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 “QUITE A DAY!”  

"Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the 
na9ons." Jeremiah 1:5  
Let’s take a trip down “Memory Lane” shall we? I want to take you back exactly 30 years, to January 13th of 1991. Do you 
remember…where you were that day? What were you doing? Can you recollect your thoughts, your hopes, and dreams 
at that precise moment? I SURE DO! And I know that Kay does too. Our daughter Beth? well, I don’t believe she’ll 
remember much about it at all. You see, January 13, 1991 was the day that she was born, that she emerged into this 
world. That means that TODAY, January 13, 2021, is Beth’s 30th birthday. Let’s all sing together (at the top of our lungs as 
she lives in Fort Lauderdale); “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear Beth…happy birthday 
to you.” Well that sounded surprisingly good! For Beth, and for the rest of you that weren’t there that fateful day, let me 
fill you in a few of the details, just a few. The birth took place at 6:40 on a Sunday morning (I didn’t make it to church that 
day) at Kaiser Morse Hospital in Sacramento, CA. The doctor who delivered her, Dr. Chandani, asked me if I wanted to cut 
the cord. I declined the invitabon as I was shaking so badly that I probably would have cut her kiester off! A 6:40am birth 
came nearly 24 hours ader arriving at the hospital for our second round of aeempbng to “induce” Beth into the world. 
At that point we had no idea if the liele one in there was a girl or a boy. It turned out to be a long and unevenful day, 
followed by a hard day’s night (at least on Kay’s side of things) but the end result was well worth it…a 21 ½ inch long, 8 
pound 6-ounce, healthy liele girl with an apparently robust spirit. A spirit that has become even more robust over the 
ensuing 30 years. Once the dust seeled on the delivery room and mother and child were being freshened up for the day 
ahead, I wandered past the window to the nursery where Beth was temporarily being held while being checked through 
customs. A nurse pointed her out to me, not that all the babies looked the same, although they were dressed very 
similarly. I remember looking through that window and thinking it oddly resembled looking out the window of an airport 
terminal with all the jets lined up in a row. There was a 737, then a 727 (they were sbll in use at the bme), a DC-9, 
another 737, and then…a 747-400…a GIANT JUMBO JET…and it was bright red. It turns out that one of the mothers that 
early morning had given birth to a 12 ½ bouncing baby boy. I do recall that he was shaving as I turned to go back to Kay’s 
semi-private room. Just one more brief memory. Once all was secure at Kaiser Morse Hospital I headed home for a bit of 
a break and for some sustenance. I threw a frozen pizza into the oven, opened an adult beverage to toast the occasion, 
and turned on an NFL Playoff Game, the NY. football Giants versus the Chicago Bears. I sat down on the couch and 
immediately fell asleep. Sunday January 13, 1991 might have been my last day on earth had it not been for a co-worker 
at KCRA-TV in Sacramento calling me about 30 minutes later for an update. Saved from burning down the house, I got 
myself cleaned up and headed back toward the hospital. Oh, by the way. The Giants beat the Bears that day 33 to 3, on 
their way to winning the Super Bowl. Why is it that the Bears always come out on the short end of my stories? The birth 
of child, in this case our first and only child is an indescribable experience. The gid of life that God gives, and then places 
into our totally incapable hands, is truly incredible and humbling. I’ve heard it said many bmes that, “God never gives 
you more than you can handle”. BALONEY! God gave us more than we could begin to handle on that day 30 years ago. 
The ulbmate truth though is that “God never gives us more that HE can handle!” Before Beth was born, before we even 
knew that Beth would be born, God knew her, and God had her whole life laid out for her. In the passage above, as God 
calls a young Jeremiah to His service as a prophet, the Lord impresses that fact on him, and on us. "Before I formed you 
in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the na9ons." (Jeremiah 
1:5) God had a plan, an eternal plan to speak into the world though Jeremiah. He has that same plan for me, for you, and 
for Beth. In our case not in the role of a prophet,  
but as living witnesses to God’s love and to the Gospel. As I see Beth serving in the place that God has led her, I also see 
that plan being put into acbon…in most cases even without her knowing it. The road that Beth has traveled has been 
windy and at bmes rough and rugged, but it has goeen her to where she is today. The road ahead will no doubt also have 
its twists and turns and get rocky in spots. That’s called life. We all share in the same journey, but all our roads are 
different. The wonderful truth is that following the path that God has laid out for us delivers us to the desbnabon that He 
also has for us, His heavenly Kingdom. I’m just as proud-a-papa today as I was 30 years ago, maybe even more, and I 
can’t wait to see where God takes Beth, and us as well, from here on. 


