
The surgery was life-threatening and lasted ten hours. I survived this operation, my
eighteenth, which really changed my life.

While I now faced a new chapter in my life from a physical perspective, I hadn’t seen
the end of my trials. Within the next few years, my mother developed cancer and died,
but not before instilling in me a sense of worth and the determination never to give up.

These words eventually impacted my life when I decided on a career. In fact, my father
advised, “Mike, you would make a great special-ed teacher.” I knew what it was like to
be a special-ed child.

I now teach in the same school district as my wife. My classroom is a kaleidoscope of
children with special needs – emotional, physical and mental. I love to see my students’
smiling faces when they learn something new.

I’ve now gone through twenty-nine surgeries. While many have brought a lot of pain
to my life, the fact that I have survived them all only seems to reiterate to me that God
has a purpose for my life. I see my purpose being fulfilled one child at a time. 

I may not have been a “perfectly normal” healthy baby, but thanks to God and to
people like my mom. The motto she gave me will always be the motto I use in my own
classroom: Never give up. †

Michael submitted this story exclusively for Keys2Heaven.
A longer version originally appeared in A 6th Bowl of
Chicken Soup for the Soul (Copyright, 1998).

I would like to say that I was a “perfectly normal,”
healthy baby, ready to take on the world. But instead,
I was born with multiple deformities. My eyes were

on the sides of my head, and I had holes where my nose was supposed to be.
I had a club foot and was missing toes. Also, three of my fingers were missing. A cleft
palate had an opening in my top lip and extended all the way to the right eye.
Unfortunately, even one leg was shorter than the other.

The hospital staff, I was told, thought I had too many problems to survive. The
doctors, in fact, refused to show me to my parents and, incredulously, even gave my
parents forms to sign to “give me up for science.”

I can only thank God that my parents had other plans for my life. I belonged to them
and to God. They intended to love and accept me just as I was, despite acknowledging
that it would be a long, hard road ahead.

When I began school, I was placed in a special-education classroom. Aside from being
labeled a “special ed” kid, I endured constant ridicule from other students who called me
“stupid,” “ugly” and “retarded” because of my looks.

A milestone in fourth grade was the “miracle” that my parents and I had longed for.
I was selected to undergo a surgery that would resculpt my entire face with bone grafts.

Story Behind Track 9: September

perfectly Normal

By Michael Biasini



It started out as a routine ultrasound on October 27,
2005. We were pregnant with our fifth child, and were
excited to see this little one growing in me. It took a
sudden and unexpected turn when the doctor said,
“There’s something wrong.”

The baby had anencephaly, a neural tube
disorder. Our little daughter’s brain was not properly

formed, and there was nothing the doctor or anyone else could do. She would
not survive. As the appointment came to an end, we just held each other, sobbing, not
sure what to do next. We immediately began praying very hard for a miracle. Everyone
we knew was involved in various novenas, storming heaven for the healing of our little
girl, who we named Angela Marie. We would have a little angel in heaven.

To be sure of the diagnosis we had more ultrasounds. We will never forget one, in
which the doctor said to us, “Let’s step into my office and we can talk about your
‘options.’” Our options? We said, “We are having this baby, no matter what.” He couldn’t
understand that we didn’t want to even consider abortion.

God gave us this baby for a reason, and only He could take her back to Him. The
months went by, and it was now Lent. Angela was due to be born the beginning of
March. We were still praying very hard for a miracle, but also asking God that she at least
be born alive so that we could baptize her. What a Lent that was! We felt so close to the
sufferings of Christ. The Stations of the Cross had a whole new meaning for us, as did
the first Sorrowful Mystery of the Rosary, the Agony in the Garden.

Story Behind Track 10: October

gift from heaven

by Jeannine Eisenbacher

Knowing what was coming, submitting to the will of God was so hard! After I was a
month overdue (not unusual in these cases) I was finally induced on April 3, which is my
husband’s birthday. God answered our prayers! Angela was born alive, and Danny
immediately baptized her. She was born with part of her brain outside her head, which
we covered with a hat. 

Beyond our wildest hopes, Angela lived for three days, even getting to spend the last
day at our home. She was surrounded by family and friends her entire life, and never
knew anything but love. She was held her whole little life. On the afternoon of her third
day of life, she was taken to heaven while in her mommy’s arms. She had been baptized,
confirmed, and received the Anointing of the Sick.

We are so blessed with our faith, knowing that our little Angela was taken straight to
heaven. As parents, our number one job on earth is to get our children to heaven. We
have succeeded with this one, and thank God every day for our precious gift from heaven.
Angela Marie, pray for us. †



November means colder weather, leaves on the
ground, hot chocolate, and cozying up in front of a
fire. It means Thanksgiving – a special time when
family and friends gather together and turn their eyes
with great gratitude to the Giver of All. As we
reviewed all the amazing stories people have shared
throughout this year, and considered the many more

unspoken stories residing in the hearts of every person, we couldn’t help but
be moved by the thought that, while each of us has a unique story, each of these stories
are bound up in a common story. Thanksgiving is a story about Us. We are really all one
family. We are all on a common journey. That moved us to offer a song that is shared by
all: “Coming Home.”

In a world where distance and difference constantly strain the bonds of intimacy and
unity, we pray that this song will illuminate our hearts to our common destiny, and not
only capture a coming home here on earth, but awaken us to the ultimate season presided
over by a loving Father Who is calling us all to a great and eternal Home where we will
all be forever united. So this song is for you, and all your loved ones, near or far. It’s for
everyone else throughout the world who holds the aspirations of a world of love in their
hearts … with a prayer and hope for the Coming Home of all. †

Story Behind Track 11: November

By Greg Schlueter and Tim O’Neill

coming home

May I tell you of the happiest and most memorable
Christmas I have ever had? It was in 1932 when I
celebrated my tenth birthday (I was born on Dec. 25,
1922). My Dad, Eddie, my older brother, and I were
living in the basement of a boarding house at 127 C
Street S.E., just two blocks from the Capitol in
Washington D.C.

Dad had set up and decorated the tree after I had gone to bed. When I
woke up that Christmas morning I rushed to the Christmas tree to see what presents I
might have received. But as I looked and searched I was puzzled and did not know what
to think. All I saw beneath the tree was a tiny brown paper bag, in which I found five
tiny pieces of penny candy.

I began slowly to eat the candy, while I waited, thinking that Dad, who was in the
kitchen, would now bring in the big present I dreamed of. I waited, and then looked
toward the kitchen where I could see Dad seated at the kitchen table, his head buried in
his hands. I did not understand what the depression meant or what it meant that Dad
was out of work. I could see he was very sad, and I knew it was because he could not
afford to give me anything else.

So I got up off the floor, went into the kitchen and sat on Dad’s lap, put my arms
around his neck and, holding back my tears of disappointment, said as convincingly as
I could, “Dad, this is the best Christmas I have ever had.” He hugged me tight and said,
“Thank you, son.” To my own surprise, those words did make it the best and happiest
and most memorable Christmas I have ever had. †

Story Behind Track 12: December

most memorable christmas

By Fr. Bill Lynn, S.J.



We would like to thank Greg, who initially contacted us about this project and had
the ingenuity to develop the “Keys 2 Heaven” idea and website. He is the mastermind
behind this entire project!

We would especially like to thank all the families and individuals who shared their
amazing stories of faith. Whether or not the story was chosen for this CD, all were truly
inspirational and we appreciate the courage to write and share them on the website. We
would like to thank our sister, Mary and her family, our Mom, Kathy, and our Dad, Bob,
who divinely gave us the Celtic knot story to share with all of you.

Thank you to Linda Kemper for all of her help with PR and communications. Thank
you to Steve Wiese for helping us produce and engineer this album, the wonderful
musicians who recorded on this CD, our family and friends, for their endless love and
support, The O’Neill Brothers’ staff, for their dedication and faithfulness, and to our
fans, for inspiring us to compose faith-filled music each and every day. But most
importantly, we thank God, for giving us challenges, blessings and miracles through
day-to-day stories we hear throughout the year. We believe that music really does have
the power to heal and inspire people to do amazing acts of faith. †
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