
ADHD Support Group Devotion 8 

 “Joy” 

Sometimes are most challenging moments prove to then bring the most joy. Sometimes sayings and sentiments like 

this one are difficult when dealing with the behaviors often accompanying ADHD. And even more so when in the 

midst of transition from school year to summer, summer to school year, camp to home, dentist chair to car, etc… 

I planned out the first two weeks of summer to be those where my kids had scheduled camps. This was partly to 

accommodate the need for structure, especially for my son with ADHD. He had baseball every day of the week for 

two weeks and was on a tournament league who practiced and played in the evenings. He loves baseball. He thrives 

when playing baseball. I mean, didn’t I plan to perfect beginning of the summer for him? 

Day two of ten, I picked him up. My husband had picked him up the previous day and he was elated, talking about 

how many base hits he hit, balls he grounded, plays he made. I was looking forward to the same thing! I saw that 

look on his face as he walked to the van. My four-year-old said, “Uh oh, he doesn’t look happy.” Man, oh, man, was 

she right on. 

He wasn’t…and he made sure I wasn’t either. He hadn’t played to his standard, he was hot, he was hungry, he was 

mad at me for even daring to exist. I told him to stop talking on the way to our previously scheduled play date, a 

tactic I use when I can sense him getting closer and closer to his danger anger zone. Scowling all the way until the van 

stopped, his mouth again opened when we stopped. “I forgot my shoes!” Temper tantrum ensued. I mean, like a 

two-year-old.  

To make a painful story short, I ended up taking him back to the locked field where his shoes could not be found, just 

as I had tried to tell him. His stubborn mule-ness dug in harder and I dug too, sternly asserting “If you were not ten, I 

would put you over my knee and wear out your bottom.” Great…I stooped to his level. Every fiber in my being was 

frayed. What was going to be a great afternoon of reveling over his super morning of baseball as he frolicked across 

the back lawn of one of his best childhood friends, leaping into the blow-up pool in sheer delight…turned into an 

afternoon of painful pruning for me and for him. 

He finally agreed to come out of the HOT van, drink water and eat lunch…only after about an hour of back and forth, 

words and silence, countless deep breaths, not gonna lie- a couple tears on my part, and thankfully, a big hug from 

one girlfriend and an encouraging text from a fellow ADHD mama. And, the afternoon was salvaged. 

I did not feel any ounce of joy when dealing with that ten-year-old temper tantrum. I deeply missed that little green 

eyed and bald till he was two baby boy who used to think I hung the moon. My soul ached. My heart broke. Is this 

really my reality? 

Is it really all of ours?  

Taking a step back, one of the greatest comforts that day was knowing that I could reach out and text another mom 

who knew what it meant when I said I was having a really hard day with my son. Her response, prayers and ability to 

know precisely what to say from one ADHD mama to another brought my heart peace and I did not feel alone.  

Friends, God has given us each other in this life. He has brought us together, even in this unique setting of parents 

who struggle with behaviors that are just plain hard and they are not “just typical boy”. He has given us a great 

community, a cloud of witnesses, if you will, to travel this path together. Hand in hand, we are following God’s call to 

our lives. We are providing love, support, prayers and community to one another. And that…brings me great joy.  

“When anxiety was great within me, your consolation brought joy to my soul.”  Psalm 94:19 

 


