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REFLECTIONS ON LIFE: REVISITING “I’M SPECIAL DELIVERY” 

        

     In a recent conversation, my cousin, Andrea Lacy Perry, mentioned how much inspiration she 

continues to receive from I’m Special Delivery, a column that is part of Reflections On Life, a 1981 

booklet of some of my weekly columns. Her remark inspired me to republish I’m Special Delivery 

with minor additions.  

 

            For sure, I am not junk or junk mail, because God does not make junk. You had better 

believe that I am Special Delivery. No matter who or what you think I am. No matter what you 

think of me. God had very special plans when creating me special, all indications, evidence and 

circumstances to the contrary notwithstanding. 

 

            Don’t let my wrapping fool you. Regardless of how you view me, I am a gift from God. 

Whether you consider me a close relative, a friend, an acquaintance or just a stranger, I am a gift 

sent to you with a mission no one else can fulfill. 

 

            Gift-wrapped in riches and abundance, you might be inclined to accept me more readily, 

since gaudy and especially expensive exteriors might appeal to your desires, hopes and plans for 

the future. 

 

            Will you accept me just as quickly if I am wrapped in poverty and want, cloaked in shoddy 

clothes, housed in a plain or even repulsive structure, from a dirty, noisy, run-down neighborhood? 

I am still Special Delivery. 

 

            My gift-wrapping may not be at all to your liking, but keep in mind that my wrapping is 

not I, for “the habit does not make the monk,” the clothes do not make the person, and what we 

own is certainly not who or what we are. 

 

            I am every bit as special as weird-looking, outsize-headed, 4-foot-tall Charles Proteus 

Steinmetz. Almost refused admission at Ellis Island as an unfit immigrant, this genius – not 

Thomas Edison – facilitated universal use of alternating current. By his very appearance and 

genius, Steinmetz destroyed the arguments of abortionists. Yes, I am Special Delivery, just as 

special as Beethoven who had so many physical weaknesses and dysfunctions at birth that, had X-

rays been made of him in the fetal state, he would have been a prime candidate for abortion on 

grounds of humaneness. Oh, what deceptions and regrets do we open ourselves to when we begin 

to make decisions that only God should make! 

 

            Can’t you see that I am Special Delivery? If it weren’t for me, life’s jigsaw puzzle and the 

awesome, crazy quilt of the human race would be without one last  

vital piece. Yes, every individual person in the world is an integral part of these marvels. That’s 

right. There are multi-billions of pieces in this crazy quilt, and not one of us among so many is 

overlooked or forgotten by God. 



            Part of my wrapping may be yellow, brown, white, black or any of a myriad of in-between 

hues. Rather than take anything away from me, it only enhances who I am and emphasizes further 

how special I am. 

 

            Even if I am sometimes too shy or too insecure to accept myself as special, even if I am 

too fearful to peer beneath my wrapping or to let you do the same, I remain very special indeed. 

Neither my doubts and misgivings nor those of any others, make any difference concerning the 

special reality underneath. 

 

            Yes, I am Special Delivery. Whether you accept or reject my gift wrapping as springing 

from a depressing or gloomy neighborhood, or from an imposing background of culture and 

learning, I’m still a special gift. 

 

            A dirty wrapping of immorality, addiction or inferior upbringing may put me in a bad light, 

but just be mindful that this means merely that I need a bit more help from my friends. 

Notwithstanding, I am still Special Delivery. 

 

            You may be blinded by my singular gift wrapping of dazzling or dismal talents, by the 

sparkle or flatness of my personality, by the fire or fizzle of my temperament, by the nimbleness 

or clumsiness of my mind. But be aware that these things are not the gift. The gift is still Special 

Delivery. 

 

            I’m not nearly so special as the Prototype of us all, but Jesus put the stamp of special on 

all human deliveries by coming into the world in a cattle cave, in a nation of little political account, 

from a poor family that no one cared to put up for a single night, and with a status and destiny 

unknown to almost everyone.    

          

            I am not just somebody. I am somebody special! I am a special gift to all the world, not 

just because of my wrapping but quite often in spite of my wrapping. Your route to and through 

my wrapping may be easy or difficult. Whatever; it is necessary, because I have something to 

present that is unique in all the earth. 

 
 
--  
"God is love, and all who abide in love abide in God and God in them."   (1 John 4:16) 
 


