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Chapter 20
Late morning on the Saturday of the Harvest Fest, Stormy sighed as she 

threw herself on her couch, kicking her shoes off and running both hands 
through her hair. She loved her job but she was beyond tired of the flak from the 
older members of the congregation. Though Pastor Charles had quit criticizing 
her most of the time and even Christmas Baldwin had been dormant for two 
weeks, the rest of the women seemed to have raised the flag of war. The week 
after Columbus Day, the music had been too wild and her outfit too plain. 
Last week she was confronted because the subject of the mini-drama was 
too touchy, even though she didn’t think Pastor Charles took any heat for the 
message it illustrated. This week her outfit was again under attack, this time 
it was too radical and her hair was again too wild, but the greatest complaint, 
from no less than four of the women, had been that she had allowed hip-hop 
in their church!

She hadn’t bothered to tell them that it wasn’t quite hip-hop. “Made to 
Love” was a little too mellow to do a really good hip-hop, but it was close. 
The song had incredible lyrics that gave more depth to Charles’ message about 
creation. All of creation was made to house humanity, and we were created to 
be in relationship with God. We were created for an intense, intimate love with 
the Great I AM.

TobyMac’s song was great, but most of the people probably hadn’t even 
tried to listen to the lyrics. They were too busy being insulted by a tempo they 
weren’t used to. They should get over it or their first thousand years in eternity 
were going to be miserable.

If it weren’t for Stormy’s frequent phone calls and emails with her parents, 
sister, cousins and friends she probably would’ve sunk right back into the 
clutches of depression. The only joy she had in her life right now was the 
young adults’ services. Yesterday had been another incredible time. They had 
explored another topic not often discussed in churches. Pastor Charles had 
talked about how the abortion debate was closely related to the issue of sexual 
purity. As his text, he used Leviticus 18, showing how verse 21, “Do not give 
any of your children to be sacrificed to Molech, for you must not profane the 
name of your God,” was buried in a long list of sexual purity statements.
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“As always,” he said, “we have to consider what the connection is. This 
isn’t just a motley collection of laws. They’re related. It could be that the 
children were being given to be temple prostitutes, but the rest of the time 
‘sacrificing your children to Molech’ is mentioned, it isn’t in the context of 
sexual purity, but in the context of religion.”

Charles read them some of the other passages.
“What do you think the problem may have been here in ancient Israel?” 

he asked.
“They were sacrificing their children to the god Molech for some kind of 

gain,” Kendra suggested. “I don’t think it really matters how they did it, just 
that they did.”

“They didn’t trust Yahweh to do what he said he’d do,” Russell nodded 
slowly, “so they turned to other gods who had less restrictive rules.”

“Yeah,” Sally added. “Molech and other gods like him didn’t expect them 
to do anything other than make sacrifices so they could be prosperous. The 
True God wanted them to live right too.”

“The gods back then also expected sexual promiscuity,” Tim said with a 
touch of surprise, “especially with the temple prostitutes.”

“So they would have good crops and blessings,” Joylynne added. “I think 
we’re seeing a similar situation in America today.”

“Except our gods are ourselves,” Tim nodded.
“When women get abortions, they’re thinking only about themselves and 

their prosperity, in some form or another,” Reylene weighed in. “They really 
don’t care about anyone else, certainly not about God.”

“That’s a rather simplistic statement,” Joylynne said thoughtfully. “Can 
we really assume that all abortions are gotten for purely selfish motives?”

“That’s no more right than assuming that all so-called pro-lifers are thinking 
about God when they attack abortion,” Charles nodded at Joylynne then turned 
to Reylene. “But I’m sure that you’re right about that being one of the primary 
motivations for abortion. It often wouldn’t be necessary if women applied a 
little wisdom beforehand and avoided getting pregnant in the first place.”

“Sexual promiscuity does go hand in hand with abortion,” Sally said 
thoughtfully. “When you run around having sex with just anybody, you’re 
living for the momentary pleasure, not the long term. You’re worshiping your 
own body, your own pleasure. Of course it’s not going to bother you to abort 
a baby.”

“Our culture teaches that we’re not supposed to be concerned about 
anything but ourselves,” Mac said sadly. “That’s behind both the sexual 
promiscuity and abortion on demand. It’s our choice, our right to do whatever 
feels good to us.”

“But it’s like Tim’s brother said,” Hayley grinned at her boyfriend, “you 
need to follow the manufacturer’s instructions or you’re going to end up buying 
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a new Crockpot.”
“Okay,” Charles laughed, “you’re going to have to explain this one!”
By the time the college students got done explaining Greg’s illustration for 

how we know we should follow God’s instructions about sex, it was obvious 
that the students had a good understanding of what Charles was trying to teach 
about their personal responsibility to live to God’s moral standards.

“Unfortunately, too often Christians are inflexible and judgmental in 
dealing with the abortion issue,” Charles picked up his own lesson again.

“Do you mean you think there could be a time when abortion would be 
something God wanted a woman to get?” Joylynne stared at Charles in shock.

“I cannot come up with any scenario where God would want a woman to 
get an abortion,” Charles said firmly. “I truly believe there is always a better 
option than abortion. However, I also know without a shadow of a doubt that 
God would never refuse to forgive someone for getting, or performing, an 
abortion.”

“Do you think pro-lifers actually believe that?” Tim frowned.
“Maybe not consciously,” Charles said thoughtfully, “but they act like 

they believe that sometimes. Why else would you go to desperate measures to 
keep a woman from getting an abortion?”

“Because babies die!” Sally snapped angrily.
“Do you feel a frantic need to contribute to the March of Dimes?” Charles 

asked calmly.
“No,” Sally was puzzled.
“But babies die from birth defects.”
“That’s different,” Reylene frowned.
“Why?”
“Well, we don’t have control over whether or not a baby gets a birth 

defect.”
“Nor do we have control over whether or not a woman gets an abortion,” 

Charles said calmly.
Stormy watched Charles with something close to wonder. She was 

beginning to suspect where this was going. Reylynnda had been right, Charles 
was far from timid.

“We can make it illegal again!” Russell said hotly.
“So what if we do?” Charles stared steadily at him. “Did you know that in 

America the number of abortions before it was legalized was not significantly 
lower than after abortion was legalized?”

“That’s not true!” Tiffany snapped.
“Prove your denial,” Charles stayed calm. “I’ll show you reports that say 

I’m right.”
“Are you saying we shouldn’t change the laws?” Tim asked with a puzzled 

frown.
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“I honestly believe that if we change hearts and minds, bring people to 
know the loving God whom we all know, they won’t find themselves in a 
position to even consider abortion. Isn’t that better than changing laws?”

“Changing hearts and minds certainly has eternal significance,” Stormy 
finally spoke up. “Does changing a law really have any eternal significance?”

Charles favored Stormy with a brilliant smile.
“But how can God bless our country if we allow abortion?” Matt asked 

curiously.
“Why do you think ‘our country’ is that important?” Charles asked instead 

of directly answering.
“Well, we’re a Christian nation,” Matt said thoughtfully. “America is 

God’s light to an evil world.”
“There were a number of troublesome ideas in that statement,” Charles 

shook his head ruefully, “but I’m only going to address the part that most 
closely fits our topic of the abortion issue. Why do you think ‘America’ has a 
corporate spiritual identity?”

“You lost me Pastor Charles,” Perry sighed.
“Think about the things we believe,” Charles explained patiently. “The 

laws have to be changed, why?”
“So babies won’t be killed?” Sally asked more than answered.
“That’s a stock answer,” Charles shook his head gently. “As I’ve already 

illustrated, that’s not really the heart of the issue. What is? Anyone want to take 
a stab at it?”

“We’re afraid God’s going to be mad at us,” Joylynne said thoughtfully. 
“If we let abortion, homosexual marriage and garbage on television keep going 
on, God’ll remove his hand of blessing from America.”

“What does Ezekiel eighteen have to say about that?” It took Stormy a few 
seconds to realize that Pastor Charles was looking right at her. He expected her 
to answer!

“Ezekiel eighteen?” Stormy jumped into the conversation again. “It 
tells us that under the new covenant, God was doing away with corporate 
responsibility. Under the new covenant, a son would no longer be punished for 
his father’s acts nor a father for his son’s. Just like we’re all personally called 
by God to become his child, we’re also personally responsible for our own 
behavior. We’re not responsible for other people’s actions.”

“You mean that it’s okay if all those babies die?” Kendra frowned fiercely.
“Of course not,” Charles almost sighed, “but we’re only responsible for 

our own sin, not for others’ sins.”
“I think I get it,” Tim said thoughtfully. “In the New Testament, Jesus 

said we were going to get a helper, the Holy Spirit living in us to turn us into 
new creations. If as new creations, we’re too busy fighting against things like 
abortion and homosexuality, not only are we not fighting for God, but we also 
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run the risk of driving away the lost people who God longs for.”
“I don’t ever want you to think that abortion is okay,” Charles nodded 

at Tim’s statement, “but I do want you to think about approaching it from a 
more moderate position than most people take. As Christians, it’s of primary 
importance that we first remember the love God has even for the abortion 
providers and the women getting abortions, not just for the babies being 
aborted. If we lose sight of God’s heart, we step out of God’s will.”

They finished up the planned portion of the evening shortly after that, but 
the young people had continued to discuss the idea during their fellowship.

The evening had once again been the highlight of Stormy’s week, even 
better than her sister’s visit on Wednesday. Stormy was anticipating an even 
better night this coming Friday. She hoped this time Charles wouldn’t mind 
her interference. If he did, it might get her fired, even without pressure from 
the council.

Reylynnda had assured her that Charles would be more than happy with 
their little surprise, but Stormy wasn’t convinced. She would see who was 
right come Friday, but first there was the Harvest Fest to get through tonight 
then Sunday’s service and a very long week.

Apparently the Holy Spirit was working on her patience fruit this week.
The Harvest Fest was at Bill Vogt’s barn about five miles out of town. 

While Stormy had helped decorate this week, she’d seen more possibilities for 
the building than just the festival. One of the things she hoped to do tonight was 
convince Pastor Charles that it would be the perfect setting for their Christmas 
pageant. She also hoped to convince him that they should do it three times 
the weekend before Christmas and then again on the Friday just before the 
holiday weekend. They also needed to get other churches on board with them. 
She knew Pastor Charles met with a group of pastors once a month, the first 
Thursday of the month which was this coming week. If she could convince 
him, he could present the idea to his pastor friends. If he didn’t do it this week, 
it would be too late to pull it off this year. Stormy felt a very strong push to 
make this happen.

Stormy, Charles and Reylynnda arrived at the farm early. The older 
woman had quite a supply of goodies to be transported, both food and craft 
kind. Apparently she went all-out for the Harvest Fest every year. The women 
had more stuff than they could fit in their two cars, so they’d had to call on 
Charles.

“If you had a real car rather than that ridiculous toy,” Charles had teased 
Stormy when she’d called and asked if he could take some things out to Bill’s 
farm.

“If,” Stormy growled playfully. “If I didn’t have this car, I’d be riding my 
motorcycle.”

“No you wouldn’t,” Charles growled back. “It’s supposed to get down to 


