












Let There Be Light
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Her words stopped me cold, and we stared at each other blankly. 
Myrna had a degree in nursing and majored in obstetrics. I’d spent 
nine years of my life studying and teaching biology at the University 
of Saskatchewan. Because of our backgrounds, we both recognized 
all too well that this was a serious situation.

“So what’s the problem?” I said, my voice slightly softer. “Tell 
me in biological terms what the doctor said.”

Myrna took a deep breath. Her voice was barely audible. “He 
thinks the baby is an anencephalic.”

For an instant I was frozen. Then a sick, sinking feeling rose in 
my stomach. This medical term meant that the baby’s brain case was 
not developed and therefore couldn’t survive birth. The infant could 
hold its own in the womb, with heart beating and limbs moving, but 
as soon as it was born, it would die.

I managed to keep quiet, realizing how vulnerable Myrna was at 
that moment. One ill-spoken word would devastate her. I was feel-
ing rather vulnerable myself, numbly shaking my head, trying not 
to believe what I had just heard.

We already had two sons, Wade age four and Bryce age three, but 
this child was to be special. This unborn infant was going to bring 
our collapsing marriage back together. We had planned it that way. 
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Let’s Call Him Tyler

But now that hope was disintegrating in the face of the tragic news.
I turned my head to hide my tears, then took my wife of nine 

years into my arms. I fumbled for something to say. “Maybe the doc-
tor’s wrong. Maybe he’s been looking at the wrong x-rays. Maybe the 
tests were incomplete…”

Even as I spoke, my words rang hollow in my ears. This loss 
would probably spell death for our life together. I stared at my wife 
without moving, without blinking.

“They’ve already made the arrangements for further tests at 
the University Hospital in Saskatoon,” she murmured, her voice 
trailing away.

While she returned to preparing my lunch, I stared out the 
window. I saw our two boys playing happily outside in the August 
heat. Little did they know that the ground was collapsing beneath 
their parents.

By now, it was 1977. Our marital difficulties had grown worse 
since I’d quit my job as a biology department assistant at the Uni-
versity of Saskatchewan. That job had involved both the supervision 
of instructors and teaching responsibilities. I had worked my way up 
from the bottom rung and had done all the right things to attain 
my position.

But before long, I had grown tired of the cynical university world. 
Power trips and egos seemed to dominate much of life there. True, 
I was a success at what I was doing, but as far as I was concerned, 
there was no future in continuing. It was a job, but I wanted to have 
money, real money. I just wanted to do what I wanted.

Sadly, during my studies and university teaching job, my mar-
riage relationship with Myrna had begun to unravel. Rather than 
being completely devoted to my wife, I had become totally devoted 
to myself. I was the center of my own universe, and personal success 
had become my god.

What a change had taken place since I’d first entered that hal-
lowed school of learning. My God-fearing, Bible believing parents 
had instilled in me a system of values based on biblical principles. 
However, after nine years at the university, I had changed into a 
completely different person. My worldview was centered around total 


