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OUR LITTLE ONES

For the past five months, the mass media has had our attention focused on a two-year old missing girl named Caylee Anthony. Her remains were found not too very long ago. As of this writing, this Florida case has not as yet been solved. Who could have done such a terrible thing to a little child? We are appalled; and, we should be.

I saw a television update recently on the condition of a young boy from Iraq, named Jousiff. An unknown masked man had poured gasoline on him and set him on fire in front of his home in Baghdad a year ago. Jousiff was just five years old. His face was badly disfigured, and the hospitals in Iraq only added to his suffering, until he was brought to California, where he has been doing much better. Nevertheless, the ordeal that he has to go through is wrenching. Who could have done such a detestable thing to a little child? We are disgusted; and, we should be.

There is something revolting about hurting a small, defenseless child. Not only is it about as cowardly as can be, but it takes away a future and changes the potential that can be. It is a lack of respect for life that we cannot initiate at will. Yet, so many feel free to destroy it.

I found out early in life (praise the Lord) that I did not enjoy taking life. At a very young age, I borrowed a friend’s BB gun. Sitting on our back step, I started to pick off the sparrows sitting on the fence in front of me, - one by one. It did not take long for me to realize that I did not enjoy it. It gave me a strange feeling in the pit of my stomach to realize that those sparrows would be no more and their songs would be heard no more, - all because of me.

That has had an effect on me to this day. Even the bats are safe with me. When one ends up in the Bishop’s Residence, I do all I can to capture it and release it alive outdoors. The bats do appear to appreciate it. Twice in as many years, a strange little creature with furry tail and beady eyes has been found running around inside the house (once in my bedroom). Both times, I spent a considerable amount of time, effort, and patience coaxing the little fellow out the door, whereupon it hightails it toward the neighbors’ house where, I presume, it is someone’s pet.

On January 22, the March for Life will take place once again in Washington, D.C. It will mark the 35th anniversary of the infamous Supreme Court decision known as Roe vs Wade. That decision has sanctioned the taking of life at will from our unborn children. The March calls our attention (and that of our politicians) to this gross injustice in a land that we consider to be civilized. Are enough of us appalled? We should be; and, we would be if we were allowed to see the actual killing of an unborn child. (As a side note, the woman known as Jane Doe in the case never actually had an abortion.)

We have concluded our celebration of Christmas. Our God chose the way of a little child when He came to bring lasting life to his people. Those in power were uncomfortable with his presence and the future that He promised. So, they sought his life and many died innocently.

Roe vs Wade reminds me of another Supreme Court decision known as the Dred Scott Case of 1857. That decision denied constitutional protection to black people, giving them the status of property. Because that decision was reversed, we will be able to inaugurate our first black president. The Roe vs Wade decision can and needs to be reversed, as well. As long as it remains, we continue to be appalled, disgusted, and saddened at what is being done to our little ones under the protection of a “constitutional right.” How can we allow such an abhorrent thing?

