
Ranny
As a college student, at an Inter-Varsity Christian Fellowship conference, of all people I ended up with a room-

mate from another campus named Ranny. He had severe cerebral palsy. He was horribly deformed. He drooled. It was 
all that I could do to understand him. On top of it, because he was helpless to dress himself, I had to help him. I thought, 
“Oh great! Just what I didn’t want. How did I have to get stuck with someone like him? I wanted to be out fellowshipping 
with my other Christian friends, not help this guy get dressed. This is not what I signed up for!” In short, I went on a pity 
party. I don’t know when I’ve been so humbled and lovingly chastised by God. I was in for the surprise of my life. 

Ranny was like one of God’s angels in disguise. I recall how humbled and put to shame I was the first night we prayed 
together before going to bed. Ranny asked God to forgive him for not witnessing more. I recall thinking to myself, “Good 
grief! You can hardly talk, let alone get anyone to listen to you, and here you are telling God that you’re sorry for not 
witnessing  more!? Here I am, healthy and able to speak, and yet you are the one with the passion to witness. Who has 
the greater love for Jesus?” By Sunday God had royally humbled me. I loathed the pride, arrogance and selfishness which 
God had exposed in my life.

I learned far more that weekend from Ranny than I did the whole rest of the conference. In fact, to this day I don’t 
remember one single thing about that conference other than Ranny. What a blessing he was to me. By Sunday we had 
become friends.  I’d like to share with you a few lines from one of Ranny’s Christmas letters written a few years ago:  

“For me, the eternal God that I serve uses situations that may seem cruel to some to show His love and grace to those 
who are open to Him. I feel that He is very good to me to enable me to show at least some of my weaknesses on the out-
side. Most people can get away with hiding their weaknesses on the inside...When I see Him face to face, will I rattle off 
everything that I’ve done for Him? Or, will we hold each other close, and will I say, ‘Thank you for all that you’ve become 
to me.’?”

In a word, what did I learn from Ranny? Love!—unconditional, passionate love for God. God used Ranny to teach 
me, a young self-centered college freshman, that God’s power is not dependent upon outward looks or a strong body. 
Ranny, like the apostle Paul, had his thorn in the flesh (II Corinthians 12:7-10). Hear the words of Paul: “...there was given 
me a thorn in the flesh, a messenger of Satan, to torment me. Three times I pleaded that God take it away from me. But 
he said to me, ‘My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness...for when I am weak, then I am 
strong.’” 

Although we hate it, it is often God’s severe mercy when He allows us to suffer, because it is often our afflictions 
which drive us to the Savior. There are some aspects of entering to the sufferings of Christ which can only be learned 
through suffering. Though we hate it, it produces eternal glory not worth comparing to the trials of this life. (See: II Cor-
inthians 4:16-18.)

I’m also reminded that God’s value system is so much different from that of the world. I used to know a girl named 
Jeannie who had Down’s syndrome. She was 16 years old, but mentally was about five years old. Yet she was one of the 
most loving people I’ve ever met. She’d always greet me with a big hug and a hello. When it came to loving, she put most 
Christians I know to shame, myself included. How does God view a Jeannie?—With joy. 

Someone said, “When God measures a person, He doesn’t put the tape measure around the head, but around the 
heart.” In fact, one friend of mine speculated that some of the key leaders in Heaven may be former Down’s Syndrome 
kids, because on earth they were often the most loving.

Whether it is a Ranny, or a Jeannie, don’t be surprised if some of God’s greatest gifts come in packages you don’t ex-
pect. If you still need convincing, just remember a small child, born in a manager, born in obscurity, to parents of humble 
means, who will one day rule Heaven and earth. 






