Cry of Our Unborn Children (Sept 2003)

Sounds.  I heard many sounds during the last year of walking, the sounds of sea gulls calling to each other as they circle the beach at Lewis, Delaware; the sounds of Christmas shoppers in Denton, Maryland; the sounds of traffic along Route 50 near Annapolis; the sounds of children having fun in a playground in Bowie; the sounds of raindrops on a forest floor in Greenbelt Park; the sounds of American flags waving in the breeze in Washington, D.C.; the sounds of the Potomac River as it rushes towards the sea at Great Falls; the sounds of the fluttering wings of a red-winged blackbird and the chorus of frogs along the C & O Canal; the sounds of freight trains in the rail-yard of Brunswick; the sound of a member of the C & O Canal Bike Patrol wishing me, Godspeed; the sounds of my own foot steps as the gravel crunched under my feet, and the sound of the small voice of God.  But on September 6th, there was a sound that I may never forget. It was the sound of a child crying.  While the Maryland side of the Potomac is forested three miles north of Harpers Ferry, houses cling to the banks of the West Virginia side.  The crying came from the vicinity of one of the houses.  The cry of the unseen child lasted about one minute until it abruptly ended.  Was the child hugged by an unseen parent?  As hard as I tried I could not see the child. 


Later that day, I walked over the Antietam Creek Aqueduct not very far from the Antietam National Battlefield, site of the bloodiest one day battle of the Civil War.  Several miles up the trail, I passed Killansburg cave where the townspeople of Sharpsburg hid during the battle.  Before I finished walking the trail at Snyders Landing, the sound of a child crying still echoed in my mind, that sound of an unseen child.

During the Battle of Antietam, it is said that the creek ran red from the blood of the 23,000 casualties.  Today in our towns and cities there is another battle, the battle to save our unborn and unseen children.  Since 1973, 43,000,000 unseen and unwanted children were aborted in the United States.  Do the people hear their cries?  Those children will never feel the love of a mother’s arms. Those children will never see the love in a father’s eyes as it takes its first steps.  Those children will never say, “Ma, Ma” or “Pa, Pa.”  Those children will never hear the sound of the words, “I love you.”  Today our streams and rivers are stained from the blood of those children.  On the Statue of Liberty, are the words, “Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, the wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me, I lift my lamp beside the golden door.” For the last thirty years that door has been closed to our own unborn and unseen children.  Please pray for our nation that protects the egg of the bald eagle, but will not protect the fetus of a child, who is created in the image of God.  Please pray.  Please pray.
