
 
 

 
 
 
 

FOSTERING HOPE 
%ØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÉÎÇ 'ÏÄȭÓ (ÅÁÒÔ ÆÏÒ &ÏÓÔÅÒ +ÉÄÓ 

A 30 Day Devotional Guide 

FOSTERING HOPE  
%ØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÉÎÇ 'ÏÄȭÓ (ÅÁÒÔ ÆÏÒ &ÏÓÔÅÒ +ÉÄÓ  



My heart-felt thanks goes out to those who contributed to this 

little book in one way or another.  The cover art was provided 

by a foster kidɀ thank you for sharing with me.  Some of you 

told me storiesɀ others graciously allowed your own stories     

to be told.  And others provided encouragement, prayers, tech-

nical assistance, and anything else I needed.  Most of all, you  

believed in my dream to tell the stories that are so close to me.  

Thank you for everything. 

-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ $ÅÂ 3ÈÒÏÐÓÈÉÒÅȢ  )ȭÍ Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ 

ÔÏ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ× ÍÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÉËÅ ËÉÄÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈȢ  "ÕÔ 

when I was in medical school I fell in love with foster kids.  Fell in love 

with families that struggle and foster families who courageously take in 

ËÉÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ  &ÅÌÌ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÁÓÅ ×ÏÒËÅÒÓ ×ÈÏ ÓÁÃÒÉȤ

fice way more than an 8 hour work day.  Fell in love with police officers 

and judges who agonize over every decision. 

Over the years I have interacted with around 25,000 kids in foster care.  

Each has a unique life experience, and yet there are common themes in 

them as well.  It is my desire to share with you a sense of the struggles 

they encounter, while protecting the details of the life of each individual.  

For that reason, what you are about to read is not individually accurate 

ɀ details have been modified and stories have been merged to protect 

the individuals who experienced them - but it certainly is collectively au-

thentic. 

These are the stories of the people I love.  Stories of heartache and hope.  

Of getting lost and being found.  Of seeing God in unexpected places.       

I hope they inspire you, but more than that, I hope they distress you.            

) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ  4ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÉÅÄ ÉÎ 

knots.  That you will no longer be content with a safe, sheltered life but 

instead will be transformed into someone who is passionate about those 

who are broken.  About those who are oppressed.  Who are desolate.  

Those who are closest to the heart of God. 

 

www.fosteringhopeproject.org 



 

) ×ÁÓ ÈÏÒÒÉÆÉÅÄȢ  ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÆÏÒ ÄÁÙÓȢ  !ÎÄ ) ËÎÅ× ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ÄÏÕÂÔ 

that I would be back here.  That I would do something about this.   

 

Pure and genuine religion in the sight of God the Father means 
caring for orphans and widows in their distress and refusing to let 
the world corrupt you.  James 1:27 (NLT) 

 

Prayer for Shelter Workers:  Lord, give these workers the ability to 

see beyond the hurt, scars, and fears and truly love and care for these 

children.  Renew their hearts for their difficult jobs and refresh their 

spirit to bestow compassion and love to each who cross their 

paths.  Amen. 

 

Reflections (a space for you to write your thoughts as you read each  day): 

Day 1 

Home Away From Home 
 

M y boss waved at me impatiently.  We were headed to tour the 

shelter ɀ a small clinic was located there, and he wanted me to          

become its physician.  We drove a few miles, and then parked in front 

of a low brick building with no sign.  We took the tour.  Offices.  Dorm-

style bedrooms with a small dresser.  A half-court gym that reminded 

ÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÇÒÁÄÅ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ  !Ó ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇÓ ÇÏȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȢ  !  

little institutional, but not too bad. 

 

Then I saw them ɀ children.  Everywhere. 

 

Babies.  Toddlers.  Kids.  Teenagers.  Moving in small groups through 

the halls and rooms, led by direct care staff from lunch to naps, school 

to free time.  A few days ago they were at home with their families.  

Now, because of what their families have done or neglected to do, 

now they are homeless.  Motherless.  Fatherless.  And maybe, hope-

less.   Sure, they have food and shelter.  But this was no home.  There 

were no homes.  No families waiting to hold them, to comfort them, 

to encourage them.  They were practically orphans.  Kids whose       

ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÉÖÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȢ  !ÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÁÎÄÁÇÅ ÙÏÕÒ 

knee when you fall down, or tuck you in at night.  Orphans.  American 

orphans.   



new neighborhood, new school.  Each move means you lose stuff that 

matters to you ɀ stuff like pictures and drawings and stories you have 

×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ #$ȭÓȢ  %ÁÃÈ ÍÏÖÅ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÎÅ× ÒÕÌÅÓ ɀ new bed-

times, new chores, new ways to fold the towels and make your bed. 

 

And, they wonder if anyone knows where they are. 

 

O Lord, you have examined my heart and know everything about 
me.  You know when I sit down or stand up.  You know my thoughts 
ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙȢ  9ÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÔÒÁÖÅÌ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÒÅÓÔ 
at home.  You know everything I do.  You know what I am going to 
say even before I say it, Lord.  You go before me and follow me.  
Psalm 139:1-5 (NLT) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 2 

Where Am I? 
 

I  hate moving.  When I was a kid, my family moved every year or 

two, and it always made me sick.  Hugging the toilet sick.  The whole 

time the U-Haul was being loaded. 

 

) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÇÅÔ ÁÎÙ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÎÅ× ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÏÒ ÅØȤ

ploring a new neighborhood.  Mostly I spent the first few days worry-

ing.  Wondering if anyone knew where I was.  Would I be able to get 

ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÕÓ ÁÔ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȩ  !ÎÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÓÔÏÐȩ  ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ 

know my address ɀ how would the bus driver?  Would my grandpar-

ents be able to find us for my birthday party?  And how would Santa 

know where we were? 

 

Those nerves could be largely settled by one simple thing ɀ getting 

mail.  Not mail for my parents, mail for ME.  Mail meant that someone 

ËÎÅ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ×ÁÓȢ  -ÁÉÌ ÍÅÁÎÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÓÔȢ  -ÁÉÌ ÍÅÁÎÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 

of.  And, if I was lucky and it was from my grandparents, it usually in-

cluded stuff ɀ stickers, toys, activity books, crayons ɀ you get the pic-

ture. 

 

Foster kids move a lot too ɀ an average of 4 times in 20 months, and 

among kids who age out of foster care at 18, a third moved more than 

8 times while they were in custody.  Each move means a new house,  



ȣan angel of the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, 
Ȱ*ÏÓÅÐÈȟ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ $ÁÖÉÄȟ ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ -ÁÒÙ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ 
wife, because what is conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit.  She 
will give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus, 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÁÖÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÉÎÓȱȣ7ÈÅÎ *ÏÓÅÐÈ ×ÏËÅ 
up, he did what the angel of the Lord commanded him and took 
Mary home as his wife.  Matthew 1:20-21, 24 (NIV) 

 

Prayer for Foster Families:  Father, bless those families who have 

selflessly stepped out on faith and followed your Biblical commands 

ÔÏ ÃÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÃÈÉÌÄȢ  May these children grow and prosper 

while in their care.  Amen. 

 

Reflections : 

 

Day 3 

3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ %ÌÓÅȭÓ #ÈÉÌÄ 
 

H e was a big man, with a full beard and broad shoulders and cal-

ÌÏÕÓÅÄ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙ ËÎÅ× Á ÇÏÏÄ ÄÁÙÓȭ ×ÏÒËȢ  (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

say much, just listened to my questions and nodded as his wife sup-

ÐÌÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓȢ  Ȱ7Å ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÏÒÎ ÏÎ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÓ 

ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÈÅÁÌÔÈÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÅÌÓÅȢ  7Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ 

×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÙÏÕÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ 

ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢȱ  4ÈÉÓ ÂÁÂÙ ×ÁÓ ÌÕÃËÙȟ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ 

to their home.  I knew that a half dozen other babies were lying at the 

foster shelter as we spoke, waiting for a place to go. 

 

He edged closer to the table, watching my every move as I examined 

the infant, as if he were concerned I might miss something or be too 

rough.  Only when the boy was wrapped snug in a blanket and tucked 

ÓÁÆÅÌÙ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÒÅÌÁØ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ  Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ 

ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȢ  Ȱ&ÏÕÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ  Ȱ3ÅÖÅÎ ËÉÄÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) 

miss them all.  I wonder what they will grow up to be.  If somehow I 

was able to have an impact on them.  Never knew I could love some-

ÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÃÈÉÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

 

It is a special thing to be a dad.  But it is a divine calling to be the dad 

ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÃÈÉÌÄȢ  ! ÈÏÌÙ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙȢ  !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȩ 



Ȱ$Ï 9/5 ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅȩ  7ÏÕÌÄ 9/5 ÅÖÅÒ ÁÄÏÐÔ ÍÅȩȱ 

 

) ×ÁÓ ÆÒÏÚÅÎȢ  /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÙȠ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

want the effort of being it.  He could sense my struggle, and his face 

ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÌÅÓÓȢ  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ /+ȟȱ 

ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  Ȱ-Ù ÃÁÓÅ ×ÏÒËÅÒ ÓÁÙÓ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ 

ÙÅÁÒÓ ÌÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ  (ÅÁÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ) ÌÅÆÔ 

the room and went on to the rest of my day, but I never forgot him.  

!ÎÄ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÅÅËȢ  !ÎÄ ) ÆÅÌÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÆÒÁÕÄȢ  !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

wondered if he should have been MY son. 

 

If I speak in the tongues of men and angels, but have not love, I 
am only a resounding gong or clanging cymbal ɀ 1 Corinthians 
13:1 (NIV) 

 

Prayer for Older Children: Today, we are specifically lifting up the 

older children in state custody.  Father, life has been hard for these 

children.  Love them as only You can.  Place people in their lives who 

can give them hope for the future, and show them what a future with 

You can be.  Amen. 

 

Reflections: 

Day 4 

Orphan 

 

Ȱ) ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÄÏÐÔÁÂÌÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÅÄ ÆÌÁÔÌÙȢ  Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ  ) ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÂÙ 
ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔȢ  Ȱ)ȭÍȢ  .ÏÔȢ  !ÄÏÐÔÁÂÌÅȢȱ  (Å ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÏÕÄÌÙȟ ÁÓ 

if perhaps he thought I was hard of hearing.  He was sitting on my 

exam table, and I had just been looking in his ears and asking him 

about school and friends and girls.  Then the conversation turned to 

family.  His parents had lost their rights years ago. 

 

Ȱ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÄÏÐÔÉÏÎ ÐÁÒÔÙȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÏÖÅÒÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ 

)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÄÏÐÔÁÂÌÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÁÍ ÔÏÏ ÏÌÄȢȱ  !Ô ÔÈÁÔȟ ÔÅÁÒÓ ×ÅÌÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ 

his eyes and began to spill down his face.  He took a few deep breaths 

ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ  Ȱ) ÍÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÄÏÐÔ Á ÓÏÎȢ  4ÈÅÙ 

talked to me for a little while but then moved on to meet other chil-

dren, and I overheard them saying that I was too old, that no one 

×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÄÏÐÔ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÍÙ ÁÇÅȢȱ  (ÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÒÙ ÎÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ 

ÓÁÄȢ  Ȱ!ÌÌ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÄÏÐÔÅÄȢ  ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÎÏ 

ÏÎÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÍÅȢȱ 

 

My mind was spinning, quickly assessing my own family situation.  

Did I want to add a 15 year old boy with 10 years of foster care bag-

gage to the mix?  No.  I told him that I thought he was perfectly 

adoptable, and that I was sure someone would come along who 

wanted him.  It sounded lame even to me. 

      ȱ  



,ÏÏË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÙÏÕȢ  /Î ÙÏÕÒ ÂÌÏÃËȢ  !Ô ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÄÓȭ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ  /Ò ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÃÅÒÙ 

store, or at church.  There are hurting people everywhere.  People 

who need to eat, need a ride, need a babysitter. 

 

Or perhaps they need the most important thing of all ɀ a friend. 

 

Share your food with the hungry, and give shelter to the home-
ÌÅÓÓȢ  'ÉÖÅ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȣ   )ÓÁÉÁÈ Ϋήȡέ ɉ.,4Ɋ 

 

 

Prayer:  Lord, open my eyes to see the needs of those around me.   
Take away my busy-ness, my pride, my belief that my action or inac-
tion will not make a difference.  Give me your compassion.  Give me 
your passion!   Break my heart for those who are suffering.  Every day.  
Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

 

 

 

Day 5 

Numbers 
 

N umbers are an important part of our everyday lives.  We use 

them to help us connect to others on our cell phones, to tell us which 

seat to sit in on a plane, and to help us find the correct highway.  In 

the world of foster kids, one important number is the number of kids 

in custody.  Thankfully, in Oklahoma that number has been declining, 

from 12,000 a couple of years ago to just about 8,000 today.  There 

are lots of ideas about why the number is declining, and certainly lots 

of excitement.  And there should be. 

 

That said, do not think for one moment that the work with these kids 

and their families is done, that DHS no longer needs the community 

to step up.  I would argue the exact opposite. 

 

4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÆÅ×ÅÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅȢ 

 

,ÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȢ  0ÁÒÅÎÔÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ 

worried about putting gas in the car or the next meal on the table.  

What if you are a single parent?  What if it costs you more for a week 

of daycare than you earn in a week of work?  What if a good day is one 

where the electricity and the water are both on at your house? Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Young adults who previously aged out of the foster system 

earn 1/3 less than their peers. 



Safe.  At least from our point of view.  But safety is not just a location, 

ÎÏÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÈÁÒÍÅÄȢ  )Ô ÉÓ Á ÓÔÁÔÅ 

ÏÆ ÍÉÎÄȢ  )Ô ÉÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á ÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ Á ÄÏÏÒ ÃÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

cause your heart to race.  It is being able to experience healthy, nor-

mal human touch without withdrawing.  It is about being able to sleep 

without wondering when your night is going to be interrupted. 

 

Safety is more than separation from danger.  It is finding a place 

where you are loved, accepted, and cherished.  Where body, soul, and 

spirit can thrive.  THAT is the kind of safety we must seek to provide. 

 

In peace I will lie down and sleep, for you alone, Lord, make me 
dwell in safety.  Psalm 4:8 (NIV) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 6 

A Safe Place 
 

W hen I was growing up, safety was the last thing on my mind.  

7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÃË ÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÕÒ ÃÁÒ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÍÁÄÅ Á ÑÕÉÃË 

trip into the store, and walked everywhere without our parents.  Not 

only was my community safe, my home was safe.  There were no 

locks on bedroom doors; no worries about what might happen when 

my dad came home, or what my mom might be doing in the next 

room. 

 

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÒÕÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÃÈÉÌÄȢ  3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ΧΦ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÍÅÔ ÈÅÒȢ  3ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ 

ÐÏÓÓÅÓÓÅÄ Á ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÆÒÁÍÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÁÎÙ ÅÖÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅȤ

gun the journey to womanhood.  She looked fearful as she entered 

the exam room, and that fear increased in magnitude when I shut the 

ÄÏÏÒȢ  ) ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÕÒÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ 

any shots ɀ assuming that like most kids, her concern was about see-

ÉÎÇ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ  "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏË ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÆÔÅÎȢ  ) ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ 

arm, hoping to reassure her, but she recoiled as if I had punched her.  I 

saw her glance quickly at the male medical student who was with me, 

and I began to understand her concern.  He and I had reviewed her 

basic info before the visit ɀ the police report stated that she had been 

sexually abused by a couple of male family members for the last year.  

She had finally told her best friend at school, who told the teacher, 

and now here she was. 

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

!ÄÖÅÒÓÅ #ÈÉÌÄÈÏÏÄ %ØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÓ ɉ!#%ȭÓɊȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÅ ÁÂÕÓÅ 

and neglect, result in much higher rates of adult health problems 

such as obesity, alcoholism, drug abuse, and depression. 



Ȱȣ ɉ'ÏÄɊȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÏÎ ɀ ÔÈÅ Ȭ×ÉÎÄ ÈÏÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÁȤ
ÔÅÒȭ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÖÉÓÉÂÌÅ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÓÉÂÌÅȟ Á ÂÁÐÔÉÓÍ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÎÅ× 
ÌÉÆÅȢȢȢȱ ɀ John 3:5 (MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

 

 

 

 

 

Day 7 

The Invisible Moving  

the Visible 
 

H er email asked how she could become more involved with help-

ing foster kids.  She wanted to volunteer at the shelter, or perhaps         

become a mentor.  We met to discuss the options ɀ find her a good fit.  

At 21, she seemed more mature than most 40 year olds I knew.  I 

wanted to know more about her, and over several cups of coffee her 

story unfolded.  Not too great of a childhood.  Instability.  Loneliness.  

Abuse.  Pain.  Lots of pain.  Then, at 14, it all changed.  She went with 

ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÏ Á ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÅÖÅÎÔȢ  3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ Ï×Î Á "ÉÂÌÅȢ  (ÁÄ ÎÏ        

context for the songs being sung or the message she was hearing.  

But soon she found herself moving toward the front of the audito-

rium.  More importantly she found her soul moving toward her Crea-

tor.  How did that happen?  How did a kid who barely wondered if God 

existed wind up as a sold out follower of Christ?  Depends on who you 

ask.  Luck, perhaps.  Or fate.  But I would say it is an example of the 

invisible moving the visible.  Of God reaching into humanity and inter-

rupting the downward spiral of a family tree. 

 

God moves, in the lives of children who desperately need a refuge, a 

father, a comforter, a friend, a savior.  We are invited to be a visible 

part of His invisible movement.  Will you join Him? 

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Three-fourths of the children who enter foster care are ne-

glected, lacking in resources such as food, shelter or supervision.  

They are also often lacking in relationships. 



Prayer for Case Workers: These things we ask for case workers: 

Strength to continue through each day despite weariness; courage to 

fight complacency; discernment to see the hearts of the families; and 

renewal to see each family as human, and every child as a child of 

God.  Amen. 

  

Reflections:  

 

 

Day 8 

Friday Night Lights 
 

T he shrill ringing of the phone interrupted my Friday afternoon 

ÄÁÙÄÒÅÁÍÓȢ  ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢ  4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ×ÁÓ 

soft-ÓÐÏËÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅÄȢ  Ȱ$ÒȢ 3ÈÒÏÐÓÈÉÒÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ 

could talk to the shelter?  I just took a baby there, but the baby has a 

ÒÁÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ %2 ÆÉÒÓÔȢȱ  3ÈÅ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȢ  

Ȱ4ÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÆÏÏÔÂÁÌÌ ÇÁÍÅȢ  )ȭÖÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ 

ÈÉÓ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÅÖÅÎÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȣȱ  (ÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÅÄ 

off. 

 

 Being a case worker is way more than a job, it is a calling.  To do it 

well requires tremendous personal sacrifice.  Missing ballgames.  Not 

getting home for supper.  Midnight phone calls.  Stress.  Tears. 

 

 I looked at my watch.  Clinic was almost done.  The shelter was on my 

×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅȢ  )Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȣ 

 

,ÅÔȭÓ ËÅÅÐ Á ÆÉÒÍ ÇÒÉÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ËÅÅÐ ÕÓ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ  (Å ÁÌȤ
×ÁÙÓ ËÅÅÐÓ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÒÄȢ  ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÉÎÖÅÎÔÉÖÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÅÎȤ
ÃÏÕÒÁÇÉÎÇ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȣ   (ÅÂÒÅ×Ó ΧΦȡΨΩ-24 (MSG) Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Half of the teens involved in the juvenile justice system have pre-

viously been in foster care.  Half or more of the adults in prison 

were in foster care as children. 



;Úä ÛäÕÕÌË ÖÌ Úäâ ÚÍ âÐÌ ËÈßÔ  ëÚä áÈæÌË ÖÌ ÍßÚÖ ÊÚäÕË æÌ ÉÌÌØá 

;Úä æÌ ÉÌÌØ ÐÌßÌ èÑâÐ ÖÌ  âÐßÚäÏÐ ÏÚÚË ÈØË ÉÈË  âÐÑÊÔ ÈØË âÐÑØ 

!ØË ÐÈæÌØ â ÏÑæÌØ äÛ 

;Úä ßÌ áâßÚØÏ èÐÌØ ) Ö èÌÈÔ  ëÚä ßÌ ÛÌÈÊÌÍäÕ èÐÌØ ) Ö Úäâ ÚÍ ÊÚØâßÚÕ 

;Úä ßÌ Öë ÖÚÖ  Öë ßÚÕÌ ÖÚËÌÕ  Öë ÐÌßÚ  ) ÕÚæÌ ëÚä ÈØË  

I wanna be just like you. 

 

-Ù ÇÒÁÃÅ ÉÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȠ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȢ  -Ù ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔÓ 
own in your weakness.  2 Corinthians 12:9 (MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

 

 

Day 9 

Eye of the Storm 
 

S he sat quietly, blinking away tears, as she read again the 

ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÙ ÐÏÅÍȢ  .ÅØÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÙ Á ÓÔÁÃË ÏÆ ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÐÁÐÅÒ 

cards and colorful trinkets made by her kids to honor the day.  But this 

gift ɀ it was different.  It was straight from the heart of her daughter. 

 

Her mind drifted back four years to the day the girl came to live in 

their home.  They had interacted at the occasional family gathering, 

but this was a whole new kind of relationship.  The nearly 13-year old 

brought very few physical possessions, but the emotional baggage 

that tagged along could have filled up the house.  Abuse.  Brokenness.  

Anger.  Sadness.  Distrust.  Rage. 

 

There had been many good days, that was sure.  But many struggles 

as well.  Often the relationship between the two was like being beaten 

by the wind and rain of a hurricane.  Yet somehow they struggled to-

gether against the storm.  Held onto each other.  Survived.  Cared.  

Healed.  Redeemed.  Loved. 

 

4ÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÍ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÎ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔ ÆÏÒ Á 

little while.  As words from a chosen daughter filled the heart of an 

adoptive mom. 



My parents believed in me.  My friend believed in me.  My counselor 

ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÅȢ  -Ù ÎÅ× ÂÏÓÓ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÅȢ  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÁÎ ÏÖÅÒȤ

ÃÏÍÅÒȦȱ  ) ÓÁÉÄȢ  (ÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÍÅÔ ÍÉÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ 

 

When we begin to see people for who they were created to be, in-

stead of who they are on the surface, it is easier to believe in them.  

And when WE believe in them, it is easier for them to begin to believe 

in themselves.  I want to believe in people.  In their potential.  In the   

possibilities of their lives.  In the awareness that a bad decision is not 

the same thing as a bad person.  In the knowledge that we all make 

mistakes and none of us is perfect.  In the hope that the future can be 

different than the past. 

 

He lifted me out of the pit of despair, out of the mud and the mire.  
He set my feet on solid ground and steadied me as I walked along.  
Psalm 40:2 (NLT) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 10 

The Overcomer 
 

T he lady looked older than me, but it turned out she was a couple 

years younger.  She had 6 kids ɀ the first was born when she was only 

a kid herself.  They had been in foster care for several years.  But were 

now back with her, and soon DHS would sign off on her as a mom. 

 

At that point in the conversation, perhaps a normal person with    

manners and social grace would have just stopped ɀ congratulated 

ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÂÏ×ÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȢ  "ÕÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ  ) 

was     compelled to know the whole story ɀ to know HER.  She had 

been on drugs ɀ first painkillers, then marijuana, then meth.  The guys 

she hung out with were mean, but they supplied her drug habit.            

Eventually it caught up with her, and the kids were picked up.  She 

was      devastated, but she was also addicted.  For two more years she 

was unsuccessful in her struggle against it.  Then she began to break 

free.  She went through rehab ɀ ALL the way through.  Then a half-

way house.  Then outpatient counseling.  Then she found a job.  Then 

she got an apartment.  Then she got her kids back. 

 

7ÈÁÔȩ  (Ï× ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȩ  4ÈÅÓÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á 

happy ending.  What was the key? 

 



painful.  Even though they worried about the fact that every phone 

call was from a different phone number in a new state.  Even though it 

cost them. 

 

So how did it turn out?  On her 18th birthday, the phone rang again.  

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ÃÁÎ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÈÏÍÅȩȱ  9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ×ÁÓȢ 

 

I was hungry and you fed me, I was thirsty and you gave me a 
ÄÒÉÎËȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÈÏÍÅÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÒÏÏÍȣ   -ÁÔÔÈÅ× ΨΫȡΩΫ 
(MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 11 

Influence 
 

S he was not quite 2 when they took her in from the foster agency.  

Her mom had a lot of struggles and could barely take care of herself, 

much less a toddler.  Her new foster family fell in love with her imme-

diately, enjoying her laughter and the silly tricks that she would do, 

but especially the brief moments at bedtime when she would sit in 

one of their laps and snuggle.  Over time, both she and her biologic 

mom achieved milestones ɀ hers including learning how to write her 

ÎÁÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÅÍÏÒÉÚÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȠ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÍȭÓ 

had more to do with parenting classes and a steady job.  And after 

some time, it became apparent that they would reunite. 

 

They moved a lot ɀ never could quite achieve the stability that most 

people crave.  She lived with her mom some, as well as a variety of 

extended relatives.  She called her old foster family every once in a 

while ɀ she had never forgotten the phone number ɀ and every single 

time they inquired about her new address and made a trip to the post 

office, sending off a box of goodies. 

 

Art supplies.  Candy.  Books.  But most of all, love. 

 

4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÃÅȢ  4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

phone  and  have  a  conversation,  they  acted.    Even   though It  was  

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Only half of children who age out of foster care will complete 

high school or earn a GED.  Only 2% complete college. 



Scabbed.  Fresh.  Evidence of pain that extended much deeper than 

the wounds that marked her skin.  She seemed surprised when I 

touched her arms, gently massaging antibiotic ointment into each 

line, grieving with each stroke. 

 

How do I fix that kind of pain?  How do I speak life to someone who 

ÈÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ËÎÏ×Î ÄÅÁÔÈȩ  ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÈÅÁÌȢ  "ÕÔ ) ÄÏ 

know how to touch, how to provide the most basic of human contact.  

So do you.  Are you willing? 

 

When he saw the man, he felt compassion for him.  Going over to 
ÈÉÍȟ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÍÁÒÉÔÁÎ ÓÏÏÔÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȣ   ,ÕËÅ ΧΦȡΩΩ-34 (NLT) 

 

Reflections:  

 

 

 

Day 12 

Healing Touch 
 

P eople go the doctor to be healed.  To get relief from their pain.  

"ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÈÅÁÌȢ  $ÏÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ 

or what to do. 

 

She was 14, with thick auburn hair that fell in unruly layers around her 

face.  She was beautiful, but rough.  Even in her short years she had 

experienced her share of hardship, and it showed, in the stiffness of 

her posture and the edge in her voice.  I found out that she was in 8th 

ÇÒÁÄÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÉËÅÄ ÍÁÔÈ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÎÅÒÄȢ  

3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÍÕÃÈȢ  3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ Á 

stranger to foster care ɀ ÈÁÄ ÓÌÅÐÔ ÉÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÈÏÍÅÓ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ 

ÆÏÒ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ  3ÁÉÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÆÏÌÄ 

ÔÏ×ÅÌÓ ȰÃÏÒÒÅÃÔÌÙȱ ΧΦ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ×ÁÙÓȢ 

 

As she talked, she waved her arms and I saw them.  Words carved 

across her knuckles.  Others over the back of her hands and up her 

forearms. 

 

 HATE.  WORTHLESS.  CRAZY. 

http://www.annashousefoundation.org


 foster mom.  She was so proud of him.  She believed in him, 

and it had made all the difference. 

 

4ÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈ ÉÓȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÂÒÁÉÎ ÉÎÊÕÒÙ ÌÉÅ 

silent, fed by tubes their entire lives, while others walk and talk 

and play.  But I do know this ɀ hope is a powerful thing.  It can 

change the outcome of a disease or of a life.  And another thing 

I know?  It is contagious.  I left that room feeling more of it than 

my heart could even begin to hold. 

 

3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȣ 

 

And hope does not disappoint us, because God has poured 
out his love into our hearts by the Holy Spirit, whom he has 
given us.  Romans 5:5 (NIV) 

 

Reflections:  

 

Day 13 

More Than Walking 
 

Ȱ$ Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÈÉÍȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  ) ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÅÎÔÌÙ ÁÔ 
the boy.  There was something about him that seemed vaguely 

ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ  4ÈÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ 

chart said it had been a half dozen years since I had seen him, 

and he was a baby then.  My mind wandered back to a hospital 

room, where I had discussed his future with the foster mom who 

had come to pick him up.  The brain injury he had suffered at the 

ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍȭÓ ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔ )ȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ 

ÓÅÅÎȢ  ) ×ÁÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȟ ) 

ÓÅÃÒÅÔÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÕÔÃÏÍÅ 

than the life he was now beginning.  She had listened to my 

ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) 

was talking about, and that not only would he walk, he would do 

ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅȢ  ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÒÅÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÓÕÅȢ  7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ×ÏÒË ÔÈÁÔ ÏÕÔ 

over time. 

 

Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ  Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢȱ  4ÈÅ 

school-age boy was sitting on a bench in my office playing his 

ÈÁÎÄÈÅÌÄ ÖÉÄÅÏ ÇÁÍÅȢ  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÌËȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ 

does a lot more than that.  He is in school, and he draws pictures 

ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÌÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄȢȱ  &ÏÒ Á ÈÁÌÆ ÈÏÕÒ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÏ 

share the details of their life together since she had become his 

      ȱ  



get off the ground, they might just fly forever. 

 

!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÕÅÌ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÈÏÐÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÅÁÍÓȩ  7ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅÎȤ

tor?  To tutor?  To help a kid dream then help them achieve that 

dream?  Are you willing to help someone fly? 

 

So my dear brothers and sisters, stand strong.  Do not let any-
thing move you.  Always give yourselves fully to the work of the 
Lord, because you know that your work in the Lord is never 
wasted. 1 Corinthians 15:58 (NCV) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 14 

You Can Fly 
 

I  love to fly.  I always choose a window seat right over the wing, near 

the jets so I can best hear the roar of the engines and watch the wing 

shape change as we take off and land.  But I always find myself doubt-

ing that it will even work, that the plane can even get off the ground.  

There is too much weight.  People.  Baggage.  And it starts too slowly 

ɀ those first few feet of movement are painfully slow.  But the thing 

about a plane is, it was made to fly.  It was shaped in a specific way, 

and it was equipped with engines that are capable of producing tre-

mendous thrust, if they are fueled properly.  Once it gets in the air, it 

seems like it could stay there forever with very little effort. 

 

Foster kids come weighed down too.  With lots of baggage.  I was mo-

ÌÅÓÔÅÄȟ ÓÏ ÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÅÎȢ  /Ò ) ÕÓÅ ÍÙ ÂÏÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔȢ  ) 

was physically abused, and now I believe I am to blame for whatever        

I get, so I move from abusive relationship to abusive relationship.  My 

ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÎÅÅÄÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÍÅÔȟ ÓÏ ÎÏ× ) ÓÕÃË ÔÈÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ         

desperately trying to fill up my own soul.   

 

)Ô ÉÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ Á ËÉÄ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ×ÅÉÇÈÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 

able to get off the ground.  But the truth is, they, like all humans, were 

made to fly.  Born for it.  But they need fuel.  They need us to provide 

the thing that powers them.  Encouragement.  Expectation.  Opportu-

nity.  Love.  Hope.  Without it, they are grounded.  With it, if they can  

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

On any given day, there are a half-million children in foster care 

across the U.S. 



Iõm your healer and your guide 
You are valuable, you have a future 
You are my precious daughteró  

 

The pencil, a tool Satan meant for evil, God used for good.  The same 

pencil that started off destructive, making temporary imprints in her 

flesh, God used to carve a permanent note of redemption on her 

heart.   

 

But you are the ones chosen by God, chosen for the high calling of 
ÐÒÉÅÓÔÌÙ ×ÏÒËȟ ÃÈÏÓÅÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÈÏÌÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ 'ÏÄȭÓ ÉÎÓÔÒÕÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÄÏ 
his work and speak out for him, to tell others of the night-and-day 
difference he made for you ɀ from nothing to something, from 
rejected to accepted.  1 Peter 2:9-10 (MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 15 

Redemption 

 

T hrough the thin walls, she could hear the screaming of her step-

dad.  Cursing.  Crashing.  Drunken rage being taken out yet again on 

her family.  She wished she could disappear.  Wanted to die.  That 

seemed so much more peaceful a place.  But not an option ɀ not to 

her. 

 

Her eyes swept across the tiny bedroom, searching for something to 

relieve the pain.  She reached for a nearby wooden pencil.  Its eraser 

was long gone, and the bent metal end provided an avenue for the 

escape she was so desperate to find.  The aluminum cut into her skin, 

etching the first letters of a message - HATE - onto her side.  Tears 

from the pain of the cut mixed with tears from the pain in her heart 

and rolled down her cheeks. 

 

Then, her soul quieted, as her heavenly Papa gathered her into his 

arms and held her close.  His voice, His truth flooded her mind, and 

spilled out onto the worn notebook lying beside her bed.   

 

I know you, I love you 
I liberate you, I light your path 

I provide you with friends and a way out when you are stuck 



3ÏÍÅ ËÉÄÓ ÆÅÅÌ ÈÅÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÄÁÙȢ  )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÏ Á×ÁÙ 

when the seasons change.  But it CAN be relieved when we are willing 

to be a refuge, a safe place for those around us who need it. 

 

But you are a tower of refuge to the poor, O Lord, a tower of ref-
uge to the needy in distress.  You are a refuge from the storm and 
a shelter from the heat.  Isaiah 25:4 (NLT) 

 

Prayer for Counselors/Therapists: We are so privileged to have You, 

O Lord, as our Counselor. We ask a special blessing today on the 

counselors and therapists involved with DHS cases. May they instill 

hope and help move families and children toward healing.  Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

Day 16 

Heat 
 

O klahoma summers are hot.  The weathermen begin talking 

ÁÂÏÕÔ ȰÈÅÁÔ ÄÏÍÅÓȱ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ *ÕÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ 

means.  It means a high pressure system is sitting right on top of us.  It 

means that the atmosphere has a lid right over our heads, a lid that 

ÁÌÌÏ×Ó ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȭÓ ÒÁÙÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÂÕÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÏÕÔȢ  )Ô ÍÅÁÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ 

you can fry an egg on the sidewalk, or cook dinner on your car hood if 

you want to. 

 

Heat.  Pressure. 

 

His shoulders slumped slightly, as if he carried the weight of the world 

on them.  Quiet at first, but when I asked about his younger siblings, 

he spoke up, telling humorous stories about his attempts to get them 

somewhat out of trouble.  The conversation shifted to his dad, and 

the quiet returned.  Alcoholic, violent, angry.  When his dad was 

awake, the kids hid.  In their rooms, in the garage, under the porch.  

One day a neighbor saw the kids playing and brought them some lem-

onade.  A conversation started.  Over time, they felt safe.  Then one 

ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÁÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒȭÓ 

house.  There are new challenges now, but no hiding.  No drunken 

rage. 



Or, perhaps you could say that she is WRECKLESS.  I wonder if      

7ÅÂÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÄÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÃÔÉÏÎÁÒÙȣ 

 

Ȱ(Å ÔÈÒÏ×Ó ÃÁÕÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÓȟ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÙ ÉÎ ÒÅÃËÌÅÓÓ 
ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎȢȱ  Ψ #ÏÒÉÎÔÈÉÁÎÓ ίȡί ɉ-3'Ɋ 

 

Reflections:  

Day 17 

Wreckless 
 

A  few months ago I met this lady.  She had everything going for 

her.  Great family.  Nice house.  Lots of control over her day.  But she 

had this little voice in the back of her head telling her to get involved 

with foster kids.  It had been there for a long time, and every once in a 

while she would explore her options.  Attend a class.  Sign up for more 

information.  That sort of thing. 

 

Then everything changed. 

 

3ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ËÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ  7ÈÏ ÄÅÓȤ

perately needed a family.  She mentioned it to her husband, and he 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅȢ  3ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÃÁÌÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ 

know, their family grew. 

 

To a casual observer, she may come across as reckless.  After all, get-

ting involved with this kid will take time away from her family.  Will 

cost her some money and some tears.  Will mess up her schedule.  But 

ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈ ÉÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÃËÌÅÓÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ  3ÈÅ ÉÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ×ÒÅÃËÅÄȢ  3ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ 

ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ÏÆ Á ËÉÄ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÍȢ  #ÁÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ Á ÔÅÅÎ ×ÈÏ 

ÈÁÓ ÎÏ ÈÏÍÅȢ  #ÁÎȭÔ ÔÏÌÅÒÁÔÅ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ËÉÄÓ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ 

something about it.  Her heart is wrecked. 
Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Over 100,000 children in the U. S. are awaiting adoption. 



For in Christ, neither our most conscientious religion nor disregard 
of religion amounts to anything.  What matters is something far 
more interior:  faith expressed in love.  Galatians 5:6 (MSG) 

 

Prayer for Biological Families:  Today, we lay before You the trials 

and tribulations of the biological families in the child welfare sys-

tem.  Grant them fortitude, faith, and patience. Give them the 

strength to put aside the past and look to the future; show them 

peace in chaos and wisdom in turmoil.  Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

:  

Day 18 

Deep 
 

S o I have this friend.  And it turns out that we have something   

ÕÎÕÓÕÁÌ ÉÎ ÃÏÍÍÏÎȢ  7Å ÂÏÔÈ ÌÏÖÅ ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ËÉÄÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÕÎȤ

common part.  What sets my friend apart is that she loves the birth 

parent of her foster kids.  In case you blew past that, let me say it 

again. 

 

She loves the birth parent of her foster kids. 

 

She believes she is called to do that ɀ to create opportunities for a 

ÍÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ  4Ï ÏÆÆÅÒ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

have strings attached.  Her husband believes it too.  And her friends 

are starting to.  In fact, she rounded up a whole army of people who 

are willing to go deep with her. 

 

To get dirty.  To work hard.  To hurt.  To get frustrated.  To pray.  To 

encourage.  To support.  To hope.  And most of all?  To love. 

 

)ÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 



friendship?  On offering to weave your life together with someone 

ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÕÍÁÎȟ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ 

can do something for you.  Want to be the hands and feet of Christ?  

Start by finding someone who needs a friend and losing yourself, your 

interests, your expectations.  Start by falling in love with others. 

 

One who has unreliable friends soon comes to ruin, but there is a 
friend who sticks closer than a brother.  Proverbs 18:24 (NIV) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 19 

Bloodsuckers 

 

I  ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÁÒÌÙ ΨΦȭÓȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÉÇÕÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ 
made her look at little older.  Growing up in foster care had certainly 

not preserved her youth.  She sat quietly, watching the toddler ex-

ÐÌÏÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ  Ȱ)Ó ÐÁÒÅÎÔÉÎÇ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÅÁÓÉÅÒȩȱ ) ×ÏÎȤ

dered.  She nodded, and responded that they were in a pretty good 

ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÐÁÓÔ ÉÎÆÁÎÃÙ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ΨȭÓ ÁÎÄ ΩȭÓȢ  3ÈÅ ÅÎȤ

joyed him ɀ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔȢ  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅȩȱ  9ÅÓȢ  

Ȱ%ÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÏÄȩȱ  9ÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ  Ȱ&ÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÁÇÅȩȱ  (ÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÎ 

ÎÏȢ  Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ ) ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

 

4ÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩ  3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ 

to give.  Drugs. Sex.  Money.  You name it.  The people I know who are 

my age are a bunch of parasites. 

 

The impact of her statement silenced me, and my mind raced to 

evaluate my own friendships.  How valuable it was to have people my 

own age around me, who simply wanted to share conversations about 

raising kids, or maintaining a marriage, or shouldering the responsi-

bilities of life.  Friends on whom I could call for help without the ex-

ÐÅÃÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ȰÐÁÙÍÅÎÔȱ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÖÏÒȢ 

 

What value can be placed on unconditional love?  On unconditional  



We should be concerned.  And may that concern fuel our actions.  

May it compel us to get out of our comfortable lives where most of 

our concern is for ourselves, and to be concerned for someone else for 

a change. 

 

4ÈÅÙ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÌ ÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÉÎÊÕÒÉÅÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ 
ÓÍÁÌÌ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȢ  4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ  "ÕÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔ 
is not all right.  Jeremiah 8:11 (NCV) 

 

Prayer for The Church: Forgive us, God, for ignoring Your commands 

and pleas to care for the widows, the orphans and the oppressed - the 

very ones You hold dear to Your heart.  Open our hearts to no longer 

turn our backs on these children.  Move Your people to demonstrate 

Your love.  Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

Day 20 

No Concerns 
 

Ȱ4 ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓȢȱ                                                                                     
) ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ   Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ ÃÏÎ

ɀ  ) ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢ   Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ 

ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓȢȱ  4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÂÌÁÃË ÉÎË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ 

ÃÈÁÒÔȢ  )Î ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ ÉÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÉÃËȢ  4ÈÅÙ 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÁÄȢ  .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ  .ÏÒÍÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ  "ÕÔ 

this time, as I sat filling out yet another medical form for yet another 

child entering the emergency foster shelter, I found myself overtaken 

with emotion. 

 

Anger.  Disgust.  Frustration.  Sadness.  Worry. 

 

) ×ÒÏÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓȢ  "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÅȢ  ) ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÎȤ

cerns.  Lots of concerns.  Concerns about these children and what 

they will think about and what they will feel when the lights go out at 

night and the shelter is quiet.  About where they will live next, and 

whether the family who takes them in will treat them as their own or 

merely as transients.  About whether their social worker will get to 

know them as human beings or just by a case number.  About when 

they will see their family again, and whether that reunion will be filled 

with joy or anger or fear. 



He began to walk down the street, slowly at first, but then with in-

ÃÒÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÃÅȟ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎ Á ÂÌÏÃË Á×ÁÙȢ  Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ 

ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÓÉÒȩ  -Ù ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÄÁÎÇÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÊÏÂ ÔÏ 

protect them.  Can you help me?  We need a better life than this.  

4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 

 

Courage is found in many different places.  Sometimes it is packaged 

in the small body of a 6 year old.  What about you?  Will you be coura-

geous? 

 

Be strong and courageous.  Do not be afraid; do not be discour-
ÁÇÅÄȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄ ÙÏÕÒ 'ÏÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÒÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢȱ   
Joshua 1:9 (NIV) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 21 

The Protector 

 

T he October sky was blue, but there was certainly a chill in the air.  

His small frame, covered with a thin, long-sleeve t-ÓÈÉÒÔȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÏÆÆÅÒ 

much of a barrier against the breeze.  He sat on the steps of his home, 

trying to figure out what to do.  At 6, he was the caretaker of his 3 and 

2 year old siblings.  He got them up in the mornings and fixed them 

breakfast ɀ had an old burn stripe on his finger from touching the hot 

coils of the toaster.  He knew how to make macaroni and cheese, and 

how to microwave soup and fix sandwiches.  He made sure their noses 

×ÅÒÅ ×ÉÐÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÁÐÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÈÅ 

could.  And he tucked them into bed at night.  All the while his mom 

spent most of the day either passed out on the couch or away from 

the house, looking for her next fix. 

 

-ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇȢ  (Å ËÎÅ× ÈÉÓ ÍÏÍ ÈÁÄ Á ÌÏÔ 

she was struggling with, and he wanted to make it as easy on her as 

he could.  He loved her very much, and as he shivered against the 

wind, his mind wandered back to days when she read him stories and 

ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÂÉÇ ÈÕÇÓȢ  7ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ  (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 

gotten that kind of attention for at least a couple of years.  And his 

siblings never had, except from him.  That thought snapped him back 

to the reality of the porch.  He tried the door again, but it was still 

locked.  His mom had woken up in a bad mood and was screaming 

and throwing things at his little brother.  When he intervened, his 

mom had dragged him out on the front porch and locked the door. 



 

!Î ÁÓÐÉÒÉÎ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÉØ ÔÈÁÔȢ  /ÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ɀ love.  Massive, over-

×ÈÅÌÍÉÎÇȟ ÕÎÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÌÏÖÅȢ  !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÅÔȢ 

 

'ÏÄȭÓ Á ÓÁÆÅ-house for the battered, a sanctuary during bad 
times.  Psalm 9:9 (MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

 

Day 22 

Chronic 
 

I n medicine, some health conditions never go away.  They irritate 

and nag and keep you from functioning at full strength.  They suck the 

energy out of you.  Some life conditions do that too. 

 

She was 17, and counting the days until her birthday when she could 

ÂÅ ȰÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ Ï×ÎȱȢ  3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ 

me, and try to get a job, although she had only completed the 9th 

grade so far, and thought that being employed at a fast food restau-

rant was her best option.  She answered my questions in a somewhat 

robotic, monotonous voice, and she seemed almost able to predict 

what the question was before I had asked it.  Until I asked about her 

family.  Then the robot vanished.  Her voice shook, and her eyes filled 

with pain. 

 

Lots of it. 

 

First in foster care at age 2.  Back and forth between the system and 

home until she was school-ÁÇÅȢ  0ÁÒÅÎÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔÓ ÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÔÅÄȢ  )Î ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ 

foster homes.  Then adopted.  Until it got hard.  Then back into foster 

care.  Now, almost on her own.  But with no hope, no future, no life.  

Just pain.  Chronic, long-standing pain. 

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

 

Half of young adults who previously aged out of the foster      

system have a treatable mental health diagnosis, including     

depression or post-traumatic stress disorder.  Unfortunately, 

they are 1/3 less likely than their peers to have health insurance. 



ÁÎÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÍÏÍ ÓÏÍÅÄÁÙȢ  Ȱ-Ù ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ Á ÍÏÓÁÉÃȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȢ  Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ 

ÁÒÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÐÉÅÃÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÆÉÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ Á ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅȢȱ 

 

Not just a picture.  A masterpiece.  A beautiful work of art. 

 

Some of you will rebuild the deserted ruins of your cities.  Then 
you will be known as a rebuilder of walls and a restorer of homes.  
Isaiah 58:12 (NLT) 

 

Prayer: Thank you Father for Your amazing love.  Show these kids 

that whatever they have brought in with them to that shelter or foster 

home, You can wipe it clean.  Show them there is love for them, heal-

ing for them, and hope for them. Help them feel Your amazing 

grace.  Amen 

. 

Reflections:  

Day 23 

Mosaic 
 

A t 16, she clearly had more street smarts than most people do at 

twice her age.  On the surface, she was really kind of a mess to look 

at.  Her skin bore the evidence of darker days, as superficial scars cov-

ered her wrists and thighs.  She had hoped that causing pain on the 

outside would alleviate the pain on the inside, but that only worked 

for a little while.  She also sported a couple of not-very-well-done tat-

toos and several piercings that I could see.  She grinned a little and 

mentioned that there were others, but I left that subject alone. 

 

I wanted to know more about her.  Her parents were drug addicts; 

high on whatever they could buy or steal most of her life.  At age 7 she 

was living with them in a tent by a lake, and it was at that age she 

learned to smoke by sneaking leftover cigarettes when they were 

passed out.  By 10 she was an alcoholic, and by 13 had used almost 

every street drug known.  At some point she could no longer self-

medicate her reality, and she began to think about ending her life.  By 

ÁÎÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄÓȟ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÉÌÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÁÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÐÉÅÃÅÓȢ 

 

Then she met this boy.  A really good boy.  Who told her she was 

smart.  And funny.  And beautiful.  And who believed in her.  One by 

one, with patience and care, he began to glue her life back together.  

Piece by shattered piece.  Until she was off drugs.  And alcohol free.  

And in a GED program.  And thinking about the future, and marriage,  



I bumped into them a month later, again at family night.  This time 

smiles.  Excitement.  The mom came straight over to me and began 

filling me in.  She had taken the baby to the DHS office.  Along with 

diapers, and clothes, and bottles.  And a photo album, filled with pic-

tures of the baby.  And one of them all together.  She met the aunt, 

and the birth mother was there too.  Both were amazed that she had 

brought all the baby items.  But mostly they were amazed at the pic-

tures.  There was hugging ɀ a lot of it.  And gratitude, and tears, but 

ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÓÏ ÂÁÄÌÙȢ 

 

It was a reminder that moms love their children, even when they 

ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ  4ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÆÏÒ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÈÏ 

ÃÏÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÍȟ  ÔÏÏȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÅØȤ

press it.  That even in the face of loss and grief, love wins.  It wins. 

 

No one has ever seen God; but if we love one another, God lives in 
us and his love is made complete in us.  1 John 4:12 (NIV) 

 

Prayer for Kinship Families: Lord, bless the kinship families who take 

in children who are part of their extended family.  Give them the grace 

to change their lives to unselfishly love a child who is not their 

own.  Keep them mindful that all plans are your plans, Lord. 

 

Reflections:  

Day 24 

The Gift 
 

I  saw her crying, and it caught my attention.  It was family night at a 

local restaurant, and while my kids played, I was people watching.  

!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁ× ÈÅÒȢ  #ÒÙÉÎÇȢ  3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ ΩΦȭÓ - not 

much younger than me.  Next to her was a baby carrier with a small 

infant inside.  He was a different race than the family, and I wondered 

what their story was. 

 

$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ  4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ×ÈÏ 

wanted to adopt.  A month ago they had been called about a newborn 

who the worker felt certain would be adopted ɀ the birth mother had 

a lot of history with DHS and had lost other kids.  It was a done deal.  

At least in the minds of the worker and the parents.  They went shop-

ping.  They bought baby furniture.  Their friends threw them a 

shower.  They celebrated.  The baby came, and they fell in love.  Took 

family pictures.  Visited grandparents. 

 

Then, a call.  Can you bring the baby to the office?  There is an aunt, 

and the baby is going to live with relatives.  Devastation.  Grief.  An-

ger.  Loss.  Exhaustion.  Emptiness.  The mom mustered enough en-

ÅÒÇÙ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȟ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÅÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ  ) ×ÉÌÌ 

ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ  4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÍÅÁÌ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ  &ÁÍÉÌÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ 

at a local restaurant. 



Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÇÒÁÄÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ 

moved a lot, right?  And every school has a different curriculum, dif-

ÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅȢ  0ÌÕÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÁÄ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ 

ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔȢ  $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ  +ÅÅÐ ÌÅÁÒÎÉÎÇȢ  

+ÅÅÐ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÕÐȢȱ  ! ÆÁÉÎÔ ÓÍÉÌÅȟ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÈÕÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ 

 

She needed what we all need.  Acceptance.  Validation.   Encourage-

ment.  She needed to know that it was OK to keep going. 

 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÏÖÅÒÃÏÍÅ ÙÏÕȟ ÆÏÒ ) ÁÍ 
×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÒÅÓÃÕÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅÓ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄȢ  *ÅÒÅÍÉÁÈ ΧȡΧί 
(NIV) 

 

 

Reflections:  

Day 25 

Just Keep Going 
 

S he was 13 when I met her.  She was polite but a little distant and 

suspicious of me ɀ I suspect that she saw me as yet another adult with 

lots of questions to ask, but no compelling reason to care about or 

even consider her answers.  I rattled through my usual list.  Any major 

illnesses?  Allergies?  Medications?  Feeling OK today?  Then, a ques-

ÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÒÕÃË Á ÎÅÒÖÅȢ  Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÇÒÁÄÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎȩȱ  (ÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄȟ 

and the walls defending her soul lowered for a second, revealing 

ÓÈÁÍÅȢ  Ȱάth, but I am supposed to be in 7thȱȢ 

 

A common answer ɀ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ Á ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ  %ÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÄÅÌÁÙ 

is a common struggle for kids in foster care.  The average foster kid is 

one full grade behind their peers by the time they reach 6th grade.  

The lack of life stability, both before and after they enter foster care, 

causes them to miss valuable chunks of school.  They change schools 

frequently, often several times a year.  And even if they are able to 

attend, exactly how are they supposed to pay attention?  Can you 

imagine sitting through math class wondering if anyone knows it is 

your birthday?  Could you learn about history and ignore the thought 

that your own life is likely sooner to be written on the obituary page 

than the history book? 

 

-Ù ÈÅÁÒÔ ÂÒÏËÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ  Ȱ.Ï ×ÏÒÒÉÅÓ ɀ everyone here is a grade be-

ÈÉÎÄȢȱ  (ÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÍÅÔ ÍÉÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ   



 

She came frequently to the clinic while I was there ɀ at first just to 

hang out and talk.  Then with some minor complaints ɀ an occasional 

headache or stomachache.  Then more serious ones.  Weight loss.  

Sleeplessness.  Depression.  Her siblings left the shelter one by one, 

each to a relative.  But no one wanted her.  And her soul died.  Her 

hope died.  Right in front of me. 

 

We cry when the body dies.  But who cries when the soul dies?  Who 

cries for foster kids?  Who will cry for her? 

 

Rejoice with those who rejoice; mourn with those who mourn.  
Romans 12:15 (NIV) 

 

Prayer: 'ÏÄȟ ) ÁÍ ÓÏ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅ ÕÓ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ 

loveable. Show us how to tell all 8046 foster children that they are 

unconditionally loved each and every day. Send me. Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

Day 26 

Who Will Cry For Me? 
 

S he was 15, the eldest of 4 siblings.  Life had not been kind.  Her 

parents had died when she was 12, and after living with a couple of 

different relatives, her aunt had reluctantly taken them in.  The basics 

were provided ɀ food, shelter, education ɀ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ 

emotional connection, so at a young age she took on the responsibil-

ÉÔÙ ÏÆ ȰÍÏÔÈÅÒÉÎÇȱ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÂÌÉÎÇÓȢ 

 

I remember the first day I met her.  She had just arrived at the shelter 

and was very upbeat and smiling.  Which seemed strange.  When I 

inquired why she was there, her eyes got more serious.  Her aunt had 

gone on a trip and left them alone.  She had tried very hard to take 

care of them.  But they were beginning to run out of food in the 

house.  She was worried, and asked their neighbor for help ɀ the 

neighbor provided them some food, but also contacted the authori-

ties and the kids were picked up. 

 

She was OK with being at the shelter ɀ OK with not having to stress 

about providing for her siblings.  She was hopeful about the future ɀ 

she wanted to be a pediatrician and hammered me with lots of ques-

tions about college, med school, and what it was like to work with sick 

children.  It was impossible not to fall in love with her spunk and her 

enthusiasm. 



the baby have been placed in foster care?  Social services was in-

ÖÏÌÖÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ 

any cause for removing the child.  So many questions.  So much pain.  

!Ô ÓÕÃÈ Á ÈÉÇÈ ÐÒÉÃÅȢ  4ÈÅ ÂÁÂÙȭÓ ÍÏÍ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÅÌÌ 

into her sobbing, needing desperately to be held. 

 

4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÃË ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÒÁÙȢ  ! ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅȟ 

but also wonderful shade of gray.  As a young lady became the closest 

thing to God that a struggling family has ever seen. 

 

I suspect that many more families will see God because of her and her 

new favorite color - ÇÒÁÙȣ 

 

#ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÌÏÖÅ ÈÁÓ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÕÃÈ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÓȢ  (ÉÓ ÌÏÖÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÈÅ 
first and last word in everything we do.    2 Corinthians 5:14 
(MSG) 

 

Reflections:  

Day 27 

My Favorite Color is Gray 
 

S he met the young couple during a spring break mission project.  

They lived at a local homeless shelter, and as she ate lunch with them 

one day, she began to connect with them.  She heard about their 

pain, saw firsthand their poverty.  And at the same time watched 

them hang onto each other for dear life. 

 

The official project might have been over, but her calling was just be-

ginning.  She served them.  She took them to the grocery store.  

2ÏÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÁÎÃïȭ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ 

sorts of projects, from job hunting to assisting with housing.  When 

they found out their little family was growing, she rejoiced with them.  

Threw them a baby shower. 

 

4ÈÉÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÆÒÅÅȢ  3ÈÅ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ɀ a lot.  Had some sleepless 

nights.  Spent money on them instead of herself.  And then one night 

the phone rang.  It was the hospital.  Someone had injured the baby, 

and he was very ill.  Might not survive.  She should come right away. 

 

As she stood next to the crib holding the lifeless little baby, her mind 

raced through a thousand scenarios.  Should she have helped them as 

much as she did?  Maybe it was enabling.  Or maybe she could have 

helped a little more and prevented such a terrible outcome.  Should  



trusting people.  Got burned a few times.  But the truth is that trusting 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ $.!Ȣ  7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÉÔ ×Å ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÎÇÁÇÅ 

ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÉÔÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÕÓȢ  !ÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎȤ

ship offers.  It is not something to be entered into carelessly, to be 

sure.  But if we are able to trust and be trusted, we will experience an 

unusual depth to our relational interactions. 

 

That kid needed someone to trust.  And I needed the reminder that so 

do I. 

 

"Ù ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÕÎÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄȢ  7ÉÔÈ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ 
worst.  Ecclesiastes 4:12 (MSG) 

 

 

Reflections:  

:  

Day 28 

Trust 
 

I  remember it like it happened yesterday.  She was 14, and in my 

office for a check-up.  We talked through some of the normal stuff 

that I like to know ɀ how she is doing in this foster home, her school 

grades, whether she has good friends.  Oh, and what about boys?  On 

ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÅÁÓÙȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎȢ  

After a few moments of catching up, she handed me a notebook.  The 

cover was faded blue and torn a little bit.  It was also a little discol-

ÏÒÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÓÐÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÎ ÉÔȢ  /Ò ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÅÁÒÓȢ  ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙȤ

ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÓÔÏÒÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ 

ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ  Ȱ-Ù ÃÏÕÎÓÅÌÏÒ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ×ÒÉÔÅ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ 

someone I trust to show it to.  I have carried it around a while, but I 

ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

 

I opened the pages slowly, carefully.  Contained there were stories, 

poems, and drawings, each representing a piece of her history.  Sto-

ries about her family, about loss and grief, but also joy and excite-

ment.  Pictures of her siblings, who she rarely saw but thought of of-

ten.  I sat next to her on the exam table as we thumbed through the 

pages, and she filled me in on even more details than the pages con-

tained. 

 

It was a holy moment ɀ a sacred time.  One that changed me.  Like 

many people, somewhere between childhood and adulthood I quit  



mons and evils too, and keep their hearts so pure and true. God bless 

one and God bless all, the innocent victims of the fall. Help me Father 

heed the call and love these hearts so very small. And when they wake 

ÂÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȭÓ ÂÒÅÁËȟ ÍÁÙ ÊÏÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÁÃÅ ÂÅ ÔÈÅÉÒÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅȢ !ÍÅÎȢ 

 

Reflections:  

:  

Day 29 

Heaven Meets Earth 
 

H e was a three-and-a-half feet tall bundle of emotion.  In a few 

short years, he had unfortunately witnessed much more bad than 

good, a fact that became painfully clear to his foster parents as he ran 

screaming through the house.  As they struggled to settle his fears, 

their silent prayers were filled with doubt.  What could they do?  They 

×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÅÑÕÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ Á ËÉÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ  &ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÉÎÇ 

stopped, and there was silence, except for the quiet sobs of a little 

ÂÒÏËÅÎ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ  4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÆÅÌÌ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ËÎÅÅÓȢ  Ȱ7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ  !Ô 

these simple words the sobs stopped.  Time seemed to stand still as 

child and adult locked eyes.   Then the most unexpected thing ɀ a 

ÓÌÏÐÐÙȟ ×ÅÔȟ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÏÙ ËÉÓÓ ÐÌÁÎÔÅÄ ÆÉÒÍÌÙ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ÄÁÄȭÓ ÃÈÅÅËȢ  (Å 

ran off to play, leaving his caregivers stunned, realizing that heaven 

met earth for just a moment that day. 

 

But let all who take refuge in you be glad; let them ever sing for 
joy.  Spread your protection over them, that those who love your 
name may rejoice in you.  Psalm 5:11 (NIV) 

 

Prayer for Foster Children: Now I lay me down to sleep, Lord these 

precious babes are yours to keep. Shield their hearts from fear and 

pain; pouring grace like gentle rain. As they close their eyes in slum-

ber, we beseech you Father, for blessings abundant. Cover them in 

peace and faith, a hedge of angels before them place; banish the  de- 

Did you know?Did you know?Did you know?   

Fewer than 10% of all child abuse allegations are related to 

sexual abuse.  Yet 25% of ALL WOMEN say they experi-

enced sexual abuse as a child. 



ÆÉØÁÂÌÅȢ  7ÈÏ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÙÉÅÌÄ ÓÅÅÍÓ 

ÓÏ ÌÏ×ȟ ÓÏ ÕÎÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÖÁÌÕÅȢ  7ÈÏ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÓ 

ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ  "ÕÔ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ 

this to throw out kids, to deem them as old and useless, but rather to 

REdeem them, to give them opportunities to be made new and use-

ful. 

 

God, give me new eyes today ɀ ones that can see what is possible. 

 

Ȱ&ÏÒ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÓ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅÓ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÒÄȟ ȰÐÌÁÎÓ ÔÏ 
prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a 
ÆÕÔÕÒÅȣȱ   *ÅÒÅÍÉÁÈ ΨίȡΧΧ ɉ.)6Ɋ 

 

Prayer:  Dear God, these are Your children. They were Your children 

yesterday living under a bridge, and they will be Your children tomor-

row in a foster home. Only You know the divine plan for each of these 

children. Remind us gently and often that You will, and always have,  

taken care of that which is Yours. Thank You for loving these children. 

Amen. 

 

Reflections:  

Day 30 

Old Made New 
 

I t was a balmy 95 degrees on the San Antonio river walk.  As the 

boat drifted along on its half-hour sightseeing voyage, the captain 

was commenting on points of interest, and then he said something 

ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÍÙ ÅÁÒȢ  (Å ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÉÎ 3ÁÎ !ÎÔÏÎÉÏȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ 

get rid of things that are old.  We prefer to rehabilitate them, and 

ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎÔÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÎÅ×Ȣȱ 

 

At 16, she was used to taking care of herself.  From the few stories she 

shared, I knew that life had been chaos, and I suspected that what she 

spoke barely scratched the surface of what childhood was actually like 

for her.  Her family tree included generations of substance abuse and 

ÄÏÍÅÓÔÉÃ ÖÉÏÌÅÎÃÅȢ  ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÃÏÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ  Ȱ) 

used to smoke 2 packs of cigarettes a day ɀ started when I was 7.  By 

ΧΦ ) ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÌÃÏÈÏÌ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȢ  "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ɀ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 

ÃÌÅÁÎ ÆÏÒ Á ÙÅÁÒȢȱ  3ÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁ× 

her as yet another chapter in the old story of a broken family ɀ a kid 

with no hope and no future.  But then she met a teacher who was dif-

ferent.  Who paid extra attention to her.  Offered to help her after 

school so she could catch up with her peers.  Believed in her.  Told her 

how she could be different from her family history.  How she could be 

somebody new. 

 

4ÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈ ÉÓ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÅÅÎÓ ÉÎ ÆÏÓÔÅÒ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÏ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ×ÅÒÅ  
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