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Help! ‘

| came in late from chores this morning, only to find that my 22-month-old had stuffed a ripe banana into my printer. There’s nothing in
the “Help” menu that tells you how to fix that.

| read a lot of books on parenting. Many of them make me feel guilty, inadequate and frustrated. Often, the authors have two, or per-
haps three, well-spaced, compliant children. Like the “Help” menu on my computer, what they have to say just doesn’t apply to my
situation! | want someone to tell me what to do when | wake up and find myself with six children, ages eight and under, thinking,
“Somewhere along the way, | got behind!” | can barely keep my head above the piles of laundry and dishes, and I’'m supposed to be
Raising my Kids God’s Way, Shepherding their Hearts, Teaching them the Charlotte Mason Way, Daring to Discipline, and Saying Good-
bye to Whining, Complaining and Bad Attitudes, so | can Have a New Kid by Friday! (But at least | don’t have Twenty and Counting....) |
write this tongue-in-cheek, because | know some of you are like me, thinking “If | can just read the right book, just implement the right
system, THEN everything will be perfect.” (For those of you who don’t frantically read parenting books, those are all titles).

A typical scenario for me goes something like this: My three-year old, bless her heart, has a way of trying my patience like nothing I've
ever encountered. I've never had one of those veins that stick out of a person’s forehead and pulsate in times of stress, but | think I'm
going to get one before she reaches adulthood. She’ll do something that | know needs correction and discipline, but simultaneously,
the baby starts crying, the phone rings, the oven timer goes off, and someone falls off a chair backwards. I’'m not really exaggerating.
My days are like this. So, now what? All too often, her behavior problem gets lost in the shuffle. How do | intentionally parent when it
feels like I'm just reacting to a string of major and minor crises all day long?

If you are reading this and identifying with me, you may as well stop waiting for me to reveal the brilliant solution to this problem. | don’t
have it. | am praying and plugging along, because | don’t know what else to do. What | find myself asking is, does that work? | am des-
perately afraid of messing this up. My husband tells me helpful things, like, “God gave you these kids because He knows you can do it!”
However, it’s obvious to me, as | look around the world, that God allows many people to have children who aren’t doing a good job of
raising them. (In spite of good intentions, in many cases). How do | know I’'m not one of them?

This would be the time for any of you older sisters to write in and tell me a great story, like “I felt just the same as you when my kids
were small, and now all nine of them are saved, happy and prosperous!” Anyone? Anyone? Sigh....

“Let us therefore come boldly unto the throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy,
and find grace to HELP in time of need.” Hebrews 4:16

It all comes down to a question of faith. Do | choose to take God at His Word? Will | believe that | am on God’s “Help” menu, and that
He offers me the grace | need to HELP me parent these children? Will | remember to do the most important thing | can, when I'm deal-
ing with my daily crises? Pray.....and keep plugging along, knowing that HELP is on the way!
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WALKING IN THE SAND

] grew up mere minutes from sand dunes near Lake Michigan. |
have some fond memories of climbing sanclg hills and s!icling
down the other side. | also have some not-so-fond memories of
l’laving sand embedded in my clothing, but that's not what |'m
writing about toc{ag.

When you climb a sand dune it is a rigorous process. For

every step you take you slide back a half step. |t can feel dis-

tinct]y like you aren't mai(ing any progress at all. Your leg

musclcs bum ancl 9OUF brcath Fai]s 3OU and 3OU gaze toward

Kierra Skiles

the top of the hill with the sunin your eyes thinking”“l‘”

never make it."

Not rea”g that much different than Parenting is it? Some clays you feellike no progress

has lDCCH maclc.

You tell the eigl—xt year old that onlg HE_ can choose to have a goocl attituc{e«onlg to
hear him huff under his breath.

You remind the six year old that obcging mom is what he must do Firstmonlg to have him
once again debate what you have asked him to do.

You remove the almost two year old from a no-no sPot for the millionth time-on|3 to have

him happilﬁ return.

You can't accomPIish any Iaundrg because the baby is mgsteriouslfj Fussg, and nothing

will calm him, but being held CONSTANTLY bg you and you alone.

Your heart aches and your Patiencc fails you as you look up and think""]‘“ never make
it.”

But wait—there is a strategy to climbing sand dunes that also aPPlies to Parenting. You
need to look back to see how Far}jou have come. You can see your straggling FootPrints

trai]ing up the sanclg hill, and sudden|9 you have courage.

live come this far—| can kccp going."
~Sister Rebecca Miller

//




PAGE 3

Fourteen years ago, [ heavd my) mother tell about the day wmy nephew had a serious side effect from his bwmuniza-
tlon shot andl stopped breathing. As Mow drove them to the hospital, my stster held her babg ow her Lap and pmged over his
Little purple foce. She sald, “Lord, this babg ls mot mine. He ls yours. And Uf You are readg to take him, that's okay.” |
thought to myself at the time, “ don't think 1 could ever say that.”

Cwarried my husband several years Later. With a love for hiv that was passionate and strong, [ thought again
about my sister’s prayer and kunew if Ryan was the one at the polnt of death, [ could not say that. 1 gave birth to two beau-
tiful daughters and held them tightly during their nighttime feedings and knew t could not say that about them either.
They were just too precious.

Then | becanme pregunant with our thivd child and was told that there were serious complications. [ was sent to a lav-
ger hospital, halfway across the state from my husband and daughters. [ spent days with no one and nothing but God and
His Word to sustain me. 1 didn't know it yet, but God was preparing me for more difficulty.

Noah was born two months too spon. He and | were bn and out of the hospital off and on over a period of three
months as Noah spent his first weeks in NICU and then kept contracting serious viruses, dangerous to a preemie baby.
Three times [ thought we would Lose hin.

The first time, [ was carrying him down the sidewallk as our Little family ventured out of the house for the first
thme since Noah came home. He was already a month old, and wore a heart monitor at all times. His alarm went off and
we renlized he had stopped breathing. \we tried to stimulate him and couldn't get him to respond. Ryan administered CPR
right there on the stdewalle while [ called for help. Noah finally took a breath after 2 or 4 agonizingly long minutes. BY
then, support had arvived. But before that, seeing my little baby on the sidewallk, gray and still, [ had to say, “God, he is
Yours, not mine. If You choose to take him, that's okay.” Noah had contracted a virus; we never found out what type. He
stopped breathing because a preemie Ls not quite developed enough to remember to breathe when his body Ls working havd on
doing something else, Like flghting an illness.

The second thme [ thought we woulsl Lose him, Noah became (Ll with RSV, despite our best efforts at keeping our
howme a sterile environment. Ryan and | could tell our son was getting sick and we headed out on the hour drive to the doc-
tor. Only minutes after we Left, Noah's condition deteriorated. He could not get a full breath in his car seat with his chin
resting on his Little chest, so t held hive tn my arms. As he Lost wove and more color, | lknew he coula go to heaven as easLLg
as he could stay with me. And had to say again, “God, You can take him. It's okay.”

In the Mospitm, Noah was put in the ehtldren’s tntensive carve unit and hooked up to o si»pap machine to help him
breathe. He was sick for so many days without noticeable improvement that  begaw to fear he would never get better. And
for the thivd time, thad to say, “God this child is Yours. [ love him desperately, but if You have to take him, | know You Love
him and You love me. It's okay.” Then, like Abraham, when he was completely and totally willing to give up his son 1saac,
Gool gave Noah back to us.

(t has been a difficult year so far for us, but God is good. 1 say He is good, but not because Noah is now a strong
and healthy five month old. God is good because He forced e to look at my heart and discern whether or not [ couldl still
trust Him even if He took my baby away, or my husband, or ey daughters, or anyjone or anything else that t hold close to
wmy heart. | made the chotee to trust God with Noah three times. [ pray that ( will always make the vight cholce. Because
God Ls trustworthy and He is enough.

“He that loveth father or wother wmore than

me Ls wot worthy of me: and he that Loveth son or

daughter more than me is not worthy of me.”
Matthew 10:37

, , Noah Inman
~Slster Erin luman
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PEACH -PEAR FREEZER JAM

1 1/2 o diced pears
1 1/2 c. diced peaches

Crushv & measure to-3 ¢. Stir inv 2 Ths. lemow
Jjuice & 5 ¢ sugowr. Let set for 10 mivuntes; stiv-
ring occasionally.

Inv o smadl saucepory, bring 3/4 c¢. water & 1
box Swre-Jell to- v boil & boil for 1 minute, stiv-

ring constantly. Pour into-joun mixture; stiv 2 -3 minuites: Sy Ao e mine
? garden! (mine, so | can say
Powr into- contaviners. Let set 24 hours. freege. they're grubby)

MIXED BERRY FRERZER JAM,

el eEy 11/2 ¢. crushed steawberries Mix fruit and sugar until well blended.
b sk 1/2 e. erushed blueberries Let stand 10 minutes, stirring occasionally.
in the | O{{ 12 e, crushed pasphersles In 2 small saucepan, combine water and
% ectin; bring to 2 boil. Boil and stir for 1
penspiration! 21/2 . sugar P :
minute. Add to frait mixture; stir 2-3
Y G minutes or until sugar is dissolved. Pour
-~ Sou Snickson, ‘

1 hox Sure-dell pectin into containers. Let stand ot room tem-

perature 22 hours. Preeze.

TiPp (AND ABO ) FROM SISTER

VE R
CARA

On another "canning/freezing" note, when you're in the midst of this abundant season filled with so
many fruits, try making some different "sauces" for your family. Our children enjoy applesauce, but
really prefer pear sauce or peach sauce. | asked them this year if they want me to do more apple-
sauce or stick with mainly pear sauce and they unanimously voted for pear sauce :) For pear sauce, |
make it just the same as applesauce.... coring & peeling the pears, cooking with a little water until
tender. Then | run them through the blender and add sweetener to taste. For peach sauce, | cook
equal amounts of peaches & apples together and then blend and sweeten. It's fun to have a variety
of sauces to choose from during the winter months :)

-
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Reader Question
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Wow! I can’t wait to hear your answers to The way toilet paper is dispensed at our house.

this reader’s question! As you can tell by my
article, I am in exactly the same place in life as
the woman who wrote this note. I really feel
her pain. I have been sure, at times, that my
younger ones would turn out to be under-
developed, speech impaired, and have flat
heads, because I simply don’t have enough
hours in my day. So far, they seem to be turn-
ing out okay, but still......I look forward to any
suggestions you have, and will print them in
the next issue of S..LL.L.Y.




Dear Sisters,
It is late as I sit and type this, but I feel good, knowing that it will go out. When I have
been faithful to do this thing that God has called me to, He has been faithful o me in
richly repaying any small sacrifice I make in producing this newsletter. It is short this
time, to make up for extra-long last time! Due to fime constraints as we prepare for our
trip fo Washington, I couldn't wait any longer for material. If you were preparing some-
thing, send it in anyway! I will try to put out another newsletter in November, a Holiday
issue. Please pray for Brant and I, and our family, as we set out on this trek, for patience,
safety and good health, and that the kids will remember only the good parts!

Love in the Lord,

Sister Bonny Jamison

Quguol 23
(Written as though Sod i talking o us)

Onbwol your fored ones to Me; release them into DMy protective care. Shey are much safer with DMle than in yowr clinging
Rands. Sf you Lol a fosed one become an 2ol in yous heart, you endanger thal one - as wiell as yowsself. Remember the extrome
measwres S uoed with @hraham and Seace. S look Seaac Lo the vewy point of dealh Lo free @hraham from son-worship. Poth
@braham and Seaac ouffered Levibly because of the father's undisciplined emotions.
S dekeol idolatey, oien in the forn of parental fose.
When you refease foved ones to Me, you are free to cling to My hand. @ you entwal others inte My care, S am free to
shosor Blessings on them. MMy Prosence will go with them wheroter thesy go, and S will give thom zest. Fhis same Presence
oo with you, as you refax and place your tuuok in Mle. Waleh Lo see what I will 2o.

~Saken from "Feous Calling a devotional by Sarah Young, suggested by Sister Grin Snman, Lo follow her article about Doah.




