
18th June 2020 
 

Birth 
 

“O the flummery of a birth place! 

Cant! Cant! Cant! 

It is enough to give the spirit the guts-ache.” 

John Keats, in a letter to John Reynolds, 1818 
 

If I reveal an embarrassing story about myself, will you promise not to 

tell anyone else? Please ...  

 When I was a small boy, my sister and I were out riding on our 

bikes. A car took a corner dangerously, and made my sister fall off her 

bike. All was well, though the incident was a cause célèbre in our street 

and had to be investigated by the local constabulary. A policeman duly 

arrived to interview my sister, and the star witness to the tragedy – moi!  

 We sat at our kitchen table – me, my mother as the “responsible 

adult”, and the custodian of the law – and the questions began. “What’s 

your name?” “Tommy,” I replied. “No, your full name.” “Thomas John 

Gordon,“ I said proudly. “And what’s your date of birth?” When the 

answer to that had been firmly and clearly delivered, there was one more 

question before the proper interrogation began. “And where were you 

born?” the policeman asked. Now, the truth of the matter is I had been 

born at home, in a small village close to Fort William. But that’s not what 

the “responsible adult” had told me. So I gave the answer I had been told 

was the truth. “I was born handed over the fence by the District Nurse.” 

 The policeman wrote quickly in his black book. “Numpty!” I 

suspect. Or “Responsible adult? I don’t think so.” Or “Check the veracity 

of the statement above ...” or something of the like. I just don’t know.  

 But what I do know now in my adult life – and on the birthday of 

someone I love – is this truth: the place, style or date of our birth are 

unimportant in comparison to the importance of the birth itself. Every 

birth matters. Every life is of value, regardless of the where or the how or 

the when. Every responsible adult knows that, don’t they?  
  

A prayer for today 

God of all life, thank you for the gift of my living; thank you for the lives of people 

who are important to me; thank you for the truth that every life matters. Amen. 
 

An original reflection by © Tom Gordon 
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