Living With an Eternal
Perspective

Sue Bohlin considers several ways to develop a way of seeing
our earthly life as part of the much bigger picture that
extends into eternity.

What Does It Mean To Live With an Eternal
Perspective?

Years ago, after spending his whole life on the mission field,
a career missionary made his final trip home on a passenger
ship. One of the other people on his sailing was a celebrity,
and as the ship made its way into the harbor, all those on
board beheld a huge throng of well wishers at the pier with
signs and instruments to celebrate the famous person’s return.

The missionary stood at the railing, watching
wistfully, knowing that not a soul was there for
him. He said, “Lord, I’'ve served You my whole life.
Look at all the recognition and revelry for that
famous person, and there’s nobody here for me. It hurts,
Lord.”

He heard the still, small voice say, “You're not home yet,
son.”

I love this story that helps me keep in mind the big picture
that includes the eternal, unseen realm, and the long picture
that extends into the forever that awaits on the other side of
death.

The apostle Paul had a firm grasp on what it means to live
with an eternal perspective. We can especially see this in 2
Corinthians 4:16-18-
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So we do not lose heart. Though our outer self is wasting
away, our inner self 1is being renewed day by day. For this
light momentary affliction is preparing for us an eternal
weight of glory beyond all comparison, as we look not to the
things that are seen but to the things that are unseen. For
the things that are seen are transient, but the things that
are unseen are eternal.

In these verses, Paul provides three aspects of an eternal
perspective that kept him from losing heart, despite living
with profound physical persecution and assault such as being
hammered with stones, whipped by a cat-o’-nine-tails, beaten
with rods, and shipwrecked. He knew what it was to go without
sleep, food or drink, sometimes he was cold and naked. The man
knew what it was to suffer! (2 Corinthians 11:23-29)

But Paul had a sort of spiritual periscope that allowed him to
“see above” into the spirit realm while continuing to “live
below” in this physical world. He saw the contrast between our
bodies and our souls, how earthly affliction prepares us for
glory, and the need to focus on the unseen and eternal rather
than the seen and temporary.

Paul’s Eternal Perspective

The apostle Paul showed us in 2 Corinthians 4 that he
understood what it was to live with an eternal perspective. He
understood that our bodies can be growing older and weaker on
the outside, while our spirits are growing stronger, brighter,
and more mature on the inside. I get that; as a polio survivor
who has also needed both my hips replaced, I am very aware
that I keep getting weaker the longer I 1live in this
compromised body. But I also know the beauty and glory of
Jesus making me more and more like Himself, day by day, so by
His grace I can keep growing in vitality and joy on the
inside! I may have diminishing energy in my body, but my
spiritual energy capacity keeps getting bigger!



Paul also understood that the hard parts of living in a fallen
world, much less 1living with the pains and trials of
persecution, are merely a “light and momentary affliction”
compared to what’s waiting on the other side: an eternal
weight of glory beyond all comparison. Even horrible pain on
earth is still “light and momentary” compared to the infinite
length and glory of eternity with Christ. We can see how the
Lord Jesus modeled this understanding as He faced the cross,
and Hebrews tells us that He “despised its shame” because He
was valuing the glory of the joy set before Him (12:2)

And Paul understood that we can shift our focus from the
visible and temporary things of this world, to the unseen and
eternal things of the spirit realm. We have to work at seeing
the unseen and eternal. We do that with the eyes of our hearts
(Ephesians 1:18). We do that by training ourselves to view
everything through the lens of God’s word.

I've been working at developing an eternal perspective for
years. For me, it’s about connecting the dots between earthly
things and heavenly things.

I look at earthly things and wonder, “How does this connect to
the spirit realm? How does this connect to what is unseen and
eternal?” For examples, look at my blog posts, such as

Glorious Morning Glories [probe.org/glorious-morning-
glories/], Back Infections and Heart Infections
[probe.org/back-infections-and-heart-infections/], Cruise
Ships, Roller Coasters and Attitudes [probe.org/cruise-ships-
roller-coasters-and-attitudes/], and Blowing Past Greatness
[probe.org/blowing-past-greatness/].

Jesus’ parables are the world’s best examples of using the
physical to provide understanding of the eternal. He was
always connecting the dots between the things He was
surrounded by-different types of soil, lost coins and sheep
and sons, a wedding banquet—and explaining how these things
related to the Kingdom of Heaven.
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One of the most important prayers we can ask is, “Lord, help
me see Your hand at work”—and then intentionally looking for
it. For years I have kept a “God Sightings” Journal where I
recorded evidence of God intervening in my life and the lives
of others I have seen. I love to ask my friends and mentees,
“Do you any God Sightings to share?” to help them identify the
hand of God in their lives.

An Eternal Perspective on Suffering

As we talk about living with an eternal perspective, let’s
remember that we live in a permanent battle zone of spiritual
warfare. We have an enemy who hates us because He hates God.
He and his fellow demons continually attack us with lies and
deceptions. Some are personal, but many of them constitute the
cultural water we swim in.

When we forget that we live in a culture of anti-God, anti-
truth, it’'s 1like going out in our underwear, needlessly
exposing ourselves. Living with an eternal perspective means
staying vigilant, donning our spiritual armor (Ephesians
6:10-18) and using it to fight back against the lies of the
enemy.

Spiritual warfare is HARD. It means suffering. Sometimes
physical, most often mental-because spiritual warfare is waged
on the battlefield of the mind. But the suffering of spiritual
warfare 1is temporary, because the vast majority of the
believer’s life will be spent in heaven where warfare of all
kinds will be a distant memory.

But for right now, suffering is still part of life, and
developing and maintaining an eternal perspective really helps
us remind ourselves of the larger truth. Romans 8:18 says that
“our present sufferings are not worth comparing with the glory
that will be revealed in us.” Being faithful when we’re
suffering means glory in the future.



My friend Holly has battled cancer three times on top of the
horribleness of cystic fibrosis. She suffers literally every
day of her life. Yet, with a beautiful, godly stubbornness,
she reminds herself of what is true: “What if the worst thing
happens? Oh wait, it can’t. The worst thing that can possibly
happen to anyone is to die apart from Christ and spend
eternity in torment. For me, to die means instant joy and
relief in the arms of my Savior!”

Like Joni Eareckson Tada, my friend Chris has lived with
quadriplegia for almost fifty years. What comes to mind when I
think of Chris is two words: “sweet joy.” Because of his
eternal perspective, Chris knows his suffering is temporary,
and he chooses not to give into self-pity. People are drawn to
him like honey because of how he radiates Jesus.

And then there’s me. I've lived with a disability my whole
life. As a polio survivor, I have walked every step with a
very noticeable limp. Living with an eternal perspective means
that, by the grace of God, I know I will receive a beautiful,
strong, perfectly healthy resurrection body in heaven. My
polio days are limited, but my resurrection body days will be
unlimited! Meanwhile, I get to see God use my disability for
His glory and others’ good in ways I never would have
imagined. It really is okay!

Remembering the Long View

Another aspect of living with an eternal perspective 1is
focusing on the reality that our time on earth is short,
especially compared to the never-ending life on the other side
of death.

One of my favorite questions is to ask, “A hundred years from
now, when you are face to face with Jesus in heaven, what do
you want to be glad you chose today? Indulging your flesh and
doing whatever you think will make you happy right now, or
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making choices that honor God and bless other people?”

Probably my favorite question remains an essential part of my
eternal perspective: passing everything through the grid of
the great question, “In the scope of eternity, what does this
matter?” [probe.org/in-the-scope-of-eternity/]The frustrations
of traffic? Not getting our way? A loved one who does not know
Christ? The answer determines what is worth getting upset
about, what we should just let go, and where we should be
investing time in prayer.

We can remember the long view by pre-deciding now that we will
use our earthly days fully, engaged in ministry, as long as
God gives us breath.

Years ago, my view of living with an eternal perspective was
shaped by the story of a lady who decided to start college in
her 70s. When they asked her why she would do such a thing
when her life was basically over, she said, “Oh no! It’'s not
over! I'm preparing for the next part of my life in heaven!
The more equipped I can get on earth, the more ready I’'ll be
for what the Lord has for me on the other side!”

Another lady was homebound because she was so disabled. She
got the word out that every afternoon, her home was open for
anyone who needed prayer. Some days it was like there was a
revolving door, so many coming and going! She had a vibrant
ministry in the waning days of her life because she was
determined to use her remaining earthly days fully, to the
glory of God.

One of my friends is a TSA [Transportation Security
Administration, part of the U.S. Government] agent at a major
airport. She diligently reminds herself daily that every
traveler who comes through the security line 1is infinitely
valuable because they are made in the image of God, and Jesus
died for them. She showers kindness on them because they are
so important. One of her co-workers, for whom work is just a
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job where he punches a time clock, once told her, “In twelve
months you’ll stop being nice to everyone.” We don’t think so.
(Especially since she’s already had this job for several
years.) She works at maintaining an eternal perspective,
seeing the unseen.

In the time you have now, live well, to the glory of God. Keep
reminding yourself that everything we do now has an eternal
impact. Our choices, our behaviors, our words, ripple into
eternity. Which is why we need to seek to do everything for
the glory of God.

Eternal Perspective is What God Sees

As a mom of littles, Nicole Johnson was feeling sorry for
herself when she met with a friend who had just returned from
Europe. She writes,

“My friend turned to me with a beautifully wrapped package,
and said, ‘I brought you this.’ It was a book on the great
cathedrals of Europe. I wasn’t exactly sure why she’d given
it to me until I read her inscription: ‘With admiration for
the greatness of what you are building when no one sees.’

“In the days ahead I would read-no, devour—the book. And I
would discover what would become for me, four life-changing
truths, after which I could pattern my work:

“1) No one can say who built the great cathedrals—we have no
record of their names.

“2) These builders gave their whole lives for a work they
would
never see finished.

“3) They made great sacrifices and expected no credit.

“4) The passion of their building was fueled by their faith
that the eyes of God saw everything.



“There’s a story in the book about a rich man who came to
visit the cathedral while it was being built, and he saw a
workman carving a tiny bird on the inside of a beam. He was
puzzled and asked the man, ‘Why are you spending so much
time carving that bird into a beam that will be covered by
the roof? No one will ever see it.’

“And the workman replied, ‘Because God sees it.'{1}

Living with an eternal perspective as we make choices and
invest our time to glorify God is like building a cathedral
that we won’t be able to see finished.

It means living with the long view in mind, aware that the
things we can see, hear, and feel are temporary, but the
spiritual realm is permanent.

An eternal perspective means that the things you do that no
one sees but God-the unseen and eternal-they matter!

God tells us in Isaiah that our purpose in life is to glorify
Him (43:7). Paul puts a point on this in 1 Corinthians 10:31:
“Whether you eat or drink or whatever you do, do it all for
the glory of God.”

And that'’s the key to living with an eternal perspective.
Notes

1. thejoysofboys.com/monday-motivation-the-invisible-mom/
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Trusting God in the Bizarre

I have tongue cancer. Bizarre, right? I'm not male, nor do I
engage in the particularly bad combination of both smoking and
drinking, which are the big markers for this nasty invasion.
In two weeks I am scheduled for surgery to remove the cancer
by cutting out a big chunk of my tongue—which is a particular
challenge and sadness for a professional speaker.

One of the things I have discovered is that, even without any
drugs, the weight of this diagnosis and the upcoming difficult
surgery and recovery has consumed a lot of my mental and
emotional energy. Everything in my life has taken a back seat
to this crisis.

Let me share some observations from my “Cancer Journey”
journal, in no thought-through order because . . . see the
above paragraph.

The oral surgeon who biopsied my tongue is a dear believer
from church. When he delivered the bad news to me with amazing
tenderness and gentleness, he was “Jesus with skin on” to me.
I truly sensed the Lord was telling me through my doctor-now-
friend that He was allowing this challenge that was going to
be hard, and a lot of work, but He is with me. I was so
blessed to be able to freely respond by asking, “Would you
please pray for me?” And he did. The first of many, many
prayers I have received.

Years ago, when an older friend got breast cancer, I asked her
if she struggled with anger at God for letting this bad thing
happen to her. She said, “Oh no! God has been so faithful and
so good to me all these years of walking with Him, I know that
He is allowing this for a reason. I trust Him.” And that’s why
she didn’t ask the “Why me?” question, either: living in a
fallen world, why NOT her? At that time, I prayed, “Lord, I
will continue to ask that You spare me from cancer, but if You
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don’t, I am pre-deciding to respond the way Delores did.” So I
didn’t have to work out my response when the diagnosis came.

My primary care doctor told me a long time ago to stop
diagnosing myself; I'm never right. (And not to consult with
Dr. Google either.) But that’s what I had done concerning the
soreness on the side of my tongue that has lingered for
months. Two dentists advised me to see an oral surgeon and
possibly get it biopsied, but I was so sure it couldn’t be
cancer that I dragged my feet following through. I am fully
repenting of “leaning on my own understanding” (Proverbs 3:5)
and diagnosing myself. And I now have a fuller understanding
of why self-sufficiency is a sin . . . and I'm repenting of
that too.

Early in this cancer journey, Jesus spoke to my heart through
Revelation 2:10-“Do not fear what you are about to suffer.” I
know He was addressing the church in Smyrna with that verse,
but He pretty much burned it into MY heart when I read it one
morning. He knew that, being a pain weenie, I was going to
struggle with fear. I have to keep reminding myself of what to
do with my fear: Psalm 53:6 says, “When I am afraid, I will
trust in You.” And in these days of Advent, I get to be
reminded frequently through Christmas music that Jesus 1is
Immanuel, “God with us.” I need to trust Him; I need to trust
IN Him; I need to recall Isaiah 43:1-5, where He says, “Don’t
be afraid, for I am with you.” Just like I used to soothe my
frightened children when they were small with, “It’'s OK, it's
0K, Mommy’s with you.”

One night as I prepared for bed and took my evening medication
and supplements, I realized that taking oral pain meds post-
surgery 1is going to be a challenge with a crippled tongue.
Then I realized that I am going to be losing a body part, and
I need to grieve that. The next morning, on the phone with our
church’s women’s pastor who was checking on me, I shared about
this realization. As she prayed for me, choked up with
compassion, my tears started to fall. The moment I hung up,
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great heaving sobs overtook me. And I grieved.

(As hard as it was on me, losing a body part because of
disease, I also cried out of anger that the enemy has deceived
so many people, especially young people, into thinking that
they would be happy if they would just have perfectly healthy
body parts amputated. I cried out of compassion for their
inevitable double grief of not only losing a healthy body
part, but the eventual realization that they were lied to
about what would fix everything in their thoughts and
feelings. And that evil spirits laugh at their pain.)

Instead of a women’s Christmas Coffee at church, we were
blessed to have 25 hostesses open their homes in multiple
cities and multiple zip codes for 25 teachers to share the
same basic message that each of us made our own. In my final
point, about abiding in Christ, I was able to hold up an IV
bag and tubing to illustrate what abiding is like: Jesus said
He is the vine, we are the branches. Our job as branches is to
stay connected so His “supernatural sap” can flow into us.
Just like when we’re hooked up to an IV, our job is to stay
connected. I asked my hostess’s husband to record that part of
my message as well as my application about abiding in Christ
as I wrestle with this cancer. I was able to edit it down to 6
minutes and post it on Facebook with a request for prayer.

https://www.facebook.com/559034244/videos/703017111419005/

Now on my own Facebook feed, I see a very limited number of
people’s posts. But somehow (cue God to show up) my post made
it to hundreds of people’s feeds, and 400+ comments and over
3600 views of the video later, I am being prayed for—a LOT!
Thank You Lord!

And I need the prayers. I think the cancer 1is spiritual
warfare that God is allowing for His glory and my good. And
for other people’s good as well, though I may never see it on
this side of eternity. One of my friends said, “You are
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outspoken and the enemy wants to silence you. What better way
than to go after your tongue?” On top of the attack on my
body, I've also wrestled at times with fear about the pain. I
think it’'s a spirit of fear. (I’ve been here before: see my
blog post “I’'m Scared, Lord."”)

But God . . . because He loves me . . . just gave me a
connection on Facebook with a young lady who is not only
recovering from the same tongue cancer surgery, it was done by
the same surgeon as mine! She has encouraged and reassured me
about the pain management. We look forward to meeting face to
face soon. That is a Christmas gift from the Lord, and it’s
part of His answer to the prayers of many people.

I have been in this place of experiencing peace from the
prayers of God’s people before. My last trip to Belarus,
before I lost the ability to walk, I posted a request for
people to pray daily for me for “stair grace.” There are few
elevators in Belarus, and the building where we were staying
and teaching had two flights of stairs I had to climb several
times a day. I asked for 10 people to pray, and 70 promised
they would support me through prayer. And boy did they ever.
It was amazing how easy it was to go up and down stairs for
almost two weeks.

Until the last day, on my last stair climb, when I sensed the
Lord telling me, “I have been answering your friends’ prayers
for stair grace all this trip. Now I'm going to remove the
grace so you can experience what it would have been like
without the enabling grace.” And. It. Was. HARD!!! I was sore,
I was out of breath, my polio leg yelled at me. So I know the
huge difference prayer makes, and I am so grateful for the
prayer support I've already received. I am desperate for the
prayers of God’'s people!

The story continues . . . in God’s loving hands. . . as I
continue to trust Him in the bizarre.
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This blog post originally appeared at

blogs.bible.org/trusting-god-in-the-bizarre/ on December 20,
2022.

Learning to Lean Hard-AGAIN

Walking with God. The scriptures talk a lot about how we walk,
which 1is biblical language for how we live. But walking
itself, beyond the analogies, has a special meaning to me.

As an infant, polio paralyzed me from the waist down, but
little baby helper nerve cells sprouted up and gave me some
use of my leg back. I needed a full-length brace to be able to
stand and walk at all for my first years. And every step of my
life has been a rather noticeable limp. So to me, walking =
limping.

So when I hear words of wisdom like, “Don’t trust any leader
who doesn’t walk with a limp” (meaning, a leader who hides
their brokenness and need for Jesus), I'm all over that. I’'ve
got that “walk with a limp” thing DOWN!

My limp was the cause of great shame for decades. I have
always avoided looking in mirrors and plate-glass windows,
anything that would remind me of what I look like when I walk.
I didn’t need reflective surfaces, though, to be reminded of
my limp; the stares of people, especially children, did that,
making my soul burn with embarrassment. Every single day.

And when I was 35, a physical therapist instructed me to start
using a cane. It helped with stability and relieving some of
the stress on my polio leg. As long as I was going to use a
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cane, I thought, I may as well enjoy it by using fun and
pretty canes (thanks to FashionableCanes.com!)

And then bad arthritis hit both my hips, and the pain
escalated to the point where I literally could not walk or
stand for a year and a half. My mobility scooter became my
legs 24/7.

I wasn’t limping anymore. Because I wasn’t walking anymore,
with or without a cane.

By God’s grace, particularly through Medicare, once I hit 65 I
was able to have both hips replaced. The arthritis went into
the medical waste bin along with my natural hip joints. I have
had no pain since 2018, a daily source of gratitude for me.

And the ability to walk and stand was restored to me. What a
blessing!

One day I realized that yes, I was limping again, because I
was walking again! That put a whole new spin on seeing limping
as a privilege!

God has used this journey to teach me a number of lessons.
(Such as “Lessons From a Hospital Bed”) I recently learned a
new one.

I often advise people to “lean hard on Jesus” regardless of
the reason, but especially in times of trial and crisis.
Sometimes they wonder, What does that look like? Legit
question!

And one day as I was walking across my kitchen, leaning hard
onto my cane, the Holy Spirit nudged me. As usual, without
thinking about it, I was depending on my cane to provide
stability and assistance and relieve some of the weight and
pressure on my increasingly-weak leg. Then, when my cane
struck some water on the floor I didn’t see, it slid as if I
had been walking on ice. By God’s grace I did not fall, though
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I could easily had done so—and falling is baaaaaad for people
with artificial hips. I suddenly had a new appreciation for
how much I need my cane. And I need it to be firmly planted on
non-slippery surfaces.

Just like I need Jesus, who is far more secure than my cane on
a dry surface.

I need to lean hard on Him in grateful dependence, trusting
Him to empower me, lead me, grow me, change me, provide for
me. Just like I do my cane, a physical reminder of what
“leaning hard” looks like.

But there was another lesson coming.

I don’t need my cane to walk like I used to need my scooter to
move. But when I walk without it, my wonky polio limp is not
only there, it’'s even wonkier than it was before because my
new hips changed my gait. Sometimes when I need to carry two
items from one room into another, I hook my cane into the
crook of my elbow so I have both hands free to carry stuff.
When I do that, my walk—-my limp—is almost bizarre.

It is not lost on me that when I hook my cane onto my arm like
a fashion accessory instead of leaning hard on it, my walk is
wonky. And unnatural. And when I depend on myself, walking in
self-sufficiency instead of leaning hard on Jesus, the walk of
my life is at least equally wonky. And unnatural. And
unattractive.

So yes, my cane is like Jesus. He wants us to lean hard on
Him, to depend on Him, instead of treating Him like a fashion
accessory. He actually said, “I am the vine, you are the
branches; he who abides in Me and I in him, he bears much
fruit, for apart from Me you can do nothing.” (John 15:5,
emphasis mine)

The other day, as I entered the living room with both hands
full, my husband said, “I would have been happy to help; you



don’'t need to wear Jesus on your arm.”

I laughed . . . and then the next time, instead of leaning on
self-sufficiency I asked for help. Because leaning on Jesus
means, among many other things, that He helps me spurn self-
sufficiency and ask for help.

The lessons continue.

(I wrote a 2016 blog post (Leaning Hard) about my first set of
lessons in learning to lean hard, which I had forgotten about
until I went to upload this one. I will clearly need to keep
learning the lesson.)

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/learning-to-lean-hard-again/ on November 16,
2022.

Glorious Morning Glories

This is what love looks like.

My husband planted morning glories for me on our back fence
because they are my favorite.
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I love that a whole new batch of brand new blooms pops out
each morning, day after day of fresh beauty that reminds me of
Lamentations 3:23, that God’s mercies are “new every
morning—great is Your faithfulness!”

This year, we had to wait long into the fall for the flowers.
The green foliage was crazy lush and full for months, but
there were no gorgeous “blue happies,” as I think of them,
until late October.

Finally they started exploding daily with beauty and color.
Not long afterwards, an unseasonable cold snap hit us, and the
green foliage started to wither and dry up.

But the “blue happies” kept popping out!



I had to smile at what was happening on our fence, because it
was a powerful illustration of what it's like for me to grow
older. The green leaves were getting old and spent and dry and
yucky, at the same time that every morning, there were still
fresh and new morning glory blooms sprouting out. What a
picture of what has become my new life verse, 2 Corinthians
4:16-18-

Therefore we do not lose heart, but though our outer man is
decaying, yet our inner man is being renewed day by day. For
momentary, light affliction is producing for us an eternal
weight of glory far beyond all comparison, while we look not
at the things which are seen, but at the things which are
not seen; for the things which are seen are temporal, but
the things which are not seen are eternal.

My body is growing older and weaker, especially ravaged by the
lingering effects of polio. Not long ago, I spent almost two
years unable to walk at all because of severe arthritis in
both hips. (The Lord has restored so very much to me on the
other side of two hip replacements!) I'm able to walk and
stand without pain these days, for which I give thanks every
single day, but the march of time continues and, like everyone
else, I'm going downhill physically.
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But—the glorious but!—on the inside I get to be fresh and new
every day! Just like the “blue happies”! As I walk 1in
faithfulness with the Lord, seeking to abide in Him and allow
the beauty and character of Christlikeness to flow into and
through me, He keeps bringing renewed energy and joy to my
soul. Every day! I love it!

The hope for us as believers, especially older believers, 1is
that we get to be renewed daily with the radiance and vibrancy
and joy of Jesus within that keeps getting better and better
the older we get!

In fact, the Bible even speaks about our transformation as a
special kind of glory: 2 Corinthians 3:17-18 says,

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.

I LOVE being transformed, a little bit every day, into the
image of Jesus, with ever-increasing glory! I get to be a
spiritual morning glory!

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/glorious-morning-glories/ on December 15,
2020.

“Why Are Children Born
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Blind?”

I have asked the question of why children are born blind. I
get no satisfaction from any of any religious explanation. The
fact of the matter is that the Almighty can see but these
little children cannot. It is cold comfort to hide behind some
doctrine when an innocent child will spend his or her life in
darkness.

It’s a great question. In fact, God considered it such a good
question that it is included in the Gospel of John:

As [Jesus] went along, he saw a man blind from birth. His
disciples asked him, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his
parents, that he was born blind?”

“Neither this man nor his parents sinned,” said Jesus, “but
this happened so that the works of God might be displayed in
him. . . .” (John 9:1-3)

So the first answer of why babies are allowed to be born blind
is so that God can put His goodness and His power on display
through the person’s life.

I can imagine that an immediate response might be, “How
sadistic and egocentric can you get? Why would a good and
loving God allow such pain and distress just to set Himself up
to get glory?”

And my response would be, “When we start to understand God as
He really is, as majestic and powerful and beautiful and most
of all GOOD, we stop pushing back at His actions that reveal
His character. Just like we don’t raise a fist at the sun and
scream, ‘How dare you shine so brightly that I can’t look at
you without hurting my eyes?! How dare you pour such radiant
light into the world that it lights everything up? Stop being
so shiny and bright!'”
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Another answer is that in the scope of eternity, there are
many worse things than being physically blind. It would be far
worse to live a life disconnected from God, refusing His
invitation to the abundant life Jesus came to give, and enter
hell with perfectly working eyes.

I do realize that this may seem callous, which is why I need
to tell you that as a survivor of polio paralysis since I was
eight months old, I have lived my entire life handicapped. I
may as well have been born with a disabled body like a baby
born blind. So this question 1is not a hypothetical,
theoretical question. This is my daily life. And I have seen
God “display His works in me” (John 9) in many ways not
despite my handicap, but because of it. My very weakness 1is
what allows His strength and joy to shine through me in the
weak places.

Jesus went on to say immediately after the above statements
that He was the light of the world. The juxtaposition of these
two details, I believe, is making a statement: that things
that exist in the physical realm point to corollaries in the
spiritual realm. Blindness comes in various forms, physical
and spiritual and emotional and intellectual, but Jesus is the
light that makes all the difference with those kinds of
blindness.

I do think it’s easier to grasp this truth when we cultivate
an eternal perspective, remembering that our life on earth is
but a short breath compared to the bulk of our existence that
will happen on the other side of death. Blindness, for
believers in Jesus, is limited to life on earth. All physical
maladies will be restored to perfection in the New Heavens and
the New Earth, which means no blindness, no lameness, no
illness of any kind in the next stage of life.

You might ask, “But what about babies born blind who don’t
become believers in Jesus? What is the point of their
blindness then?” It seems to me that the promise of healing



and wholeness through a relationship with Jesus could be even
more appealing to someone born blind. It might be the very
best way for them to come to the place where they trust in
Christ.

One final comment, addressing your statement that “the
Almighty can see but these little children cannot.”

There was a time when the Almighty restricted Himself to a
human body while living on earth, leaving all His power and
privileges behind in heaven when He took up residence in a
young girl’s body. I believe He experienced an even worse kind
of blindness than merely physical blindness as He hung on the
cross, absorbing all the sin, all the dysfunction, all the
sickness, and all the brokenness of life in a fallen world
into Himself for three hours. He was so immersed in the horror
of a sin-sick world, I believe, that He could no longer “see”
or sense His Father—because that’s what sin does, it separates
us from God, and the Bible tells us that He actually BECAME
sin for us (2 Corinthians 5:21). No wonder He felt lost in
sin’s blindness. (Thus crying out “My God, My God, why have
You forsaken Me?*)

So I would respectfully submit that Jesus, the Almighty, very
much knows what the deepest kind of blindness feels like. He
1is Emmanuel, God with us—God who understands what it’'s like to
be human and live in a broken world. Including blindness.

I do hope you find this helpful.
Sue Bohlin

Posted November 2018
© 2018 Probe Ministries
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From Fears to Tears

In a previous blog post, I'm Scared, Lord, I wrote about my
apprehensions concerning my upcoming hip replacement surgery.
My doctor was cheerfully confident that I would not experience
the post-operative pain I was afraid of, but I was all-too-
aware of my potential complications. As a polio survivor, I'm
twice as sensitive to pain as those whose brains were not
infected by the poliovirus. On top of that, I was extremely
aware of the fact that my severely arthritic hips had become
basically frozen, leaving me with a limited range of motion. I
knew that the surgeon and her team would be moving my legs in
all kinds of unnatural (to me) contortions during the surgery,
and I was extremely concerned about how my muscles and
ligaments might scream in protest once I woke up from surgery.
So I was scared.

But when I shared my fears with God’s people, hundreds of them
graciously prayed for me, and the Lord swept away my fears
like blowing away smoke. Suddenly the fear was gone and I was
graced with a very matter-of-fact willingness to just get ‘er
done. It was amazing. I was held in my Father’'s gentle and
loving cuddle, and I walked in peace the remaining days until
the surgery. Metaphorically walked, that is. I hadn’t
physically walked for well over a year because of pain and
weakness.

Well, it has now been over a week since my surgery, and every
day I stand amazed at the healing grace and pain-control grace
of my gracious Lord. Not a metaphorical standing, either. For
the first time in two years, I am able to stand upright and
pain free. I try to maintain an awareness of the huge grace in
which I stand, marveling at the privilege of being able to
once more stand at the sink to wash my hands or brush my
teeth. My recovery has gone exceptionally well. I'm able to
walk with the aid of a walker and each day the distance I can
walk grows longer. Soon I’'ll be able to go home from the
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inpatient rehabilitation facility I’'ve been in-once we figure
out how to get me into our car.

But I was not prepared for what kept happening in the therapy
gym: tears.

I was flummoxed by the unbidden tears that sprang to my eyes
the first time a physical therapist asked me to exercise my
polio leg in the same way I had just moved my surgery leg. I
knew I couldn’t; I don’t have the strength, and never have. My
left leg was originally paralyzed when I got polio as an
infant, and it barely functions. But I also live with the
mindset of trying to do what people ask me to do, and the
clash of those two realities rose up 1in sadness and
frustration that 1leaked out my eyes. It was rather
embarrassing. I didn’t know what was going on, I just knew my
heart was a storm of unhappy feelings.

When the therapist asked me to climb a two-inch step and I
didn’t have enough pain meds in me for that, the stabbing pain
in my surgery leg rose up through my body and exited through
my eyes in tears again. It seemed that tears were just under
the surface, ready to leak out at the slightest provocation,
for two days.

I was so confused! What in the world was going on? Where were
all these tears coming from?

It was my husband who provided the answer, and I thank the
Lord for using Ray to bring clarity to my maelstrom of
emotion. He texted me, “Honey, you have lived with decades of
loss you have learned to manage. Now the loss is renewed and
you now are reminded further of the loss in ways you haven’t
dealt with for a lifetime. Polio sucks. I understand.”

That was it! The pain of loss is grief. I was grieving the
impact of polio’s losses on my life yet again, this time with
a freshly painful punch: polio is now interfering with my
recovery from surgery. Other people can just use their other



leg to support themselves and climb into a mini-van with its
higher seats—no problem! I don’t have that choice. That's a
loss. When asked to do the same exercise with both legs, other
people can do that, but I don’t have that choice. That'’s
another loss.

I manage to navigate the losses of polio for months and
sometimes years at a time without having to actively think
about it, allowing me the luxury of not having to face my
grief every day. But that luxury has been taken away today and
I want to be real and honest about where I am. I live in a
fallen world where the evidence of sin’s destructive impact on
our world is everywhere. My grief, the pain of my losses, 1is
part of that fallen world. But what is also part of that
fallen world is God’s promise that He would never leave me or
forsake me (Hebrews 13:5). He tells me He is “the LORD, the
LORD, the compassionate and gracious God, slow to anger,
abounding in love and faithfulness” (Exodus 34:6).

I remind myself of my new life verse that just seems to
incredibly appropriate for one whose body is compromised:
Therefore we do not lose heart, but though our outer man 1is
decaying, yet our inner man 1is being renewed day by day. For
momentary, light affliction is producing for us an eternal
weight of glory far beyond all comparison, while we look not
at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not
seen; for the things which are seen are temporal, but the
things which are not seen are eternal. (2 Corinthians 4:16-18)

I cried today. I let the tears fall as the grief flowed. But
then I chose not to lose heart, because this momentary, light
affliction is producing for me an eternal weight of glory far
beyond all comparison.

It’s gonna be okay.

This blog post originally appeared at



blogs.bible.org/engage/sue bohlin/from fears to tears on June
26, 2018.

What It’s Like to Live with a
Disability

As a polio survivor since I was
an infant, 1living with a
disability has been my “normal.”
But, like most polio survivors,
I just gritted through the
limitations and inconveniences,
trying to keep up with everyone
else.

I’'ve been thankful for the opportunities to speak to children
about what it’'s like to live with first a limp, and now the
need for a scooter to get around, as several months ago I
stopped being able to walk. My favorite thing to tell them is,
“I am not my polio leg. I am me. You connect with me by
looking in my eyes. When you see someone in a wheelchair,
please look in their eyes, because that’'s where the person
is.”

In a world of increasing bullying and growing coldness toward
other people, and in the hope of allowing compassion to grow,
I'm hoping that you might find it helpful to know what it’s
like to live with a disability. My disability is physical; I
don't really know what it’'s like to live with an emotional
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disability, or an intellectual disability, or even a physical
disability that is invisible but all-too-painfully real, such
as deafness, cystic fibrosis, or debilitating pain. But some
things are still true across the board.

In no particular order, here are some things I hope you find
helpful in order to show more grace to folks like me.

Everything takes longer. The smallest personal care chores,
like showering and getting dressed, or even fixing a cup of
coffee, are harder and they consume time. (I'm still learning
this, and apparently I'm a slow learner because I'm so
optimistic by nature that I keep forgetting how long things
really take.)

Life is permeated with frustration. On my first flight after
losing the ability to walk, the American Airlines software
wouldn’t let the gate agent change my seat from the back of
the plane. Strapped into an aisle seat that barely clears the
arm rests of row after row of fellow passengers, being taken
to my seat was hard. And embarrassing.

Obstacles abound. In a wheelchair or scooter, barriers like
stairs and sand proclaim, “You can’t go here.”

Social activities are restricted. If a building isn’t
handicap-friendly (and having just two steps is enough to do
that), there’s no point even to trying to attend. Things are
much better in the U.S with the Americans With Disabilities
Act, but I won’'t ever be able to travel to Belarus again; the
former Soviet states are so handicap-hostile that you almost
never see a soul in a wheelchair. Many just don’t leave their
home.

People stare. Children are (quite understandably) curious
about anything and anyone different, but still, the stares
from both kids and adults silently shout, “You don’t fit in.
What’s wrong with you? You're a freak.”



Am I invisible? On the other end of the spectrum, it’s amazing
how few people will make eye contact with someone in a
wheelchair or scooter. Hey! I’m still here! Ready to interact
with you! Sometimes, waiters ignore patrons with a disability,
not even asking for their order.

Extreme weather is a nightmare. Rain and snow are enemies of
mobility equipment, especially anything with electronics. I
lost my first scooter to rain in Cozumel. That was hard,
losing my only means of mobility in a foreign country.

Bathrooms. Many bathrooms don’t have stalls big enough for a
wheelchair or scooter. In private homes, bathroom doorways
aren’t wide enough to get through. I'm sure you can imagine
what a challenge that presents!

It’s expensive. The tools and assistance we need are not
cheap: walkers, canes, grab bars, widened doorways, raised
toilets, and ramps—not to mention wheelchairs and scooters-are
costly. You probably can’t guess the price tag on an adapted
car or van that allows a disabled person to drive.

Losses. We are continually facing the next “one more thing” we
used to be able to do. And it hurts.

Other people’s self-centeredness. I love to cruise; it’'s a
perfect vacation for mobility-challenged people. But it 1is
just staggering how many people will wait with me for an
elevator and then rush inside to claim their place. It
literally only takes a few seconds for an elevator to fill
with too many people for there to be room for my scooter.
Naturally, no one will look at me until the doors close.

May I make some suggestions for responding to those of us with
disabilities?

Please don’t

Please don’t try to fix us or shame us for being where we are.
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Some people have been asked, “What’s the prognosis for
7" When told it’'s progressive, some people have heard,
“Well, it will be as long as that’s your attitude!”

Please don’t “help” us without asking. Some people have been
grabbed by the arm to steer them or attempt to give support.
I've had taxi drivers suggest that I shift my weight to my
barely-functioning polio leg because it made sense to them.
Please, just let me figure out what I need to do to make
things work.

Please don’t assume it’'’s God’'s will to heal everyone this side
of heaven. If that were so, Paul would not have been given his
thorn in the flesh and told God’s grace was enough, and His
power 1is perfected in weakness. (2 Corinthians 12)

Please don’t assume our disability is because of unconfessed
sin. Plenty of us have asked, “What did I do wrong?” and God,
one way or another, has given us John 9 grace. “Neither this
man nor his parents sinned,” said Jesus, “but this happened so
that the works of God might be displayed in him.” (John 9:3)

Please don’'t try to explain what God is up to. Nobody knows
the specifics of God’s plan to bring good to us (and our
families, and our friends) and glory to Himself. Let’s just
trust His goodness and give up on offering explanations.

Please don't try to make us feel better about our disability.
Don’t start any sentence with the words, “At least . . .” It’s
not comforting. It’s minimizing.

But please do stay sensitive to God’s leading on how to
encourage us. One of my pastors asked me if I'd like to run a
marathon with him in heaven, when we’ll both have healthy,
strong resurrection bodies. Now that was encouraging! Several
friends have asked, “Would you allow me to bless you by
bringing your family a meal?” (Then they affirmed me for not
giving into my old pattern of “Oh, I've got this, thanks”
independence.)
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Please do let us know if you see Jesus shining through us.
Many of us deeply, desperately want the difficulties and
suffering of living with a disability to be sculpting in us
“an eternal weight of glory, far beyond all comparison” (2
Corinthians 4:17).

And please do smile when you make eye contact with us.

Because we’'re not invisible.

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue bohlin/what its like to live with a
_disability on March 6, 2018.

“This Too Shall Pass”

I wrote this blog post on May 7, 2012, not quite five years
ago. I had no idea that by this point, I would hardly be
walking, using a scooter 95% of the time and unable to move
without a walker for the rest. Pain and serious weakness are
my daily companions. As I noticed the counts on my most
popular blog posts and discovered this one among the top, I am
grateful that the wisdom God gave me five years ago is even
more true today. And I am grateful that I can even minister to
myself .

Sometimes it’s the simplest things that help us navigate life.
The old, old adage “this too shall pass” is one of them.

No matter what trial, grief, trouble or challenge we face,
there is comfort in reminding ourselves that it’s temporary.
Some are very short-lived—-the time crunch of a deadline, the
pain of recovering from surgery, waiting for results of a test
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or an application. We can remind ourselves, “By this time next
week (or month), this will be behind me. This too shall pass.”

Some are very long-term—a permanent disability like my polio
or my dear friend Lael Arrington’s painful rheumatoid
arthritis. The death of a loved one, or a marriage, or a
cherished dream. The realization that God is choosing to give
us grace for, not deliverance from, our thorn in the flesh.
Even so, when we remember that our time on this earth is short
compared to our life on the new earth, we can remind
ourselves, “A hundred years from today, this trial will be
just a memory. I can either be glad for how I handled it, or
regret the short-sighted choices I made. Because this too
shall pass.”

It’s helpful to remember that even the good times, the fun
times, the stress-free (or low-stress) times will also pass,
because life is like that. When we remember everything 1is
temporary, it helps us hold onto sweet moments and days with a
looser grasp while reminding ourselves to be grateful for the
blessings we’re enjoying because “this too shall pass.” If we
are mindful of the transience of the good days, we won’'t be
devastated when they dissipate.

“This too shall pass” is one way we can live in light of
eternity, keeping our earthly life in perspective. When the
hard times come, whether moments or years, we can comfort
ourselves with the truth that “our momentary, light suffering
is producing for us an eternal weight of glory far beyond all
comparison because we are not looking at what can be seen but
at what cannot be seen. For what can be seen is temporary, but
what cannot be seen is eternal” (2 Cor. 4:17-18).

When the good times come, we can give thanks for the way they
point like signposts to heaven’s unending joy.

Which will NEVER pass away!
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This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/tapestry/sue bohlin/this too_shall pass on May
8, 2012.

Leaning Hard

I wondered when it would happen, when the pain and weakness
from post-polio, exacerbated by hip arthritis, would set me up
for a fall. And now I know. The other day I took a tumble.

I forgot to have my husband put my walker in the back of my
mini-van. At some point this year I discovered that leaning on
a cane for stability wasn’t enough, and I need a walker for
literally every step. But this level of loss and disability is
still new to me; sometimes I forget that my “new normal”
demands things like taking a walker with me. When I got to my
destination, all I had was my cane, and I thought, “It’s okay,
I'll have the cane in my right hand and I can lean on the car
with my left to make my way to the back of the van to get my
scooter.”

But it was a drizzly day, and when I leaned hard on the bumper
my hand slipped, and I went down HARD. Fortunately, it was
also a cold day and my padded coat helped cushion my shoulder
and hip as I hit the ground. I instantly had a new
appreciation for that old commercial, “I’ve fallen and I can’t
get up!” Yep. That was me.

My cell phone was in my pocket, praise God, and I was able to
call for help. It took two aides to lift me to a vertical
position and then get my scooter out of the van, shaken and
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feeling very fragile but basically okay.

The doctor I was there to see also came out, and when she
spoke I knew it was the Lord’s voice through her: “Sue, you’'re
trying to do too much on your own.” Yep. That was me too.

I’'ve thought a lot about how things have changed for me in the
past couple of years as I've lost so much of my mobility and
ability to do even the simplest things around the house. And
since there is often a strong correlation between the physical
world and spiritual reality, each one teaching us something
about the other, I've become especially aware of my dependence
on my walker and my scooter.

So it deeply blessed me when a friend dealing with stage-four
renal cancer was featured in a video where she quoted from
J.I. Packer in Joni Eareckson Tada’'s book A Lifetime of
Wisdom:

“God uses chronic pain and weakness, along with other
afflictions, as his chisel for sculpting our lives. Felt
weakness deepens dependence on Christ for strength each day.
The weaker we feel, the harder we lean. And the harder we
lean, the stronger we grow spiritually, even while our bodies
waste away. To live with your ‘thorn’ uncomplainingly — that
is, sweet, patient, and free in heart to love and help
others, even though every day you feel weak — 1is true
sanctification. It 1is true healing for the spirit. It is a
supreme victory of grace.”

The weaker we feel, the harder we lean. And the harder we
lean, the stronger we grow spiritually, even while our bodies
waste away. Whoa.



“Leaning hard” 1is the opposite of our American, self-
sufficient, can-do independence. But it’s the secret to
spiritual vitality and power because “leaning hard” means we
access Christ’s strength instead of our own puny efforts.

“Leaning hard” is my new way of understanding “abiding.” And
abiding is where stability comes from, just as I am far more
stable when I'm “leaning hard” on my walker when I have to
walk and on my scooter when I get to ride.

The memory of leaning hard on my slippery car bumper, only to
discover it was not a reliable place to support myself so I
landed hard on the ground, was also a powerful lesson in the
futility of leaning hard on myself or anything other than
Jesus Christ Himself. I now have a kinesthetic memory of that
spiritual truth!

It stinks to fall, of course, but I sure do love the insight
that came from it.

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue bohlin/leaning _hard on December 27,
2016.

Pain: God’s Just-Right Tool

I wrote this blog post on May 7, 2012. When I ran it again
almost five years later, I added this introduction:

Not quite five years ago, when I originally wrote this, I had
no idea that by this point, I would hardly be walking, using a
scooter 95% of the time and unable to move without a walker
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for the rest. Pain and serious weakness are my daily
companions. As I noticed the counts on my most popular blog
posts and discovered this one among the top, I am grateful
that the wisdom God gave me five years ago 1is even more true
today. And I am grateful that I can even minister to myself.

It’s now almost ten years later, and I certainly had no idea
that by THIS point, the Lord would have so incredibly
graciously allowed me to have had both hips replaced so that I
live free from pain. Never, ever saw that coming. But I also
know that this is a sweet but temporary season, as I keep
getting older and the late effects of polio continue to
threaten. So I live with a deep sense of gratitude for this
season of respite, knowing that any point I may be forced to
re-enter the place of pain.

“You know, you’'re like the Martha Stewart of kitchen gadgets
and tools,” my friend observed as she unloaded our dishwasher.
“You’ve got stuff I never knew existed.”

I really do like having just-right tools. I only use my cherry
pitter during cherry season, but it’s perfect for the job. I
don’t use my electric knife sharpener every day, but when I do
pull it out to put a finely honed edge on a knife, it brings
joy to my culinary tasks. I love being able to chop up nuts in
my food chopper in no time flat—and no mess. Tools like these
are a reason I enjoy cooking and baking.

Once as I was using a razor blade holder to scrape paint off
the windows on our garage door, I said, “Thanks, Lord, for the
blessing of a just-right tool.” I sensed Him say, “Do you
think it’s any different for Me? I enjoy having the just-right
tool in My hand as well.” At the time I got the impression He



was talking about using us as instruments of grace and
blessing in His hand, but lately I’'ve become aware of a
different kind of just-right tool in God’s hand.

Pain.

Physical pain, emotional pain, the pain of trials and
suffering of all kinds. Pain is an incredibly effective tool
to achieve God's purposes in our lives: transforming His
children into the image of His Son Jesus, tearing down
strongholds that keep us from being all that He made us to be,
restoring what was lost in the Fall.

Since God has no magic wand and no Easy button (that’s only
for Staples commercials), He has to use other means to
accomplish the considerable task of changing people who are
far more broken and messy and less than we were created to be,
into the people He intended us to be from the beginning.

Some of the just-right tools I have personally seen in God's
hands:

George and Pam (not their real names) found the wheels coming
off their lives when they learned their middle-schooler was
doing drugs, followed shortly by dealing them. Though they
were faithful church attenders, neither of them actually knew
Jesus. They were directed to a grace-drenched, gospel-
preaching church where they both trusted Christ and everything
changed. George told me recently that as he had learned,
“Suffering keeps us from the delusion of self-sufficiency.
This delusion was my main problem. When the sufferings of my
failure as a husband, father and man became crushing, I



surrendered.” They are now leaders in several ministries at
their church.

Jennifer Clouse’s second battle with cancer, which she shares
generously via her blog and her friendships with about a
gazillion people. Jen is teaching many people what the grace
of humor looks like from inside a cancer diagnosis that moves
her closer to heaven every day. Her ability to see God in
everything 1s as instructive as when she stood before women
teaching the Word. (Note: Jennifer has been with the Lord
since 2016.)

Barbara Baker is a missionary in Mexico whose desire to
minister to people is far greater than her body’s ability to
support it. As her frailty and weakness grows, so do her
limitations. When Ray and I visited Barbara and Jonathan in
Puebla last year, I saw what happens when the diameter of a
spotlight is reduced; it becomes like a laser! Barbara’s
physical limitations mean that the things she is able to
participate in are that much more valuable, that much more
grace-filled. Her light is that much more concentrated.

Holly Loughlin has been fighting Cystic Fibrosis her whole
life, which has now reached what used to be the upper limit
for CF patients. On her most recent hospitalization, she
started daily blogging what life was like for her, and I
absolutely loved what she wrote on Day 10:

“The Lord is always in the business of redeeming. Sometimes
I see that so clearly here. Everyone gushes about what a
great CF patient I am and they are all eager to introduce me
other CFers who are struggling because of my hope and
outlook and work ethic. But, I wasn’t always like this. I
went through 3 really rough years where I refused to do
anything that had anything to do with CF. I didn’t take any
pills, do any treatments, or even eat the way I was supposed
to. ALl of those things felt like chains that held me at the
mercy of CF. I suffered needlessly and went in the hospital
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many more times than was actually necessary during those
years, but the Lord was gracious and allowed me to survive
it. Somewhere around the time I went off to UNT at 18 I
realized that CF wasn’t something I was going to be able to
escape, no matter how I lived and that I had been given a
specific set of tools that, if anything could, would help me
achieve the goals and dreams I had for my life. I realized
that eating, sleeping, doing my treatments and taking my
pills were the things that were going to give me the best
shot at having a great life.

“I had no idea then how great my life was going to be one
day. Some of my dreams didn’t come true. I had to give them
up because my body just wouldn’t accomplish them no matter
what I did, but the Lord was so gracious to give me new
dreams, better dreams. And here I am 20 years later with the
best husband anyone could dream up, a daughter more amazing
than I could ever have imagined, and a lot of life still
ahead of me. That’s our God. He loves to gives His children
good gifts. He loves to be called upon. He loves to surprise
us when we least expect it. And I'm thankful that He is even
now using the folly of those years so long ago to reach out
and give hope and encouragement to others.

“I could never have imagined that I would be sitting up in
the hospital at this age being the go-to person for giving
hope, love, and light to people who are as lost in the weeds
of CF now as I was then. I'm so thankful that the Lord has
let me live to see this, to be this. I know how much I
would’ve given to have had someone for me like I am able to
be for these folks.”

Daniel and Kelly Crawford received the devastating news that
their unborn son Abel had Trisomyl8, a genetic condition
incompatible with life. Shortly after he was born, they wrote
on their blog,

“[W]e've been living in this challenging tension since last
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July.. a total inability to control or manipulate an outcome,
which forces you to make a decision: we can fall headlong
into depression & despair, or we can return to the promises
of the Faithful One.

“So just as we’ve tried to do all along, we want to live out
Psalm 143:8 and remind ourselves of God’s steadfast
trustworthiness every morning. We want to cling to 2
Corinthians 4:16-18, setting our gaze on our great eternal
Hope amidst affliction. And we want to remember James
4:14-15, seizing every precious hour of every precious day
and knowing that even you & I are never guaranteed tomorrow.

“God’s sovereignty 1is something I have subscribed to
wholeheartedly for a good long while, but you really ‘put
your money where your mouth is’ in these scenarios that
truly are out of your hands.”

Their precious little boy lived for 15 days before slipping
out of his mama’s arms into Jesus’ arms. The just-right tool
of Trisomyl8 was what God used to fulfill what the Crawfords
confidently told the thousands of people who prayed and wept
and followed their story: “The ultimate plan and purpose for
Abel’s life (and our life) 1is to glorify the Glorious One.”
And he did.

And then there’s me.

Advanced arthritis on top of Post-Polio Syndrome means I now
need a walker instead of just a cane to walk and stand. Most
steps hurt. Two ortho docs have said I will need both hips
replaced, but post-surgery rehabbing is questionable when one
of my legs is basically worthless. Could this be a just-right
tool in God’s hand?

I choose to believe it is. Every day I have the choice to
remember and give thanks that a good and loving God is in
control. I’'ve always lived with a lot on my plate, but He has
allowed my “plate” to get smaller. As I upgraded to a walker,



I downgraded from a dinner plate to a bread plate. Like
Barbara, limitations abound and I have to check with the Lord:
what do You want me to do?

I have seen God do some marvelous things in my family through
this new challenge. He is good. I may be falling apart on the
outside, but my “inner man” is more vibrant than ever, as long
as I cling to the truth that God is good.

My new life verse is 2 Corinthians 4:16-18-

Therefore we do not despair, but even if our physical body
is wearing way, our inner person 1s being renewed day by
day. For our momentary, light suffering is producing for us
an eternal weight of glory far beyond all comparison because
we are not looking at what can be seen but at what cannot be
seen. For what can be seen is temporary, but what cannot be
seen 1is eternal.

That's my story and I'm sticking with it.

This blog post last appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue _bohlin/pain_gods just-right toolon
May 31, 2016.
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