
 Maybe it is because we are mortal, corporal beings, with a 
finite physical existence.  Perhaps it is the way society has 
conditioned us to desire instant gratification.  Whatever the 
reason, many people seem to lack an understanding, or a clear 
vision of how God works in our lives.  I am sure if you were to poll 
100 people who believe in God, the majority would agree that He 
does in fact act in our lives; I also believe that if you asked those 
same 100 people if they recognize the hand of God in the 
moment, or at some point afterwards, the latter rather than the 
former would be the most popular answer. 

 Unfortunately, this lack of perception of God's hand in the 
present moment can have serious consequences.  When a 
person tries to assess how God is working in their life in the 
present, it can often be quite difficult. This can have a detrimental 
effect on both one’s prayer life, and perhaps to a lesser degree, 
one’s faith in general, and ultimately their relationship with God.  

 Yet if we can see the hand of God as He has acted in our 
lives in the past, perhaps we can use this “lens of hindsight” to 
bring into focus His efforts in the present.   

 To that end, I propose we embark on an archeological dig of 
the divine; lets us sift through the dust of our past to gain an 
insight into the ways of God in our lives, that we may see Him in 
the present and the future with more clarity.   

 As I start this project, I am not sure if the regressive method, 
starting with the present and working back, as archeologists do, is 
more desirable than the chronological method I have chosen for 
myself.  I pray I have chosen correctly, or that God will set me 
right before I finish if I have chosen incorrectly. In either case, 
may God allow this effort to enlighten me now, and guide me in 
my future efforts to serve Him as He sees fit.  



 While I do believe we can learn much about God from the 
scripture, I also believe that if God, a God of infinite love, acts in 
the life of an individual, there must be some trace of emotion from 
the encounter.  I have read of Saul's conversion on the road to 
Damascus, and I understand it had a profound effect on him; yet I 
am not emotionally moved by the story nearly as much as I am 
when I sing "Amazing Grace," and remember my own awakening 
to God's magnificent love.  One of the artifacts I am searching for 
in my archeological dig is emotional residue, particularly joy and 
love.  Yet I know I will not find it in every object I examine; 
however, the lack of this emotional residue does not make the 
artifact invalid. A case in point is the story of my birth.  In this 
particular event, I have to rely on information told to me many 
years ago, and my memory of the telling of the tale. Interestingly, I 
have no significant emotional residue of love or joy attached to 
this, but one of thankfulness and awe at God's hand. 
 In the late sixties or early seventies, not very long after I 
came to understand the birth process and gestation period, I 
made an interesting calculation.  I realized that I was born exactly 
nine months to the day after my parent’s wedding!  I wish I could 
remember how I opened the discussion about this with my 
parents, as I am sure it must have been quite awkward, but what I 
learned was amazing.  First of all, I was not the miracle child I 
thought I was, one who was conceived on their wedding night. As 
a matter of fact, I was a premature birth, taken by C-section in the 
sixth month of pregnancy, following a traumatic labor.  I do not 
recall the reason for this, but the story that followed is memorable.  
It seems that in February of 1959, a six-month "preemie" had very 
little chance of survival.  In fact, when I was born in one of the 
most modern teaching hospitals in New York, a nurse told my 
parents that they should not give me a name, as I would most 
probably not survive the night.  My father said he went to the 
chapel in the hospital to pray.  I also remember my mother's eyes 
were moist as they told me about that night.  
  



A doctor told my parents that there was a neo-natal specialist 
from France teaching at the hospital, and he would be involved in 
my care, but it would take a miracle.  
 My Roman Catholic parents said I was baptized within hours 
of my birth, lest I die without receiving the sacrament.  
 A couple of days later, a nurse asked my parents for a name 
for my birth certificate; they had only minutes to provide one as 
the state required all live births to have a certificate within 48 
hours.  Since they had not already decided on a name before my 
birth, they chose to name me after the doctor that had thus far 
beat the odds and kept me alive.  So, to honor Dr. Michael 
Gerard, neo-natal specialist from France, I was named Gerard 
Michael.   
 In September of that year, I was removed from an incubator, 
discharged from the hospital, and allowed to go home.   
 I do not know when I first realized that it was the hand of 
God that put me in that particular hospital that particular day, and 
not one of the dozen or so other hospitals in Manhattan, but I do 
know when I recognized His effort to make sure I understood it 
thoroughly.  This is where I find the emotional residue.  
In 2006, I was shopping at garage sales for furnishings for my 
new house.  As I went from one to another, I wound up in one that 
had many items from a Catholic gift store.  It seems the store had 
closed and the owners were liquidating the stock.  In a corner was 
a card rack that had what looked like baseball cards, but they 
were pictures and descriptions of the saints.  As I looked through 
them, I found Saint Gerard, the Italian Patron Saint of expectant 
Mothers and newborn infants.  
 Of course, this raised so many questions.  Is it a coincidence 
that the French Neo-Natal doctor has the sir-name of the Patron 
Saint of expectant mothers and newborns?  Did he choose this 
profession because of his name?  And what of his Christian 
name? The bible refers to Michael as an Arc-Angel, a messenger 
of God.   



Some biblical scholars say that the name Michael is also a name 
used to refer to the person of Jesus before the nativity; meaning 
God - Like.   
Whoever this doctor was, I believe he was the instrument of 
God's miracle that saved my life.  All speculation about the name 
and heritage of this man may just be for my benefit, that I might 
understand that God has been working in my life from before the 
hour of my birth, and still is to this day.  
 Today there are over thirty-five hospitals in Manhattan; my 
guess is in 1959 there were at least a dozen or so.  How did my 
parents happen to pick that one in an emergency?  How is it that, 
that was the very hospital in which Dr. Michael Gerard was 
teaching Neo-Natal Care? 
 It may just seem like an incredible number of coincidences, 
but I do not believe in such things.  I do believe that “coincidence” 
is a characteristic of the way that God works in people’s lives, or 
at least in mine, and it might serve me well to notice them as they 
happen in the present, so I may understand God's will and gentle 
guidance as it happens, not years later.  
 
Oh Heavenly Father; 
 I know that it is impossible to ever adequately say Thank 
You for all the love you have shown me.  Your Grace is 
undeserved, unearned; yet You share it with all who would accept 
it.  Allow the knowledge I have gained from this event to change 
my heart, so that I might serve You better for the rest of my life. 
 In the name of my Savior Christ Jesus I pray; Amen 
 


