that causes a meltdown. Could be me or my child having the rough time 
it really depends on the day! The list goes on and on and on doesn’t it? But hold on. Be still. 
 
As Moses led the Israelites out of slavery and they were terrified when the Egyptians pursued 
them, Moses told them they only needed to be still. Why? Because the Lord was fighting for 
them. And HE did! He parted the Red Sea so that His people, the Israelites could escape.  
 
And He is fighting for us too. I imagine our good God saying something like this as we rush 
around acting like we need to fight all the battles on our own: 
 
“I know, dear one, you are often doing battle for your special child(s) and the fighting wears you 
down. But PLEASE remember that I fight for you. I am the one who does battle for you and 
your special one(s). Trust me by slowing down and being still. I am the one true God and I’ve 
got this.” 
 
Lord, help us learn to trust You more and more. Sorry for the times we don’t trust You. Help us 
to remember that You are always with us. That You are the one fighting for us and our loved 
ones. Help us take time to be still with You. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
 
 
  



Serving One Another 
Cindi Ferrini 

 
And he sat down and called the twelve. And he said to them, “If anyone would be first, he must 
be last of all and servant of all.” Mark 9:35 (ESV) 
 
As married couples we serve each other in many ways all the time. But sometimes we are called 
to step out of our comfort zone and usual ways of serving to a plan we didn’t expect. Along 
with an injury to my back (before having children) that has landed me in bed for weeks at a 
time, have come other injuries and illnesses between us. But even with those usual things (well, 
usual to us!) came something that we’d never expected. 
 
Our Unexpected Journey began when our first child was born with special needs. We’d never 
planned for that one (like you can retirement) and didn’t see it on the “blueprint” of our 
marriage anywhere. Along the way of those early years we’d realized we each had a “blueprint” 
in mind for our marriage and soon realized they were two different sets of blueprints! But when 
our Joey came along, there wasn’t a hint of cerebral palsy, epilepsy, severe allergies, lots of 
therapies and low verbal and intellectual skills on either of our blueprints. 
 
We set off to daily accomplish little (and big) acts of service to our son, later to our 2 daughters, 
and always to each other. Our goal was, and needed to be, putting others before us and 
allowing them to be “first.” Things like laundry, meals, and life don’t stop just because 
something pops up into our life and changes it forever. Adjustments need to be made; 
sometimes daily and sometimes moment-to-moment. Those moments can be committed to 
prayer! 
 
Lord, we pray for our spouse as we thank You for all the ways they serve us. We thank You for 
all the ways You give us to serve our children and others as well. Help us to always give thanks 
and keep “looking” for ways to serve each other and others. Help us to have the mindset of 
serving others first and putting our self-last. As we practice this over and over, may we become 
more like You. In Jesus, name we pray, amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



A Place of Welcome and Acceptance Awaits Us All 
Kathleen Deyer Bolduc 

 
Jesus: Don’t get lost in despair; believe in God, and keep on believing in Me. My Father’s home is 
designed to accommodate all of you. If there were not room for everyone, I would have told you 
that. I am going to make arrangements for your arrival. I will be there to greet you personally 
and welcome you home, where we will be together. You know where I am going and how to get 
there. John 14:1-4 (The Voice) 
 
Walking around the grounds here at Cloudland, the contemplative retreat center my husband 
and I have been working so hard to establish, my eyes feast on all of the ways we’ve been 
preparing a place for people, including parents of children with disabilities, to come meet with 
the Lord.  
 
A fresh coat of paint covers house and barns; meadows pop with multi-colored wildflowers; a 
painted quilt graces the barn. Inside, beds are ready with soft sheets, comforters, and afghans. 
Bookshelves filled with books, soft lighting, candles, soaking music, food in the refrigerator—
everything we could think of to make people feel welcome and comfortable in a quiet, 
contemplative setting. We greet them as they arrive with a hug, a tour, and a time of prayer.  
How much more is Jesus doing to prepare a place for each of us? A banquet to beat all 
banquets! The very best of food and wine. Flowers, I’m sure. All the people we love who’ve 
gone before us, sitting around the banquet table. And the Father’s love, pouring into us—living 
water—refreshing us, restoring us, replenishing us, re-membering us.  
 
An incredible welcome—the Father greeting prodigal sons and daughters, all sins forgiven in his 
overwhelming joy to have his sons and daughters back! His joy at my arrival. The room 
prepared—everything I could want or need waiting there for me. Love that knows no bounds, 
pouring over my weary soul.  
 
Oh Lord, I do get so weary. My creative juices, my joy in ministry here at Cloudland, so often dry 
up as my son’s autism creates one crisis after another. There are days that I am so thirsty for 
you; so famished for the banquet you promise. But as I read today’s Word—that at this very 
moment you are making arrangements for my arrival, that you will be there to greet me 
personally and welcome me home—an influx of strength courses through my being to fortify me 
as I face another round of doctor visits for my son as he struggles with anxiety and mania. You 
taught us to pray that your Kingdom come on earth as it is in heaven. Thank you that you are 
preparing this place for us not only in heaven, but right here, right now, in our hearts. Amen. 
 
  



Integrity 
Cindi Ferrini 

 
The integrity of the upright guides them, but the crookedness of the treacherous destroys them. 
Prov. 11:3 (ESV) 
 
Integrity means having sound values….but it seems to be a dying character trait easily view by 
the decline we see as we look around us in families, the neighborhood, the community, the 
media, politics, and even religious circles. How easy it must be to slip into “crookedness” when 
the enticement seems so fulfilling: more money, power, sex, things—yet no sin will lead one to 
being truly fulfilled—it eventually leads to one’s destruction. 
 
The integrity of our marriage and how we care for our children (special needs and typical) are 
one way we can show a generation of people how important integrity is as well as the value of 
the family. As we seek and listen to the Lord as our moral compass we will be guided for all our 
decisions – in the home, on the job, in the church and community. How we treat the frail and 
needy among us will show others how we value life and how “caring” should be done. We don’t 
need to make a “show” of it; our everyday life, conversation, actions, and decisions will show it 
naturally. 
 
The integrity of our language, the tone we speak, and words we use will be a light in a dark place 
to those who’ve not grown up with that example. Our actions, our motives, and our choices may 
take others by surprise as we think of others before our self. The things we do and the things we 
give up will show our priorities and the integrity of each chose. We have so many ways in our life 
of “special needs” that we can be people of example and integrity! 
 
Lord, let us take notice of the “right” decisions we need to make and help us always choose the 
right way. Show us the “upright” character and honesty we need possess in a world that is 
constantly tugging for attention in wrong places. Help us, our spouse, and our families reflect 
Christ to those around us; allowing for others to see what integrity really looks like—in a real 
person, not just by definition. In Jesus, name we pray, amen. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



God, Where Are You? 
Jonathan McGuire 

 
Then the angel of the Lord came and sat beneath the great tree at Ophrah, which belonged to 
Joash of the clan of Abiezer. Gideon son of Joash was threshing wheat at the bottom of a 
winepress to hide the grain from the Midianites. The angel of the Lord appeared to him and 
said, “Mighty hero, the Lord is with you!” 
 
“Sir,” Gideon replied, “if the Lord is with us, why has all this happened to us? And where are all 
the miracles our ancestors told us about? Didn’t they say, ‘The Lord brought us up out of Egypt’? 
But now the Lord has abandoned us and handed us over to the Midianites.” 
 
Then the Lord turned to him and said, “Go with the strength you have, and rescue Israel from 
the Midianites. I am sending you!” 
 
“But Lord,” Gideon replied, “how can I rescue Israel? My clan is the weakest in the whole tribe of 
Manasseh, and I am the least in my entire family!” 
 
The Lord said to him, “I will be with you. And you will destroy the Midianites as if you were 
fighting against one man.” Judges 6:11-16 (NLT) 
 
When you go through deep waters, 
    I will be with you. 
When you go through rivers of difficulty, 
    you will not drown. 
When you walk through the fire of oppression, 
    you will not be burned up; 
    the flames will not consume you. 
For I am the Lord, your God, 
    the Holy One of Israel, your Savior. 
I gave Egypt as a ransom for your freedom; 
    I gave Ethiopia and Seba in your place. 
Others were given in exchange for you. 
    I traded their lives for yours 
because you are precious to me. 
    You are honored, and I love you. Isaiah 43:2 (NLT) 
 
Have you ever felt alone? There is a peaceful type of feeling alone. It is like sitting on the bank 
of a mountain side stream just listening to it gently gurgle on by with the birds singing in the 
trees around you while you are quietly being refreshed. That is not what I am talking about. The 
type I am talking about is where you are sitting in an old row boat in the middle of the ocean 
with no land in sight and a gigantic wave is about to sweep over you. There is an utter 
hopelessness and despair. 
 



Can you relate? 
 
Gideon, one of the judges of Israel, could have related to this. When we find him in Judges 6:11, 
Israel has just come through seven years of persecution by the Midianites and he is threshing 
grain in the bottom of a wine press, so he wouldn’t be spotted by them while working. At this 
moment, an angel of the Lord sat down beside a tree where Gideon was working and said, 
“Mighty hero, the Lord is with you!” Let me be clear, Gideon was not a mighty hero. In his own 
words, he was the weakest in the whole tribe of Manasseh and the least of his entire family. 
Gideon replied to the angel, “Sir, if the Lord is with us? Why has all this happened to us? And 
where are all the miracles our ancestors told us about? Didn’t they say, ‘The Lord brought us up 
out of Egypt’? But now the Lord has abandoned us and handed us over to the Midianites.” The 
angel then told Gideon that he was to rescue Israel from the Midianites. God went on to use 
Gideon to free Israel from the persecution of the Midianites. 
 
Questions for reflection: 
What spiritual and emotional struggles did Gideon have? 
Have you ever had similar thoughts and feelings? 
How does Isaiah 43:2 speak to this? 
 
Just as God saw Israel during these seven years of suffering, God knows your pain, hears you 
and has not abandoned you. Maybe you feel ill equipped for this journey and are just trying to 
get from one moment to the next. I want to leave you with the words the angel of the Lord 
gave Gideon, “Mighty hero, the Lord is with you!” God is with you, even when it doesn’t feel 
like it, even when that ocean wave is crashing over you and there’s no help in sight and He is 
using you in ways greater than you will ever know. 
 
Father, there are days I am just in survival mode and am just taking life moment by moment. 
Thank you for promising to be with me when I go through deep waters and for not abandoning 
me. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 

 



The Day the IEP Worked 
Barb Dittrich 

 
O Lord, you alone are my hope. I’ve trusted you, O Lord, from childhood. Psalm 71:5 (NLT) 
 
While moods may be tense and foul from endless winters, there is a season more widely 
dreaded by parents raising a child with special needs—IEP season.  
 
I explained to a friend who is a special education teacher that even the best IEP meeting is a 
heap of stress for parents. It is that one time of year where we are made to hyper-focus on the 
less-than-typical things in our child. We often sit down at the table for an hour or more with 
people who may not share our opinions or approaches regarding our child's schooling. At times 
we can find ourselves trying to be diplomatic with people who feel like our bitter adversaries. 
And at the end of this intensive time, we are expected to have problem-solved together, 
formulating an agreeable contract to give this child their best shot at a quality education. 
 
Last week we had our daughter's annual IEP meeting. Even though she has made incredible 
strides, I was no less feeling the intense pressure that comes every year. Would there be any 
surprises? What if they try to drop her back down to a less effective 504 Plan again or deny her 
services? What if my husband makes some well-intentioned and completely incorrect remark in 
the meeting? Does this EVER get easier? 
 
Since we fought to first get her services in the third grade, we have met with large teams of 
professionals around large conference tables hashing out multiple details, procedures, and 
adjustments to her academic plan. This year, we were meeting in the school's small conference 
room with only a handful of staff. I wasn't sure what to make of it. 
 
To my delight, this was the first year that our daughter was included in the meeting. I was 
concerned about how she would respond, as her previous attendance at these types of 
meetings have made her very nervous... and thus, extremely goofy.  
 
Still, one of the exciting things that propelled her forward this year was her sudden and 
unexplained ability to verbally advocate for herself. Early into the school year she was asking 
me, "Mom, can you please buy me some gum, because it helps me concentrate on my work in 
class?" 
 
WHAT? You have recognized something that helps you focus on your work? Of course I'll buy 
you what you need!  
 
Parents like me realize that this is a HUGE step for a child with any sort of executive functioning 
issues. The fact that she has had to try to make all of her strides without the assistance of any 
medications because of her allergic reactions to them is no small feat either!  
 
The meeting proceeded with the school psychologist, the special education teacher, her 



occupational therapist, and one of her regular teachers. "I don't want to sound in any way rude, 
but I must say that any progress that has taken place this year has been because of our 
daughter's effort," I honestly and tearfully stated as we got underway. 
 
"That is exactly what I was going to say," responded her special ed teacher. 
 
Wow! What a treat to come together in agreement!  
 
Prior to the meeting, I had met with our girl, pressing her to think about what she might need 
to be successful in the school days ahead. It was a little bit too abstract of a concept for her to 
grasp at first. Noticing this, I started going through with her the strategies that she is currently 
using, asking how these were working and what might work better. Eventually, she began to 
catch the vision, and came back to me about four different times with things she might like for 
me to write down and mention at her IEP meeting. 
 
Formulating that list enabled us to cut down on the amount of time spent in the conference. 
We could talk about her successes, her challenges and what we thought were viable solutions 
to addressing them. We were able to get right down to some new health issues that will need 
accommodation in the days ahead. It made for a much better use of time for everyone 
involved. 
 
As we got to the end of the meeting, I asked if our daughter could be dismissed back to her 
classroom, so I could speak privately with the staff. Unbeknownst to me, our girl had been 
having a little "check in" with the school psychologist about once a week this school year. 
Learning this in our private staff conversation, I wondered if this had set in motion some other 
positive accomplishments. Through tears I spoke with the psychologist about the fact that, for 
the first time ever, our daughter had recently spoken about physical social cues she had noticed 
in another person who was lying to her. It was amazing! The school psychologist became tearful 
too. We discussed my daughter's progress with making just a few new positive social contacts 
this year. It was an incredible relief. 
 
In the end, the accommodations we wanted had been made, her academic progress had been 
noted, and she did not lose any services or supports. Things went so well, it was almost surreal. 
 
I share this story of our daughter's IEP this school year to give you the one thing that we 
parents so desperately need ... HOPE. 
 
This annual educational piece is one area where we parents can just feel such dread each year. 
We need that hope that we will be taken seriously, hope that our child will be valued by other 
adults and peers, hope that they can have a positive experience in the school setting, and hope 
that we can work with our local school without having to end up in an ugly, contentious 
situation. 
 
I want to encourage you today that it CAN happen. We have had our share of good and bad 



years over the course of our daughter's schooling. The first two years transitioning from grade 
school to intermediate school were particularly rough. We even went into the beginning of this 
current school year with boundaries in mind that would determine if we needed to make a 
complete change of course. Nevertheless, our perseverance paid off. 
 
The good news is that if we remain engaged parents, politely persisting, working with our child 
and educators, and having a solid, reasonable framework of expectations in place, our children 
CAN have IEPs that actually work. Cling to the Giver of all HOPE, parents. He will equip you to 
put everything your child needs into place. 
 
Father, wisdom and knowledge are Yours. Guide us to make wise decisions for our kids. Go 
before us and beside us into our various meetings with our educational professionals. Prince of 
Peace, bring us unity of purpose and a spirit of teamwork with school staff. Help us to succeed in 
making school a positive experience for our children. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
  



God Sees You 
Sarah McGuire 

 
Abram replied, “Look, she is your servant, so deal with her as you see fit.” Then Sarai treated 
Hagar so harshly that she finally ran away. The angel of the LORD found Hagar beside a spring 
of water in the wilderness, along the road to Shur ... And the angel also said, “You are now 
pregnant and will give birth to a son. You are to name him Ishmael (which means 'God hears'), 
for the LORD has heard your cry of distress." Thereafter, Hagar used another name to refer to 
the LORD, who had spoken to her. She said, "You are the God who sees me." Genesis 16:6-7, 11, 
13 (NLT) 
 
Do you ever feel overwhelmed by life, in a tight or impossible spot with no help in sight and 
then, on top of that, alone ... overlooked, like no one understands, sees, or cares? That is 
exactly where Hagar found herself. She was a servant, kicked out by her mistress, alone in the 
wilderness, pregnant. Yet, it was in these circumstances that Hagar meets and sees God like she 
never has before. And she gives us insight into WHO God is and what He is like even to an 
average everyday woman and mom. 
 
After God gives Hagar a glimpse into her future, she responds by saying, "You are the God who 
sees me." I don't think she was impressed by the fact that He saw a traveling woman there by 
the springs of water unaccompanied and likely distraught, as other travelers passing by might 
see her. No, she was impressed because He saw to her very heart and all that encompassed. 
This so impressed her that she gave God a name we haven't seen in Scripture before, "The God 
who sees me."  
 
You can rest assured that God sees you, too. You may feel invisible and overlooked by others in 
this world, but God sees. He sees you when you are checking the monitors all throughout the 
night. He sees you when your child is having a meltdown, again. He sees you when you can't 
bear to think about the future and what it holds for your child. He sees you when this last 
option therapy or procedure didn't work. He sees you when you just want a shoulder to cry on 
and there isn't one. He sees you. He sees all of it and He is there for you. It's WHO He is. He 
hears your cry of distress and He sees you. 
 
God gave Hagar the name for her son, Ishmael, meaning "God hears" because He heard Hagar's 
cry of distress. Is there anything burdening your heart today that you need to cry out to God 
and tell Him? Go ahead, He's listening. Truly listening to hear your heart, your hurts, your 
worries, your anger, your doubts, your fears. 
 
God Who Sees, thank you for seeing me. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



Dear Parent, Don’t Go It Alone 
Barb Dittrich 

 
Two are better than one, because they have a good [more satisfying] reward for their labor; 
For if they fall, the one will lift up his fellow. But woe to him who is alone when he falls and has 
not another to lift him up! Again, if two lie down together, then they have warmth; but how can 
one be warm alone? And though a man might prevail against him who is alone, two will 
withstand him. A threefold cord is not quickly broken. Ecclesiastes 4:9-12 (AMP) 
 
The author of these verses, Solomon, asked God for the gift of wisdom when he was given the 
option to ask anything of the Lord. It was granted him in full measure to the point where people 
from around the world sought out that wisdom. 
 
So why do we silly humans think we are smarter than the very words He poured through one of 
the wisest humans that ever lived? 
 
Dear parent, don't go it alone! 
 
I know some of you feel like you have worn out your welcome with relatives and friends who 
seem to glaze over when you are trying to share yet another difficulty you are enduring with 
your child. They have minimized your struggles. They have left you without help when all you 
need is a simple word of encouragement, a prayer, or a tiny gesture of kindness to keep you 
going. They don't know how difficult your life is every single day. 
 
But God never meant for you to do this on your own. 
 
I know some of you feel so utterly betrayed. Those you thought you could depend on have 
demeaned you. They gossip behind your back, passing judgment on your parenting skills 
because of your child's autistic behaviors or OCD compulsions. They don't know the hours and 
hours you have spent in therapy and follow-through at home. They have no clue how 
exhausting your life is having to focus so much attention on this child. Their stinging words are 
so unfair. 
 
But God formed you for fellowship, not isolation. 
 
I know so many of you are tired of always having to be the one to reach out, to try again, to find 
solutions. Life has you weary. You have been burned before. You are afraid to trust again. 
 
But God has an entire army of parents just like you out there, willing to put their arms around 
you and say, "I know just what you mean." They've walked this grueling path too. They need 
you as much as you need them. And using Solomon, God calls them better, good, and more 
satisfying. He feels sad for you when you don't take the help available to you. 
 



In Proverbs 3:27 God tells us, "Do not withhold what is good from those who deserve it; if it is 
within your power to give it, do it" (VOICE). That includes YOURSELF, my friend! 
 
Don't bring more suffering upon yourself by further withdrawing, wounded one. There are so 
many of us out here hurting too. We're just waiting to put our arms around you in friendship 
and say, "What! You too?" 
 
Magnificent Maker, thank You for giving us the shelter of one another, especially when we are 
feeling battered by this world. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 
 
  



At Arm’s Length 
Amanda Furbeck 

 
It wasn’t my most grace-filled moment. That day when the children were painting pictures on 
pumpkins. They enjoyed their craft immensely, reveled in their work, and wanted to celebrate 
with a hug from me. A hug that I refused because they were not clean. They were covered in 
paint, from head to toe and so I held them at arms-length until they washed because I was 
clean, and they were not. 
 
In the book of Luke, a woman with a bleeding disorder reached out for Jesus and was healed as 
she grasped at the hem of his clothes. Seems ordinary, perhaps, in celebrity culture, to get a 
grasp, to steal a touch, of a rock star’s hand or an actor’s passing silhouette. But this woman 
was anything but ordinary and that just wasn’t done.  
 
The Book of Leviticus depicts for us a set of rules and code by which the people of Israel abided. 
They were strict laws; impossible to follow. But follow, they must, or they would pay the price. 
A woman who was bleeding was considered unclean. She couldn’t touch or be touched. She 
couldn’t go to worship. She couldn’t cook for her family, she couldn’t be hugged by her 
husband, and no one could even sit in the same place where she had just sat until she became 
clean again. Anyone who touched her would become defiled, and unclean.  
 
This suffering woman in Luke suffered for 12 years; 12 long, miserable years of being lonesome 
for a healing touch; 12 desperate years to go to church; 12 depressing years of not hugging her 
babies or chatting up her friends. She was unclean and to touch another in her state was 
unthinkable. The social, emotional, physical, and economic toll was incredible. And after 12 
long years, she was desperate to do the unthinkable.  
 
The woman’s desperation must have been greater than her fear of being an outcast. And in her 
suffering, she reached for Jesus and grasped the hem—just the hem—of His clothes. Who 
would dare to touch Him? Only those with the greatest of faith, I suppose. Because in spite of 
her bleeding, in spite of her defilement, she reached for the Christ. Jesus, feeling her touch, 
turned to the woman, gazed at her. He spoke. But even her 12 years of being unclean could not 
tarnish His holiness, she couldn’t make Him unclean. She didn’t defile the Master. Instead, He 
made her whole.  
 
Aren’t we all just a bit unclean? We modern folk could never measure up to Leviticus with our 
synthetic blends of clothes and our penchant for pork. But worse yet, aren’t our hearts just a bit 
unclean? Don’t we have dark splotches of doubt where our faith should be shining? Impatience 
flowing where grace should grow? Weariness where there should be joy? Hard to believe that 
Jesus would want me in the state I’m in, but the unthinkable becomes possible because God’s 
grace isn’t dependent on how clean I am.  
 
You don’t have to make resolutions to be a better person, or write a manifesto to get skinnier, 
be kinder, yell less, work more. You don’t have to fix yourself before God turns to look at you. 



All you have to do is reach out, grasp for Him, and believe Him. No matter how paint or what 
dirt or uncleanness covers you, you cannot make God unclean. Let Him turn to you, gaze at you, 
and make you whole.  
 
Dear God, sometimes my pain gets in the way of my relationship with You. Sometimes I am 
lonely, or isolated, I feel alone. Sometimes I doubt, or feel bitter, and tired. Sometimes I feel like I 
am not good enough for You. Help me to reach for You, to believe You, to trust You. God in 
heaven, please make me whole. In the name of Jesus, amen. 
  



How to Be Jesus to 52 People This Year 
Evana Sandusky 

 
Love must be sincere. Hate what is evil; cling to what is good. Be devoted to one another in love. 
Honor one another above yourselves. Never be lacking in zeal, but keep your spiritual fervor, 
serving the Lord. Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. Share with the Lord’s 
people who are in need. Practice hospitality. Romans 12: 9-13 (NIV) 
 
Several years ago, I was in a mood (and not a good one). Caring for a child with special and 
medical needs made me feel like I had nothing left to give to anyone else. So, I didn’t even try 
to do anything for anyone above the social norm. I didn’t go out of my way to really show my 
love to other people who were in need. I had a good excuse after all. My daughter took all my 
time, attention, and energy, which was a fact that no one close to me would deny. 
 
In my prayer time, God reminded how important it was to think of others no matter what your 
own situation was. God challenged me to do something for one person each week to show love 
to others. This challenge would not only provide encouragement for other people but also help 
me to be less focused on myself. There are needs all around us and people who need to know 
God cares. God needs people to show His care to others, and I felt He was calling me to practice 
this.  
 
So for the past few years, I have tried to do this very thing. I occasionally miss a week or two, 
but overall, I have stuck to the plan of encouraging or helping one person/organization a week.  
 
What have I done? Most of the time, I do little things like sending a text or an email to a friend. 
I may send a scripture or just let them know I’m thinking of them. I have sent cards (some 
anonymously) in the mail to widows, people recovering from an illness, someone I haven’t 
talked to in a while, or someone who serves in ministry.  
 
I have given things away. I have donated clothes or blankets to families in need that I come 
across. I have made meals for families with a sick or an injured loved one. I have donated my 
time or money to various organizations too.  
 
I have done some random things. I have left a more than typical tip for a hard-working waitress. 
I have left a small snack in the mailbox for the mailman. You get the idea. I did many things. 
Some were at no cost to me and others were not. 
 
I do not share this challenge I have been doing with you to brag on myself. Instead, I would like 
to extend this challenge to you. Will you be willing to go beyond yourself and reach out to one 
person a week this year? You can be Jesus to 52 people this year by completing small or large 
acts. Ask God to show you a person or organization to help every week, and I believe He will 
put something on your heart. I have never run out of ideas since I have started.  
 



If you are struggling with self-pity or feeling exhausted as a caregiver, then I especially pray that 
you will consider doing this. You may feel empty now, but the love going out of you in service 
will fill you back up to do your care giving even better. Your act may just be the hope that 
someone needed.  
 
God, help us to honor and love people around us. Even when we are busy with our children and 
our lives, help us to remember to put others first. Give us Your heart for loving people and show 
us ways to do that. In Jesus’ name, amen! 

  



Rest in the Wilderness 
Jonathan McGuire 

 
When Ahab got home, he told Jezebel everything Elijah had done, including the way he had 
killed all the prophets of Baal. So Jezebel sent this message to Elijah: “May the gods strike me 
and even kill me if by this time tomorrow I have not killed you just as you killed them.” 

Elijah was afraid and fled for his life. He went to Beersheba, a town in Judah, and he left his 
servant there. Then he went on alone into the wilderness, traveling all day. He sat down under a 
solitary broom tree and prayed that he might die. “I have had enough, Lord,” he said. “Take my 
life, for I am no better than my ancestors who have already died.” 

Then he lay down and slept under the broom tree. But as he was sleeping, an angel touched him 
and told him, “Get up and eat!” He looked around and there beside his head was some bread 
baked on hot stones and a jar of water! So he ate and drank and lay down again. 

Then the angel of the Lord came again and touched him and said, “Get up and eat some more, 
or the journey ahead will be too much for you.” 

So he got up and ate and drank, and the food gave him enough strength to travel forty days and 
forty nights to Mount Sinai, the mountain of God. 1 Kings 19:1-8 (NLT) 

 
Do you ever feel like you are running on fumes? Are there days that making one more 
specialized meal, taking your child to one more therapy session or attending one more IEP 
meeting just overwhelms you? What do you do with this?  
  
Elijah was a prophet of the God of Israel. In 1 Kings 18, he had this incredible experience where 
he challenged King Ahab and the 450 prophets of Baal to an epic contest against the Lord of 
Israel. Through his obedience, the Lord of Israel completely showed His supremacy over Baal. 
As a result, Elijah had the 450 prophets of Baal killed. 
 
King Ahab went back and told Jezebel, his wife, what happened and that her prophets of Baal 
were killed. Jezebel became angry and she sent a message to Elijah threatening to kill him. 
 
Elijah fled to the wilderness for his life and eventually laid under a broom tree, asking God to 
just let him die. God didn’t respond with, “What’s the matter? Where’s your faith? Did you see 
what I just did back there? I lit that place up! Not to mention that huge storm I brought when 
there wasn’t a cloud in sight! Now let’s get back at it, you’ve got a big trip ahead of you.”   
 
Instead, God sent an angel who provided food and water and encouraged Elijah to get up to eat 
and drink between resting periods, so he would be well rested and ready for the journey ahead.  
 



Questions for reflection: 
1. What aspects of Elijah’s story resonate with you? Did God criticize Elijah for resting? 
2. How do you respond to others when you see they need to rest? 
3. How do you respond to yourself when you need rest? 

 
Dear mom and dad, it is a long road ahead of you. There will be days when you feel like giving 
up and maybe like crawling under a bush to die. Allow yourself to rest, eat and drink or the 
journey ahead will be too much for you.  
 
Father, only You can sustain me for the journey ahead. I ask that You will help me to take time 
to rest, that You will restore my soul, bring energy to my body and draw me close to You. In 
Jesus’ name, amen.  
 
 
  



Embracing This Special Life 
Jenn Soehnlin 

 
There is a time for everything… A time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing. 
Ecclesiastes 3:1, 5 (NIV) 
 
One early summer day, my husband suggested we take the boys on a vacation to the beach. 
Inside, I cringed. It sounded terrible. I envisioned chasing two little boys, ages two and four, 
both with speech and gross motor delays and sensory processing disorder around a beach. Oh 
yeah, and they both freak out if they get water in their faces. Did my dear husband realize 
there’d be a lot of water to get in little faces at the beach and the pool? 
 
I thought he was crazy and I told him so. But I also told him he worked hard for our family, and 
if this is what he wanted to do with his hard-earned money, then I’d honor it. I would be a good 
submissive wife and all that jazz.  
 
But, praise the Lord, it was a glorious vacation! The boys had a blast. Never had we seen such 
excitement on those little faces. “Where are we going?” my husband would ask the boys, as we 
would put on swimsuits and gather our towels and sand toys for some time on the beach and at 
the pool. “Da beee!” my four-year-old son would exclaim, wiggling, and doing his awkward yet 
charming interpretation of swimming strokes. This child, who used to be terrified of water, was 
by the end of our vacation jumping into the pool into his daddy’s arms. And my younger son, 
who had just celebrated his second birthday added three new words to his sparse vocabulary 
and learned to accept water splashed into his face without a meltdown, huge victories in our 
book. Huge. 
 
My husband and I marveled at the excitement. We hadn’t experienced such joy in a long time. 
We knew this was a gift from God. An opportunity to enjoy our family, the progress our children 
were making with all the hard work and the never-ending therapies we were doing. A time to 
just rest and be a family.  
 
On the last day of our trip, the thought of packing up our belongings and heading back to our 
house and the appointments and the mountain of laundry gave me a panic attack. Seriously. 
My chest felt tight and my heart pounded. Tears streamed down my face and I couldn’t catch 
my breath. My husband suggested I go out to the beach and spend some time by myself and I 
went gladly, eager to process this overwhelming anxiety with God.  
 
I listened to the waves crash on the shore, tasted my warm salty tears. I didn’t even know what 
to pray about. I’d been hearing silence from God for the past year or so and expected more of 
the same. 
 
Never have I been so grateful to be proven wrong. He whispered one word that broke the 
silence and banished the anxiety and the grief that had gripped my heart for so long.  
 



Embrace.  
 
Embrace what? I wondered. And for the next hour or so, God revealed area after area of my life 
that I needed to embrace. I wish I had written it at all down at the time, but I don’t think my 
pen would have flown across the pages fast enough. I was convicted. Encouraged. Loved by the 
God of the universe.   
 
He would gently remind me of something I needed to embrace fully in my life. Something that I 
needed to not only accept but cherish. My role as a mother. My husband. My children. Their 
diagnoses. Their progress. Their personalities. This special-needs journey. Myself. And most 
importantly, God. My perspective was transformed to the Biblical, rather than the worldly way 
of doing things that I’d been trying to do unsuccessfully for years.  
 
I don’t know how long I spent on the beach, anxious thoughts stilling, transformation unfolding 
in my heart. A couple hours. I probably could have spent longer, but it started to rain and I 
headed toward our lovely beach condo, to where my family was waiting to greet me, to my 
renewed purpose. For the first time in a long time, I felt alive and happy and at peace and eager 
to embrace and enjoy the many blessings and even the hard circumstances in my life knowing 
that God was by my side. 
 
What do you need to embrace this year? 
 
Dear Lord, I’m sorry for all the times I focus on the circumstances in my life, rather than focusing 
on You and all my blessings. Help me to let go of any bitterness, anxiety, and other negative 
emotions in my life. Open my eyes and my heart to see Your beauty and glory in the blessings 
and the circumstances in my life and to be thankful for them. Help me to embrace You and all 
the good things You have given to me. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 

  



Is It Settled in Your Soul? 
Donna McKenzie 

 
My soul, wait in silence for God only, for my hope is from him. He only is my rock and my 
salvation, my stronghold; I shall not be shaken. On God, my salvation, and my glory rest; The 
rock of my strength, my refuge is in God. Trust in him at all times, O people; pour out your heart 
before him; God is refuge for us. Selah. Psalm 62:5-8 (NASB) 
 
I glanced up at my friend as she sat down beside me at church. We are both moms and 
caregivers for our adult child with physical disabilities. I easily recognized the familiar look of 
fatigue in her eyes. She leaned over and whispered to me that it had been a long morning. She 
was, however, excited to make it to church, even if she was a little late. I gave her a knowing 
look and a big hug.  
 
Near the end of church service, we stood with the rest of the congregation to sing the final 
song. A unique version of “It Is Well” (You Make Me Brave - by Kristen DiMarco & Bethel 
Music). 
 
As we sang my thoughts went to my friend standing next to me. I thought about how much she 
has gone through in the past few years and additional challenges in the last few months. Yet 
despite it all, I heard her quietly sing these words to the song, “Through it all, through it all it is 
well ... It is well.” I knew it was not easy. 
 
I have been there, where you strain to sing the words. Wanting to believe it, holding onto the 
hope that it promises and yet still the internal struggle. Near the end of the song she leaned 
over to me and said, “You know, it is well doesn’t mean what people might think.” I gave her a 
little hug, I knew exactly what she meant!  
 
How do you explain to someone who may not comprehend how, in the midst of heartache and 
pain, that you REALLY can sing with passion, that it is in fact, Well with my soul?   
 
It is not a happiness or pretense that everything is great. More like you’re at peace in your 
spirit. That it is SETTLED IN YOUR SOUL!  
 
Settled in your soul. Knowing who God is. Trusting him for strength for each day. Understanding 
HE IS SOVEREIGN gives us hope. Hope not dependent on circumstances. An Eternal hope, 
where one day there will an end to all heartbreak, pain, illness, struggles, and death! 
 
When we know these things to be true in the very depth of our soul THEN we can say, yes even 
sing, “It is well with my soul.”  
 
Some days may be more difficult than others, but we can get to that place where it is settled in 
our souls no matter what!  
 



Well then, how do we, during extraordinary difficult situations, freely sing those words with a 
deep sense of peace that it is well with my soul? 
 
By surrendering constantly to Gods will. Believing he is God. Knowing he is in total control. 
Trusting in his faithfulness to keep his promises.  
 
Heavenly Father, thank you for giving us hope. Hope that does not disappoint. Hope that 
endures through it all. It is because of that hope that we find only in you that we are able to say 
it is Settled IN our souls! I pray that you will bring that peace that passes understanding to each 
of us today as we turn to you and fully trust you and your will. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen 
  



When a Teacher Show Christian Love 
Angela Parsley 

 
"A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one 
another. By this everyone will know that you are my disciples, if you love one another.”  
John 13:34-35 
 
I. was. done. 
 
I finally put in the notice that I was pulling my child out of his schooling situation in order to 
homeschool him. I just knew that they did not and could not love him the way that I do. They 
also were failing in helping him succeed. I was frustrated with the entire experience. 
 
Shortly after his teacher received this notice, she called me. She went on to tell me how much 
she enjoyed my son in her class. She went on with specifics as to how he contributed positively 
to the entire class. She then asked, "Would you reconsider?"  
 
I was thrown off by this. What?! How could someone care about an impulsive kid who has been 
threatened with suspension and caused a bunch of disruption? Especially in a class of nineteen 
other kids. 
 
I was finally able to have an open and honest dialogue with her about my concerns for him 
being there. The shame he felt with the color system of behavior, the ever-present threat of 
suspension, the problems with administration—I freely discussed all my woes with her.  
 
She listened. I cried. It is not often that you have another human being care this deeply for your 
child with special needs. Especially if you don't have an IEP.  
 
Instantly, that very day, she changed the color system for my son. She said the only purpose it 
had was to help these kids. If it wasn't working, she would change it. So she did. She gave him 
some alternative things which he loved. For the first time, he came home without that feeling 
of shame.  
 
She made provisions for me to be there in the classroom to observe and help. She told me to 
write those concerns up about administration and she would not let my son be looked at 
negatively because of my concerns. She made it truly easy and evident that I can work with her 
and express any concerns at any time.  
 
This great act of love, protection, and care was evidence of the love of Christ at work. That kind 
of love melts you. That kind of love is what the world needs. This love made me change my 
mind to let him remain with her.  
 
Christ loves us this way. He doesn't give up on us. He is at work even now in us to make us the 
best we can be in Christ. He does what is needed to form Christ-likeness in us. He loved us so 



greatly that it sent Him to the cross. He is the great rescuer and when we emulate Him to the 
watching world it changes things. I am thankful to experience this in my son's school through 
his teacher. 
 
Father, thank you for showing us a good example of love through yourself. Help us to love in this 
same way. Thank you for people who do show this evidence. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 
 
 
  



A Little Help, Please! 
Sarah McGuire 

 
While the people of Israel were still at Rephidim, the warriors of Amalek attacked them. Moses 
commanded Joshua, “Choose some men to go out and fight the army of Amalek for us. 
Tomorrow, I will stand at the top of the hill, holding the staff of God in my hand.” 

So Joshua did what Moses had commanded and fought the army of Amalek. Meanwhile, Moses, 
Aaron, and Hur climbed to the top of a nearby hill. As long as Moses held up the staff in his 
hand, the Israelites had the advantage. But whenever he dropped his hand, the Amalekites 
gained the advantage. Moses’ arms soon became so tired he could no longer hold them up. So 
Aaron and Hur found a stone for him to sit on. Then they stood on each side of Moses, holding 
up his hands. So his hands held steady until sunset. As a result, Joshua overwhelmed the army of 
Amalek in battle. 

After the victory, the Lord instructed Moses, “Write this down on a scroll as a permanent 
reminder, and read it aloud to Joshua: I will erase the memory of Amalek from under heaven.” 
Moses built an altar there and named it Yahweh-Nissi (which means “the Lord is my banner”). 
He said, “They have raised their fist against the Lord’s throne, so now the Lord will be at war 
with Amalek generation after generation.” Exodus 17: 8-16 NLT 

 
Have you ever been in a place where you just can't keep going? You want to, you know you 
need to, others are depending on you, but you are just too tired. You've given and given and 
now you are completely exhausted. This is the situation we find Moses in here in Exodus 17.  
 
The Amalekites have attacked. Joshua and the Israelite army are fighting a battle. Moses, as the 
leader for the Israelite people, has climbed to the top of a nearby hill with his brother Aaron 
and a man named Hur. As long as Moses holds "the staff of God" up in the air in his hand, the 
Israelite army would be winning the battle, when it dropped, the Amalekites would gain the 
advantage. "Moses' arms soon became so tired he could no longer hold them up. So Aaron and 
Hur found a stone for him to sit on. Then they stood on each side of Moses, holding up his 
hands so his hands held steady until sunset. As a result, Joshua overwhelmed the army of 
Amalek in battle." 
 
Moses knew the stakes, if he didn't continue to do his role of holding the staff, the Israelite 
army would lose the battle. Lives were at risk. If he faltered, people would die. You too have a 
critical role—mom, dad, caregiver, advocate, intermediary, decision-maker, shelter, security, 
guide, teacher, and nurse. If you falter, your child's life or welfare may be at risk. The stakes are 
high. You know the pressures, I don't have to tell you about them.  
 
Reflection Questions: 



1. Do you have an Aaron and Hur in your life who help when you need it? 
2. Do you share (gently) with others that you need help or try to do everything on your 

own? 
3. Do you accept help from others when it is offered? Why or why not? 
4. What type of help do you most need – practical tasks, prayer, a listening ear? Who can 

you approach to be your Aaron and Hur? (It may be different people for different types 
of tasks.) 

 
Lord, the needs of my family are so great and beyond my ability meet. I'm tired, worn and can't 
do it all by myself. Please send an Aaron and Hur into my life to help hold me up and make it so I 
can continue on in this very important role you have given me parenting my dear child(ren). In 
Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
 
  



My Sins Are Covered 
Wendy Heyn 

 
[Jesus] said to the paralyzed man, "Son, your sins are forgiven." Mark 2:5 (NIV) 
 
You are probably familiar with Jesus’ miraculous healing of the paralyzed man. A group of 
friends lowered their paralyzed friend through the roof of a building so that Jesus could heal 
him.   
 
In the past decade, as I have raised my son who cannot walk, this is a story that I haven’t spent 
a lot of time studying. Recently, as I picked my daughter, Miriam, up from preschool her 
teacher mentioned to me that this was the story that the children had learned that day. She 
said that the preschoolers were asking about Miriam’s brother who cannot walk. They asked all 
sorts of questions and Miriam had the chance to answer them. It was a sweet story of how my 
little daughter was already a beautiful advocate for her big brother. 
 
As that day and week wore on, I couldn’t stop thinking of the man who Jesus had healed. I kept 
thinking of all the ways that my Liam’s disabilities help to share the gospel and how God uses 
my son in such beautiful ways. When I thought of these things it was with the underlying wish 
that no matter the great purpose that God may be achieving through my boy, I want Liam to be 
healed here on earth. I thought about how the paralyzed man stood and carried his mat away 
and I envisioned my Liam standing and walking too. 
 
The story was on my heart for days. I went to it in my Bible time and reread it. What came to 
my attention was that the man’s earthly healing was important and showed Jesus’ power, but 
that wasn’t the amazing part of the story. The most amazing part of the story was when Jesus 
said, “Son, your sins are forgiven.” Mark 2: 10-12 says, "But I want you to know that the Son of 
Man has authority on earth to forgive sins.' So he said to the man, 'I tell you, get up, take your 
mat and go home.' He got up, took his mat and walked out." This clarifies that the earthly 
healing was to show those who doubted that Jesus was not a mere man. He was a man with 
authority to heal the body, but more importantly the soul.  
 
This hymn verse was a part of our Sunday worship and with this story still on my mind, I 
thought it had profound meaning.  
 
When He shall come with trumpet sound, 
Oh, may I then in Him be found, 
Clothed in His righteousness alone, 
Faultless to stand before the throne! 
On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 
"My Hope Is Built on Nothing Less," Edward Mote, 1834 
 
 



As I sang those words, I thought of the miracle that we are truly clothed in Jesus’ 
righteousness. When God looks at me he doesn’t see my disobedience, my mistrust, my lack of 
patience, or my many other sins. God sees the perfection of his son. Through faith, I am 
wearing a robe of righteousness that Jesus gave to me by his death on the cross. The same is 
true for you. THIS is what Jesus was telling the paralyzed man in the story. “Son (daughter), 
your sins are forgiven.” Jesus gave the man his most dire need—not the need to walk, but 
forgiveness of sins. 
 
The paralyzed man had the same need that each of us has. Forgiveness of sins is what we each 
need the most. As the mom of a child who cannot do so many things, I was so focused on the 
man’s paralysis and healing. My own earthly desires for my son almost had me missing the 
point of this story. "Son, your sins are forgiven."  
 
I pray that as we head into the Lenten season in the next few weeks, God gives me a heart of 
faith that I can focus on this truth and walk in his grace. I pray that he does the same for you. 
 
Heavenly Father, Thank you for your son. Because of him, you see only perfection when you look 
at me. Please help me to focus on you and living as your forgiven child. Help me to keep an 
eternal outlook—remembering that glorifying you in my life is far better than any earthly 
comfort and health. Lord, thank you for the promise of an eternity in heaven with you. In Jesus’ 
name, amen. 
 
  



Are We Really Broken? 
Beth Clay 

 
The definition of the word “broken” according to the Merriam-Webster Dictionary. is in part as 
follows: 
 
 1. violently separated into parts 
 2. damaged or altered by, as if by breaking, such as: 
   a. having undergone or been subject to a fracture   
   b. not working properly 
 
I have thought before, this is all ruined, it's unrecognizable, it's broken. I have worried and 
wondered; how do we possibly make this work? how do we move forward? Often I have stood 
at a point in my life where all I could say was "Dear God, why?" 
 
We don't like broken things. They are not useful or pretty, they are not easy to live through or 
easy to live with. I have looked at things and circumstances and had thoughts of, "There is 
nothing left," and "This is useless." 
 
As a parent of a child severely impacted by his disability I have a front row seat for viewing 
societies reaction to their perceived brokenness of my son. They don't always use words, it's 
most often displayed in lack of desire to accommodate and non-existent services. That 
sentiment of being what Merriam-Webster and the rest of the world define as "not working 
properly," that sentiment is a little tough to swallow when it comes to my son. I don't see him 
as broken, more importantly, God doesn't see him as broken. Unfortunately, we exist in a world 
that does.  
 
The Bible speaks of brokenness, and great comfort can be found in verses like the following: 
 
The LORD is near to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.  
(Psalm 34:18 ESV) 
 
Verse 20 continues on to say this: "He protects all His bones, not one of them will be broken." 
 
He heals the brokenhearted And binds up their wounds. (Psalm 147:3 ESV) 
 
There is beauty in the brokenness. When we are willing to follow God, He shines through those 
broken pieces: “While he was in Bethany, reclining at the table in the home of Simon the Leper, 
a woman came with an alabaster jar of very expensive perfume, made of pure nard. She broke 
the jar and poured the perfume on his head” (Mark 14:3 NIV). 
 
Sometimes it takes the worldly breaking of something lovely, something cherished, to see the 
love of God shine. I have spent a great deal of time with the word and idea of broken. My 
children have brought me tear-soaked broken; toys, projects, and dreams, to attempt to repair. 



We have taken many trips to the doctor for broken bones. I have lived through promises 
broken that were vowed to never be.  
 
I stand here today, BROKEN by almost every definition of the word, just as God intended.  
 
I don't stand alone.  
 
Sometimes, as with our children, we have no choice in our perceived "brokenness." The reality 
is, we and they, are only "broken" by the world's standards. They work beautifully in their 
brokenness for the purpose to which they were created. We just don't always see it. 
 
As I read some words of another mom, where she expressed her heartfelt belief that God did 
not create her child with a disability but allowed it to occur during their development, I was 
struck by her notion that God wouldn't create anything that isn't perfect, but He would allow it 
to be "broken." 
 
Psalm 139:16 says, "Your eyes saw my unformed body; all the days ordained for me were 
written in your book before one of them came to be." 
 
Worldly brokenness is that thing that pulls us, that keeps us tethered closely to God. We need 
it. It is what he wants from us, it's why He sent his Son, and it's what He created us for.  
 
We are only violently separated into parts, we are only damaged, when we REFUSE to break 
and be broken, that is when we cease to work properly.  
 
We are God's workmanship, created in Christ Jesus to do good works...(Ephesians 2:10 NIV) 
 
We are not broken, not really.  
 
Dear heavenly Father, You have known us from before we ever were. You know what we need to 
fulfill Your purposes in this life. God, we pray that we are willing to break. That in our obedience 
to Your will the light of Your love will shine through the brokenness of our existence. In Jesus’ 
name, amen 
  



God Shows Up 
Amanda Furbeck 

 
A single day in your courts is better than a thousand anywhere else! I would rather be a 
gatekeeper in the house of my God than live the good life in the homes of the wicked. Psalm 
84:10 (NLT) 
 
It's a struggle to get everyone sufficiently clothed on Sunday morning. And matching is 
definitely optional these days. Cleanliness is relative. And it doesn't really matter if the shoes 
are on the right feet or the pants are facing in the right direction. Just so long as the important 
parts are covered and the outfit is somewhat seasonably effective. I have to choose my battles 
here, and clothing is just not one of them. A healthy breakfast? I guess cookies are close enough 
to donuts which are a decent substitute for cereal, right? Well, it's ok for one day. Of course, by 
the time we get everyone loaded up and into church, we're all exhausted from fighting the 
battles that really are critical. Clothing is pretty much required in all 50 states, at least the last 
time I checked. 
 
And then there is the dread of Sunday school—my dread, not my children's. Will the regular 
teacher be there? Will they actually keep my child from wandering out of the classroom? It's 
happened before. Will they treat those over-stimulated meltdowns gently, with respect? Will 
they understand the verbal stimming or the food hoarding at snack time? Do they understand 
the foster care rules about Facebook pictures and privacy matters? By the time I get to the 
sanctuary for the service, I am pretty well spent. I'm trying to get my heart and mind prepared 
to listen to the sermon, but people are asking me inappropriate questions about some of my 
adopted children. "I'm not at liberty to say," I respond as gently as I can muster. The questions 
don't stop. And neither do the curious stares. Some days, even worship is exhausting, and I am 
relieved when a friend knowingly diverts the conversation to my pet chickens. Chickens are 
such a great escape when the conversation gets a little too personal. It's easier to let them 
think I'm a crazy chicken lady than to argue about not wanting to disclose information that 
really isn't theirs to know. Chickens don't judge, I think. It probably would have been easier to 
just stay home. 
 
But church isn't supposed to feel like this. King David wrote in the psalms about worship. He 
said, “How lovely is your dwelling place, O LORD of Heaven’s Armies. I long, yes, I faint with 
longing to enter the courts of the LORD. With my whole being, body, and soul, I will shout 
joyfully to the living God. Even the sparrow finds a home, and the swallow builds her nest and 
raises her young at a place near your altar, O LORD of Heaven’s Armies, my King and my God! 
What joy for those who can live in your house, always singing your praises” (Psalm 84:1-4, NLT).  
In the Old Testament, God would come and rest on the tabernacle, the place of worship, in the 
form of a pillar of fire or a cloud of smoke. His presence so real, so tangible, I think the 
worshippers could smell the smoke heavy in the air, feel the warmth of His presence. A 
presence so real that even the sparrows longed to be there. The psalmist writes that just one 
day in God's presence at the tabernacle is better than a thousand days anywhere else. The love, 
the hope, the healing presence of God was unmistakable because God, in His glory, showed up. 



What if the presence of God was just as real today? What if we could physically feel God in our 
midst, smell the aroma of His closeness like the heavy floral perfume of the lady in the next 
pew? If we could sense God so strongly, wouldn't the struggle and hard work of getting to 
church pale in comparison to being with Him? Wouldn't we be less focused on all of life's 
challenges and more focused on getting to know God Himself if we could just know for sure 
that He was there? 
 
Jesus tells us that wherever two or three are gathered in His name, He is there. The loving, 
healing, hope-instilling presence of God is just as real, just as close, just as powerful today as it 
was in the manifestation of God hovering over the tabernacle in the wilderness. This is why we 
come to church. Not because Sunday School is the perfect haven for our kids with extra needs, 
not because it's free of challenges, or even free of nosy folks. We come because God is there 
and it is so good to be in His presence. Neither God's availability nor His presence is in question. 
We don't have to wish or hope or wonder if He's there. We don't have to be perfect or even 
worshipful to get God to come near. No matter what we've faced, what challenges we had to 
overcome to get there, no matter if our children are clean, or well-fed, or even wearing 
mismatched socks, no matter what other people do or say when we arrive. When we come to 
worship, God shows up. 
 
Dear God, coming to You is a hard journey, each and every time. Help me to remember that 
church is a time when Your people come to be together with You. Please make me keenly aware 
of Your Presence as I come to worship You. Pour out Your Spirit on me and work in me so that I 
am forever changed by being in Your Holy Presence on this day and every day. In Jesus’ name, 
amen. 

 
  



Embracing Your Child’s Heart 
Jenn Soehnlin 

 
For the first five years of my older son's life I constantly worried about his development and 
analyzed how far behind he was his peers. I continually compared him to other children, even 
children years younger than him, and with jealousy I watched them do effortlessly what we’d 
been working on for months and years in therapy. I left many play dates just to go cry in the 
car. I was so focused on my son’s development, his outward appearance, I wasn’t enjoying 
being his mom, I wasn’t enjoying who my son truly was.  
 
And as for my younger son, I found it very easy to focus not so much on his delays but his 
anxiety and strong-willed nature, and how I wish he had neither. I found myself at the end of 
my rope dealing with the therapies and supplements for both kiddos and then the strong-willed 
antics and tantrums and defiance of my younger son. I resented his strong-willed personality 
with all the other stuff I was dealing with. I wanted him to be calmer like his brother. More 
obedient. Less anxious.  
 
And then I read the verse: “But the Lord said to Samuel, ‘Do not consider his appearance or his 
height, for I have rejected him. The Lord does not look at the things man looks at. Man looks at 
the outward appearance, but the Lord looks at the heart.’” Oh, how this verse convicted me. I 
was so focused on my children's development and behavior (outward appearance) I wasn't 
seeing their hearts.  
 
This verse then encouraged me to love and embrace my children for who they are. Once I 
started looking at my older son’s heart rather than his development and skills, I found so much 
to be thankful for, so much to nurture in him. For the first time in a long time, I truly just 
enjoyed being his mother and enjoyed spending time with him. I enjoyed his snuggles he 
reserved for anyone who showed him love and attention and how he would get so excited 
every time he saw a baby and run over to gently stroke them. Oh, you should have seen the 
sheer delight on his face when he discovered twins!  
 
And as for my younger son, once I started to really embrace his heart, I stopped seeing simply 
the outward behavior but what his little heart was aching for. He wanted a little more attention 
from his frazzled mama. A little more structure in our days, since each day’s schedule was 
different with our appointments and errands. And once I started getting more intentional about 
giving him some undivided attention and a little bit more structure in our schedule, about 
encouraging him whenever he did something I was proud of or when he was obedient, rather 
than just constantly correcting the negative behavior, my resentment faded away and the 
anxiety and the behaviors that were driving me insane stabilized to a more manageable level. 
We began to have a lot more fun together.  
 
By striving to look at my children's' hearts, their personality, their passions, I'm finding joy and 
purpose in my parenting.  
 



Dear LORD, help me to see my child for who you created them to be, and to see their heart the 
way you do. Help me to not compare my child to others, but focus on nurturing my child’s heart, 
skills, passions and personality. Help me to remember my child is fearfully and wonderfully 
made, and you love him/her more than I do. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
  



Lost 
Kimberly M. Drew 

 
But he knows the way that I take; when he has tried me, I shall come out as gold. My foot has 
held fast to his steps; I have kept his way and have not turned aside. Job 23:10-11 (ESV) 
 
We had an unexpectedly warm and beautiful day here last week and my husband also got an 
unexpected day off. Neither of us could imagine staying inside, so we decided to go on a hike. 
The Appalachian Trail is a just a short drive from our house. We grabbed the baby carrier/hiking 
pack and headed out. About an hour into the trip I suddenly realized I had absolutely no idea 
where we were, but since the trail is pretty beaten down I was quite positive that I knew where 
I was going. Much to my surprise, my husband told me I was headed in the wrong direction. 
 
"What are you talking about? Look at the path, it's right here in front of me?" I said. 
 
To which he replied, "Look up, you're missing all the trail markers ... they mark the path and it 
turns and goes over there," pointing in the opposite direction I was headed.  
 
We both laughed, but then it occurred to me that had I been out hiking with someone who 
didn't know that, I would have very confidently lost them in the middle of hundreds of acres of 
forest. I have a friend whose father is a ranger, and they get calls from time to time from 
frightened, inexperienced hikers who have lost their way. The markers along the trail are 
painted onto trees and rocks and are in plain sight, but I wasn't looking for them. My head was 
down watching each step and rock and occasionally looking up to admire the view.  
 
I'm sure this analogy isn't lost on you. Sometimes I am so absorbed in the care of my child that 
my spirit is head-down examining every step. I occasionally look up to admire life and then get 
back to business. If I'm not careful, I can forget to look up and follow the markers. God's word is 
FULL of markers. It keeps us safe from all kinds of evil and unseen dangers that come from 
giving into temptation, and it directs us toward HIS steps. Job reminds us in 23:10-11 that we 
are sometimes tried and refined as we follow him in obedience. Psalm 119:105 says, "Your 
word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path." Time in God's Word is the trail blaze that tells 
us how to follow him. Jesus himself tells us what this requires in Matthew 16:24, "Then Jesus 
told his disciples, 'If anyone would come after me, let him deny himself and take up his cross 
and follow me.’" 
 
I'm reminded this week not to focus so intently on the needs and demands of my children, that 
I completely miss the mark as to where God is asking me to go. Raising our special children is 
just another opportunity to look to Christ to lead us in each and every step of this journey. 
Holding fast to verses like Psalm 119:165, "Great peace have those who love your law; nothing 
can make them stumble," helps us to deny ourselves and take up our cross to follow Him.  
 
It was a spectacular view at the top. I'm thrilled had my husband to laugh with me and keep me 



on the right path so that I could enjoy it. I'm not sure being lost and alone in the middle of a 
forest could even compare to what we saw.  
 
Father God, help me to surround myself with people who consistently point me to you. Keep me 
in your Word and direct my steps as I follow you. Give me the strength to deny myself and to 
take up my cross. I'm grateful that you promise great peace to those who love your law. In 
Jesus’ name, amen.  
  



But God 
Tammie Hefty 

 
Who has measured the waters in the hollow of his hand and marked off the heavens with a 
span, enclosed the dust of the earth in a measure, and weighed the mountains in scales and the 
hills in a balance? Isaiah 40:12 NRSV 

Isn’t it odd when a verse continues to show up in your daily life? Especially when it’s not your 
typical verse. John 3:16, Jeremiah 29:11, Psalm 139, Proverbs 31 ... these tend to be nice 
reminders to me, but I’m used to them. They don’t stand out as uniquely as they once did. 

But three times in the past week, Isaiah 40:12 has been thrown at me. Our sermon, my daily 
devotional, and a share on Instagram. That’s when I sit up and take notice, because I know that 
God is speaking to me. What does He want to tell me? “I am bigger than you can even fathom, 
child.” 

Have you ever tried to scoop water in your hands? It is frustrating, especially when I am thirsty 
and just need to lap up that life-giving liquid. It seeps through the holes between my fingers 
and the “hallows” of my hands cannot contain enough to bring me refreshment. 

But God, GOD can hold all the water on earth in the hallowed cups of His hands.  

My family lives in the high desert of Northern Nevada. I never knew dust could collect in pools 
within my window sills. We see the wind blow dust in from miles and miles away on a blustery 
day. And that’s just Northern Nevada! That’s not the deserts of Death Valley or even the 
remote edges of Africa! 

But God, GOD has enclosed all of the dust on earth into a measure. His own little measuring 
cup. 

My family is nestled among the Sierra Nevada mountain range. When we drive anywhere, we 
are typically climbing up, descending from, or driving around a massive composite of rock and 
minerals. They are MASSIVE. They are BREATHTAKING. They are INCONCEIVABLE.  

But God, GOD has set the mountains on a celestial balance and weighed them according to His 
constructed plan. Only He could ever topple or move a mountain. 

So, what does God want to tell me with this special verse? He is sovereign over all. He is the 
Creator and owner of everything I see around me. He is bigger than I can even imagine in my 
tiny, human brain. I have nothing to fear because He is in control. 

Father God, thank You for Your Word! Thank You for sending me messages to remind me of 
Your faithfulness, sovereignty and love. Thank You for never leaving me. Your works are 
astounding, and I look to them as a reminder that no matter how difficult my struggles may be, 
You are mighty and always by my side. In Jesus’ name, amen. 



Making All Things New 
Cathy Porter 

He who was seated on the throne said, “I am making everything new!” Rev 21:5 (NIV) 
 
I just love it when I have to go shopping for new clothes for my kids, it means they’ve grown! 
Growing is a daily miracle, and to me the need for new clothes to be chosen feels like reason to 
celebrate. Of course, “new” is always an adjustment as well as a celebration, new clothes 
included. They can feel uncomfortable, even intolerable for a long time. At times my kids will 
persist in wearing the old, comfortable, familiar clothes well after they have become too short 
or tight simply because newness can be so daunting.  
 
Newness can be hard to visualize and imagine. And our God is in the business of making all 
things new! As I write today snow has been falling on the cold ground half covering the first 
hints of Spring. The crocuses and snowdrops stand bravely in the snow as reminders of what is 
about to come. As, unseen, beneath the cold, snow covered ground, new shoots are growing 
ever nearer to the surface ready to erupt in color as spring finally arrives. Always expected and 
hoped for, but always a surprise of color and fragrance and sudden warmth.  
 
The faithful changing of the seasons, the sometimes fought for growth of our kids both speak of 
God’s longing to make us new. Our belonging in him is an eternal adventure of growth and 
change as we experience and understand more and yet more of his love and his purpose for us 
and for his creation. This adventure of growth and change will I’m sure sometimes feel like it is 
fought for against all odds. There are times when it feels as though everything blocks our way. 
There are also times when we cling to the familiar because life is scary and challenging enough. 
Yet it is also true that unseen, beneath the surface, new shoots are always growing. God’s 
promise of the Holy Spirit means we have the same power at work within us that raised Jesus 
from the dead! At work within us so that we will grow up into Christlikeness, every day that 
little bit nearer to the surprising, full technicolor newness and multi-sensory glory of heaven. 
 
“There has never been the slightest doubt in my mind that the God who started this great work 
in you would keep at it and bring it to a flourishing finish on the very day Christ Jesus appears” 
(Phil 1:6 MSG). 
 
God, hold on to me when my growth in faith is a battle. Show me glimpses of your glory bursting 
into my every-day as I take each next, small and sometimes painful step in this eternal 
adventure with you. I reach out to you, in faith I hold on to all I know already of your love and 
purpose for me and I dare to grow as you lead me on. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 



Beyond the Pain 
Evana Sandusky 

And just as they were telling about it, Jesus himself was suddenly standing there among them. 
“Peace be with you,” he said. But the whole group was startled and frightened, thinking they 
were seeing a ghost! 

“Why are you frightened?” he asked. “Why are your hearts filled with doubt? Look at my hands. 
Look at my feet. You can see that it’s really me. Touch me and make sure that I am not a ghost, 
because ghosts don’t have bodies, as you see that I do.” Luke 24:36-39 (NLT) 

 
The resurrection of Jesus is THE promise of hope and eternal life. Jesus conquered death and 
showed all things can be defeated. When Jesus returned to see his disciples, he didn’t talk 
about how horrible his death was. He didn’t carry on about the pain he went through nor did he 
go into details about everything he had endured. Jesus didn’t hold grudges against those who 
abandoned him when he needed help the most. I need to be more like Jesus! 
 
Over the years, I have gone through many life-threatening situations with my daughter who has 
a complex medical history. When my daughter is discharged from the hospital, I should be 
happy that she has conquered another illness. But, I’m not. 
 
I struggle. I tend to focus on the bad things that happened to her. I pull away from people who 
didn’t reach out to us when we needed support. I’m inclined to be negative in my thinking after 
the hospital as I am mentally and physically exhausted. My mind replays some of the scares we 
had. I give God glory for helping my child survive, but there’s a part that’s still troubled. 
I look at the bruises all over my daughter’s arms from the IV pokes, and I am reminded of her 
pain. I see scars from surgeries and central lines, and I tend to feel sadness. She’s had to suffer 
so much in her life. It doesn’t seem fair. On the other hand, Jesus showed his scars to prove to 
his identity and victory.  
 
I have a hard time seeing these illnesses and surgeries as victories, but they are. She is still alive. 
She still has breath in her lungs. I need to focus on the ending of her story where we leave the 
hospital together as a family again. After all, Jesus knew the part that was important…the 
victory! 
 
Dear God, Jesus set a great example for many aspects of my life. Help me to respond to my 
child’s pain and suffering with the grace and outlook that He did. Change my perspective so I 
can see things through an eternal lens. Let me find joy in the victorious moments and not focus 
on the painful ones. In Jesus’ name, amen.  
 
 
  



The Dreaded Call 
Angela Parsley 

 
I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. Wonderful are your works; my soul knows 
it very well. Psalm 139:14 
 
"Mrs. Parsley, do you have a minute to talk about your son?" 
 
It was the call that I dreaded. I tried to live in denial of this truth, but it was lurking quietly 
around the corner waiting to confront me. I watched this six-year-old boy for three years now 
struggle to sit still, even for a second. Then there was the constant distractibility that we battled 
daily. I wondered if this would ever end thinking, "Maybe he will grow out of it?" 
 
I wondered if he truly understood what I was requesting or was blatantly disobedient. This is 
something we as parents battle when our kids have special needs like SPD, autism, or ADHD. 
We wonder if they are disobedient or having difficulty comprehending or something else 
altogether. 
 
Most children want to please adults, so most children generally want to be obedient. This boy 
had such a tender heart and desire to please us, but there was a disconnect. It seemed there 
were things he did not understand or maybe it was that he forgot too quickly. 
 
But then the call came that crushed my heart. I knew I was dealing with another child in the 
special-needs realm. I already knew it deep in my heart, but I was hoping my denial would keep 
it covered, at least for a while. Now that others are seeing it as well it is time that I deal with it 
and not feel ashamed. 
 
Psalm 139:13 says, "For you formed my inward parts; you knitted me together in my mother's 
womb." I must believe these truths. You see when my first child ended up with special needs, 
which were not discovered truly until she was around his age, I felt much shame. I felt like it 
was my fault. 
 
 I tortured myself with thoughts like: 

• Maybe I did something wrong during pregnancy? 
• Maybe I ate the wrong things? 
• Maybe I should not have gotten the vaccinations? 
• Maybe she has this because my body was ill when she was birthed? 

 
But this son of mine was adopted. And these verses reminded me that just like it was not my 
fault, it also was not his birth mother's fault, because God is sovereign. God knits us together in 
our mothers’ wombs. God makes us fearfully and wonderfully. When we have a special need, 
that makes us different, it does not make us less, because the God of the universe who created 
all things knit us together. We did not have to live but He chose to give us life. He is the one 
who gives us breathe so if we are here breathing we have a purpose for His glory. 



My prayer today is that we remember this through the many difficulties we face in this present 
age. May we also remember that this present age is temporary. Sooner than we can imagine it 
will all be gone, and we will have eternity in heaven where there is no sin and all wrong things 
will be made right. While we wait for that we can trust He has things under control. 
 
Father, thank You that we are fearfully and wonderfully made. Thank You that You are in 
control! Help us to trust You in all things. Remind us of what truly matters. Keep our eyes fixed 
on You. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 
 
  



When People Say “I Don’t Know How You Do It” 
Ann Gapinski 

 
The Lord is the source of all my righteousness and strength. Isaiah 45:24a (NLT) 
 
Imagine one of your recent worst days. 
 
Maybe you’ve been to the doctor with your child a few times this week, the washer just died, 
one of the two old cars you own just got a flat tire, and you are not feeling well either. Yet, you 
are taking it all in stride. You know that the only reason that you are even able to somewhat 
function right now is because of God in your life. It’s the prayers for wisdom, patience, and 
comfort that only He can give. It’s the reading of your Bible for discernment and reassurance of 
God’s goodness in your life. It’s trusting God with everything going on. It’s faith that He loves 
you no matter what, and even though you don’t understand why your world seems to be 
crashing in all around you, know He’s using even this situation for your good and His glory.  
 
It’s at this time when you hear statements of how awesome you are. I always feel a bit 
uncomfortable with those comments for two reasons. 
 
The first is that I am conflicted between the selfish side of me wanting to hear those 
statements, because of the desire to get some recognition for all that I am doing, and the fear 
that I will become proud and take all of the credit. 
 
The second reason is that I want to give God the glory, but I often give some weak response 
instead.  
 
God has given us such a remarkable opportunity to share our hope, especially when He is in the 
trenches with us. Because of that I have made an effort to think about how I can respond to 
those comments before they even come. Sometimes a simple recognition of God’s handiwork is 
all that is needed, but other times much more is called for. Sometimes it will be those very 
statements that can be the door to telling someone of the greatest love ever. I pray that the 
next time someone says those words to me, I won't offer some self-focused response without 
giving credit where credit is due.  
 
Lord, help me to give You all of the glory when people think I am doing this hard stuff on my 
own. Help me to boast only of You and share of your great love. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
  



You Are Worth It 
Emily Krill 

 
Are not five sparrows sold for two pennies? Yet not one of them is forgotten by God. Indeed, the 
very hairs of your head are all numbered. Don’t be afraid; you are worth more than many 
sparrows. Luke 12:6-7 (NIV) 
 
Last week I got a song stuck in my head that is not the type of song I normally listen to. It was 
one of those songs that (I think) is supposed to empower women, but if you actually listen to 
the words or watch the music video, you get a totally different message. 
 
But here I am, a full week later, still stuck with this wretched song in my head. I keep hearing 
"Give it to me, I'm worth it" over, and over, and OVER again in my head. I don't know any other 
words in the song except those, so I keep hearing this seven-word-mantra day in and day out. 
After the first forty-eight hours I started actually thinking: What do I want given to me? What 
am I worth? Do those words carry any meaning in my life? 
 
I am a mom and, by nature, a caretaker. On a daily basis I make it a point to saturate others' 
lives with the message that THEY are worth it. God sent His only son to live and die in YOUR 
place because YOU are worth it! My kiddos have all heard it in different ways that make sense 
to them: You are worth it because Jesus says you are, not because of a birthday party invitation, 
a grade, a cool t-shirt, or whatever. You are worth eternity in heaven with the Creator of the 
Universe simply because he loves you. 
 
But do I give myself that same message? Do I care for my body and soul as I care for my kids or 
my husband? Do I get on the elliptical machine or take a walk? Do I take time to cry out to God 
as I would to my own Mom on a rough day? Do I take a thirty-minute break regularly to do 
something I that I want to do for no reason other than I want to do it? Do I read my Bible to 
hear what God's saying in my life today? 
 
Or do I wait until I'm so maxed out that shoving one (or ten) bite-sized candy bar in my mouth 
mid-crisis is what I've decided I'm worth? 
 
God said he would give me eternal life because I'm worth Jesus's blood. He gave it to me. I'm 
worth it. This week I challenge us—please do this with me—to take ten minutes every day to do 
some self-care because Jesus said we're worth it. 
 

• Buy myself a bouquet of flowers and read a Psalm. 
• Take a hot shower and cry the whole time. Or sing loudly. 
• Take a prayer walk. 
• Have an honest, loud conversation with God in the car alone while I'm driving. 
• Color, write, paint and create. 

 
Those some of the things I'm going to do this week. What about you?  



 
Dear Lord, I used to think that telling myself I'm worthy of you was a selfish thing to do, but I 
was so wrong. I tell my kids every day that YOU call us worthy and that is the only definition 
that matters. We are worth more than all of creation. We are yours. Please help us to care for 
ourselves and our relationship with you as though we believe we are worthy. In Jesus’ name, 
amen. 

 
 
 

  



No Eye Has Seen 
Cathy Porter 

 
What eye has seen no ear has heard, and what no human mind has conceived—the things God 
has prepared for those who love him. 1 Corinthians 2:9 (NIV) 
 
We sat around the bed, there was laughter as we chatted together. With so many of us 
gathered to be with her it was like a party, we said! We should play a game! Hangman on the 
white board, together we spelled out "daffodil."  
 
We took some bread with us from our lunch, and some juice and made a makeshift plate with a 
napkin and washed out Granny’s sippy cup for some juice. Then we read together the story of 
Jesus breaking bread with His disciples. "This is my body broken for you ... This is my blood 
poured out for you." We passed around the bread and the juice, helping Granny to take part. 
There was peaceful quiet as we prayed. And at the end "Amen!" Granny looked up as she also 
said "Amen!" and she smiled. We anointed her and prayed for God to pour out peace and 
blessing. 
 
As we left, for she was tired, we said our goodbyes. I remember saying "See you very soon!" as I 
held her hand and kissed her cheek. And I knew where we would see each other again very 
soon. When, a few days later, Mum messaged us to let us know she had died. She said she 
looked so peaceful.  
 
Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ! In his great mercy he has given us new 
birth in to a living hope through the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead. (1 Peter 1:3 NIV)  
 
My dwelling place will be with them; I will be their God, and they will be my people. (Ezekiel 
37:27 NIV) 
 
Our hope is in Christ, the one who has gone ahead led the way and prepared a place for us. It is 
sure and certain. We will be going home. 
 
My littlest will often say, "I want to go home" when things aren’t right or aren’t feeling ok for 
her. When her anxieties take hold, I hold her tight and whisper reassurance, "You are home, 
home is here." But sometimes she looks at me and says, "No, Mummy, home is with God," in 
heaven. Goodness, it pulls on the heart strings! I desperately want her to feel most at home 
with me, in my embrace. Yet she challenges me, reminding me that we belong to God. Our 
home is with Him. And I have to remind myself that it is wonderful that she knows she is safest, 
most free to be herself, most at home with Him.  
 
Am I eagerly anticipating all that is to come for me in Christ?  
 
I get so caught up in the world around me, my responsibilities, my work, the ones I love and 
have care of. Do I need a reminder today of the bigger picture?  



 
Do I need the Holy Spirit to still me, and give me peace and a taste of what’s to come?  
 
Lord God, hide me in Christ today and remind me Whose I am. Help me to stand firm in the sure, 
certain hope I have in You. Open my heart to be eager for Your presence breaking into my here 
and now, and in Your forever future for me. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 

 
  



Uninspired Prayers 
Wendy Heyn 

 
 Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with 
thanksgiving, present your requests to God. Philippians 4:6 (NIV) 
 
As a child in Lutheran school, I memorized Luther’s explanation of the Lord’s prayer. In talking 
about the address of the prayer Luther says, “With these words God tenderly invites us to 
believe that He is our true Father and that we are His true children, so that with all boldness 
and confidence we may ask Him as dear children ask their dear father.” Luther’s words have 
become my inner voice when I think about prayer. I aim to talk to God as I would talk to my 
dad. Today, though, praying felt like a struggle for me. I found myself stressing over decisions 
and talking to others about them but avoiding talking to God. 
 
Today I felt blah. I have so many things on my plate and I just did not feel like praying about 
them or reading God’s Word. Have you ever felt like that—a lack of desire for prayer or reading 
God’s Word? I think that the devil loves my apathy toward prayer and nurtures it whenever he 
gets the chance. Despite feeling like this, I prayed. It was an uninspiring prayer of “Father, 
please give me the desire for intimacy with you.” I followed that up with reading from Luke 
about the time that one of Jesus’ disciples asked him about prayer. Jesus answered: 
 
“Father, hallowed be your name. 
Your kingdom come. 
Give us each day our daily bread, 
and forgive us our sins, 
  for we ourselves forgive everyone who is indebted to us. 
And lead us not into temptation.”  
 Luke 11:2-4 ESV 
 
The Lord’s prayer is the example that Jesus gave of how we can pray. Today in praying the 
Lord’s prayer, I used Jesus’ very words to talk to God. I praised God’s Holy name. I asked him to 
work all things for good so that we can be in heaven together someday. I asked the Lord for 
earthly provision. I asked him to forgive my sins and to help me forgive others. I also asked him 
to keep me from being tempted. All of this conversation happened even though I felt extremely 
blah as I approached my prayers today. The Lord’s prayer contains all of those prayers and 
using it as my prayer helped me to pray despite my emotions. Many of the Psalms also serve as 
wonderful “go to” prayers for hard days. Hymns and praise songs work wonderfully for this too.  
 
When I taught small children, I would often say to them “I will say the words and then you can 
repeat them. We will say ‘Amen’ together. Then my words to God become your words to 
God.” This is absolutely true for adults too! When we use Bible words, hymns, songs, or poems 
to talk to God he hears us and listens. The words that we are saying and thinking about can 
direct our thoughts and our communication. We communicate with other people in so many 
ways, I think it is only fitting that we also communicate with God in many kinds of prayers.  



As special-needs parents, we are especially susceptible to feeling overwhelmed, isolated, and 
exhausted. Our communion with God is incredibly important in combating this and keeping us 
focused on the eternal picture. God has given us prayer and His Word as ways to maintain 
intimacy with Him. When we obediently pray and read God’s Word, God WILL increase our 
desire for Him. He will change our hearts. May we each obediently pray and read God’s Word 
so we grow abundantly in our intimacy with Him. 
 
God, when Jesus’ disciples asked Him how to pray, He gave them the beautiful example of the 
Your prayer. Please forgive me when my desire for intimacy with You wanes. Please bless my 
prayers and renew my desire for You. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
 
 
  



The Mystery in a Nonverbal Wrapper 
Faith Clarke 

 
But we have this treasure in jars of clay to show that this all-surpassing power is from God and 
not from us. We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, but not in despair; 
persecuted, but not abandoned; struck down, but not destroyed. We always carry around in our 
body the death of Jesus, so that the life of Jesus may also be revealed in our body. 
2 Corinthians 12:7 - 10 (NLT) 
 
I've often wondered about my son's spiritual life. What does he understand? Who is God to 
him?  
 
Before autism, I had clear dreams of sharing life and faith with our children and helping them to 
develop in every way. The statement about Jesus by Luke "He grew in wisdom and stature and 
favor with God and man," was (and still is) very close to my heart. I imagined the youth leaders 
and missionaries for God that I was going to send out from the family nest. 
 
Non-verbal autism seemed to create a soundproof opaque box around my son. I just didn't 
know what was happening in his heart. Who is he in that box, and was God in there with him? 
My faith journey around his spiritual life has had more questions than answers, with only slight 
glimmers and indications that I can understand. But I have to believe that the Scriptures that 
are true for me are also true for him. The Lord is J's shepherd, and he lacks nothing. He is led 
through paths of righteousness for the sake of the Eternal One's name. His rod and His staff 
comfort my son. 
 
We have recently begun using an augmentative communication technique with J and 
sometimes he is able to communicate a profound thought with me. Yesterday, I shared briefly 
that God's presence is a treasure in a jar container and that clay was something that was easy 
to break. I asked him what he thought about that and he typed, "God lives in bodies that don't 
always behave well." What could I add to that?  
 
The mystery of Christ in us is true and available to all bodies, regardless of how well they are 
able to behave. God acknowledged the vulnerable, temporary nature of the human frame and 
still chooses it as His habitation. I still don't have answers to how it works, how God connects 
with my son and what their communion is like. But He knows. And I know that I can trust Him 
with my son's body, heart, and spirit, now and forever. 
 
Lord, thank You for the gift of, and challenge to, faith that our children offer us daily. Thanks 
for the reminder that You are the author of all spiritual life and you live in and commune with 
our children. We offer them to You again today and trust You with them, body, mind, and spirit. 
We pray that they would grow in wisdom, in stature, in favor with you and with the people 
around them. In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 



Lost Stuff and Lost Patience 
Deb Abbs 

 
Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not 
dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it keeps no record of wrongs. 1 Corinthians 13:4 & 5, NIV 
 
Recently, I was searching my seventeen-year-old son’s backpack because he couldn’t locate 
some papers he needed to turn in. Those papers are still MIA but what did I find? A cell phone 
he “lost” a couple weeks ago that we had all been searching for. 
 
What????? And this is my typical kid. 
 
Me holding up the phone: “Brandon, look what was just sitting at the bottom of your 
backpack.” 
 
Brandon: “What? I looked everywhere for that thing.” 
 
Me: “Define look. Did you dump everything out of your backpack or just paw around in there?” 
 
Brandon: “Um, just pawed around.” 
 
Me with my voice raised high and screechy: “WHEN SOMETHING IS MISSING YOU HAVE TO 
DUMP EVERYTHING OUT. You’re driving me crazy!!” 
 
Brandon is extremely smart but cannot keep track of his stuff to save either my life or my 
sanity. He may kind of….sort of….maybe take after me with the misplacing glasses, phones, car 
keys—you name it. I have learned over the years to hang my keys in the same spot so I don’t 
spend half my life searching for them, but my oldest child has yet to acquire this skill. 
Therefore, I now spend half my life hunting for his belongings. 
 
And I’m typically very impatient and grumpy with him about it. This got me thinking, how can I 
be so patient (not always, but much of the time) with my twelve-year-old special-needs guy yet 
often blow a gasket with my typical son (who doesn’t appreciate being called typical by the 
way). Just because he doesn’t have an in-your-face disability, he has flaws, sins, and struggles 
like the rest of us. Like me.  
 
Last time I checked 1 Corinthians 13:4 doesn’t say “Love is patient and kind only if the other 
person bothering you has a disability.” So what can I do to be more patient with the typical, 
able-bodied population, specifically those who live in my household? 
 

• I can remember how VERY patient the Lord is with me for my repeated sins and 
mistakes. There isn’t a numeric limit involved in 1 John 1:9 and I am SO thankful for that. 

• I can stop using my tiredness caregiving my son with special needs as an excuse for bad 
behavior. 



• I can listen to "soaking music." My friend, Laura, turned me on to this type of music and 
it helps so much both in my worship times and in general to calm me. Gary Ellis’ 
“Resting” is my favorite and you can find it on YouTube.  

 
Lord, help us all to remember how forgiving and patient You are with us. May this motivate us 
to do the same. We sure need you, Lord! In Jesus’ name, amen. 

 
 
  



Questioning God 
Jenn Soehnlin 

 
When my older son got his diagnosis, one of my initial responses was to get angry with God and 
ask Him “Why my child? Why me? Why not just heal him if you’re an all-powerful, loving, 
healing God?” 
 
One day, after months and months of pleading these questions and God not giving me an 
answer, the bitterness growing stronger in my heart, I felt strongly that God was telling me I’d 
been asking the wrong question.  
 
“What other question is there?” I asked. And it hit me. The question to ask was not "Why?" but 
"What?" with a heart to learn God’s heart. 
 
“What do you want me to learn from this journey? What good do you want to come from 
this? What testimony will we have from this? What do you want me to do to help my child? In 
what areas do I need to trust you more?” On and on the questions went.  
 
And He started answering those questions. Because He wanted me to grow stronger through 
this journey, to trust Him in ways I’ve never had to trust Him in before. Because He wanted me 
to encourage other moms going through the same journey. Because He would give me and my 
son an amazing testimony to share one day. Because He was growing in us a compassion for 
others, a strength to persevere we wouldn’t have had otherwise. Because we were growing 
closer to God than we would have without this journey we were going through. 
 
By asking what, instead of why, it put God back on His throne. Asking “What?” questions 
suggests humility, trusting God. Asking “Why?” suggests a hostility toward God, a belief that we 
know better than the Creator Himself. Ouch. 
 
It’s not wrong to ask God questions. We just need to make sure we’re asking them in humility, 
acknowledging that God is sovereign and in control. 
 
Job asked God lots of questions after all the suffering he experienced. Did I mention lots of 
questions? Chapters of them throughout the book of Job. A lot of them demanding things of 
God and His character. Several were those demanding why questions. “Why did I not perish at 
birth?” (Job 3:11) and “Why is life given to a man whose way is hidden, whom God has hedged 
in?” (Job 3:23). Job doubted God’s goodness, God’s wisdom in creating him. God’s answer, a 
whopping four chapters in the Bible (chapters 38-41), can be summarized in a nutshell as “I am 
Creator, and I am in control.” Job’s response was to repent in dust and ashes declaring to God 
“Surely I spoke of things I did not understand, things too wonderful for me to know,” (Job 42:3). 
 
I find it interesting that God never answers Job’s deepest questions. God doesn’t tell Job “Well, 
since you asked, I was just so proud of you and bragged about you to Satan, and then Satan said 
if we made you miserable you would turn away from me, so I had to prove to him that you 



really are a loyal follower and that you love me, no matter the circumstances in your life.” No, 
God never gives an explanation, but He does remind Job that He is God the Creator, and He is in 
control. And that is the answer He always gives us. 
 
Oh God, help us to ask questions with a humble heart and a desire to learn about you and your 
ways. Help us to trust you, that though things may not be turning out the way we desire, you 
are still in control and you are good. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 
 
  



The God Who Sees What Others Don’t 
Barb Dittrich 

 
You see, the short-lived pains of this life are creating for us an eternal glory that does not 
compare to anything we know here. So we do not set our sights on the things we can see with 
our eyes. All of that is fleeting; it will eventually fade away. Instead, we focus on the things we 
cannot see, which live on and on. 2 Corinthians 4:17-18 (VOICE) 
 
I have two kids, both with intense challenges, but people react to each of them in completely 
different ways. The prevailing emotion directed at one is a flood of compassion for all of the 
physical trials he has faced. The other spends years ostracized, friendless, and treated like she's 
a "bad kid." 
 
Sound familiar?  
 
This is the story of two of my three children. While I have walked with each of them through 
every bump and trial of their lives, it never ceases to amaze me how differently they have been 
treated. Each of them has faced heartbreaking difficulties. Compassion and assistance are due 
each of them to empower them to reach their full potential. 
 
When adults look at my son they see a clean cut, courteous, smart young man. The scars on his 
arms from thousands of intravenous infusions over the years may catch their attention. On rare 
occasion, they might see him in a wheelchair to stay off his feet to heal or wearing a sling to 
immobilize an arm. Depending upon his condition at the time, they likely either enjoy his 
company or feel sorry for what he is going through. 
 
On the other hand, people have treated my daughter like she is her behavior. Causality never 
crosses their minds. They don't see that noise may have driven her sensory processing disorder 
to its outer limits and is causing her physical pain. An inability to correctly read social situations 
might have her response unwittingly come across as sassy. It may not be obvious that she is not 
paying attention or acting a little wild because she wasn't given the opportunity to move 
enough that day.  
 
Despite the fact that so little is truly known about EITHER of my children's challenges, my son 
gets the advantage because he has health issues you can sometimes see. My daughter never 
gets that kind of understanding. There is a bias against the unseen. Because the atypical parts 
of her physiology cannot be seen with the naked eye, people make assumptions. It is 
heartbreaking to see the disdain with which she has been treated by some adults, neighbors, 
family members, and friends over the years. The message that is continually conveyed to her by 
peers and adults is, "Your behavior is bad and YOU are bad. Nobody likes you or wants to be 
around you."  
 
I have suffered in partnership with my daughter as people accuse me of being a "bad parent" 
and allowing her poor behavior.  



So how do we respond to this bias, this injustice amid family members who each endure pain in 
their own right? We heed Paul's words spurring us on to greatness in his second letter to the 
early Church in Corinth. Focusing on our final destination and being confident in who we are in 
Christ has helped us endure this added sorrow. I continually remind my kids that we are just 
passing through here, ambassadors for Christ in a foreign land. El Roi (the God Who Sees), 
knows all of the unseen things that others do not. So we put our ultimate hope in the invisible, 
knowing that is where God dwells. 
 
Father, thank You for restoring us with the confidence that You see what others do not. Even 
when others may have a bias against us, we are so grateful that we can rest in the assurance 
that You know what is really going on. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
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