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On the Sunday before Thanksgiving, I preached a sermon about my belief that,
while we wish we had a crystal ball and could know the future, it is in God’s
hands and God is trustworthy.  Would I have gotten married many years ago, if
I’d known it would end in divorce?  Would I have had my children, had I known
they would be afflicted with bipolar disorder and chronic health issues?  While I
don’ t regret my choices in the least, if I’d have known what difficulties I had in
front of me, who knows what choices I’d have made.  Sometimes, not knowing
yet is a blessing.  But without those experiences, there are so many important
lessons I wouldn’ t have learned. God has certainly been with me through
everything.  
As a follow-up to my statement about my kids having bipolar disorder, I’d like to share something of what I’m
learning.  Bipolar disorder is a biological, chemical, and genetic disorder.  There is no shame in having it.  No
one did anything to cause it.  It’s a disorder that can be treated, and although it can be stabilized, constant
vigilance must continue.  Always.  People don’ t speak much of mental illness.  The stigma of the past, where
people with mental illnesses were locked away in hospitals, is slowly beginning to change.  I believe one of my
callings in life is to do my part in lifting those stigmas.  By talking openly and honestly about mood disorders, it
is my hope that there will be more understanding and acceptance of this illness.  My teenagers are courageous
fighters who have matured and grown into sensitive, caring, and kind persons.  I am extremely proud of both of
them and will continue to be their biggest supporter.  It’s my calling.  And God is with us, through it all.

(If you have a friend, loved one, or are struggling with bipolar disorder, depression, anxiety, or would just like
to talk about it, my door is always open.  You can contact me by email at jloeb@fairviewpresbyterian.org, on
weekdays through the church office at 251-2245, or on Sunday mornings at church.  As always, confidentiality
is a given).


