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“What are we going to do about 
Ma?” I asked my husband, Shaun, as 
we drove through the level highways of 
Texas in June 2003.  It was day two of 
our trip to Goodfellow Air Base in San 
Angelo, where I was assigned to study 
military reporting for the next 6 
months.  The feeble tumbleweeds a few 
feet away blew aimlessly, as if waiting 
for the answer.  

  “I don’t know,” he said, and 
looked at me with pity, knowing how 
long thoughts of her plight lingered in 
my mind before I finally uttered the 
question. 

 To me, Ma was nigh perfect, a 
dutiful mother and a strong woman 
who didn’t cut corners.  I had studied 
her all my life:  I eavesdropped on her 
conversations, asked questions as she 
“balanced” her sparse budget, and ob-
served curiously and proudly as she 
gained courage while testifying on 
Sunday mornings.  Each week she 
stood to tell of God’s goodness, and I 
listened with awe as her exhortations 
became increasingly vigorous, per-
sonal, and entertaining—her focus 
shifting from her anxieties to her 
charge to encourage and support God’s 
people.  

 But something was wrong. I did-
n’t know what.  She was neither 
healthy nor happy. She was over-
worked. She was dying, slowly.  And 
no matter how long she worked, she 
never seemed to have enough money.  
Each time I came home for a visit, I 
would fill her refrigerator and treat her 
to her favorite lunch.  She pleaded with 
me to stop wasting my money on food 
and that she was fine, but I couldn’t.  It 
was all I could think to do for her. I 
knew she wouldn’t last long if some-
thing didn’t change.   

 Shaun was driving me to a small, 
no-where town far away from what was 
once our apartment in Harrisonburg, 
Va. This 6-month interlude at the Air 
Base would prepare me for an assign-

ment in Japan.  As excited as I was at the 
prospect of leaving the country for the 
first time, I was fighting a ceaseless un-
rest, choking thoughts of her failing 
health, images of her ashen skin, and the 
secrets of pain and fatigue that quenched 
her excitement during my visits. 

 Japan came and went in about a 
year. I returned to the United States after 
Shaun’s unexpected discharge from the 
military and we had the opportunity to 
relocate to Maryland, where we’d 
dreamed of being stationed. It was an 
exciting time. We spent days searching 
for an apartment to rent, discovering new 
neighborhoods, and swapping hopes of a 
better life together.   

 One day not long after we returned, 
the question plagued me again, “What are 
we going to do about Ma?” This time I 
said nothing.  Immediately, the Lord in-
serted the answer whole into my brain. 
She would sell her condo and move in 
with us, rest for 6 months while living off 
the profits from the sale of her home; then 
she would work part-time and cruise into 
retirement. It was perfect!  Before I could 
begin to sort through this revelation, 
Shaun, my husband said, “You know, 
Talia, I was thinking…why doesn’t your 
mother just come to live with us?”  

 We packed what possessions she 
insisted on keeping from her Illinois con-
dominium into our one-bedroom apart-
ment in Maryland, a 14-hour’s drive 
away.  Shaun and I slept on the floor in 
the living room while she took the bed.  
We lived together shoulder-to-shoulder 
until we were able to move into a two-
bedroom apartment shortly thereafter.  It 
was tight, but we made prayerful adjust-
ments, I felt secure knowing that my Ma 
was safe and getting rest.  By spring 2004, 
less than one year following her move, 
our family income—excluding what 
money she had—tripled!  Our resources 
continued to grow as her needs and our 
family grew.  Despite two children and 
two diagnoses, God allowed us to move 
from our two-bedroom apartment into a 
three-bedroom house, and we can still 
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afford formula, gas for three cars, daycare 
expenses, and we manage to somehow 
satisfy Ma’s endless food cravings that 
surface in mass without warning.  

 Ma’s health problems were more 
severe than any of us expected, yet the 
Lord gave me a flexible job that allows 
me to take off at a moment’s notice to see 
about her. When I am busied by life’s 
distractions, God whispers in my ear the 
just right things to do and ask.  

 Today I listen to my 4-year-old son, 
Jameon, repeating his assigned Bible 
verses and singing his favorite song, Oh, 
give thanks unto the Lord—things Ma has 
taught him, things I didn’t know to do. I 
am reminded of the great gift she has been 
to me all my life.  I thank God that her 
wisdom and sanctified way is being trans-
ferred unfiltered to another generation.   

 But undoubtedly the best part about 
having my mother with me is watching 
God’s grace in action as she thrives in her 
illness.  Ma’s 12 or so medications keep 
her in a state of constant pain and discom-
fort most days, yet she still manages to 
tickle Jameon when he visits her in the 
morning and helps Shaun and me prepare 
the children for school. Watching her is 
convicting and inspiring.  When I’m too 
tired to pray or read my Bible, I am 
shamed by the knowledge that my mother 
is in her room, struggling through muscle 
weakness to keep her eyelids open long 
enough to study God’s word.  I remember 
the countless times I’ve interrupted her 
while in prayer.  Then I read.  I prayed.  
And I thanked God for the knowledge that 
it is He, not me, who is taking care of Ma.  

 He’s taking care of all of us!  

 

 

 

 

Talia Bush is a born again Christian residing 
in Gainesville, VA.  She is the daughter of Ethel 
King.  She is married to Simeon Bush and has 
two children. 
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The weakness and the fatigue were dis-
turbing but the unpredictable falls were 
frightening.   Stress and loud sounds trig-
gered such fierce spasms in my back that it 
felt like my spine would snap. Sometimes, I 
became so rigid that movement of any kind 
was almost impossible, causing me to top-
ple like a wooden broom while my arms 
hung uselessly at my side.   

 Afraid of the possible diagnosis, I with-
held the particulars of my medical problems 
from my doctor.  Neither did I share them 
with my family and friends.  Nevertheless, I 
refused to be defeated.   I turned with des-
peration to II Timothy 1:7 which states “For 
God hath not given us the spirit of fear; but 
of power, and of love, and of a sound 
mind.”  I meditated on this Scripture day 
after day, fighting to evict even the tiniest 
speck of unbelief.   

 Walking was my favorite hobby and 
my sole sport.  During my outings, I com-
muned with God as my eyes wallowed in 
the beauty of His creation.   I knew being 
out alone was a bit risky, but in addition to 
the other benefits walking was also my way 
of affirming my faith in God despite the 
danger.   It was difficult to begin walking 
again after stopping at lights.  Therefore, as 
I approached all intersections I scanned the 
traffic and checked all lights with due cau-
tion.  Then I altered my pace so that, hope-
fully, I would not have to stop.  

 On one particular day my technique 
was off.   I did not see the car speeding 
around the bend.  Immediately, I became as 
rigid as the Tin Man in the Wizard of Oz.  
Because of the momentum of my upper 
body, the next step was crucial.  Without it I 
would fall flat where I stood.  I was terri-
fied.  I envisioned my full-figured body 
lying in the middle of the street unable to 
move.  I fought back the tears and began to 
pray.  The traffic light had changed to 
“Don’t Walk.”   I could feel every fiber of 
my being joining forces to keep me vertical.  
The car came to a complete stop.  I inched 
my way to the curb’s edge thanking God 
with every step. 

After several years of sporadic paralysis 
and debilitating weakness and fatigue, I 
learned with indescribable relief that my 
condition was not mental but physical.   

After several tests, I was diagnosed with an 
extremely rare and incurable disease, 
whose origin was due to an autoimmune 
system gone awry.  I had Stiff-Person’s 
Syndrome (SPS), a disease that attacks 
only one in 1,000,000.   Making my situa-
tion even worse, I was also diagnosed with 
Myasthenia Gravis, not as rare but like 
SPS also without a cure.  This culprit was 
responsible for my diminished muscle 
strength and extreme fatigue, often making 
breathing difficult. 

 The side effects of the medications 
prescribed to treat these diseases were 
almost as debilitating as the diseases.  My 
glucose levels became seriously unstable 
causing hospitalization.   I suffered mood 
swings, weight gain, infections, and vision 
impairments.  Among these problems, I 
grew an ample, shiny set of chipmunk 
cheeks.  They were a blessing in disguise.  
They made my face look funny and friend-
lier.  Either way, people began smiling at 
me so much that at first it was unsettling.  
My daughter tried to convince me that 
there was beauty in my facial deformity, 
but I wasn’t buying it.  She was just being 
kind.  Nevertheless, there was no denying 
the change in the way people were reacting 
to me and later, surprisingly, it led to a 
change in the way I was reacting to their 
smiles.   At first I began to simply acqui-
esce to my superimposed persona.  Then 
my responses became genuine.   With 
much less hesitation, I began to reach out 
to others.  It didn’t matter if they were 
children, doctors, or disgruntled cashiers 
having a bad day.   I just wanted to share 
the love of Jesus and especially the good 
news of salvation.  By the grace of God, 
my illnesses were changing not only my 
body but my heart as well.    

 Although my outer appearance was 
much more conspicuous, the inner me was 
getting better.  At times I was unable to 
walk 20 feet which meant no more outdoor 
strolls and high heels were out of the ques-
tion.  The cane I bought wasn’t so intrusive, 
but I became embarrassed when I was 
forced to use a walker.   I later discovered 
that my pride was robbing me of the joy of 
life.  Gradually, I found freedom in humility 
as I became less concerned about what oth-
ers thought about me or my appearance.   

After being housebound for months, I was 
overjoyed when my scooter chair arrived.  
Without any pretensions, I took my scooter 
for a cruise, thankful to again experience the 
open sky and the gentle breeze beneath my 
nose.   

 The arrival of the scooter rekindled 
memories of two dreams I had many years 
prior, long before my physical problems be-
gan.  My first dream was of me speeding 
down an expressway, passing cars left and 
right in a scooter.  As usual, I had some place 
to be and was running late.  Needless to say, 
the dream was unbelievable and even funny.  
I shared it with a select few and we all had a 
good laugh.  But when I was alone I realized 
that the most amazing aspect of the dream 
was not that I was speeding on a busy ex-
pressway in a scooter but that I was doing so 
without any fear.  Fear was a major enemy of 
mine. 

 The corner bar was almost empty and it 
was late but in this dream I was waiting for 
someone.  Finally, a young man, probably in 
his early 20s tall and slender built with a dark 
brown complexion, came out of the bar.  Un-
knowingly, we had an appointment.  I spoke 
to him.  He stopped and returned the greeting.  
It seemed he had someplace to go but he 
stayed and listened as I talked to him about 
the gospel of Jesus Christ.  I remember giving 
him something to read.  It was probably a 
tract as I carry them with me all the time.  He 
thanked me shyly and walked away with a 
bowed head.  I turned my scooter into the 
night and headed home praising God for the 
soul of the young man and for the love and 
faith Jesus had instilled within me.   I was 
unafraid of the darkness as I knew that the 
Lord’s angels were standing vigil.     

 I thank God for the changes He birth in 
me through my afflictions.  His gifts of love, 
courage, and faith have long been the jewels 
of my heart’s desire.  They came with great 
price.  But I rejoice in His faithfulness as I 
continue to walk in His strength. 

 

 

Ethel King is originally from Evanston, Illinois.  
She now resides in Gainesville, VA.  She is the 
mother of three children, Talia Bush, Rodria King 
and Jason McKay. 
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May 16-17, 2009 
Women's Conference & Service 
Second Baptist Church 
Clifton, VA 

�
Go to Wilsonministries.net 

for more information on these 
events. 

 
If you would like to submit an article 
for print in The Scroll, please send 
for consideration to: 
wilsonministries@cox.net. 
 
We will accept articles for informa-
tion, encouragement and upcoming 
events.  Please note, we only publish 
Outreach ministry events. 

Please join Rev. Denise Wilson at the 
following Events: 

January 16, 2009 (7:00pm) 
Antioch Baptist Church   
13205 Old Marlboro Pike 
Upper Marlboro, MD  20772 

January 23, 2009 (7:30 pm) 
Anacostia Full Gospel 
Community Church 
1320 U ST SE 
Washington, DC  20020 

March 21, 2009 
Women's Retreat 
Founders Inn 
Virginia Beach, VA 

May 1-2, 2009 
Wilson Ministries Women’s         
Empowerment Conference 
Washington-Dulles Hilton 
Herndon, VA                                
703-406-2656 
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If you wish to subscribe or unsubscribe to the newsletter and future emails from Wilson Ministries please email  
wilsonministries@cox.net please include “subscribe” or “unsubscribe” in the subject line. 
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