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Dear Friends,

I have a litdeChristmas presentfor you.No, it won't come wrappedin prettypaper or adomed witha bright
coloredribbon. But I believeyou will enjoy this littleremembrance. Youare, in fact, holdingmy gift in your
hand at thismoment. It is a true Christmas story that will touch your soul duringthis blessedtime of the year.

Do youhave time right nowto read something simply forenjoyment? I doubtit. We areall so busy during
the holidays thatwe can hardly pauseeven to receive a blessing. Nevertheless, I am suggesting thatyou take a
few moments just for yourself. You deserve a break today. Situate yourselfin your mostcomfortable chair—
perhaps witha cup of hot cider and a few (low-fat) cookies—and read the inspiring words of Dr. Frederic
Loomis. This obstetrician's storyis included in an outstanding collection of writings entiUed Christmas inMy
Heart\compiled by Dr. Joe Wheeler. If this littlepiecedoesn't lightyour fire, you have wet wood.

These are Dr. Loomis' own words, recalling the delivery of a baby many years ago, before caesarean
procedures werecommonly usedto rescue infants at risk.He calledhis story"The TmyFoot."

Two years after I came to California, there came to my office one day a fragile young woman,
expecting her firstbaby. Her history was not goodfrom an emotional standpoint, thoughshecamefrom
a fine family.

I built her up as well as I could andfound her increasingly wholesome and interesting as dme went
on, partlybecause of the effortshe was making to be calm andpatientand to keepher emotional and
nervous reactions under control.

Onemonth before her baby was due,her routine examination showedthather baby was in a breech
position. As a mle, the baby's head is in the lowerpartof the uterus for montiis before dehvery, not
because it is heavierand "sinks" in the surrounding fluid, but simplybecause it fitsmore comfortably in
thatposition. Thereis no routine spontaneous "tuming" of all babiesat the seventh or eighthmonth, as is
so generally supposed, but the occasional babyfound in a breechpositionin the last monthnot
infrequently changes to the normal vertexposition with the head downby the time it is readyto be bom,
so that only aboutone babyin 25 is bom in the breechposition.

This is fortunate, as the death rateof breechbabies is comparatively high because of the difficulty in
delivering theafter-coming head, andtheimperative need of delivering it rather quickly afterthebodyis
bora. At that momentthe cord becomes compressed between the baby's hard littieheadand the
mother's bonypelvis. When no oxygenreaches the baby's bloodstream, it inevitably dies in a few short
minutes. Everyone in the delivery roomis tense, exceptthe motherherself, in a breechdelivery,
especially if it is a firstbaby, when the difficulty is greater. The motheris usually quietiy asleep or
almost so.

ThecaseI wasspeaking of wasa "complete" breech—the baby's legs andfeetbeing folded under
it, tailor-fashion—in contrast to the "frank" breech, in which the thighs and legs are folded back on a
baby'sbody likea jackknife, the little rearend backing its wayintothe worid first of all.

Thehardest thing for theattending doctor to do with anybreech delivery is to keephis hands away
fromit until the natural forces of expulsion have thoroughly dilatedthe firm maternal structures that
delay itsprogress. I waited aspatientiy asI could, sending fi^uent messages totheexcited family in the
corridor outside.

At last the time had come, and I gentiydrew down one littiefoot. I graspedthe other, but for some
reason I could not understand, it would not come down beside the first one. I pulled again, gentiy
enough butwith a littie force, with light pressure ontiie abdomen from above bymy assisting nurse,
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and the baby's body moved down just enough for me to see that it wfe a little
saw that the other foot would never be beside the first one. The entire tj^gh fil6
that one foot never could reach below the opposite knee. And ababy gi^l was
had never seen before, norhave I since! 11

There followed the hardest struggle Ihave ever had with myself. I)|ne^
upon the unstable nervous system of the mother. Ifelt sure that the fam|ly w^
taking the child to every famous orthopedist in the world whose achievement^

»irl—and then, to my constemation, I
im the hip to the knee was missing and
to suffer this, a curious defect that I

Most of all, I saw this little gkl sitting sadly by herself while other
played—^and then I suddenly realized that there was something that wb
thing was in my power.

One breech baby in 10 dies m delivery because it is not delive
hurry! If I could slow my hand, if I could make myself delay those tew
delivery, anyway. No onein all thisworld would everknow. The moth _
probably be glad she had lost achild so sadly handicapped. In ayear^riwq s
would never be repeated.

"Don't bring this suffering upon them," the small voice within de di"]IJTii$ baby has never taken a breath-
don't let her ever take one. Youprobablycan't get it out in time, anyw
terrible thing upon them. Suppose your consciencedoes hurt a litfle;
your conscience will hurt worse if you do get it out in time."

Imotioned to the nurse for the warm sterile towel that is always reaily for
around the baby's body so that the stimulation ofthe cold air ofthe outside Wi
expansion ofthe baby's chest, causing the aspiration offluid or mucds tljiat

I

•f

But this time the towel was only to conceal from the attending nurs^ thai
the touchof the pitifiil littlefoot in my hand,a pang of sorrowfor the baby's
decision was made.

I glanced at the clock. Three of the allotted seven or eight minutes hadi
upon me and I could feel the tension in their eagemess to do instantly wliat
feeling. I hoped they could not possiblydetect the tensionof my own

These nurses had seen me deliver dozens of breech babies success;
Now they were going to see me fail again. For the first time in my medik^al Iif(
had been taught was right for something that I felt sure was better. '

•alwI slippedmy hand beneaththe towel to feel the pulsationsof the b:
Two to three minutes more would be enough. So that I might seem to! b^
little lower to "split out" the arms, the usu£d next step, and as I did so
from itsprotecting towel andpressed firmly against myslowly moviiigi
of the motherand the baby had been entrusted. There was a suddenCohi
actual feeling of strength and life and vigor.

It was too much. I couldn't do it. I delivered thebaby with herpitffif
with a catch in my voice, I told the mother.

Every foreboding came true. The mother was inahospital for sever^
looked like awraith ofher former self. Iheard of them indirectly fror^ ti
Minn, They had been to Chicago and to Boston. Finally I lost track oft!

)to a dreadful effect it would have
o^d ahnost certainly impoverish itself in

mightoffera ray of hope.

ughed and danced and ran and
'e eVery pang but one, and that one

Enough, and now—^if only I did not
jioihents. It would not be an easy
the first shock of grief,would

iewould tryagam andthistragic fate

t hurry.Don't be a fool and bring this
stand it better than they can? Maybe

mein a breech delivery to wrap
Id may not induce a sudden

iihtbring death.

which my eyes alonehad seen. With
ture swept throughme, and my

iy gone.Every eye in the room was
iked, totally unaware of whatI was
It that moment.

esj and they had seen me fail, too.
I was deliberatelydiscardingwhat I

, see
dok
littl^e

kilsjv

]d, a certain index of its condition,
g something, I drew the baby down a
Ilink footon the goodsidebobbedout
lie hand into whose keeping the safety

jvementof the baby's body,anve m

moo

leto
^m all

eg I told the family the next day,and

ths. I saw her once or twice and she
fimje. They hadbeen to Rochester,

JogCther.
tiim

Astheyears went on,I blamed myselfbitterly fornot having hadjth^ steer

Through the many years that I have been here, there has developefd ih oihr
elaborateChristmaspaily each year for the employees, the nurses, and

5th to yieldto my temptation.

lospital a prettycustom of staging an
rs of the staff.loci 31

There is always abeautifully decorated tree on the stage ofour little^ audto
preparation. Wehaveso manydifficult things to do during the year, so mbcH di
realities of life,thatwe haveset asidethisone day to touchuponthe emotiona

ium. The girls spend weeks in
dtiBcipline, andso manyof the stem

and spiritual side. It is ahnost like



goingto an impressive church service, as eachyearwe dedicate ourselves anewto theyearahead.

Thispastyearthearrangement wassomewhat changed. The tree, on one sideof thestage, hadbeensprayed with
silver paint andwashung with scores ofgleaming silver andtinsel omaments, without a trace ofcoloranywhere and
with no lights hung upon thetreeitself. It shown but faintly in thedimly lighted auditorium.

Everydoctorof the staffwhocouldpossibly be therewas in his seat. The firstrowswerereserved for the nurses
andin a moment theprocession entered, each girlin uniform, eachonecrowned byhernurse's cap,herbadge of
office. Around theirshoulders were theirblueRedCross capes, oneendtossed backto show thedeepred lining.

We rose as one man to do them honor, and as the last one reached her seat and we setded in our places again, the
organbegan the openingnotes of one of the oldestof our carols.

Slowlydown the middle aisle, marchingfrom the back of the auditorium, came 20 other girls singingsoftly,
our own nurses, in fiill uniform,each holdinghigh a lightedcandle, while through the auditoriumfloated the
familiarstrainsof "SilentNight."We wereon our feet againinstantly. I could have killedanyonewho spoke to
me then, because I couldn't have answered,and by the time they reached their seats I couldn't see.

Andthen a great bluefloodlight at thebackwastumed on very slowly, gradually covering thetreewith
increasing splendor: brighter and brighter, until every ornament was almost a flame. Ontheopposite side of thestage
a curtain wasslowly drawn andwesawthree lovely young musicians, all in shimmering white evening gowns. They
played very softly inunison with theorgan—a harp, a cello, anda violin. I amquite sure I was nottheonly oldsissy
there whose eyes were filled with tears.

I have always liked theharp andI loveto watch thegrace of a skillful player. I wasespecially fascinated by this
young harpist. Sheplayed extraordmarily well, asif sheloved it.Herslender fingers flickered across thestrings, and
as thenurses sang; herface, made beautiftil by a mass ofaubum hair, wasupturned as if theworld thatmoment were
a wonderftil and holy place.

I waited, when theshort program was over, to congratulate thechiefnurse ontheunusual effects shehad
arranged. And asI satalone, there came running down the aisle a woman whom I didnotknow. Shecame tome
with arms outstretched.

"Oh,yousawher," shecried. "You must have recognized yourbaby. Thatwasmydaughter whoplayed the
harp—^and I saw you watching her. Don'tyou remember thelittle girl who was bomwith only onegood leg17years
ago? We tried everything else first, butnow she has a whole artificial legonthat side—^but you would never know it,
would you? She can w^, she can swim, and she can almost dance.

"But,bestof all, through all thoseyears whenshecouldn'tdo those things, shelearned to useherhands so
wonderfiilly. Sheisgoing tobeone oftheworld's great harpists. Sheenters theuniversity this year at 17. She ismy
whole lifeand now she is so happy... And here she is!"

Aswespoke, this sweet young girl hadquiedy approached us,hereyes glowing, andnow she stood beside me.

"Thisis yourfirst-doctor; my dear=our doetoi '̂ hermother-saidi-Her-voice trembledrT^ould-see^her literally
swept back, asI was, dirough all theyears ofheartache tothedaywhen I told herwhat shehadto face. "Hewas the
first one to tell me about you. He brought you to me."

Impulsively I took thechild inmyarms. Across herwarm young shoulder I saw thecreeping clock of the
delivery room of 17 years before. I lived again those awftil moments when herlife was inmyhand, when I had
decided on deliberate infanticide.

I held her away from me and lookedat her.

"You never will know, mydear," I said, "younever will know, norwill anyone elsein alltheworld, just what
tonight hasmeant tome. Gobackto yourharp fora moment, please—^and play 'Silent Night' formealone. I have a
loadon my shoulders thatno onehaseverseen, a loadthatonlyyoucan takeaway."

Hermother satbesideme andquietly tookmy handas her daughter played. Perhaps sheknewwhatwasm my
mind. Andas tlielaststrains of "SilentNight, HolyNight" faded again, I thinkI found the answer, andthecomfort, I
had waited for so long.
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I read Dr. Loomis' story at dawn this morning as tears streamed down my face. When Shirley awoke a
few minutes later, I shared it with her, and she quietly dabbed at her eyes with ahanky. We both bought of the
30 million unbom babies who, though entirely healthy andbrimming with human potential, havebeen denied
the opportunity to live and loveand leam.Undoubtedly among themwere future musicians, scientists,
teachers, ministers andhomemakers who were never given a chance. What a tragic loss to thehuman family!

Dr. Loomis' story also spoke volumes about theworth of every child, especially diehandicapped and
needy. Jesus once referred tosuch individuals as "theleast of these, my brothers." Each of them is precious.
Since my years of service on thestaffof a large children's hospital, mygreatest respect andadmiration have
beenreserved for the mothers and fathers, like those in the story, who haN'e devoted their livesto the taskof
raising a physically or intellectually challenged boyor girl. If that is yourcircumstance today, youmay not
receive theacclaim you deserve in this life. Themedia and theworld outside may noteven know you are
there. ButtheLord has seen your sacrifice. If you remain true toyour calling. Hewill say those incredible
words on Resurrection Morning, "Welldone, thougood and faithful servant"

There is another profound lesson tucked within the story wehave read. It focuses onGod's sovereign will,
which is preeminent whether or not weunderstand or agree with it. Dr. Loomis ahnostoverlooked thattruth.
He apparently concluded thatProvidence had madea disastrous mistake, tempting him to take matters in his
ownhands. Butthere wasa purpose—a divine plan—unfolding inthatdelivery roomthathe failed to
comprehend.We simply must not attempt to "play God" in matters of life and death, which are die exclusive
prerogatives oftheCreator. Ourobligation is to trust Himeven when the pieces don't fit. AsI attempted tosay
inmy newest book, God makes sense even when Hedoesn't make sense. There isanorder, an intelligent
design, to the universe even wheneverything seemsto be swirling out of control.

This Christmas, wecelebrate thebirth of thechild who brought diat symmetry and meaning to the himian
family. Jesus came tobring life, and life more abundantly, to whosoever would simply believe onHis name.
By His advent, by His death 33 years later ona cruel Roman cross, and by His resurrection weare adopted
into Hisfamily andgiven the promise ofetemal life. What a blessing! Indeed, every good and perfect giftis
linked to that miraculous eventin Bethlehem some2,000yearsago. All the transcendent values in whichwe
believe, including our reverence for human life, find their origins in the words of the Master. Even the story
wejust readevokedtheseetemal themes, which is why I sharedit with you. I don't knowif Dr. Loomis was a
believer in the lordship of Jesus Christ, although I think he must have b^n. His compassion for atiny,
deformed baby certainly reflects the teachings of theOnewhosaid to His disciples, "Suffer the litdechildren
to come unto Me."

Merry Christmas to youandto yourlovedones. Many thanks forcaring about the work of Focus on the
Family tMs past year, and for helping toprovide its support. We, like you, are simply attempting todo what
God has asked of us under somewhat trying circumstances. If He has been able touse this ministry tobless
yourlifeor help meeta specific need, then forthat wearegrateful. We exist to serveyou.

Please letushear from you when time permits. Themail wereceive from ourfriends is thefuel that keeps
us going. Even a note or a card would be appreciated.

Inthe Name ofthe Christ child, , i

f.ATV-

James C. Dobson, Ph.D.
President

PS. I hope you willplan tocomebyandseeus sometime in 1994. We'd loveto show youaround the
ministry. More than 20,000 ofourfriends have already visited us sofar in 1993. Come jointhecelebration
sometime during the new year.

1.From Christmas inMy Heart, Book 2.byJoe L.Wheeler. Copyright Review and Herald Publishing Assil„ 55W. Oak Ridge Dr., Hagerstown, MD
21740. Used by permission.
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