
A NOTE ABOUT MY BIRTH DAY 
My mother shared an email with me on my birthday. Sixty-four years ago my she went 
into labor with me in a Lutheran Hospital in Eau Claire, Wisconsin. Mom was a tiny little 
thing, barely a hundred pounds. They did not realize it at the time, but she also had a 
blood-clotting disorder. Similar to pseudo-hemophilia, my mothers ability to clot to 
stave-off excessive bleeding was intermittently compromised. January 3rd, 1957 was a 
nearly terminal experience of massive hemorrhaging. Immediately following my birth, 
transfusion after transfusion were given to my mother until the hospital’s supply of blood 
was depleted. An urgent plea was broadcast throughout the town for blood donors to 
come in order to save this new mother’s life. Fortunately, people responded in droves to 
that plea, and her life was saved. She was told afterward that if she were to get pregnant 
and have another child, she would not survive it. While religiously using nearly every 
form of birth control available at the time, approximately one year later, mom became 
pregnant a second time. With abortion not a viable option at the time, my parents went 
through that pregnancy with the expectation that my dad was soon to be a widower 
raising two children. Fortunately, the medical prognosticators were not accurate. My 
mother went through the delivery of my brother, and two subsequent sisters without 
serious complications. On January 3rd of this year, my mother sent me the following 
letter describing a hitherto seldom spoken of experience from sixty-four years before 
(the emojis are hers): 
“Chips, I want to tell you about your birth day. I want you to know I recall bleeding, but 
not the pain of your birth, or labor pains. I remember no pain at all from that part of the 
birth. I do remember the extreme pain when six nurses stood side-by-side pushing 
steadily on my stomach to keep my utterus from filling with blood! I believe they said that 
process went on for several days. Now the miracles! While I was out I saw the most 
beautiful clouds rolling in the sky. Then Dad’s curly hair and face appeared with a smile, 
soon followed by this beautiful curly haired tiny baby boy! 😇 🙏 😇 🙏 !!! I remember 
them floating but only from my bed. When I woke up they were holding you, but would 
not let me hold you yet. It seemed like so long until I could actually semi-hold you as my 
tears of joy flowed like a fountain. And this was NO DREAM!!! You were a perfect baby 
boy 🙏 🙏  ❤  and surprise surprise, absolutely perfect  and beautiful!     🎶   🎼  🎺 🎻                           
When they finally let me hold you my tears flowed like two fountains followed by 
intermittent kisses and many thank-you prayers. What a joyful day🥰 !!!! After this 
happened, I said to dad, “maybe God has plans for him to be a pastor.”  Dad looked at 
me and smiled, and said “who knows? Could be!” 

I’d heard bits and pieces of the story before, however, this was the first time it was ever 
fleshed-out in detail. Ours was a very blue-collar household. Visions of clouds and faces 
in them were not part of our vernacular. What part did those words of my mother and 
father have in the vocation and calling I’ve pursued for the past forty years, I’m not sure. 
Were they prophetic, or perhaps self-fulfilling prophecy. Again, I’m not sure. My mother 
told me last year, that my brother and I used to “play church.” We would alternately take 
turns being either the pastor or the congregation. I’ve absolutely no recollection of those 
times of play. It’s interesting, however, that both my brother and I, after having very rocky 
adolescences, have become ordained clergy. May your new year be a blessed one, and 
may each of you also be drawn into the visions God has for you. Chips. 




