
When Life Hands You Bananas .
. .
My friend Jonathan Baker handed a banana and a knife to every
student in his Bible classes at Puebla Christian School in
Puebla, Mexico. He told them to cut up their bananas any way
they wanted. Junior high boys pretty much decimated theirs
while other students cut their bananas into large pieces.

Then Jonathan passed out cellophane tape and told them to put
the bananas back together again. It was, of course, a mess.
The students who had made neat cuts with their knives were
able to reassemble their bananas, but even with tape it was
clear they were in parts. The mashed bananas, needless to say,
were hopeless. Even with tape.

Jonathan  made  the  observation  that  our  choices  have
consequences, and we can’t ever go back to the way it was
before we made our choices. No amount of tape can possibly
make a banana whole again. We can certainly make a mess of our
lives when we make bad choices and have to live with the
consequences.

We cannot fix our bananas.

We cannot undo the damage we inflict on our bananas.

It’s sad.

But then he went into the next room and brought out ice cream,
chocolate  syrup,  nuts,  whipped  cream,  cherries,  bowls  and
spoons. With a smile, Jonathan said, “You can’t do anything
with cut up, mashed up bananas, but God can! He can make a
banana  split!  He  can  take  broken  pieces  of  our  lives,
unfixable messes and painful consequences of bad choices, and
make  something  sweet  from  them.  He’ll  make  something
unimaginably more wonderful of our broken pieces—IF we’ll let
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Him.”

I love that story. And I love how it hit the students’ hearts
with hope.

But there is another layer to my enjoyment of this story.
Jonathan shared it with me in Puebla, where my husband and I
are here for a week to teach some of Probe Ministries’ Mind
Games material at the school. We also spoke at a weekend
conference where I shared “How to Handle the Things You Hate
But Can’t Change,” my story of living with polio my whole
life. (I was six months old when I contracted it, just a few
months before the vaccine was developed.)

I learned that here in Mexico, as in many countries around the
world, Americans are often dismissed as lightweights because
surely we don’t know anything about suffering. But when my
audience could see me limp painfully and slowly to the podium,
leaning on my cane, I had instant credibility. I could see it
on their faces: I guess she really does know something about
suffering.

The power of my message, that a good and loving God is in
control so we can trust Him, has nothing to do with me and
everything to do with God’s grace. But first, my audience had
to be open to receiving what I had to say. And once again, I
saw how polio is God’s good gift to me, to open the doors of
people’s hearts to hear what I have to say, so that it blesses
them and honors God.

The banana of my broken body is being used for a spiritual
banana split. And that is a sweet, sweet blessing. With a
cherry on top!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/when_life_hands_you_bananas

on March 10, 2015.
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Abortion: A Biblical View
Sue Bohlin takes a hard look at abortion from a biblical
perspective.  Her Christian viewpoint focuses on the Bible’s
perspective  on  the  source  and  sanctity  of  life  while
understanding  the  emotions  many  women  face.

 This article is also available in Spanish.

Why Abortion is So Volatile
Abortion is one of the most divisive and controversial issues
of our day. People generally have strong views about abortion.
It is not a social issue of mere preference, but an issue
about life and death.

Abortion draws out the clashes between two divergent world
views. The humanistic worldview says, “Man is the highest
standard there is. You don’t answer to anyone, so do whatever
you want.” The Christian worldview says, “We answer to God,
and He has commanded us not to murder. We must always submit
our desires and preferences to the authority of His word.”

I believe that the real reason that we see such emotional,
tenacious commitment to the availability of abortion goes even
deeper than the issue of abortion: people want sexual freedom
without consequences.

Our  culture  has  a  definite  agenda  supporting  any  and  all
sexual expression. It’s difficult to find a new movie, or a
successful TV show, or a popular song, that doesn’t embrace
this view of sex. When the director of a Crisis Pregnancy
Center in Dallas offered a school district a presentation
supporting abstinence till marriage, the district turned her
down. Their own presentation featured birth control devices,
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and they couldn’t let her talk about self-control one day if
they were going to sell the kids on condoms the next.

As a society, we are amazingly schizophrenic about this sort
of thing. My son, who was born in 1982, is a de facto member
of what they’re calling the “Smokefree Class of 2000.” No one
bats an eye at this worthy national goal of graduating an
entire class of non-smokers, but people laugh derisively at
the thought of kids not having sex. Which is easier to get, a
sex partner or a cigarette?

Teenagers are becoming more and more open about the fact that
they are having sex, and this is a reflection of the sexual
mores they see in movies, on TV, and in music. The whole
society is loosening up to the point that people who have
chosen to remain chaste are openly ridiculed on Geraldo; the
decision of Doogie Howser, a TV hero and role model for young
people, Doogie Howser, to lose his virginity is hailed as
“responsible sex”; and a couple that doesn’t live together
before the wedding is asked, “Why not?”

Western civilization has been heading down this path for a
long time. With the rise of Humanism during the Renaissance,
societies began turning away from God’s laws and God’s ways.
From the Enlightenment sprang a virtual worship of nature.
Once nature, not God, became the standard for morality, people
started believing that, since humans are a mere product of
nature, anything we do naturally is normal, and even good. Sex
is natural, sex is powerful, and so it eventually followed
that sexual expression was seen as a natural and normal part
of all human existence in any circumstances, much on the level
of eating and sleeping.

It’s no coincidence that the two most heated issues of our day
are  abortion  and  homosexuality;  underlying  both  is  an
insistence on sexual freedom while thumbing one’s nose at God
and His laws.



Given the sexually charged atmosphere in which we live, it is
not surprising that so many people are having sex outside of
marriage and getting pregnant. And so abortion is treated like
an eraser; people see it as a way to try to get rid of the
consequences of their sexual activity. Of course, there are
always exceptions; pregnancies do occur as a result of incest
and rape. Some women get pregnant because of someone else’s
sin. But does that make it right to kill the baby that has
been conceived?

The Bible’s View of the Unborn
Historically, hiding the evidence of sexual activity was the
main reason for abortions. One of the early church fathers,
Clement  of  Alexandria,  maintained  that  “those  who  use
abortifacient medicines to hide their fornication cause not
only the outright murder of the fetus, but of the whole human
race as well.”(1)

Pro-choice advocates don’t like the use of the word “murder.”
They maintain that no one really knows when human life begins,
and they choose to believe that the idea of personhood at
conception is a religious tenet and therefore not valid. It is
a human life that is formed at conception. The zygote contains
46 chromosomes, half contributed by each parent, in a unique
configuration that has never existed before and never will
again. It is not plant life or animal life, nor is it mere
tissue like a tumor. From the moment of conception, the new
life is genetically different from his or her mother, and is
not a part of her body like her tonsils or appendix. This new
human being is a separate individual living inside the mother.

The  Bible  doesn’t  specifically  address  the  subject  of
abortion, probably since it is covered in the commandment,
“Thou  shalt  not  murder.”(Ex.  20:13)  But  it  does  give  us
insight into God’s view of the unborn. In the Old Testament,
the Hebrew word for the unborn (yeled) is the same word used
for young children. The Hebrew language did not have or need a



separate word for pre-born babies. All children were children
regardless of whether they lived inside or outside the womb.
In the New Testament, the same word is used to describe the
unborn John the Baptist and the already-born baby Jesus. The
process of birth just doesn’t make any difference concerning a
baby’s worth or status in the Bible.

We  are  given  some  wonderful  insights  into  God’s  intimate
involvement in the development and life of the pre-born infant
in Psalm 139:13-16:

For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my
mother’s womb. I praise you because I am fearfully and
wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that full
well. My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in
the secret place. When I was woven together in the depths of
the earth, your eyes saw my unformed body. All the days
ordained for me were written in your book before one of them
came to be.

All  people,  regardless  of  the  circumstances  of  their
conception, or whether they are healthy or handicapped, have
been personally knit together by God’s fingers. He has planned
out all the days of the unborn child’s life before one of them
has happened.

Sometimes you will hear a pro-choice argument that says the
Bible does not put the same value on the life of the unborn as
on infants, citing an Old Testament passage on personal injury
law. Exodus 21:22-25 gives two penalties if fighting men hit a
pregnant woman. The first penalty was a fine, and some people
conclude from this that an unborn baby doesn’t have the same
value as a born child. But that penalty was for a situation
where nothing serious happened. If there was serious injury,
the offender was severely punished with the same injury he
inflicted. If the mother or baby died, the offender was to be
put to death. This actually shows very eloquently how valuable
God considers both the mother and her unborn baby.



Post-Abortion Syndrome
After having an abortion, many women feel a sense of relief at
having avoided the stress and responsibility of pregnancy and
a  baby,  but  abortions  eventually  cause  serious  emotional
damage in millions of women.

The American Psychiatric Association has identified abortion
as one of the stressor events that can trigger post-traumatic
stress disorder (PTSD). Many of us associate PTSD with Vietnam
Veterans suffering from the effects of the war; but post-
abortion syndrome is a form of PTSD that affects women who
have had abortions.

The death of a child is one of the biggest stress points a
person can experience in life. Post-abortion syndrome is the
emotional stress of not grieving, not letting ourselves feel
the pain and suffering that is part of a loss. To be emotional
healthy, we all have to grieve through our losses; but what do
you do when society tells you there’s nothing to grieve about?
If a woman does not recognize her need to grieve for her baby,
or if she does not allow it to occur, that emotional pain is
going  to  go  somewhere.  Frequently,  following  a  woman’s
abortion, she goes into what one CPC counselor described as
“self-destruct  mode”:  getting  pregnant  again,  having  an
affair,  punishing  herself,  and  generally  showing  all  the
variations that severe depression can take.

Depending on how stressed a woman is, PAS can show up within
weeks or months of the abortion, or she can have a delayed
reaction to it, typically seven to eight years later. Women
experiencing post-abortion syndrome generally feel a confusing
and overwhelming sense of guilt. One study reported that 92
percent of women who have had an abortion feel guilt.(2) One
woman who is now involved in a post-abortion healing group
reports that after her abortion, the memory haunted her. She
heard this little voice in her head: “Abortion, abortion;
you’re a terrible, awful person.”(3) For many women, the guilt



and shame is expressed through a deep anger–at the doctors and
abortion  counselors  for  hurting  her  and  her  baby,  at  her
husband, boyfriend, or parents for pressuring her into an
abortion, and at herself for getting pregnant and having the
abortion.

Many women dealing with the effects of abortion spend a great
deal of emotional energy denying the death and denying that
what they did was wrong. A woman uses denial to keep herself
from coming face to face with the fact that her child was
killed and she allowed it to happen. One young woman pleaded
with my sister not to leave her alone the day she had an
abortion. This hurting teen tried to keep her feelings at bay
as she spent the afternoon telling dead baby jokes.

Abortion  is  not  an  eraser  to  rub  out  a  mistake  or  an
inconvenience. It has more than one victim; women as well as
their babies are victims of abortions. It is essential that a
woman grieve for her baby and face her role in the baby’s
death;  in  fact,  women  who  allow  themselves  to  grieve  and
understand their need to grieve are not likely to experience
post-abortion syndrome. But even more essential is that women
who have had abortions accept that there really has been a
death, that abortion is sin, and that the Lord Jesus Christ’s
death covered every wrong they have ever done. No sin–not even
abortion–is greater than the power of His blood, and He offers
total forgiveness and cleansing to everyone who will come to
Him in faith.

The Sawyers’ Story
Steve and Tessie Sawyer will never forget Halloween 1990.
Tessie was four months pregnant, and her doctor had suggested,
“Tess, you’re 35 years old; let’s do a neurological test on
the baby. It’s just a simple blood test.” Sure, that was fine
with Tessie…until the day before Halloween, when the test
results came back.



The alpha-fetoprotein test indicated that her blood count was
extremely low. Normal was 450, and hers was 120. This test has
three parts, and the part that came back so abnormal tested
for Down’s Syndrome. Neither Steve nor Tessie were the least
bit prepared for the staggering news that something might be
terribly wrong with their baby.

This baby was a surprise to the Sawyers, who already had two
very active little boys and weren’t anticipating any more.
But, being believers, they knew that God’s sense of humor and
timing is something to be reckoned with.

Later, they did another alpha-fetoprotein test. Hoping against
hope, they waited in anguish for the results to come back to
Dallas from the lab in Santa Fe. But the second results were
just as abnormal as the first. The doctor informed Steve and
Tessie of their option to abort the baby, since there was an
almost certain indication that he would be handicapped. But
that was never an option for them. The doctors wanted to do
amniocentesis on Tess, but they refused that, too.

At  this  point,  the  Sawyers’  friends  had  two  different
perspectives.  Their  church  friends  were  wonderfully
supportive, both emotionally and in prayer; their unchurched
friends questioned them: “Why don’t you have an amnio?” Steve
and Tessie were delighted, in the midst of their fear, to be
able to share their faith that God was the One in control: “It
doesn’t  matter  what  the  test  results  would  be.  We’re  not
aborting this baby. There’s a risk of miscarriage or early
labor with amniocentesis, and five months’ peace of mind in
exchange for our baby’s life just isn’t worth it.”

At seven months, the doctor did a special, extensive sonogram
to  measure  the  baby’s  femur.  Down’s  Syndrome  babies  have
longer than normal extremities, but the doctor couldn’t see
anything unusual about the baby’s bones. And he couldn’t see
the baby’s face, either. The waiting, and not knowing, went on
two more months.



Tessie had a scheduled C-section. As she was being prepped for
surgery, it hit her that in a matter of moments, their lives
could be changed forever. That kind of fear feels like a cold,
hard  iceball  in  your  stomach.  But  Steve  and  Tessie  were
trusting God no matter what happened, believing in His love
for them and for their baby, believing that He was still in
control.

The doctor delivered Lucas Clay Sawyer and turned him over.
“He looks perfectly normal,” he pronounced cautiously. But
sometimes Down’s Syndrome takes a while to show up, and for
the next 24 hours they ran a lot of tests on Luke. And I’m
glad  to  say  that  today  he  is  absolutely,  positively,  the
healthiest, most robust, smartest little kid you’ve ever seen.

All the world’s conventional wisdom advised Steve and Tessie,
“Your  baby  is  probably  not  normal.  You  should  seriously
consider abortion.” But are they glad they didn’t!! We need to
hear that test results are sometimes wrong. No one knows why
the Sawyers’ alpha-fetoprotein test came back with such dismal
numbers on such a healthy baby. How many other healthy babies
are being aborted after the parents get misleading or just
plain wrong test results?

Handicapped Children
The  Sawyers  had  a  very  happy  ending  to  their  story,  but
sometimes the tests do tell the truth and babies really are
sick or handicapped. There’s no doubt about it, raising a
handicapped child is painful and hard. Is it ever okay to
abort a child whose life will be less than perfect?

We  need  to  ask  ourselves,  does  the  child  deserve  to  die
because of his handicap or illness? Life is hard, both for the
handicapped person and for her parents. But it is significant
that no organization of parents of mentally retarded children
has ever endorsed abortion.



Some  people  honestly  believe  that  it’s  better  to  abort  a
handicapped child than to let him experience the difficult
life ahead. Dr. C. Everett Koop, former Surgeon General of the
United States, has performed thousands of pediatric surgeries
on  handicapped  children.  He  remarks  that  disability  and
unhappiness  do  not  necessarily  go  together.  Some  of  the
unhappiest children he has known had full mental and physical
faculties, and some of the happiest youngsters have borne very
difficult burdens.(4) Life is a lot harder for people with
disabilities, but I can tell you personally that there is a
precious side to it as well. I have lived most of my life with
a  physical  handicap,  but  it  hasn’t  stopped  me  from
experiencing a fierce joy from living life to the fullest of
the abilities I do have. I can honestly rejoice in my broken
body because it is that very brokenness and weakness that
makes it easier for others to see the power and glory of my
Lord in me, because His power is perfected in weakness.

Often, parents abort children with defects because they don’t
want to face the certain suffering and pain that comes with
caring for a handicapped individual. By aborting the child,
they  believe  they  are  aborting  the  trouble.  But  as  we
discussed earlier, there is no way to avoid the consequences
of abortion: the need to grieve, the guilt, the anger, the
depression.

What if a baby is going to die anyway? Anencephalic babies,
babies born without brains, have no hope of living any length
of time. I think we need to look at the larger picture, one
that includes God and His purposes for our lives. When a
tragedy  like  this  occurs,  we  can  know  that  it  is  only
happening because He has a reason behind it. God’s will for us
is not that we live easy lives, but that we be changed into
the image of Jesus. He wants us to be holy, not comfortable.
The pain of difficult circumstances is often His chosen method
to grow godliness in us and in the lives of those touched by
the tragedy of a child’s handicap. When it is a matter of life



and death, as abortion is, it is not our place to avoid the
pain.

My husband and I know what it is to bury a baby who only lived
nine days. We saw God use this situation to draw people to
Himself and to teach and strengthen and bless so many people
beyond our immediate family. Despite the tremendous pain of
that time, now that I have seen how God used it to glorify
Himself, I would go through it again.

Not all abortions are performed as a matter of convenience.
Some are performed in very hard cases, such as a handicapped
child or as the result of rape or incest. But again, we need
to back off and look at things from an eternal perspective.
God is the One who gives life, and only He has the right to
take it away. Every person, born or unborn, is a precious soul
made by God, in His image. Every life is an entrustment from
God we need to celebrate and protect.
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A Holy Limp
I got polio at eight months old. Every step of my life, I have
walked with a limp. It was a source of great shame to me
growing  up  because  of  people’s  stares.  And  my  limp  was
probably the biggest reason I hated polio and hated how I saw
myself, as the “ugly crippled girl.”

One day, as I studied the scriptures, God gave me a divine
“lightbulb  moment.”  As  I  read  in  Genesis  32  about  Jacob
wrestling all night with God, the same Lord who touched his
hip, asked me, “Do you see the souvenir I gave Jacob from his
night with Me?” Jacob walked the rest of his life with a limp.
He had been touched by God and it changed the way he walked.

It was a holy limp.

In  that  moment,  I  saw  that  there  was  nothing  inherently
shameful about a limp if God gave one to His beloved Jacob.

Certainly,  this  doesn’t  magically  transform  a  limp  into
something beautiful and good—after all, it means something is
wrong. But God can, and does, bring something beautiful and
good out of the limps of our lives.

Over the past few years of walking with hurting people, I have
come to see how God uses my limp to connect with those whose
hearts are still scarred and limited by the wounds they’ve
received. As I wrote to a dear friend who left behind decades
of life as a gay activist when she trusted Christ, and who
still has to submit her feelings to Jesus every day of her

https://probe.org/a-holy-limp/


life:

“You know, it’s entirely possible your attractions to women
won’t change and you will walk with an emotional limp the rest
of your life. . . just as I will continue to walk with a
physical limp the rest of my earthly life. But both of us can
glorify God in our limping by honoring Him with our choices,
as we look to Him to restore us to a perfect future that
includes running and jumping and leaping and loving perfectly,
on the other side.

“I know that may sound weird, ‘glorifying God in our limping,’
but I think He receives more glory through limping people who
are dependent on Him, than healthy people who breeze through
life independent of Him.”

Connecting the dots between my physical limp and my friend’s
emotional limp encouraged her greatly. Just as I was deeply
encouraged by the godly response of my pastor, Todd Wagner of
Watermark Community Church in Dallas, to the news that he has
cancer in his foot. He wrote to his church family:

”So grateful for the prayers so many of you have offered on my
behalf. I covet them for both wisdom in dealing with sarcoma
(the cancer affecting my body) but especially sin (the cancer
constantly  waging  war  with  my  soul).  There  is  no  greater
kindness than your earnest prayer for me. . . . In the coming
weeks  I  will  be  watching,  monitoring,  imaging,  praying,
continually consulting with caring docs, and trusting in a
good and sovereign God Who is never asleep. Having to trust my
perfect  Father  with  one  more  thing  is  no  burden—it  is  a
blessing. Anything that reminds me of His goodness and my
futility is a gift. Thank you for praying with me… may my
every decision honor my King and may my every step—whether
with two feet or one, with cancer or without — find me running
hard in His way. Pray for my health… but double down on the
health of my walk with Him over my ability to walk physically.
If He will allow me both I rejoice. If the days ahead allow

https://twitter.com/wordsfromwags


for only one, I would gladly choose to limp in this life over
anything that would compromise my running toward His presence
in faithfulness. (Habakkuk 3:17-19)” (Emphasis mine)

Can you imagine how Todd’s last sentence made my heart soar?

But it doesn’t end there. Watermark’s worship pastor, Jon
Abel, “plays with a limp.” Several years ago, when mowing his
lawn, his lawnmower blade sliced off his finger—his wedding
ring finger, which he uses every day as a guitar player. The
trauma of losing his finger, with the attendant threat of
losing his livelihood, forced him to come face to face with
the question of whether a good and loving God was in control.
Jon’s godly response to this trial, which is documented in
this short YouTube video, is one reason he is one of my
favorite worship leaders of all time.

 
I  recently  learned  from  my  sister—on  Facebook,  of  all
places!—that the doctors told my mother I would never walk.
Mom decided they were wrong, and worked patiently with me
every day, exercising my once-paralyzed leg in the bathtub as
she taught me the ABCs and who knows what else.

I don’t know why my mother didn’t tell me this fact, but I do
know this: limping means I can walk!

I am grateful for the gift of perspective. Whether it’s my
polio-caused  limp,  or  Todd’s  possibility  of  limping  from
losing a foot, or Jon’s limited ability to play guitar from a
once-severed finger, I just know that if God can be more
glorified from our limps than from physical perfection, we’ll
take the holy limp every time.

This blog post originally appeared at blogs.bible.org/a-holy-
limp/ on November 15, 2013
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Mad at God
I knelt down next to my bed, ten years old, and once more
poured out my heart to God. “God, please heal me! You know how
much I hate having polio, I hate limping, I hate going to
physical therapy every week, I hate the surgeries, I hate the
way people stare at me because of how I walk. I hate that no
one could love me with polio. I hate this, God! I know You can
take it away—please let me wake up tomorrow morning all healed
and restored!” Once again, I fell asleep, hopeful that God had
heard me and He was able to snap His fingers or wiggle His
nose or however He did miracles. And in the morning, once
again,  I  discovered  that  during  the  night  God  had  done
absolutely nothing.

And I was FURIOUS!

“You’re God! This is an easy one for You! What’s wrong with
You that You won’t do something so easy as healing me???”
Then, my little ten-year-old heart gasped, “I’m mad at God!
People aren’t supposed to get mad at God!” And I gathered up
my explosive anger and stuffed it into the emotional basement
of my heart, along with all the other times I had begged God
to heal me . . . and His silent inactivity kept saying no.

Once I trusted Christ as a college student, a wise woman saw
my heart full of anger, bitterness and resentment, and prayed
that God would show me my heart, knowing that my anger at God
was a far bigger problem than legs that don’t work right.
Remembering this ten-year-old memory, and the awareness there
were a lot more just like it, was an answer to her prayer.

So I prayed, “God, I don’t have a clue what to do. My heart is
full of anger, bitterness and resentment. I am angry at You,
Lord, because You won’t give me what I want. I’ve never heard
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a message on ‘What to do when you’re so mad at God you want to
spit in His face.’ Please show me what to do about it.”

God understands why we get angry at Him, just as a parent,
possessing adult perspective, understands why a child gets
angry at her. That adult understanding allows the parent to
experience—and to show—grace toward a child tormented by angry
confusion and a juvenile sense of entitlement to what he or
she wants. Just as a child can’t possibly see the big picture,
much less a parent’s motive and intention, that’s why we get
mad at God.

It’s about what we can’t see. And God understands.

He knows we cannot see anything but the pain and frustration
of the moment. We can’t see the reason(s) God is allowing us
to  suffer.  We  can’t  see  the  greater  evil  that  a  loving
heavenly Father is preventing us from experiencing through the
lesser evil of pain in that moment. Or season. We can’t know
what’s going on the spirit realm, just as Balaam’s donkey
(Numbers 23) saw the angel of the Lord blocking their path
with a sword but Balaam didn’t, and he unrighteously punished
the donkey.

We can’t see the eternal weight of glory (2 Cor.
4:17) and beauty that God is creating in our
souls through our pain and suffering, and He
usually doesn’t tell us. But He did tell my
friend Ann. In prayer one day she had a body
memory of being sexually assaulted by a man who
had paid her father for the right to have access to his little
girl. She asked Jesus about what felt like a heavy blanket
over her during the abuse. He gave her a mental picture of
Himself lying protectively on top of her, taking into Himself
much of the violence of the assault. Ann saw that before the
man could even touch her, he had to go through Jesus as her
shield,  protecting  her  from  the  worst  of  the  assault.  In
answer to her heart’s cry of “Why?”, the Lord told her, “You



are  My  precious  gem.  My  Father’s  hand  is  on  the  chisel,
creating unimaginable beauty in you. He has used every assault
on you to create yet another facet of a brilliant jewel. I
promise, when you see yourself in heaven, you will say, ‘It
was totally worth it.'”

Now, I do realize that many people would gladly choose a less
highly polished gem over the pain of abuse and suffering, but
this was deeply encouraging to my wise and mature friend. I
have watched God use her in mighty ways to minister hope and
comfort  to  others  in  pain  because  of  her  willingness  to
relinquish her anger at what happened to her and trust God to
bring good out of evil, to work all things together for good
in her life (Rom. 8:28).

When I prayed, “God please show me what to do about my anger,”
He answered by teaching me about His sovereignty. I learned
that a good and loving God is always in control, and nothing
can touch me without His express permission. His perfect love
and purpose for me—and His kingdom—is a shield around me (Ps.
28:7). By the time anything reaches me, whether it is a polio
virus  that  crippled  me  for  life  or  the  disappointment  of
living in a fallen world, it has His fingerprints all over it.
He taught me that all the available facts are not all the
facts. He taught me that I can only see a tiny sliver of the
whole picture that He sees, and I need to trust His goodness
with what I don’t see.

There’s more to the story, but you can read that here.

What do we do when we’re so mad at God we want to spit in His
face?  Repent  of  the  wrong  belief  that  we  see  the  whole
picture, and choose to trust the God who sees everything and
has a purpose in it.

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/mad_at_god on August 14,
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Spiritual Exoskeleton
March 27, 2013

I was crippled by polio at six months
old, paralyzed from the waist down on my left side. In order
to stand or walk at all, I was fitted with a steel-and-leather
brace  from  hip  to  shoe.  This  brace  provided  the  external
support I needed to stay upright and to walk. I was blessed to
regain  some  use  of  my  leg,  and  my  muscles  slowly  grew
stronger. I was able to go to a half brace; then, when I
learned to lock my knee, they took away the brace altogether
because the strength and support became internal rather than
external.

I am grateful for the way my brace gives me a picture of
grace-filled accountability. One of the reasons God wants us
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to live in community is because sometimes we need an external
support system that provides structure and support while we
learn new ways of thinking and living. That external support
system, a “spiritual exoskeleton,” can take many forms.

It’s friends who ask how they can pray for you and then follow
up with shame-free, no-condemnation questions about how you’re
doing.

It’s giving a trusted friend your car keys and debit card for
safe keeping when you are struggling with the temptation to go
off by yourself to indulge in destructive choices.

It’s knowing you need software to block your computer access
to  pornography,  and  asking  someone  else  to  choose  the
password.

It’s asking a friend to check up on you and ask how you’re
doing  at  keeping  a  particular  promise  or  fulfilling  an
obligation.

It’s  inviting  someone  to  text  or  call  when  you’re  being
tempted. Even at 2 a.m.

It’s  being  transparent,  such  as  showing  an  accountability
partner your bank records or cell phone records.

It’s the wisdom of AA and other recovery groups who strongly
suggest that an addict seeking to become an overcomer attend
ninety meetings in ninety days.

It’s discovering that seeking God through participating in a
liturgical  church’s  daily  worship  and  prayer  services  can
produce the spiritual fruit of greater intimacy with Him.

It’s encouraging others in choices and habits that will help
them  grow  spiritually,  mentally,  and  emotionally.  Asking,
“What  book(s)  are  you  reading  right  now?”  “What  are  you
wrestling with or learning from God right now?” “What one
thing would you like to be different a month (or three) from



now, that I can pray for you about?” It’s living out the truth
of  Proverbs  27:17,  “As  iron  sharpens  iron,  so  one  person
sharpens another.”

All these means of external support can become the beauty of
internal strength as we “grow up into Christ, who is the head.
From  him  the  whole  body  grows,  fitted  and  held  together
through every supporting ligament. As each one does its part,
the  body  grows  in  love”  (Eph.  4:15-16).  The  “spiritual
exoskeleton” can become the internal “supporting ligament,”
not to mention core strength, of self-controlled people.

Here’s to being able to take off the braces of our lives—but
first, we give thanks for them!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/tapestry/sue_bohlin/spiritual_exoskeleton

The Stink of Self-Pity
When I got polio as an infant in 1953, just before the vaccine
was developed, my parents were instructed by the doctors and
the therapists that the very worst thing that could happen was
for me to wallow in self-pity, and to never let me go there.
Maybe they all thought that if no one ever talked about the
huge assault of this life-changing trauma, it would never
occur to me to think about it, and so I’d never end up in the
Self-Pity Mudpuddle. So what was modeled to me, and which I
dutifully followed, was a constant response of denial.

So I grew up wondering, but never able to put into words, why
it was that no one seemed to understand how really, really
rotten it was that I have to live my entire life with a
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disability,  with  restrictions,  with  growing  weakness  and
fatigue and pain.

Fast forward to a recent mini-vacation in Cozumel with my
sister and her husband. I have a lightweight travel scooter
that enables me to zip around, covering distances too great
for me to walk, even with my cane. Well, one night we left the
scooter outside our bungalow door while we charged the battery
inside, but during the night there was a torrential downpour.
Scooters and rain, I learned, are mortal enemies. It was dead.
I called the front desk to ask for a golf cart to come get me
to take me to the resort restaurant for breakfast, but no one
came and it was too far to walk.

At one point, my husband Ray lovingly said, “You know you
can’t go into town without your scooter, and there are no
wheelchairs here.” (He knows me well; well-trained in denial
from toddlerhood, it’s easy for me to say, “Oh, it’ll be
fine”—and then later I am in excruciating pain after walking.
He needs to speak the truth in love to me so I don’t overdo
things.)

Hit with the realization that I couldn’t walk to breakfast,
much less be able to go shopping with my sister, something I’d
looked forward to for MONTHS, I was confronted again with the
loss of mobility and the loss of independence that a scooter
provides.

So I sat there, choosing to stay present in the feelings that
overwhelmed  me,  paying  attention  to  what  I  was  feeling:
Sadness. Grief. Loss.

Tears.

I invited Jesus into my feelings and looked to Him to help me
process them well.

And then I wondered, Am I feeling self-pity too?



You know, the worst of all sins for polio survivors?

That’s when the lightbulb came on. I realized that self-pity
isn’t a primary feeling like sadness, grief and loss. Self-
pity is a secondary event, a choice to respond to legitimate
negative feelings. But it’s not the only choice. I could also
choose to respond with trust that God knows my pain, He sees
and understands, and I can trust Him to redeem every scrap of
my pain and my grief—for His glory and my good.

I suddenly saw self-pity as analogous to the stink of body
odor. When we’re hot or we exercise, our bodies are designed
to release excess heat through sweat, which doesn’t smell.
It’s natural—it’s God’s gift to us. But if we let the sweat
linger without showering, if we don’t process it by bathing,
bacteria multiply and excrete what DOES stink.

To  draw  the  analogy  out  further,  experiencing  grief  and
sadness is natural and not sinful at all. There’s no stink to
those legitimate feelings that come from life in a fallen
world. But when we don’t bring our feelings to the Lord,
allowing Him to cleanse and purify them as we trust that He is
good and He loves us even when we hurt, they can disintegrate
and start to stink.

So I sat there, for the first time seeing the line between
sadness and self-pity. Sadness happens because of the effects
of  sin  in  a  fallen  world;  Jesus  was  “a  man  of  sorrows,
acquainted with grief” (Isaiah 53:3). But self-pity springs
from the wrong belief that “I don’t deserve this. Life should
treat me better than this. Garbage always happens to ME while
good things happen to others”. . . ad nauseum.

I think we can avoid self-pity by seeking to respond with
truth: “I deserve nothing but hell. Life in a fallen world is
just painful, and this is my share today. Bad things happen to
everyone,  and  good  things  happen  to  everyone,  and  the
difference is the willingness to look for and see them. God is



still good even though He has allowed pain into my life, and I
can trust Him that there is a purpose for my pain.”

By the way, we had to replace the dead scooter, but in His
goodness, the Lord prompted some dear friends to pay for it as
a gift. Now that feeling was on the opposite end of the
spectrum from self-pity!

 

This blog post originally appeared at
http://blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/the_stink_of_self-pit

y on June 19, 2012.

When  the  Church  Is  More
Cultural than Christian

July 7, 2011

So, I’m reading this excellent biography of Bonhoeffer right
now, and I’ve been mulling this question. Well, I guess it’s
twofold, really.

Background: You probably know this already, but just in case.
In Nazi Germany the German church pretty much abandoned any
form of orthodox Christianity in order to fit in with the
culture.  Bonhoeffer,  Niemoller  and  others  formed  the
Confessing Church as a stand for true Christianity in the face
of the cultural abdication of the wider church. Most were
either imprisoned or killed for their efforts.

1 – Do you think that the American church is undergoing a
similar shift to fit in with cultural norms on a broad scale
that could threaten orthodox Christianity (clearly, hopefully,
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not to the extent of the Reich church, but still, I see some
possible parallels)? What do you think are the areas in which
the American church is most at risk? Why?

2 – Do you think we have leadership that is taking a stand for
orthodoxy in a counter-cultural and true way on the national
scene? If so, who?

Yes. The American church acquiesces to the culture in various
ways which are detrimental to the Gospel. It’s tricky because
it is vital to the Gospel that the Gospel (whose hands and
feet are the church) be relevant. Churches which are highly
separatist  and  never  adapt  to  or  accommodate  culture  do
violence to the Gospel as well, so it’s tricky. And we’ll none
of us ever get it 100% right. Ever. I keep trying to tell God
humility is overrated; he never listens.

I think there are two veins in which American churches are
perhaps more American than Christian. One is liberal; one is
conservative. (Brilliant, I know.) The tendency is to point
the finger at the other and overreact for fear of falling into
the other’s traps. We’re so focused on not falling into this
trap, that we don’t even notice that what we think is a bunker
is merely another trap of another sort.

Now to your actual question: What are these traps?
Liberal:
Of course there are the far left examples like: Employing poor
hermeneutics which 1) Undercut Scripture as a text which is
not historical or literal at all, and 2) justify sin, usually
sexual sin such as premarital sex and homosexual sex and the
sexually-related  sin  of  abortion.  And  then  there  is  the
slightly more subtle trap of feeling the need to bend over
backwards to kiss the keister of Science. Finally, there is
the  acquiescence  of  the  (pseudo)tolerance  mantra  of
hypermodernism: partly out of fear of being legalistic, partly
because it is more comfortable, we succumb to Relativism.



Conservative:
Employing poor hermeneutics which truncate Scripture as a text
which is entirely literal (it seems to me that this is a very
Western thing to do, but I could be wrong; it could simply be
a human thing to do… we feel more comfortable in black and
white). Such a lack of hermeneutic leads to overly hard-nosed
positions about creation and “the woman issue” among other
things. It also leads to, instead of justifying sin, creating
an extra hedge of rules so that we can be darn sure we avoid
the  undignified,  socially  unacceptable  sins,  perhaps
especially,  sexual  sin.

And then of course there’s the idea of a Christian America; or
that politics can fix every(one else)thing.

Traps for all:
Moralistic Therapeutic Deism is probably a problem for both
sides. So is materialism of course, privatism and spiritual
professionalization—You’d better keep your hands off of my
individual rights and my private life… and: spiritual things
go in one compartment, which is private and has no business
interfering in the public sphere: ie. faith and science and/or
faith and business. Professionalization is also quite Western.
I love this quote from GK Chesterton’s Heretics:

But if we look at the progress of our scientific civilization
we see a gradual increase everywhere of the specialist over
the popular function. Once men sang together round a table in
chorus; now one man sings alone, for the absurd reason that
he can sing better. If scientific civilization goes on (which
is most improbable) only one man will laugh, because he can
laugh better than the rest.

Professionalization  probably  also  includes  running  our
churches too much like businesses.

Finally, Q number 2: Yes. What’s tricky about this is that one
must sometimes be under the radar to be counter-cultural,
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partly because when you’re counter-cultural, no one wants to
listen to you! Eugene Peterson, Tim Keller, NT Wright, Nancy
Pearcey,  Os  Guinness  (an  outside  perspective  is  always
helpful) and the Trinity Forum, Jamie Smith, especially in the
area of how we do church and spiritual formation… I’m sure
there are others, including my colleagues who are currently
working on assessing and addressing this issue of cultural
captivity: first creating an Ah-ha moment about our cultural
captivity, and secondly, creating a way out of captivity and
into freedom.

Good question!

This blog post originally appeared at
reneamac.com/2011/07/07/when-the-church-is-more-cultural-than-

christian/

“Why Does God Create People
Born Blind, Deaf, Etc.?”
Why does God create people who are born blind, deaf etc.? Why
don’t they get a chance to live life the way others would?

The great thing about your question is that Jesus Himself
answered it! This account is found in John 9:1-3:

As He passed by, He saw a man blind from birth. And His
disciples asked Him, “Rabbi, who sinned, this man or his
parents, that he would be born blind?” Jesus answered, “It
was neither that this man sinned, nor his parents; but it
was so that the works of God might be displayed in him.”

God’s got a plan for people born with a disability. In their
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weakness, He can display His strength, His goodness, and His
grace. This passage was life-changing for Nick Vujicic, a
young man born without arms or legs. After a time of despair-
filled depression, he heard this passage and it was a major
“light bulb moment” for him. It changed everything. Nick has
grasped that the reason he was born without limbs was so that
God could be glorified in him in a special way. Today, he is a
life-changer in the lives of millions of people worldwide.
Check  out  his  website  “Life  Without  Limbs”  at
www.lifewithoutlimbs.org  Here’s  a  YouTube  video  of  Nick:
www.youtube.com/watch?v=H8ZuKF3dxCY

Actually, this is not an abstract concept for me; because I
was crippled by polio as an infant, I’ve lived my life as if I
were born with a disability. It’s not a matter of “their”
weakness, but “our” weakness.

I respectfully suggest that the reason it’s easy to put an
inordinate amount of stress on the idea of living a “normal”
life free of physical limitations is the culture’s emphasis on
the  temporal,  physical  dimension  of  life.  Consider  2  Cor
4:17-18:

“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.”

When we ONLY look at “the seen,” the temporal, we can forget
that  the  lasting,  unseen  realities  outweigh  them.  I  can
promise you that since God has shown me that the limits of my
physical life are only “momentary, light affliction” that are
producing in me “an eternal weight of glory far beyond all
comparison,” it allows me to focus on the things that really
matter—things like letting God shine His light through me. He
has shown me that He has been using my disability to scoop out
my soul and create a bigger place for Him to fill; that He
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balances  my  physically  diminished  capacity  with  a  larger
spiritual capacity–and I’ll take that trade any day!

Now, I do realize that not everyone born blind, dear, lame
etc., turns in faith to Christ. Some people live their whole
lives consumed by bitterness and anger at God for allowing
them to be born that way. That is so sad, that they miss the
opportunity  to  experience  God  redeeming  their  painful
experience and turning it into something good and beautiful
(in the unseen, eternal sphere).

I have written an article on our website called “The Value of
Suffering,” that gives more reasons that God allows people to
be  born  with  disabilities  and  experience  other  kinds  of
suffering. I hope you will find it helpful in answering your
question more fully:

Blessing you today,

Sue Bohlin

P.S. I just came across a phenomenal blog post by Randy Alcorn
titled “Insights from a Precious Disabled Child of God.” He
offers a short essay by a marvelously articulate 22-year-old
woman. It’s one of the best things I’ve ever read.

Hearing God, and Sensing Life
Cass Harris 4/16/11

As I stood on the beach near my home in Alaska, taking in
God’s creation, knowing full well that my precious Audience
of  One  had  my  heart  completely,  I  couldn’t  help  but
remember.

God had never been silent in my life. At 10 months I was
diagnosed with a mild case of cerebral palsy. Too early to
tell all the implications, the doctor gave my mother and
father the gravest of warnings. Known debilitations were the
inability to talk, walk, comprehend, eat on my own, use my
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hands; the list was endless. There was also a possibility of
epilepsy, but no one wanted to acknowledge that. So, being
the people of faith that they were, my parents did the only
thing they knew to do. They thanked the physician, took me
home and prayed like crazy that they’d know how to raise a
special needs child.

As it turned out, my cerebral palsy wasn’t nearly as bad
as—according to the doctors—it should’ve been. My speech
abilities  left  something  to  be  desired,  but  I  was
communicating. My entire right side was two times weaker and
smaller than my left, but I was walking. I’d never use my
right hand as a hand I could depend on, but I could move it.
I misunderstood numbers, but I could comprehend the tools
given me to overcome that. The dreaded epilepsy turned into
a reality when I was 12, and by the time I was 16, I’d
already  undergone  three  brain  surgeries  to  ‘fix’  the
disorder. In all, my life was an unsung miracle. At least
among most humans.

If there’s anything I’ve learned as a disabled individual,
it’s  that  the  quantity  of  misinformed  or  ignorant
individuals is never ending. And on top of that, as sweet as
they may come across, those people are the ones that talk
and squawk the loudest. My heart was totally God’s, but they
had no problem questioning that. And they had no problem
testing their boundaries of information in front of my very
innocent and sensitive heart.

“So! Cerebral palsy, huh? Did you know that as recently as
1985 they still left kids like you in caves to die in parts
of the world?!” The fact that I was born in ‘89 made that
‘fact’ even more fun to spout.

“It’s too bad that your parents didn’t catch the fact that
you had cerebral palsy and epilepsy before you were born.
Would’ve been so much easier on your parents to just try
again, rather than stand by and watch you suffer through so



much. You really are proof that abortion is merciful!”

Of  all  the  insults,  and  all  the  “well-intentioned  fact
spewing,” the merciful abortion line got to me the most.
What God did they think they understood when they sweetly
put  the  words  “merciful”  and  “abortion”  in  the  same
sentence?!

As many disabled Christians will tell you; by the grace of
God, having a disability, at times, is just a fast track to
understanding His heart. When the rest of the world can rely
on  intelligent  authors  to  explain  heart  issues;  or
motivational speakers to get them out of a funk, there isn’t
a  known  formula  to  explain  away  and  comfort  life-long
rejection just because you don’t look right. Sure, parents
can give you love and support. And yes, friendship is still
very possible, but, the only One that can truly make such
pain worth living through is my Lord.

I remember the times that I’d brokenly inquired and cried
out to God about how to handle the fact that my young heart
felt as if the entire world just wanted me aborted; only
because of two or three sweet yet ignorant individuals. I
also remember feeling God’s arm around me, rocking me to
sleep  after  a  mind-numbing  seizure  and  my  thought  that
“maybe abortion would’ve been a Godsend!”

His answer was simple, but amazingly just the thing that my
broken heart had needed at the time. And to this day, at
almost 22 years old, I still remember smiling as I heard Him
explain.

“Child, your heart breaks because you only hear the fact
that people are trying to reason away their moral mistakes
by making it logical; and you’re the perfect subject. My
heart breaks, however, because in announcing that they think
abortion is merciful, they are telling ME that they believe
I wasn’t involved in your creation. That I somehow turned my



back while you were being created, and when I looked at you
again, there was an irreversible mistake that I could just
hope  one  of  my  other  creations  would  step  in  and  fix
themselves.

“What they don’t seem to understand is that the precious
ones they decide they should have aborted, are the ones that
I created exactly that way for a reason. Although I love
each creation, I also love the fact that there are some
where their hearts are 20 times stronger than their bodies,
and I can give them tasks that I would never give someone
who is what some may deem perfect.

“My Precious Little One, I made you this way because I love
you. I knew that your strong will, crazy adventurous heart
and love for people would have been amazing tools used to
make you forget me if you had the chance. And although you
still walked away for a time, and didn’t hear or see me, you
remembered the fellowship we were perfecting within your
imperfections—not outside of them.

“Abortion? Why would you ever take the chance away to see
just how deep My love goes, just because you want to ‘try
again.’ My sweet Baby Girl, I knew what I was doing when I
allowed your mama to carry you in her womb the way she did.
I saw the pain she went through, and I had one hand on your
little head, and the other hand held your heart, the entire
time.

“You’re my beloved, my child. And I wanted you here. Don’t
let the world tell you otherwise.”

© 2011 Probe Ministries



Ash  Plumes  and  the
Sovereignty of God
Sunday, April 18, 2010 – This is not a story with a happy
ending, because the story hasn’t ended yet. Ray Bohlin, Todd
Kappelman  and  I,  along  with  millions  of  other  travelers
stranded  around  the  globe,  are  in  Frankfurt,  Germany  far
longer than the eighteen hours we expected to be here on our
way home from Minsk, Belarus.

For  two  weeks,  we  were
privileged  to  share  some  of
Probe’s  worldview  and
apologetics material with young
adult  believers  and  future
church leaders in Belarus. This
country was part of the former
Soviet  Union,  located  between
Poland  and  Russia.  Until

“freedom came” (their term) in 1991 with the fall of the USSR,
it labored under the oppression of communism. The spiritual
darkness of this country is part of the oppression as well.
One of Ray’s spiritual gifts is discernment, and he feels the
weight of oppression and darkness from the moment we get off
the  plane.  Even  though  God  has  blessed  me  with  a  sunny
disposition, the unending ugly gray, featureless, monstrously
huge apartment buildings thrown up by the government to house
millions of citizens as if they were animals, depresses my
spirit as well.

But it was a good, rich time with our friends in Belarus; they
appreciated  our  teaching  styles,  the  (very  different!)
material we presented, and the way we loved them. The warm
reception  from  those  we  spent  time  with  last  year  was
encouraging to us, as were the tears at the farewell ceremony
from this year’s new friends. We have been invited back with
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opportunities  to  expand  our  ministry  there,  and  we  look
forward to returning next year.

Belarus is not kind to people with disabilities. As one now
living in the throes of post-polio syndrome (muscle weakness,
fatigue and pain), the ubiquitous stairs make getting around
more difficult than I am used to in the U.S., especially since
many of my supporters and friends gave generously to allow me
to buy a mobility scooter. Neither a scooter nor a wheelchair
are of any use in a country with lots of stairs but not
elevators or usable ramps, so we don’t bring them to Belarus.

Our  time  with  Belarusian  believers  was  wonderful,  but  we
gladly flew to Frankfurt, where we were grateful for simple
things that are easy to take for granted, like absorbable and
flushable toilet paper, and safe tap water. Before leaving
Minsk we learned about the volcanic eruption in Iceland, but
it was too far away to have any impact on our flight. We
checked our bags all the way through to DFW from Minsk, since
we only had a one-night stay in Frankfurt. My small sack with
nightwear and a change of clothing was inadvertently stuck in
one of the checked bags instead of a carry-on, but I shrugged
it off since it was only one night.

That’s what we thought.

The Frankfurt airport was closed to air traffic at 8 a.m.
Although the lines to rebook flights were impossibly long,
Lufthansa (my new favorite airline) designates an office and
waiting area for special needs passengers, especially those
with handicaps. They got us confirmed seats on the next day’s
flight, and Lufthansa gave us vouchers for hotel rooms and
that night’s dinner in the hotel restaurant. Since the rooms
would  not  be  available  till  after  2  p.m.,  we  enjoyed  a
leisurely lunch in the airport. There were so many people it
reminded me of being at Disneyland on New Year’s Day.

A shuttle took us and a bus full of other passengers to the



hotel, ten minutes from the airport. And here we stay, so
grateful to have been provided a bed to sleep in and three
meals a day when thousands of people are stuck at the airport
because their airline does not cover these needs, or their
visa does not allow them to leave the transit zone.

As the world now knows, the ash plume continues to push its
way into Northern Europe, at the same high altitude as the
jets fly, where they can suck in small, jagged pieces of
volcanic rock and glass that also conduct electricity and
cause total engine failure. No one knows when it will be safe
to  fly  again.  No  one  knows  when  we  will  get  to  our
destinations. And there is no one to get angry with, no one to
blame, no one to sue.

Processing this experience through the grid of a biblical
worldview colors the way we think about our “adventure.”

We know that God is in control of volcanoes, and eruptions,
and winds, and the timing of it all. He is in control of the
world’s flight systems. He is in control of our schedules. He
knew when He allowed us to be stranded in Germany that Todd
had classes to teach at Dallas Baptist University, that Ray
had a number of events and meetings scheduled in his role as
president of Probe, that I had several Christian Women’s Club
luncheons to speak at in New Mexico this week. And He allowed
us  to  be  stranded  in  far-easier  Germany,  not  in  Belarus;
twenty-four hours later, and our flight out of Minsk would
have been cancelled. He provided food and shelter for us. He
has given grace for Ray and me to have our laptops with us
with easy internet access from our room, and He helped me find
and disable the virus that infected Ray’s computer last week.

We don’t know how long we will be here, or when we’ll see our
luggage again. We DO know that God is good, and the fact that
we have been blessed with so much favor doesn’t mean that He
loves the people stuck inside security at the airport any
less. Or that any of us did anything wrong to have Him punish



us.

And we are aware that the more the world grows flat and
interconnected, the greater the fragility of the systems. So
much of our comforts and our technology relies on everything
continuing to run smoothly without interruption. It is good
for us as human beings to be reminded that we are not the
masters of our fate or the captains of our souls, as the
obnoxiously humanistic poem Invictus declares. God is bigger
and more powerful than we are; a nature that has been impacted
by  the  Fall,  producing  things  like  the  disruptions  from
volcanic eruptions, is bigger and more powerful than we are.
We are tiny and insignificant in the face of something like
Iceland’s exploding mountain; and yet, God still counts the
hairs on our head and is still Immanuel, God with us, whether
in an “adventure,” or a disaster, or the blessedly uneventful
days of blessedly uneventful routine.

The bottom line: God is still good. He is still loving. He is
still sovereign.

And we rest, as trustful children, in these wonderful truths.
All the way to the end of the story, however it ends.

Addendum: April 20, 2010

It is a happy ending!

Late  yesterday  afternoon,  Lufthansa  summoned  their
international  passengers  to  the  airport  because  they  were
going to let a handful of flights depart. One of them was to
the U.S., and Ray said, “It doesn’t matter what city it is, if
it’s on American soil. We can always get to Dallas, if we can
just get out of Germany!” Although this flight to Chicago was
fully booked, not all the passengers made it to the airport,
and all three of us were given seats. We arrived in Chicago at
midnight, and to our amazement, all our bags were on that
flight. Since they were tagged for Dallas/Ft. Worth and there
was only a small window of time from when we received our



boarding passes, we were amazed and delighted to see them.

We were able to get some of the last seats on a 6 a.m. flight
to  Dallas,  and  a  few  hours  later  we  were  back  at  home,
grateful, blessed and tired.

And ready for a shower and a change of clothes!

© 2010 Probe Ministries

How to Handle the Things You
Hate But Can’t Change
Sue Bohlin presents her personal testimony of how Christ led
her to a biblical worldview understanding of her physical
state. She explains how understanding her situation ministered
to her and others spiritually and emotionally.

The most unique and distinctive thing about me is something I
absolutely HATED when I was growing up. I’m one of the last
polio babies. I got polio when I was eight months old, in
October of 1953, just a few months before the vaccine was
developed. My left leg was paralyzed from the hip down, but a
couple days after I got sick with polio, some limited use
started to return to my virtually dead leg.

Polio left me with one leg shorter than the other, one foot
smaller than the other, weakened muscles, and a serious limp.
I  had  several  orthopedic  surgeries  and  went  to  physical
therapy once a week. Every day until I was 14, I did exercises
with a weighted boot strapped onto my shoe. I would cry, “But
I  don’t  want  to  do  my  exercises!!!”  and  my  mother  would
insist,  “But  you  have  to  do  your  exercises!!!”  Before  I
learned to walk, I was fitted with a full-length steel and
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leather brace. I was so glad when the movie Forrest Gump came
out, because my kids were able to see what braces looked like,
since they never knew that part of my life!

Polio profoundly affected my body, but it only crippled my
body a little compared to what it did to my self image. I
hated the way I looked. I hated what the polio had done to me,
and I despaired every time I looked in the mirror, thinking,
“Ugly! You are so UGLY!!”

So I got good at two things. One was repressing the polio
altogether. I got in the habit, which I actually have to this
day, of avoiding looking in mirrors, or seeing my reflection
in store windows, or even acknowledging my shadow. I don’t
want to see the way I walk, because it hurts to see the way I
walk. I consider myself an expert on denial; in fact, one of
these days I have to get that T-shirt that says, “Call me
Cleopatra–Queen of Denial!”

The other thing I got good at was a very special fantasy. It
was so private, so personal, that I never even wrote it down.
I loved to fantasize that when I grew up, I would become a
princess, and my polio troubles would be behind me because
those  sorts  of  things  don’t  bother  princesses!  Now,  the
chances of a vacuum cleaner salesman’s daughter from Highland
Park, Illinois, becoming a princess are mighty slim, but I
loved my fantasy.

In high school, the polio got in the way of dating. No one
seemed able to just accept me as someone worth going out with.
I had friends who were boys, but hardly anyone was interested
in anything more than friendship. My sixteenth birthday was
bittersweet  because  I  was  “sweet  sixteen  and  never  been
kissed.” High school boys then, like now, weren’t exactly
paragons of sensitivity and acceptance! My self-esteem dropped
even lower.

I went to college at the University of Illinois to work on a



degree in Elementary Education. One day in my sophomore year,
something happened that changed the entire course of my life.

A friend was handing out flyers inviting students to see that
evening’s performance of an illusionist-magician. I thought,
“Great! I love magic!” I love to see women get sawn in two,
and the fake levitating, and all that David Copperfield sort
of stuff, and I started to get excited about it. But then I
noticed the small letters at the bottom of the flyer: this
performance was sponsored by a campus religious organization.
“Forget it,” I thought. “I am NOT interested in Jesus freaks.”
But as the day wore on, I felt like a huge magnet was pulling
me to the performance, and I found myself buying a ticket and
planning on going. I’m so glad I did.

The illusionist, Andre Kole with Campus Crusade for Christ,
was excellent. But I don’t remember his magic nearly as much
as I remember his message. For one thing, he stopped halfway
through the evening and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re
going to take a short intermission. After the break I’m going
to use my illusion to illustrate some spiritual principles. If
this will offend you, I want to give you an opportunity to
leave during the intermission.” I thought, “What in the world
is this guy going to say?” Besides, I had spent one whole
dollar on my ticket and I was going to get my money’s worth!

When he started again, he said some things I’d never heard
before, but which were quite intriguing. He quoted a famous
philosopher who said that we each have a God-shaped vacuum
within  us,  and  nothing  will  fit  that  shape  or  fill  that
emptiness except for God Himself. He quoted someone else who
had said that our hearts are restless until they find their
rest in God. He pointed out that there’s a huge difference
between  Christianity  and  “Churchianity.”  Churchianity,  he
said, is man trying to earn favor with God, trying to work his
way to heaven. But Christianity as the Bible explains it is a
relationship. It’s God reaching down to man and calling us
into  an  intimate  friendship  with  Himself,  not  because  of



anything we deserve or anything we can do to please Him, but
because He desires to have a relationship with us.

Andre Kole really got my attention when he asked, “Do you know
what a Christian really is?” I thought, “Of course I do! A
Christian  is  someone  who  isn’t  Jewish!”  But  he  said  that
according to the Bible, Christian means “Christ-in-one,” and
that a true Christian is actually indwelled by Jesus Christ
Himself. That blew me away.

Then he said, “I’m going to use my illusion to illustrate some
points.  Just  as  there  are  physical  laws  that  govern  the
physical universe, so there are spiritual laws that govern the
spiritual universe.

The Four Spiritual Laws
“The first law is that God loves you and He offers a wonderful
plan for your life. When Jesus was on earth, He said, ‘I have
come that you might have life and have it abundantly.’ Now
what do you suppose He meant by ‘abundant life’? I think He
meant a life filled with purpose and joy and direction and
fulfillment. But as you look around the world today, you see
that, obviously, most people are not living that kind of life.
Something is terribly wrong.

“That brings us to the second spiritual law: Man is sinful and
separated from God. We don’t like to use the word ‘sin’ today,
but it’s a word the Bible uses a lot. It’s actually an archery
term, and it means missing the mark or the target. It doesn’t
matter if you miss the target by one inch or one mile, you’re
still missing it. God commands us to be holy and perfect, just
as He is holy and perfect. But we don’t even meet our own
standards, much less God’s!

“The Bible also tells us that ‘the wages of sin is death.’
That means that the penalty for missing the mark of being
absolutely perfect and holy is death–not only the physical



death of our bodies, but that when we die, we can’t ever be
with God in heaven. It means the death of our spirits as well.
And once we commit one sin, there’s nothing we can do to
restore ourselves. We’re stuck. There’s a huge chasm between
us and God, and there’s nothing we can do to cross it.

“That’s  where  the  really  good  news  comes  in.  The  third
spiritual law is that God has provided a solution to this
dilemma. Since the Bible says that the punishment for sin is
death, someone has to die because of our sin. God didn’t want
us to have to pay that penalty, so He sent His own Son, Jesus,
from  heaven  to  earth.  He  took  on  human  flesh–that’s  what
Christmas is about–and lived a perfect life. Then He died a
heinous death on a cross, even though He was innocent, and He
died in our place. Three days later, God raised Him from the
dead because He was pleased with Jesus’ sacrifice.”

Now, I had heard a lot of this stuff before when I was growing
up in church, but it had never had any impact on me. I knew a
lot of religious facts, but they didn’t affect my life in any
way. I believed that George Washington was the Father of our
Country,  I  believed  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  the  best
president (I was from Illinois, remember. . .”the Land of
Lincoln”!), and I believed that Jesus Christ died for the sins
of the world. They were all in the same category in my head,
and they all had the same affect on me– which is to say, none
at all.

But I had never, ever heard what he said next, the fourth
spiritual  law.  “Each  of  us  must  accept  Christ’s  gift  of
eternal life personally.” He explained that Jesus was offering
each of us the gift of eternal life, which means not only
going to heaven when we die but, starting that moment, He
would live His powerful, holy, beautiful life from INSIDE US.
Whoa!! This was a totally new concept!! I thought that God
stayed in His corner of the universe, and I limped along in my
little corner, and never the twain shall meet. But suddenly I
was hearing something completely new and different–that God



Himself  loved  me  so  much  He  wanted  to  come  live  IN  MY
HEART!!!! As I sat there, reveling in this new information and
this incredible offer, I saw that all along, I had thought I
was doing all right with God because I was basically a “good
girl.”  But  now  I  realized  that  I  was  missing  the  boat
entirely,  because  I  had  never  entered  into  a  personal
relationship with God at all; I had been caught up in rules
and rituals and traditions, and had rejected them all because
they had no meaning to me. And here was God offering me
HIMSELF  instead  of  those  dead  rules  and  rituals  and
traditions!

My whole spirit cried out in one big “YES!!!!!” It felt rather
like a flower turning to the sun and bursting forth in full
blossom. Andre Kole prayed a short prayer, which I followed
along  in  my  heart,  but  my  real  prayer  consisted  of  one
incredibly joyful “YES!!!”

I went home to my dorm, where I told my roommates, “Guess
what? When I left tonight, we were in a triple, but now we’re
in a quadruple, because Jesus is now living in my heart!” They
just groaned, “OH NO!! You got RELIGION!!” They dismissed what
I was saying: “We know what this means, Sue. There’s a guy
involved in this somewhere. We know how you work. Every two
weeks or so you fall in love with somebody new, and whatever
the guy believes, that’s your new philosophy. Last month you
were  in  love  with  Tony  Hunter,  and  you  thought  you  were
Jonathan Livingston Seagull! So this is nothing more than a
fad, and it will pass when THIS guy doesn’t work out either.”

So my roommates waited for the fad to pass. That was 1973.

Just a fad? No way!
It  wasn’t  a  fad,  and  it  didn’t  pass,  because  my  new
relationship with Jesus Christ was the most real thing that
had ever happened to me. My life became a perpetual surprise
box. No one warned me that when God came to live inside me,



He’d  be  making  all  sorts  of  wonderful  changes!  They  just
started happening.

For one thing, my language cleared up. When I was still at
home, I was a “good girl.” But when I went to college, my
crippled  self-  esteem  made  me  crave  the  acceptance  of  my
friends. And since they all had mouths like sailors, I started
talking like that too. I was never really comfortable with it
(because princesses don’t swear!). But within about two weeks
of the night I trusted Christ, I realized that it was as if
God reached down into my vocabulary box with a great big soapy
sponge  and  cleaned  out  all  the  garbage  that  was  in
there–without  asking  Him  to!

I discovered that, for the first time in my life, I wanted to
go to church. The friend who had invited me to the Andre Kole
show also invited me to his church, which was a block from my
dorm but somehow I had never noticed it. I didn’t even own a
dress, but I got one, and went to church of my own free will
for the first time in my life. I made a startling discovery.
The church was filled with college students who were there
because they WANTED to be, not because their parents had made
them go! From the very first time I went, I was captivated by
the lights on in everyone’s eyes. These people were honestly
joyful and so glad to be there! Not only that, but they sang
all the verses of the hymns, with enthusiasm! This was a whole
new experience for me. Then, the pastor got up and taught us
from the Bible, relating it to our 20th-century lives. I loved
it!

And the third thing that happened was a new hunger to read the
Bible. I didn’t own one of those, either. I had tried it a
couple of times; when I was in elementary school, a priest had
told us one day that if we wanted to read a love letter from
God, to go home and look in our family Bible and read the
epistles. So I tried it. Didn’t look like any love letter *I*
wanted to read! It was too hard to understand, and seemed so
dull and boring, I shut the dusty book and put it back on the



shelf. Another time, another priest told us that if we wanted
to see how the end of the world would happen, to read the last
book of the Bible. What a disaster that was! But now I really
wanted to read and understand the Bible, so I went to the
college bookstore and found the Living Bible, a modern-day
paraphrase that I could easily understand. In the first few
pages, I found just what I needed: “If you’re new to this
book…” It gave a suggested order for reading certain books,
and I knew I had the help I needed. I couldn’t wait for 4
o’clock every day, when I could go back to my dorm room and
read  about  Jesus,  this  new,  wonderful  Friend  who  was  now
living in my heart.

But it wasn’t the immediate changes that I want to talk about.
Far more important are the long-term changes that God has been
working in my life, healing my self-image and helping me deal
with the polio.

Healing a Crippled Self-Image
The more I read and studied the Bible, the more I learned to
see myself as God said I was, and realized that what He said
was so much more accurate and trustworthy than how I felt. I’m
a woman, and the way I felt about myself completely depended
on external things like whether my hair was clean, whether I
was wearing make- up, and the time of the month. So I could
wake up, force myself to look in the mirror, and whimper in
defeat–then, 30 minutes later, not be so depressed once I’d
had a chance to do something about myself. But as I learned to
embrace the truth about what God said I was, that it was more
valid than my fleeting feelings, it profoundly changed the way
I felt about myself.

When I studied Genesis, the first book of the Bible that
explains the beginnings of everything, I learned that when God
made Adam and Eve in His image, that made them infinitely
valuable–not  because  of  themselves,  but  because  of  their
Creator.  And,  because  I’m  descended  from  Adam  and  Eve,  I



learned that I was also made in the image of God, and that
makes me infinitely valuable as well. But this was a truth I
only learned in my head; I didn’t learn it in my heart until
my first son was born.

The whole time I was pregnant with Curt, I prided myself on
being a thoroughly modern, non-emotional mother. I knew that
newborn  human  babies  weren’t  particularly  beautiful,  as
compared to, say, newborn lambs. When I saw my baby, I was
going to say, “Yes, that’s a baby all right. Take him and
clean him up, and when you bring him back we’ll bond.”

And then Curt was actually born.

When I first laid eyes on this child who was made in my
husband’s and my image, this child that God had made by taking
Ray’s intangible love for me and my intangible love for him
and creating a tangible baby that we could hold and love, I
thought, “WHOA! This is THE most BEAUTIFUL baby the world has
ever seen!” I instantly fell in love with this little bundle
of baby, and he was infinitely valuable to me, NOT because of
anything intrinsic with him–I mean, all babies do is eat and
sleep and poop and cry–but because he was made in our image.

A few days later, in the hospital, I had him on my lap doing a
finger and toe check, and just sort of smelling his awesome
newborn-baby smell, when I suddenly realized with a rush of
mother- tiger protective love, that IF ANYONE SO MUCH AS LAID
A HAND ON THIS CHILD, I WOULD PERSONALLY TEAR THEM LIMB FROM
LIMB!!!! I didn’t know I could love anyone that much, but I
loved my baby with a ferocious, passionate love that surprised
and overwhelmed me. (Okay, okay, I realized this was probably
hormones, but it sure felt real enough at the time!) Then, as
I lay there in the hospital bed overtaken with these strong
emotions, I suddenly realized something else: that if I, being
such a finite and limited human being, could love my child so
ferociously and passionately, how much more must my heavenly
Father, who is infinitely huge and powerful, love me? God



loved me even more ferociously and passionately than I could
imagine, and that meant that even if the rest of the world
thumbed their noses at me and rejected me, if I knew that God
loved me like that, it wouldn’t matter.

Another truth that God used to heal my broken self-image came
when I read in the gospel of John that “as many as received
Christ [and I had], to them He gave the right to become
children of God, even to those who believe in His name.” I
learned that simply being a human being doesn’t make us a
child of God–that just means we are creatures made in His
image. I became a child of God when I trusted Christ to save
me from my sins, and according to what Jesus said, I was born
again at that point into God’s family. Shortly after I learned
about being a child of God, I came across one of my favorite
names for God in the Bible: “King of Kings and Lord of Lords.”
Then suddenly I put the two things together: if God is the
King of Kings, and I am a child of God, then the female child
of a King is a PRINCESS!!

 

 

I made it!! When you look at me, I might not look like much on
the outside, but I know that I am a princess on the inside
because my heavenly Father the King made me one when I became
His child!!

The Hole in My Soul
The other area where God keeps working with me is the whole
issue of polio. After I’d been a new Christian for a few



months, I heard about a counselor who was sometimes able to
pray for people and they received physical healing. So I made
an appointment and went to see her.

I said, “Look, I’ve had polio almost all my life and I don’t
want it anymore. Would you please pray for me and heal me?”

She replied, “Well, I must tell you that sometimes God chooses
to heal people in heaven, but first, tell me about how you
feel about your polio.”

“I don’t like it, and I want you to heal me.”

“Not so fast. How do you feel about God for letting this
terrible thing happen to you?”

“Everything’s fine with God and me. Could we just get on with
this?”

“No, wait. Having polio is an awful thing. Aren’t you just a
little bit angry with God for letting this bad thing happen to
you?”

I instantly thought, “Good girls don’t get mad at God,” and
said, “NO, I’M NOT ANGRY WITH GOD!! Please, just pray for me
and I’ll get out of here.”

The counselor smiled gently at me and said, “Sue, I’m afraid
that no amount of healing is going to happen in your life
until you’re honest with God. I can see that you have a great
deal of anger and bitterness and resentment toward God for
letting you have polio, and you need to deal with that first.”

“You’re not going to heal me?” I asked plaintively.

She shook her head and said, “I’m not the One who does the
healing. I think you need to go pray about what’s going on
inside of you first.”

I was terribly disappointed. I had had such hope that finally–



FINALLY–I would be rid of the awful, horrible effects of this
disease! Polio had ripped a huge wound in my soul as well as
damaging my body, but this woman wasn’t going to do things my
way. Sadly, I got in my car and drove home.

Along the highway, I prayed, “God, this woman seems to think I
have all this anger and bitterness and resentment stored up
against You because of the polio. Is there anything to this?”

It was as if God said, “Finally, My precious daughter, you ask
the right question!” I realized that I had been stuffing a
lifetime  of  disappointment  and  pain  into  an  emotional
basement, and God was opening the door that I had kept shut
for years. Feelings and memories started coming back to me out
of the basement, like the time I was about ten years old.

I knelt next to my bed one night and poured out my heart to
God. “God, please PLEASE heal me! I hate this polio, You know
how much I hate this polio! Please, please give me two normal
legs!  I  hate  my  body,  I  hate  limping,  I  hate  doing  the
exercises with the boot, I hate going to physical therapy. I
hate the lift on my shoe, and I hate having my left leg
shorter than the other, and I hate having to wear such ugly
shoes. Oh God, I want to go into a shoe store and buy one pair
of beautiful shoes so bad! I hate having to wear different
size shoes! And You know I can’t wear high heels with my leg
and foot being so weak. And God, if I can’t wear high heels,
how can I get married? Everybody knows that brides wear high
heels on their wedding day! Besides, who would want to marry
me with polio anyway? I hate this toothpick leg, and I hate
hate HATE the way people stare at me in public, especially
little kids. God, please PLEASE heal me tonight while I’m
sleeping!”

Then  I  proceeded  to  help  God  out  by  giving  Him  helpful
suggestions on how to go about healing me. “You can take the
extra muscle from my right leg and transfer it over to my left
leg. Then stretch the left leg so it’s as long as the right,



and pull on my toes so they’re not crumpled up anymore. And in
the morning I’ll run downstairs yelling, “Mom! Mom! God healed
me!” and she’ll call the Chicago Sun Times, and it’ll be on
the front page: “God Heals Suburban Girl.” And I won’t be able
to go to school because I’ll need to go to a shoe store and
pick out some beautiful shoes like everybody else’s, since my
different-sized shoes won’t fit. Oh! And God, I’ll be able to
SKIP down the street! I’ve never been able to skip!! It’ll be
great! Now, I’ll just go to sleep and while I’m sleeping, You
work a miracle. Then, in the morning, I won’t even have to
throw back the covers to see what You’ve done. I’ll know.” I
fell into bed exhausted, having poured out my hurting heart to
God, and so hopefully confident that He had heard me and would
do what I asked.

In the morning, I was right: I didn’t have to throw back the
covers to see what had happened during the night. I knew
without  checking:  absolutely  nothing.  NOTHING!!  God  had
ignored me! I was furious. “God, how could You? I poured out
my heart to You and You ignored me! You KNOW how much I hate
the polio, You KNOW how much I want to be healed! It’s no big
deal for You to do this for me! If You could part the Red Sea,
I know you could heal me! HOW COULD YOU????” Then suddenly, I
realized that, in my little ten-year-old heart, I was yelling
at God, and I was horrified. Good girls don’t get mad at God!
So I took all the feelings of anger and disappointment and
grief and stuffed them all down in my basement, along with all
the other feelings I’d stuffed down there over the years.

And now, here I was, 20 years old, and all these feelings and
memories were flooding back, and I realized that the counselor
was right. I did have a huge amount of anger and bitterness
and frustration stored up against God. . .and I didn’t have a
clue as to what to do about it. I’d never heard anyone speak
on “What To Do When You’re So Mad At God You Want to Spit in
His Face.” That sounds blasphemous! But that’s how I felt, and
I didn’t know what to do about it.



So I prayed, “God, I don’t know how to handle all these
feelings, so I’m asking You to show me what to do. And God, it
looks like You’re not going to heal me of the polio either,
are You? So please help me deal with it. I’ve always hoped
that when I was grown up, it would magically go away, but that
isn’t going to happen. You’re going to have to show me how to
deal with the polio, too.”

God is faithful, and He answered my prayer. In two ways.

God is Always in Control
First, I learned what has been the single most comforting
truth I’ve ever learned as a Christian: that God has always
been in control, and nothing has happened to me that He did
not allow to pass through the grid of His love and purpose for
my life. It was as if there were a suit of armor around me
from the moment I was conceived, and nothing has touched my
life that God did not purposely allow to get past the armor. I
did not get polio by accident; there was a reason for it. When
God saw that polio virus heading for me, He allowed it to do
the exact amount of damage to my body that was in His plan for
me. But once again, this was a truth I only learned in my
head, and the heart-understanding didn’t come until the day I
took my second son Kevin to an immunization clinic for a shot.

I held him in my arms so that he was facing outward, his
little thigh exposed. When the nurse stuck him, he wheeled
around, and just before letting out a huge yell, he fixed me
with a look of intense betrayal. I knew that if he had been
able to put into words what he was feeling, he would have
screamed, “You’re my MOTHER!! I can’t believe you let this
woman attack me with that huge STICK!!” I thought, “Oh Kevin,
I know you can’t understand why I would allow this woman to
attack you with that stick. Honey, I drove you here so she
could attack you with that stick.”

What I wanted to say, but it would have been pointless, was



“Baby, I know how hard it is for you to understand what’s
happening. But my Mommy mind is so much bigger than your Baby
mind, there’s no way I can explain that I know what I’m doing,
and I’m letting you hurt because I love you and I’m acting in
your best interests, even though all you can feel right now is
the pain. I’m so sorry, but you’re just going to have to trust
me.”

I thought, “I’m going to take you home and give you some
Tylenol, and you’ll start to feel better, and in a few days
all  the  pain  and  discomfort  will  be  gone,  but  the  good
medicine inside you will make you strong and healthy for many
years. Some day you won’t even remember that today happened,
but the benefits of this shot will last for a long, long
time.”

Right about then we walked out into the sunlight, and God
spoke to me very quietly, on the inside: “My precious Sue, I
know how much you hurt because of the polio. I hate it too–in
fact, I hate it even more, because it was never part of My
perfect Creation in the beginning. When sin entered the world
and spoiled everything, polio was unleashed into My beautiful
world. I hate for you to suffer like this. But just as My ways
are higher than your ways, and My thoughts are higher than
your thoughts, I can’t explain to you what I’m doing with the
polio any more than you can explain what you’re doing to
Kevin, and that his suffering is good. Sweetheart, you’re just
going to have to trust Me.”

Then I realized that just as Kevin’s pain was going to go away
in a matter of days, leaving him years and years free from the
pain from the diseases he wasn’t going to contract, I needed
to see the pain of my polio’d body in the scope of eternity.
If my body lives to be 100, which is a very generous estimate,
and I have to deal with polio for over 99 years, all that time
is still only going to be the length of a pinprick compared to
the billions and billions of “years” I’m going to live in
heaven–in  a  perfect  body.  My  life  on  earth  does  have  it



difficulties  and  pain,  but  it’s  still  temporary  when  I
remember that the majority of my life will be lived in heaven
where  all  pain  will  be  behind  me.  And  just  as  Kevin’s
vaccination produced health in his body, I realized that God
was using polio to produce character and depth and His kind of
beauty in me, which will last for all eternity.

Giving Thanks for Everything
The other way God answered my prayer was in discovering a
little book (Merlin Carrothers’ Power in Praise) that said God
wants us to give thanks for everything that happens to us. Not
just in everything, not just the things we think will work out
all  right,  but  everything  that  comes  into  our  lives.  The
reason we can give thanks is because of the first lesson I
learned, which is that God is in control and has unseen,
unknown purposes for what touches our lives. The Bible never
tells us to FEEL thankful; it just says to give thanks, which
is an act of the will and not of emotion. I looked it up, and
sure enough, in black and white, there it was Ephesians 5:20.
Even in the Greek!

The book is full of story after story of how God changed
people’s hearts when they thanked Him for things they hated
but couldn’t change, and I knew I had stumbled across some
wonderful wisdom. I remember where I was the first time I told
God “thank You” for the one thing I never, ever thought I
could give thanks for: my polio.

“God,” I started, “I certainly don’t FEEL thankful for polio,
but Your word doesn’t say to go by feelings but by faith, and
Your word says to give thanks for all things. So I thank You
for letting me have polio. Thank You for my limp. Thank You
for the problem that shoes constantly give me, and how hard it
is to find them for my mismatched feet. Thank You that I will
never be able to wear high heels. Thank You for the way people
stare at me. Thank you for all the physical therapy I had to
go  through,  thank  You  for  the  boot,  thank  You  for  the



surgeries, thank You for the brace I had to wear. Thank you
that I don’t know how well my body will hold up as I get
older. I thank You for all these things.”

As I disciplined myself to say “thank You” for these things I
hated but couldn’t change, something interesting started to
happen.  I  realized  that  saying  “thank  You”  enabled  me  to
relinquish all the pain and anger I had stored up in my
emotional basement, and God took it away and replaced it with
His peace. Pain had carved huge caverns in my heart, but now
instead of being filled with all the negative emotions I had
hidden in there, all that space was now filled with peace and
a marvelous joy that came from trusting in the One who loves
me perfectly. (In fact, since I’m only 5 feet tall, sometimes
I think I’m bigger on the inside than I am on the outside!)

Something else that was interesting happened as I made myself
give  thanks  for  this  horrible  thing  I  hated  but  couldn’t
change. In addition to giving thanks by faith but not by
feeling, I found that there were a bunch of things that I
could easily, and with feelings of gratitude, give thanks for.
I thank God for my parents, who loved me enough to make me
exercise and endure surgeries so that I could walk as well as
I did. I thank God for my husband, who, even though he’s a
runner, has never made me feel in the least bit inferior for
not being able to keep up with him, and who is exceptionally
gracious  and  sensitive  in  making  allowances  for  my
limitations. I thank God that if I had to have polio, it was
in my leg and not in my arms. I’m a calligrapher, and it would
be awfully hard to do hand lettering with my toes! I thank God
that, even though I have to use a wheelchair in places like
airports and amusement parks and malls, when I get to where
I’m going, I can get up and walk. And there isn’t a day that
goes by that I don’t thank God for my handicap permit! I get
the best parking spaces!

I love happy endings, but this story doesn’t have one. At
least not as far as my earthly life is concerned. I still have



to discipline myself in my reactions and attitudes concerning
my  body,  because  I’m  now  forced  to  deal  with  post-polio
syndrome. 30 to 35 years after the onset of polio, a whole new
set of symptoms crop up: bone-crushing fatigue, increasing
muscle weakness, and pain. So far I don’t have much trouble
with the pain part (thank You LORD!!!!), but I’ve had to
completely restructure my lifestyle to accommodate a body that
is losing strength and ability.

One day, as I was reading 2 Corinthians 12, I puzzled over
Paul’s re-statement of what God told him concerning his thorn
in the flesh: that His power was perfected in weakness. I knew
there was a nugget of comforting wisdom in that, and asked God
to reveal to me what He meant. He answered my prayer one day
when I was looking out a large plate glass window. Next to it
was an expanse of brick wall. I was able to look out through
the window and see not only a beautiful landscape outside, but
I  noticed  that  the  sunlight  was  streaming  in  through  the
window. The sun was shining on the other side of the brick
wall, too, but I couldn’t see it. Then I realized that a glass
window is fragile, transparent, and easily broken, but it lets
the light shine through. A brick wall is strong, opaque, and
is difficult to break it down, but nothing gets through it.
When we are weak, whether physically or emotionally, we’re
like the fragile glass window, and God’s power can stream
through us, bringing power where we are powerless. When we’re
strong,  like  the  brick  wall,  it’s  difficult  to  trust  God
because we’re content in our own human strength–but no light,
no supernatural power comes through. I am at the place where
I’d rather be a window than a wall, because I want God’s power
and light to shine through me more than I want strength within
myself.

At the time of this writing, I’ve had a chance to share my
story with over 10,000 women, and I’ve never yet found a
person  who  didn’t  have  some  sort  of  private  heartache.
Everyone has something about herself that she hates but can’t



change. Mine is on the outside, but for the majority of women,
their heartbreak is on the inside. Allow me to encourage you
to  think  about  two  things  as  you  consider  your  private
heartache.

What To Do With the Things You Hate but
Can’t Change
First, think about how much God loves you. He proved it once
and for all by sending His only Son to die a horrible death in
your place, so that you could be reconciled to Him. One truth
has been of untold comfort to me: His love is stronger than my
pain.

Second,  the  way  to  truly  relinquish  the  anger  about  your
private heartache is to give thanks for it. It occurred to me
one day that every difficulty in our lives is a beautiful gift
wrapped in really ugly wrapping paper. That’s because God
loves paradoxes, and He wraps His best gifts in tremendously
daunting “paper.” Imagine if someone held out a gift to you
wrapped in the newspaper that had spent several days at the
bottom of the garbage can, soaked in chicken juice (ew YUCK!)
and covered with coffee grounds, with maggots crawling all
over it. You’d say, “What in the world kind of gift could
possibly be inside such a grotesque wrapping?”and shrink back
from it. But God does exactly that. Many of us never get past
the paper to open the gift. But that’s what giving thanks will
do for you–get you past the ugly wrapping paper to the choice
gift inside. For me, it was a heart full of peace and joy. For
others, who were sexually abused for example, it’s the delight
of discovering He will restore the chunks of your soul that
other people stole from you. For still others, it’s learning
that even though you never had the earthly Daddy you should
have  had,  you  have  a  heavenly  Daddy  who  loves  you  more
perfectly and intimately than you can ever know till heaven.

But giving thanks is not a magic formula; it doesn’t do any



good unless you first have a personal relationship with God by
knowing and trusting His Son, Jesus Christ. It is essential
that you turn from depending on yourself and your own efforts,
and trust Jesus to save you from your sin, placing yourself in
God’s hands. If you’re feeling like there’s a rope wrapped
around your heart and it’s being tugged from the other end,
please let me encourage you to identify that as God Himself,
pulling you toward Himself and saying, “I love you! I created
you to be in fellowship with Me! Please come to Me and give Me
yourself so I can give you Myself.” If that’s what you’re
feeling, I suggest you tell God something similar to what I’m
going to share with you, and what Andre Kole shared with me
the night I trusted Jesus:

“Dear God, I realize I’m a sinner and You are a holy, perfect
God. Thank You for sending Your Son Jesus to die on the cross
in my place. I trust Him now to save me from my sin and to
come live inside me. Please make me into the person You want
me to be. Amen.”


