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Twelve years ago, my son Graham Turner Garvin was born.  I have written an article 

about being a father on Graham’s birthday on each year since. When I wrote my first 

article, I was in my thirties.  This spring, I turned 50, just before Graham turned 12.   

 

Both Graham’s birthday and my own mark passages.  The son that I cradled in my arms 

is in full-blown puberty.  His voice is changing, and it seems like he’s grown a foot since 

his last birthday. Last year, Graham’s soccer team looked like a group of boys having a 

good time.  This year, they look like little men; and there is more seriousness to their 

competition.  You can see the characters of the boys revealed more through how they 

handle the soccer contests 

 

The beginning of Graham’s passage out of boyhood took me a bit by surprise.  I have 

loved being the dad of a boy, and I wasn’t quite through enjoying myself.  God didn’t 

give me a heads-up that Graham would be entering headlong into puberty at age 11.  

When I realized there was nothing I could do to slow down that process until it was more 

convenient for me, I decided to do three things.  First, I started consulting with my 

fathering mentors about how my parenting should change as Graham grew into 

adolescence.  Second, I decided to develop a philosophy that I could easily communicate 

about what I believed it really meant to be a godly man.  And third, I decided to plan a 

dad-son weekend and get out of town alone with Graham.  

 

I decided to talk with Graham about my philosophy of godly manhood during our dad-

son weekend at a friend’s cabin in the Seattle area.  I had my speech all prepared.  I had 

done my research and had thought and prayed about what I wanted to say; I had worked 

up a good head of steam.  About ten seconds into my presentation, Graham said, “Hey 

Dad, is this the ‘all you need to know about being a man’ speech?”  I replied, “Uh, well, 

uh….”  Graham and I both knew it was “the speech.”  He really had me nailed, and I’d 

never done anything like this before.  Graham respectfully let me finish my monologue, 

though my eloquence was thrown off a bit by his having cataloged my intent so soon into 

the speech.  And after this, we commenced to have a blast together in Seattle.  

 

As far as my own passage is concerned, it is hard to deny the reality of getting older when 

you turn 50.  Darrah gathered a few relatives and friends together to mark my birthday, 

and she asked each person to convey a memory about me.  Graham was present, and he 

spoke about his memories of enjoying the time that we spend with each other every night 

before going to bed - talking, roughhousing with our dog, praying about the day past and 

the day ahead, and ending every evening with the Lord’s Prayer.  Graham publicly 

acknowledged our relationship and my fatherhood.  He hadn’t judged my fathering by the 

quality of my “how to be a man” presentation!  Instead, my son had blessed me once 

again, which – looking back on 12 years of fatherhood  – has been a constant theme. 

 



I’m still trying to learn all I can from the fathers who have walked this path before me.  

One thing I’ve learned is that fathering has more to do with day-to-day relationship than 

it has to do with great speeches; and thank goodness for that. 

 

I remain a man who is blessed - the father of a remarkable son, Graham, and a 

remarkable daughter, Victoria (who is now 6); and the husband of an exceptional wife, 

Darrah (whose age we won’t go into).  I am privileged to be a son of the King, the true 

father of us all and the creator of all that is good in life. 
 

 
This is the eleventh in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 12, 1992.  On 

his birthdays, I have paused to reflect upon something that has touched me.  This April, Graham is 12 years old; his 

sister Victoria is 6 . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 


