
Birthdays 

And he blessed Joseph, and said: “God, before whom my fathers Abraham and Isaac 
walked, The God who has fed me all my life long to this day,” Gen. 48:15 NKJV 

I had the pleasure of celebrating a birthday a couple of weeks ago. I found that my 
enjoyment on the occasion was multi-faceted.   

My eldest daughter knows the importance that her father attaches to the various “BIG 
Days” that occur throughout the year. Always a bright child (valedictorian, scholarships, 
etc.) she does not expose herself to the possibility of missing one. Since she lives a fairly 
long drive from her parents, she delivers the whole year’s special gifts at one time in 
January. Jacquelynne brings them down, as appropriate, a few days in advance of each 
celebration and puts them on our fireplace hearth.  I had already been shaking and sniffing 
them for a good week. 

A month or so before this BIG event my son called from “up North” to say that he was 
sending me a new special edition Corvette convertible with about 1200 horsepower.  No 
kidding!  He has done stuff like this before, so it was no idle threat (two Corvettes and a 
souped-up 1940 Ford coupe).  “The woman that God did give me” she did intercept the call 
and talked the boy into an alternate gift of wind chimes for the deck.  I received those 
chimes plus a video of Jeff backing the new vehicle out of his garage, dropping the top, and 
disappearing through the trees bordering his long driveway.  I am trying to love the tinkling 
of my new chimes! 

On the eve of the BIG DAY, a couple of my other daughters came over.  It was an especially 
pleasant occurrence in many ways. One of these was that they brought lunch.  Nice stuff 
too! And it was free! The culinary crescendo was reached when the cake was brought 
forward and the candles lit.  I might mention here that, in deference to the state fire laws, 
my years were grossly under-represented atop that chocolate monument.  Three candles! I 
blew those babies out with no problem.  Rather than allow me an interval of self-
congratulation at squelching the conflagration, the event launched the girls into a 
statistical analysis of my individual standing among the official actuarial projection tables. 
I think that they do things like this, at intervals, to demonstrate that my covering their tuition 
at the U of M was money well spent.  Based on their findings, it seems that only one in four 
American men reach the ripe age that I have now attained. I am doddering, but no fool.  I do 
not know any 150-year-old men! My already ancient but still functioning mind moved 
swiftly to the conclusion forced by the revealed facts: Something is happening to us old 
people! 



Not even the birthday and restaurant gift cards that these girls have been taught to tender 
could entirely erase my sense of the ticking clock.  I am running out of time! Perhaps I ought 
to have enjoyed another piece of cake and a tad more ice cream!  

Our verse finds Jacob an aged man in the late autumn of his days. Looking back over the 
bright colors of his journey, the old man’s heart is full of thanksgiving and he blesses God.   

We must confess with Jacob that the Lord has laden our table with many choice and rich 
gifts.  We were ever needy, and never deserving, yet His goodness did not fail.  Have we 
another friend so faithful and kind? 
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