
The Day I Held Life 
‘Petiedink, you sit in this doll carriage, and I will take you 

for a ride.’  Then at lunch time:  ‘Crow for your corn.’  ‘That’s 
a good rooster’, thought five year old Patty.  Petiedink was 
Grandmother’s gift to Patty when she was just a toddler.  
Petiedink was Patty’s very first pet. 

Years later, Patty had just finished labeling twenty-two jars 
of alcohol; and stroking Brownie, dreamily, she thought of the 
exciting ‘science’ experiment Brownie was helping Patty to ac-
complish.  Indeed, she considered that Brownie had the hard 
part!  Mr. Latimer, Patty’s biology teacher told her, ‘You cannot 
possibly learn everything about any subject of science.  There 
is just too much to know.  It is too complex, and everything is 
interwoven.’  ‘That is true’, thought Patty.   

I wanted to learn about the diseases that affected my 
flock of chickens.  Next, I had to learn about the medicines to 
control the diseases.  And, now, I am studying genetics.   

But ‘the question’ remained in Patty’s mind:  ‘How does a 
chick actually grow in its shell before it hatches?’  ‘Brownie, 
you are answering that question.  How does it feel to be work-
ing for science?’  Patty asked her pet Buff Orphington hen.  
‘Brownie, here are your twenty-one eggs – [one for each day of 
the incubation period].  Sit on them gently.’  Patty said, stroking 
Brownie one last time before securely fastening the door.  
‘Brownie will be safe here in the Biology lab’, thought Patty.   

Each day Patty added one of the eggs to its correspond-
ing labeled jar.  ‘I must be extra careful!  The eggs will form a 
network of blood vessels very soon’, Patty told Brownie a few 
days later.  The twenty-second jar held the ‘control’ egg - an 
unfertilized egg. 

‘I am holding life still forming in the palm of my hand,’ 
Patty breathed.  It is as though a window was opened through 
the shell.  Not one tiny, delicate blood vessel is damaged.  The 
mucus coating, covering the inside of the membrane which 
holds the developing chick is completely undamaged.  The ap-
pendages for the head and feet are very visible.  Even the toes 
are plain.  ‘Look, that dark spot is an eye:  So perfect, and so 
very, very tiny!’  This chick is encased in a sac containing an 



intricate organized network of blood vessels.  ‘That pulsating - 
It’s the heart beating!  See the blood vessels changing color.  
This life is actually coming into being as I hold it in my hand,’ 
Patty realized.  The mighty miracle of life in the palm of my 
hand is such a common everyday miracle.   

It was the tenth day into the experiment, and this egg, 
only ten days old; and, yet, it was a complete being even 
though it would not have hatched for eleven more days.  The 
force of the thought left Patty stunned. 

‘Oh, God!  You opened a window to one of your miracu-
lous mysteries today.  Thank you for Petiedink, the White Rock 
rooster, my very first pet.  Thank you for Brownie, the hen that 
trusts me so completely.  Thank you for all the living creatures, 
and the beauty of life; thank you for love, and thank you for 
trust!  Aw-mane.’  Life is truly an everyday miracle!   

Brownie had eleven un-planned for chicks.  Eleven of 
those labeled, alcohol filled bottles remained without an occu-
pant.  Patty:  ‘I just couldn’t destroy one more precious life.’ 

And God said, “let us make man in our image, after our 
likeness, and let him have dominion over the fish and fowl, and 
over the cattle, and over all the earth.”  Dominion – that 
means we have control, and responsibility for this gift of life 
that surrounds us everywhere. 

 
Notes from the editor and publisher: 

The Creator’s creation is precious.  Yahweh notices even 
when one sparrow falls to the earth.  Matthew 10:29-31; Luke 12:6-7  
The plan for the life that YAH created was to be eternal.  Sin 
changed that!  This is part of what redemption and salvation are all 
about:  Life for evermore – no more death.  Death was never meant 
to be our end – only life for evermore was to be the reward of Yah-
weh’s faithful and true.  Psalms 133:3 reads as follows:  “As the 
dew of Hermon, and as the dew that descended upon the mountains 
of Zion: for there the Lord commanded the blessing, even life for 
evermore.”  The next paragraph is based on Psalms 139:13-16. 

‘The answer’:  “For thou hast possessed my reins: thou hast 
covered me in my mother’s womb.  I will praise thee; for I am fear-
fully and wonderfully made: marvellous are they works  ....  My 
substance was not hid from thee, when I was made in secret, and cu-
riously wrought  ....  Thine eyes did see my substance, yet being 
unperfect.... when as yet there was none of them.” - God does this! 


