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I am the parent of a handicapped child.  The joys, 
sorrows, frustrations, and milestones attained were 
recalled as I read an article written by June B. Mullins, 
“Authentic Voices from Parents of Exceptional 
Children”.  All of the parents give a general picture of 
exceptional parenting, with its special problems, pains 
and pleasures.  How I related to the words these parents 
spoke.  As I read the article, I couldn’t help but reflect on 
my own feelings and personal experiences.  I could 
agree with many of the authors, but disagreed with 
others. 
 

When our child was born, she appeared normal in every way.  It wasn’t until the age of one year that I 
started to notice something was “different”.  Each time I told the doctor of my concerns, he quieted my fears 
by saying that she didn’t have to talk or walk; with so many siblings at home, there was always someone 
there to do it for her.  Trying to convince the doctor that I felt something was wrong was the biggest handicap. 
 
After three years and the birth of our seventh child, I was convinced our child was “different”. Threatening 
to take her to Portland for diagnosis, the doctor finally admitted hethought something was “different”.  The 
tears I shed were tears of joy!  Even though her disability was never defined, we could go on with the 
challenge at hand.  Our children grew up with a special closeness and greater compassion of people with 
special needs. 
 
Every parent dreams of the “perfect” child.  Trying to convince a child “to be the best you can be” was at 
times very emotionally draining.  My prayer was never, “Why me Lord?” but “Lord, why can’t you send me 
more patience, more understanding?”  Dealing with our handicapped child who had been teased by peers, 
or encouraging our other children to ignore remarks such as “your sister is a retard” was at times 
heartbreaking.  The hurt was there, but we had to constantly remind ourselves that each of us is “different” 
in some way, must be respected, and not be afraid of the cruel remarks.  After all, they were only words...and 
God never makes mistakes.   
 
Would I change my life if given the choice?  I think not.  When I was in the hospital, I wrote a note to our 
four children at home telling them about their new baby sister.  “Angela”, I wrote, means ‘Messenger of God’ 
and I feel she has come for a very special reason”.   I feel our lives have been greatly enriched by this 
special child.   
 
I have a very deep feeling that all children come into families for very special reasons; each one has a role 
to perform.  It is true that a handicapped child requires much time and patience, but the rewards are greatly 
multiplied.  Our family has learned what it means to give and take, to question and to understand, to see 
and to accept.   
 
With God’s love and grace, He has helped us travel this journey.   
  
 


