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I remember the day I found out I was going to be a father a couple of years ago.  

My friend Bob had been visiting from Mississippi.  We’d been out shooting 

baskets and walked into the house, basketballs in hand.  I knew something was up 

when I saw balloons in the den.  I had begun to read a sign next to the balloons – 

something about “D-A-D” – when Darrah said, “Daddy’s home!  You’re going to 

be a father!”  The rest is blurry, although I do remember looking over at Bob’s 

face – his surprised look was turning into a grin.  And Darrah – all I remember is 

her pure delight. 

 

Thus I began my journey into fatherhood.  Pregnancy was full of wonderment . . . 

hearing little heartbeats with a microphone, seeing a little figure on a sonogram, 

feeling the little guy moving around in Darrah’s womb, sitting in childbirth 

classes with guys that looked even older than me. 

 

The ride down the river of childbirth started with rapids.  My colleague Karl 

knocked on my office door and said that Darrah’s water had broken.  It was 

Darrah’s last day at work before her scheduled maternity leave.  I drove her home 

to pick up her hospital bag, and waited while she called 10 of her closest friends.  

Finally Darrah had mercy on me and let me take her on to the hospital.  Next 

followed 20 hours of tedious labor.  Then our son was born – an experience which 

was the most profoundly spiritual of my life. 

 

We named our son Graham, after Billy Graham.  And, increasingly, Darrah and I 

are known around our church as “Graham’s parents.” 

 

One of my friends compares the process by which he became a Christian to 

pebbles being placed on a scale.  Many people in my friend’s life influenced him 

to become a Christian.  My friend’s Christian father made sacrifices at work to 

spend more time with his family – pebbles on the scale.  A Sunday school teacher 

faithfully reached out to him in spite of his rebellious behavior – more pebbles on 

the scale.  A business associate went out of his way to invite my friend to a 

Christian retreat – another pebble on the scale.  Eventually, the balance tipped 

toward Christ – the result of many pebbles on the scale over many years. 

 

I think about Graham now in terms of pebbles.  Each kindness and each hug is a 

little pebble.  Every unkind word that I don’t say is a pebble.  Each prayer that I 

utter that Graham will know the Lord is a pebble.  Maybe some of you will add 

pebbles to Graham’s scale.  Maybe someday I’ll add a pebble to somebody close 

to you. 

 

If you ever meet Graham, think about his little scale.  Each time we are with our 

children, each time we interact with our spouses, each time we spend time with 



our friends and associates, we have the opportunity to influence a life in a positive 

way.  I believe that many times we make a significant impact in others’ lives 

without even being aware of it.  Consider adding a pebble to someone’s scale 

today, as our lives and the lives of those around us hang in the balance. 

 

 
This is the first in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 14, 

1992.  This April, Graham turned one year old. 

 

 
 


