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Praise for:

Confounding the Wise

“Dan and his wife put their money where their
mouth is. We don’t need more people talking about Jesus, we need
more people BEING Jesus. This book shows what that can look like in
real time.” - Comedian Brad Stine “God’s Comic”

“Dan’s heart for those with
special needs is a clear reflection of his desire to know God more
intimately. His selfless passion for others challenges my faith
journey, and it’s a joy to see this passion on every page of
Confounding the Wise.” – Kirk Walden, President
of Life Trends & Author of “The Wall”

“Sometimes it takes a great
book like this to draw us back into unfiltered humanity.
Confounding the Wise is
for people who know that real life is not found in Disneyland. It
is for people who have enough soul and heart to look through the
eyes of the lives of real people in a real world.” -
Comedian Mike G. Williams, Author of
“Men Moved to
Mars,” “Love Is Not
a Three Letter Word,” and
“The Parable of the Muddy Jeep”

“If you’re up for reading a
book that challenges, teaches, makes you laugh, makes you cry,
encourages and inspires, - grab Confounding
the Wise today. You’ll be glad you did. But
be warned: You will also be changed.” -
Keith Ferrin, Founder of That You May Know Ministries

“What is your favorite kind
of story? An international thriller, a moving love story or true
life adventure; this book has it all. With humility, honesty and a
good dose of humor, author Dan Kulp tells the amazing story of his
life and family. Confounding the
Wise will inspire you to take a fresh look
at yourself and this world through the eyes of God who loves to
confound the wise with the people He chooses and the people He
uses.”
– Comedian Gordon Douglas

“With tremendous
self-effacing humor, Dan tells the story of the arduous,
bureaucratic ordeal that is the international adoption of children
with special needs. His approach is both comedic and challenging.
As children of an adoptive Father, he explains, we ought to open
ourselves to imitating that facet of our Father’s love. Dan doesn’t
sugar-coat the difficulties, but he also demonstrates that children
with special needs give more than they take. Pick up
Confounding the Wise, and
see just how this “foolish” man gets it right.” -
Dr. Marc Newman, President, Speaker for
Life

“By opening up his life to
us in Confounding the
Wise, Dan Kulp educates, inspires and
entertains. I enjoyed an honest, convicting glimpse into a world
that many only see from the outside.”- Bill
Griffin, Guitarist for The Dig Project

“In Dan Kulp’s
Confounding the Wise you
are brought on a journey that plucks at your heart strings and
challenges your perception and treatment of both orphans and
especially people with special needs.” –
Mike Higgins, Lead Guitarist for The Dig Project

“If
you want an honest look at adoption and life with children with
special needs, this book is a beautiful example. The world needs
more people like Dan (and his wife!) to step up and love these
kids. Dan’s commitment to bringing orphans home rings true in every
aspect of his life.” – Jeff Norsen, Bass
Player for The Dig Project

“It’s cool that I know Dan,
because I can attest that his passion and love for the Lord and his
family that comes across in this book is true. I hope that people
who are thinking about adopting or facing struggles in the process
will be encouraged by the story of what God has done in the Kulp
family.” – Dave Hopping of Comedians Dave
and Brian

“Since meeting Dan Kulp back in 2010, I’ve
told a brief recap of his story hundreds of times and it’s always
been met with awe and inspiration, but after reading Confounding
the Wise a couple of weeks ago, and learning ‘the rest of the
story,’ I am as committed as ever to making sure thousands more
hear Dan and Elizabeth’s story in hopes they’ll respond with the
same passion to those small voices who ask for so little of us, and
who have so much to give.” – Dana Ashley, Artist Representative
for Ambassador Speakers Bureau

“I read this book when I was
supposed to be writing a sermon. Couldn’t put it down. And you
won’t be able to put it down either. Dan’s story is remarkable.
Dan’s wife is remarkable. And despite his protests to the contrary,
so is Dan.” - Pastor Jeff Long, Farmington
UMC

“This book will inspire you to look back
through your life journey and see the promise of Jeremiah 29:11: ‘I
know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord…’ It will also
show you the importance of a father’s example in loving his
children and valuing all life. Dan’s book is passionate and
honest.” – T.K. Kennedy, Young Life Area Director, Long
Island

“This is a poignant description of ministry,
compassion, understanding and the determination of one family to be
in the Lord’s service. Children with special needs are not always
given to those who are both willing and able to meet their needs.
But here we discover there are people who will seek sacrifice in
order to provide the life that so many are willing to discard.
Confounding the Wise describes the sometimes brutal view
that many countries have toward Down syndrome and other diagnoses.
Herein also is the story of unconditional love for children who so
desperately need those who are willing to give it. – Brian
Callahan, President of the Flower City Down Syndrome
Network

“It was better than
Cats.” –
Dan Kulp
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“But God hath chosen the foolish things of the
world to confound the wise; and God hath chosen the weak things of
the world to confound the things which are mighty.”

1 Corinthians 1:27
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The woods where Simon was found.
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Author’s
Note

 For as far back as I
can remember, the accepted standard of language usage in regards to
the developmentally challenged is always changing. For example,
trisomy 21, a condition by which someone has an extra
21st chromosome (or a 3rd copy), used to be
called Down’s Syndrome – named after Dr. Down, the person who
discovered this trait. In the United States, the widely accepted
description is currently Down syndrome - without the apostrophe and
with a lower case s on the word syndrome. While I have chosen to
use this term, or Ds throughout the book, I’m sure someone,
somewhere, someday will tell all of us that there is an even more
acceptable way to say it.

In honor of my siblings and son - David,
Matthew, Sarah, Suzanne and Simon - I have included an extra
21st chapter.

While this story is true, some names have
been changed to protect privacy.


 


“Why any kid would want to be an orphan is beyond
me.”

Miss Hannigan

Annie, 1977


 


Introduction

 I am haunted by an image
in my mind of a lone figure walking toward me on a busy street in
the city of Guangzhou, China.

I stopped dead in my tracks and stared in his
direction until I could be sure. Perhaps it was because his gait
was a familiar sight to me, or something about his movements.
Whatever it was, I had a strong feeling that this person heading in
my direction had Down syndrome. As I waited for him to get close
enough to confirm my theory, I noticed he was stopping every few
yards, at the garbage cans which lined the street. He would look
down and inspect the container and then continue along the
sidewalk. When he finally got close enough for me to make eye
contact, I was struck by how filthy he was, covered from head to
toe with dirt and grime. I soon guessed that he was homeless and
had been searching the garbage cans for a meal. His hair was long
and greasy. The truth is I didn’t know if this person, who was
probably in his early twenties, was a male or female until the very
moment he stood in front of me.

Through the grime, tattered clothing and the
unkempt hair came the most beautifully warm smile, as he looked at
me looking at him. The smile reminded me of so many people with
Down syndrome I have met all over the United States, throughout my
life. In this young man’s eyes I saw my brothers David and Matthew,
and sisters Suzanne and Sarah, as well as my son Simon.

I attempted to communicate with him and
express that I was a friend. He was receptive and seemed rather
delighted that I was relating to him. To the people in his society,
I had the feeling he was invisible at best, and a reviled outcast
at worst.

I was holding bottled water which I gave to
him and once again his bright smile shined like the sun. Street
vendors were beginning to take notice now and were wondering why
this American was taking such an interest in one of their
disposable members of society. One young lady who knew a little
English came up to me and asked me why I was being nice to the
homeless man. I tried to explain that my son was Chinese and had
Down syndrome. I even pointed to a tattoo of Simon’s name on my
arm, written in Chinese, and said “Simon is like him” while I
pointed in my new friend’s direction. She was still confused. I
asked her if she would take a picture of the two of us. Soon, a
small crowd had gathered and there was a buzz in the air. I wanted
to spend more time with my new acquaintance but I feared I was
creating a spectacle and didn’t want that for him. I said goodbye
to the homeless man as he proudly showed off his bottle of clean,
fresh water.

I regret not having bought him a meal. In my
haste to not draw too much attention to the situation, I hadn’t
even thought of it. There were food vendors everywhere. I wish I
had provided him with the most robust meal he had ever eaten.

As I made my way back to an indoor shopping
center where my wife, in-laws and newly adopted daughter were, the
thought suddenly hit me that the fate of my children may have been
the same as the street person whom I had just met. Would Simon, if
not adopted, have been turned out of the orphanage when he was
eighteen? I shudder to think of him or Danielle being left to fend
for themselves for food, clothing and shelter. I cringe as I wonder
how easily they could become victims to those who would seek to do
them harm. The gravity of what we were doing in China for a second
time hit me with such clarity. We were adopting because all
children should have a Mommy and a Daddy.
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I started writing this book about five years
ago. Much has happened in my life between writing the first page
and the last. The most significant thing is that my father passed
away. Even though I will not be able to hand him his very own copy,
as you will soon read, his fingerprints are all over this book.

It occurred to me that when my mom passes
away someday, I will be like an orphan. What a strange thought. I
can be quite glad however, that my experience is not like that of a
child abandoned at a mall, train station or hotel. Or one raised in
an orphanage and owned by the state, or the homeless young man with
Down syndrome I met living on the streets. I had a mom and dad who
were there for me for most of my life, and for that, I am eternally
grateful.

I didn’t write Confounding the Wise
out of any sort of arrogance, as if my life is so important you
just needed to read all about it. If you say to yourself at any
time, “Wow!” while reading this, understand that I do the same
thing. I am utterly blown away by the story God has given me to
live. He was preparing me from the time I was a child for the
family I have today. We’ve been told Simon is the first child who
has Down syndrome to be adopted out of China to the United States.
I’m truly amazed. Out of all the parents in the world God could
have chosen for Simon, He chose us.

When I dream, I dream big. I hope when you
read this, you will be inspired in the same way I was when my wife
came home from China after her first trip and shared her story with
me. I want loads of people to read this and be challenged to adopt
a child. I would love for people to see clearly within these pages
the joy children with special needs can bring to one’s life. It
would be great, too, if it opened people’s hearts to the value of
life.

With all of this in mind, “Confounding the
Wise” is dedicated to people like my wife and parents, to orphans,
to those in life affirming ministries, to caregivers and teachers
of those with special needs, to adoptive families all around the
world, and for those who “get” why this book has an extra
twenty-first chapter.

While I’ve dedicated it to them, it is for
you. Yes, you. No matter who you are. I’m dreaming that something
inspires you. Moves you. Challenges you to adopt or to support
those who adopt. Causes you to volunteer for a special needs
organization. I don’t know. Whatever it is, I hope that you will
someday be able to think about your own story and say, “Wow.”

Thanks for reading. I am honored.
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 Another Man’s
Treasure

There he was. Lying in the woods, in the
middle of winter, on the day he was born. Alone, helpless and left
to die. My wife is far less cynical than I am. She would like to
believe his mother lovingly placed him there knowing with certainty
he would be found by some nearby workers. I, on the other hand,
can’t help but think that the woman who had just given birth to her
child decided to have a post pregnancy abortion. She left him not
for someone to find and turn into the proper authorities. She left
him to die from exposure and eventually be covered with snow. Or
perhaps the woman’s husband, unhappy with the child’s physical
deformities, forced her to abandon him or took the newborn himself
into the woods. Either way, this was day one in the life of one of
my most treasured prizes, Simon, my son.
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Simon was born on December 28th, 2004. He
probably wasn’t abandoned because he had Down syndrome, a genetic
mutation having to do with an extra 21st chromosome. This would
probably not have been visible or familiar to his parents so soon
after his birth. He was most likely taken to those woods because of
more obvious physical characteristics. Simon had a club foot, an
imperforate anus (an internal abnormality in which the intestines
doesn’t connect to an exit) and an extra thumb on his left hand. To
a culture that finds imperfection shameful or embarrassing, these
traits would be reason enough for a parent to get rid of him. Thank
God they failed. In fact, I believe God is completely responsible
for my son’s survival. I am reminded of a statement by Joseph in
the Old Testament, who would one day say to those who had abandoned
him, “You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good.”

Simon did not perish that cold winter day. He
was found by a man named Mr. Han who was hired by a landowner in
the province of Hebei, China, to help clear the woods of downed
branches and other debris before springtime. Surprised by the
discovery of the newborn, Mr. Han and his wife quickly brought the
baby to a nearby shack where they warmed him up and kept good care
of the little life until they were able to bring the infant to a
police station several hours later. Mr. Han was impressed by the
infants’ strength as evidenced by his lack of crying from the cold
and hunger.

Elizabeth and I would not learn of little
Simon until about two years later. Through a miraculous set of
circumstances, he would one day be ours.
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 Recalling the Crazies

I learned a couple of things when I stepped
off that plane in China. The first thing I learned was that I was
the fattest guy in all of China! My wife is tall, thin and pretty.
Together we must have looked like the number ten roaming around the
countryside.

The second thing I learned was that it is not
impolite to stare in the Chinese culture. We were stared at
everywhere we went. Not only because I was the fattest guy in all
of China, but also because, by day two of our trip, we had our new
son in our arms. This was bothersome to many because we had a boy.
It is much more common for westerners to adopt Chinese girls, and
is therefore a more familiar sight. Simon’s special needs got him
onto the waiting child list. These needs are not clearly visible,
and if the onlookers knew, instead of being angry they would be
completely baffled as to why we would want him.

So there we were, sitting in restaurants and
touring the sites, all the while being closely observed by the
general public. My wife was annoyed by it all. At first, I felt
like a rock star. I pretended I was Bono and that everyone around
me was captivated by my mere presence. However, by week two, I felt
the strain of the stares as well. I can remember one particular
day, sitting in a hotel restaurant with Liz and Simon, feeling the
weight of dozens of leers. Something wonderful happened. I
remembered. A flashback. Things I hadn’t thought of for years.
Memories flooded back to me.
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My adoption journey began long before we were
matched with an adorable little boy from Hebei, China. Mine began
in March of 1971. I was originally the fifth child born to Norm and
Carol Kulp. Five kids and they weren’t even Catholic! I’m not sure
if they planned it this way or not, but they sure did things right.
First there was Linda, then Chris and Steve, all born about a year
apart from each other. A couple years behind them was Lori. And
eleven years after their first, I was born. By this time, my folks
had free babysitting, mostly from Linda.

Not content to stop with me, on March 26th,
1971, my brother Matthew was born. Shortly after his birth, the
doctor told my dad that Matthew was Mongoloid (an outdated term
used to describe Down syndrome). My father didn’t know what that
meant so he had to look it up in a dictionary. After learning the
definition and sharing this new diagnosis with others, many told
Dad the same thing: put him in an institution, get rid of him and
forget he was ever born. Well, this didn’t sit well with my folks.
In fact, years later, in a television interview, my dad said he
felt “that the Lord has given Matthew to us, he has chosen us to
take Matthew, that was the way it was gonna be.”

So they did. Matthew was a full-fledged
member of the Kulp family. We didn’t find out until years later
that the very name “Matthew” means “Gift from God”. And he
certainly was. In fact, Matthew was such a blessing to the family,
my parents made the radical decision to adopt three more children,
all of whom had Down syndrome!

So this was my life growing up. My parents
were the neighborhood weirdos and I was one of their nine kids!
This was the 1970s. Nobody kept kids who were different. At the
very least, you didn’t flaunt them and you certainly didn’t go out
and get more!

We were considered such an oddity that
occasionally a spotlight of media attention shined on our family.
Newspaper articles and TV interviews came about every once in a
while. In fact, on November 24th, 1980, we were included in a
PBS/Newsweek documentary called “Cover Story: Adoption in America”,
which aired all over the world. It was a thrill in fourth grade to
have a crew come to our house for a few days and film our family. I
used to talk about the experience at show and tell. What an
annoying kid I must have been.

Things got even stranger when there was a two
page spread about us in 1981 in the “National Enquirer.” The
“National Enquirer!” This wasn’t the “National Enquirer” of today,
filled with stories about Brad and Angelina. This was the Enquirer
of the early eighties, with features like “Two Headed Alien Gives
Birth to Human Child.” And, oh yeah, the Kulp family! I can
remember my parents arguing about who was going to walk down to the
corner store and pick up twelve copies to hand out only to close
relatives and friends. We lived in the small Mayberry-like town of
Honeoye Falls, N.Y., and knew that as soon as one of us walked out
of that old fashioned drug store with those rags, it wouldn’t be
long before the whole town knew about it.

In addition to some media coverage, we also
got stares. A lot of stares. Everywhere we went, people gawked at
us. And I’m not talking about the spectacle of seeing a family of
eleven trounce around the area. Most of the time it was just me,
Matt and the three adopted children, David, Suzanne and Sarah. The
older ones had either moved on to build their own lives or they
were about to. I’m the one who received both the blessing and the
challenge of growing up amongst four brothers and sisters with
special needs.
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 Dad: Why Be Normal?

In many ways, my Dad and I are very much
alike. We both have a very pronounced receding hairline. As someone
who has been immersed in the rock band culture for the past several
years, this is especially disturbing to me. Everyone knows that
rockers have great hair. Rockers, except for me that is. I must
admit I often find myself cursing my own head when I see other
bands on stage, with musicians who can do really cool things with
their hair. Not only do they do really cool things with their hair,
but they do really cool things in several different ways. I feel
the weight of my cursed head on my shoulders with bands I
especially like because I will attend their shows multiple times,
and at each concert the musicians look a little different. I have
to settle for varying degrees of shortness. My alternatives are
short and very short. I often opt for the almost bald look because,
if I don’t, my widow’s peak sticks out and I end up looking like an
older, overweight version of Eddie Munster. Thanks Dad!

I think, too, I must have inherited my
physique from him. My father is in his mid-seventies now. He
actually looks great. Very svelte. However, I have seen his eleven
sisters and most of them were shaped like me. Our family reunions
looked like Liberty Bell conventions. Thanks again, Dad!

Hairline and body type aside, there is one
far more significant similarity between Dan and Norm Kulp. We both
love to laugh. My dad has a great sense of humor. He is a very
funny guy. Making people laugh is great, but what I think we both
share is a love of laughter itself. I have many joys in life -
looking at my children as they lay peacefully asleep in their beds,
praise from my wife, movies, and food (ahem) are just a few.
Without a doubt, in my top ten has to be making my father laugh. I
love saying just the right thing that puts that grin on his face
from ear to ear and makes his shoulders shake up and down as he
howls straight from his gut. When this happens, I feel like I hit
the jackpot at a slot machine. Thanks yet again, Dad, for I am
convinced that laughter is one of many wonderful gifts from God.
After spending time with my family one holiday evening, a friend of
mine told me he noticed how much we all laughed together. He also
told me his family never really did that growing up. I couldn’t
imagine.
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