SPIRITUAL LANDSCAPES
I must confess, I really didn’t want to go.
Our local churches were banding together to line our main street in a silent protest against abortion. I’ve always thought that silent protests were more for the media’s benefit than for what is being protested, but God had put a bug in my ear, and so I went.
It did turn out to be a nice, clean, sterile thing to do. When I arrived at the designated spot, there was a station where signs were already made up and being handed out. They handed me a sign that read, “Jesus Heals and Saves.”
I fell in line in our church’s designated place on the street which runs through the heart of our city. Two people whom I knew fell in line beside me holding up signs with the same wording “Jesus Heals and Saves.”
I commented to the single lady on my right about why someone should be given a second choice when they had made such a bad first choice. She had worked in a Right To Life clinic and replied that abortion was a much more complicated issue than giving a women a choice. Before she could elaborate, a designated moment of prayer was announced and we knelt and prayed on our city’s main street. It was a silent prayer, and as we stood up, a pretty girl in a fancy red sports car drove by, giving us the international hand signal of disagreement.
The guy on my left is a divorced father of one and he rarely gets to see his son. It breaks his heart at times. You don’t need to ask him this, you just know it. He asked me if I was going to the baby shower that night which our church was holding?
I must confess, I really didn’t want to go.
Baby showers are for women, not men. But there was another reason I didn’t want to go.
This particular shower was for an unwed expectant Mother. By all reports, the pregnancy had happened during a date that had gone horribly wrong. The expectant Mother had the option of a federally funded abortion. However, she had chosen not to do so.
From asking around, I learned that the soon-to-be Grandfather also offered to fund an abortion. The expectant Grandmother, who was no longer married to the Grandfather, was excited and anticipating the new baby’s arrival. She would be at the baby shower.
So, I told the single father that yes, I was going. God’s desire outweighed my protests in this matter. I asked him if he wouldn’t mind picking me up, since he was going too?
As we stood there on the city’s main thoroughfare holding up our silent signs of protest, my friend and I marveled at our church’s ability to celebrate the life of the unborn.
“Many churches would have ostracized both mother and child,” I said, “but not us. We’re throwing a party for this kid.”
A signal was given that the allotted time for the protest had expired. We handed back in our signs and went home.
Later that afternoon, my friend came by and picked me up. We drove out of our city to a small town nearby where the baby shower was being held at an old Victorian style house.
A pretty good crowd was outside the house, walking around as we got there. When went inside with our offerings, it was immediately apparent that the people in charge had catered to every detail. They spared no expense.
A big cake sprinkled all around by confetti diapers and confetti baby pins sat on the kitchen table. Banners, posters and crepe paper hung throughout the living room and kitchen welcoming the unborn. Our offerings were sat on a table with all kinds of food and drink. It was a joyous time.
The expectant Mother was all smiles. One of our church’s Pastors prayed before we ate, but forgot to bless the food. His prayer focused on praising and thanking God for the new life that was coming into this world and the health of the Mother and Grandmother.
After we ate, everyone went on a hayrack ride down a lonely country road. We sang spiritual songs together under the clear, moonlit sky on a crisp Fall night.
It struck me, while I looked out under the stars, and at the expectant Mother across from me, how important it was to make this mother and child feel welcomed in this world. Here was a first time mother about to go through childbirth and we were affirming her right to do so.
“Just how important is that?” I kept saying to myself. “Just how important is that?”
When we got back, the gifts were opened. There was a whole table full of them, stacked four or five high. I’d never been to a baby shower, but I’m guessing it was all your typical gifts: i.e. pampers, bottles, pacifiers, swirly noisy things, and a lot of baby clothes.
I modeled the baby’s sleepers by holding each one up to my chest and saying, with all the expression I could muster:
“Isn’t it cute! Isn’t it cute!”
We laughed and laughed until tears rolled down our cheeks.
After all the gifts had been open, the grandmother sat on the couch among the crumbled gift wrap and new baby gifts. I sat down next to her and put my arm around her.
“You know,” she said to no one in particular, “when I first heard about the child, I told my daughter not to expect any baby showers or gifts or anything like that. And now, look at this.” Her arm swept out at the scene before her.
The pastor came over. She stood up and gave him a big hug. He turned to me and quoted from scripture:
“And Lo, I saw Satan falling like lightening from heaven.”
After many more laughs and embraces, I found myself driving home in the dark with the friend who only gets to see his son twice a year. As we drove down the country roads towards home, a lightning storm flashed on and off in the distance, lighting up the nighttime sky. I told my friend not to worry, he’d get his chance to father his child. God would see to that. We both commented on what a privilege it had been to gaze upon the vast beauty of the spiritual landscape set before us.
I must confess, I’m really glad I went.
THE END