Title: A Bucket Full of Tears

"Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me: For such is the kingdom of heaven."
 — Matthew 19:14

Intro: They often say that the God gives the biggest challenges in this life to his strongest warriors. I am not sure when God decided that I was one of his warriors but he did.  As a mother of an autistic son there were many nights I cried "A Bucket Full of Tears."  How does one reconcile with the pain and the inability to understand, yet comprehend ones' own child. It's unfathomable the pain a mother feels when she is rendered helpless. 
	
Stop it! Stop it! I cried out for him to stop. To stop hitting me, yelling at me, screaming at me and telling me he hated me. I cupped my hands to my face and cried out to God to help me, to deliver me from this pain. The screaming and the yelling were so loud my neighbors called the police. I was relieved that they did. I was too tired and depleted from trying to protect myself from his assaults. The knock at the door couldn’t come soon enough and when it did, I felt a sigh of relief and fear at the same time. Once I opened the door the routine questions would begin. 
	“Ma' am, are there any weapons in the house?” Ma’am is there anyone in the house in danger?”  If I said yes, I knew they would take him away and if I said no, I would endure another long night of tears and abuse. But I loved him so I told the officers no. They handed me their card and I shut the door. As I turned around, there he stood with pain in his eyes looking confused and exhausted. He smacked the card out of my hand and ran into the bedroom and laid down. 
	Finally, I thought, I could escape, when he sleeps, I could find relief, freedom, peace and no more fear of what to do. I could run out the door and never look back. No one would know, no one would blame me if I left. It was clear the elephant was in the room but I wanted to insists that it was simply a part of the furniture. So, I stayed. I walked into the room where he was laying and climbed into the bed. As I laid beside him, I listened to his breathing and I held his hand in mine. As I began to fall asleep, I pulled him close to me and I nestled him in my arms. I forgave him, I felt sorry for him. No one will see the scars on my arms. And eventually all of the scars will have scars. And No one will know. No one will understand that I must save him, no one will understand why I didn’t tell the police to take him away. Because no one but a mother could understand the pain and the struggle of loving an autistic little boy struggling to understand the world around him.
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