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 “Abigail’s Journey” 

 

Pregnant with hope and anticipation, and not just a little fear, 

And also pregnant with an actual baby girl 

Who was to be named Abigail  

after the distant aunt on the mother’s side who  

was a Rosey-the-Riveter in the Great War, 

Abigail’s parents arrived at the hospital with the  

Contractions 20 minutes apart,  

Mom breathing hard and gripping her lower back, 

Dad breathing hard and gripping his head. 

“Did you remember the back-pack with the extra clothes?” 

Says Mom.- “Yep.” 

“And the car seat? – “Yep.” 

“And the diapers?” – “Yep, I have everything…Don’t worry!”  

“Seriously, you’re telling me what to do?  Seriously…? 

Oh god…here comes another one…” 

 

Mom and dad are shown their room, which just 

Happens to be down the hall from the hospital chapel. 

Prior to the pregnancy neither of them  

had thought of religion much at all,  

except as a punch-line to the jokes they shared with friends 

during happy hour , such as the one that says 

Religion is simply guilt with different holidays, 

or how George Carlin said Atheism is a non-prophet (ph) organization. 
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The jokes encouraged, of course, because as one moves up 

The education ladder, as the mom and dad had, 

there is a certain peer pressure to dismiss  

all religion as fundamentalism, right? 

It’s funny, says of one of my colleagues, as in ironic, 

that the bias against religion is one of the last acceptable biases among folks 

who normally consider themselves open-minded –  

an observation which deserves just a moment of reflection to sink in. 

 

But as I said, this bias was broken down after mom and dad got 

Pregnant with Abigail,  

Because it had taken them so long to get pregnant that first time,  

and pregnant again after the miscarriage,  

and pregnant again after the second miscarriage 

so that when they finally did get pregnant with Abigail 

they had been driven to their knees more than once in something like prayer,  

even if they weren’t always sure to who or what their words were intended. 

And because they didn’t know of a church that shared their hunch 

That God was bigger than any creed that tried to contain her 

(notice the ‘her?’  Go ahead…choose your pronoun or choose  

To choose none), 

The mom and dad were prepared to go it alone and raise Abigail 

To find religion in the sunsets and the mountains and the streams, 

And, when she’s old enough, to let her make her own choices about  

What she chooses to believe. 

Sound familiar? 
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But after much deep breathing and hand squeezing 

And pain that is hard to fathom because mom  

had chosen to go the natural route,  

A decision which almost certainly assured that Abigail  

would be an only child, 

Abigail arrived all pink and screaming to the world,  

The mid-wife lifting her to mom’s chest, 

At which point Abigail’s eyes cracked open for the first time,  

Dark and deep. 

And even though the dad was one of those guys who only cries during 

movies and then blames it on allergies, 

This time he couldn’t help himself.   

The choke of tears came up from deep inside him, 

Catching him off-guard, 

Because he knew what he was watching was a miracle, 

A word he hadn’t really ever used before, but that’s what she was, 

Abigail was a wonder,  

Which is what the word miracle actually means (look it up). 

“She’s a miracle” he said between tears to his wife,  

She’s a miracle.” 

 

Which is why one of the first things they did during those early sleepless 

nights 

 was look for somewhere  

And someone to acknowledge the miracle Abigail was. 

“Just something simple,” said the husband, 

Trying to win over his wife.  
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“I’ve heard there is a church in the next town…it’s got to be okay 

Because they post these strangely good quotes outside, 

And there is a rainbow flag, which means John will be willing to walk 

inside (John, the brother-in-law who is gay).” 

 

And so phone calls are made, a Sunday morning in October is chosen. 

The minister, a woman, sounds nice, said the wife, sounding surprised, 

While she swaddles Abigail into one of her first ever dresses and is taken to 

the church on a windy, cool morning.  

The pews are uncomfortable, the service thankfully less so. 

“With this water,” said the minister, dipping her fingers 

Into the bowl and rubbing them on Abigail’s forehead, 

Which is as clear as your spirit, Abigail, I bless you…” 

And then the minister asked everyone in the entire room 

To stand and promise Abigail and her parents that they would 

Be there for them – remember these are strangers –  

Including 75-year-old Stan who is now widowed, his kids scattered 

Across the country, living alone; 

And Lisa and Peg, the couple who adopted a baby from Vietnam; 

And Larry and Brittany, the couple who tried for years to have a baby, 

And to their great mutual sadness, never did; 

And the 19-year-old college guy visiting with his parents; 

All of them and many others looking into Abigail’s dark, deep eyes 

And promising in unison that they will make room here for her spirit – 

 “We Will,” they said. 
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What does a church without a creed, without a dogma teach its kids, 

anyway? 

Will she learn too much about the Bible?  Too little? 

Will god be crammed into her beautiful little ears? 

Or will god be like the villain in Harry Potter, the one-who-shall-not-be-

named? 

These are the questions Abigail’s parents wonder about  

As they bring her with them every once in a while over the next few years, 

Neither of them admitting to themselves, let alone each other, 

That they come more for themselves than for her –  

Sometimes for no other reason than the silence in the service, 

Which in their life is preciously rare. 

 

Still, over the next 4 yrs. or so Abigail spends most Sundays  

with mom and dad  at Home Depot and Stop-and-Shop, 

 pee-wee soccer games that start promptly at 10:30am,  

and birthday parties  –  

Activities that once-upon-a-time never fell on a Sunday morning 

But now are often the only window we have left to get things done. 

 

“Daddy,” says Abigail from the back seat of the car one of these Sunday 

mornings. 

“Where did Nana go?”  Nana, the grandmother,  

who died the previous spring. 

And even though the dad  knows where he doesn’t believe she went,  

The truth of the matter confronts him cold, 

The truth being this: you can’t teach unbelief to a child. 
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And so the next Sunday they end up back at church, 

Not seeking answers, so much, as other people who are  

Asking the same questions. 

On the car ride home, because for some reason cars are always the true 

Theological territory of children, 

Abigail says: We said Love is the Spirit of the Church. 

Yes, we did, says mom. 

Maybe Nana is like that, too. 

How so? 

Silly Mommy.  You don’t need to see love in order for it to be real. 

I think it’s the same with Nana. 

 

Three years pass.  Abigail now has thick pigtails and long arms. 

Favorite sport - cartwheels.  Favorite food - anything with cheese. 

“Dad,” she says  in the car ride home from church after  

They spent an half-an-hour inflating mattresses for the homeless 

People who will sleep in the church that night and the rest of the week.  

“Dad, how come those kids don’t have a home…like us?” 

Which is one of those questions that is without a succinct answer, isn’t it?  

“Because sometimes life is just hard,’ says Dad. 

“It doesn’t seem fair,” Abigail says.  “Reminds me of Job.” 

Who?   

Job.  The guy in the bible who gets boils on his face and loses his house 

For no good reason.  Did you know he yells at God? 

“He does?”   

“Yep.  Sometimes I want to yell at things that are wrong.” 

“Me too.” 
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Another few years pass. 

Abigail is 11, it is a Wednesday afternoon on the school playground  

and guess what?  

Abigail is with a circle of new friends 

Whose lunch-time game is using full-on valley girl accents while 

Pointing at kids who they think have the most uncool outfits  

(oh my gosh – those socks!  That is so last year, so last year) 

Which is not ok, but still quite fun and funny to Abigail  

until they point to Abigail’s best friend since kindergarten… 

and Abigail doesn’t do anything or say anything,  

even when the friend sees her and runs off, tears welling up. 

 

That Sunday in church Abigail is certain the minister knows 

What she has done.   

How?  Because, confessed Abigail to her mother later on that day, 

during the children’s message when she talked  

About how religion isn’t what you believe, it’s how you treat others 

She looked right at me!  She knows! 

To which the mother reminded Abigail that their church also teaches 

Forgiveness, 

Before leading her across the street to the best friend’s house, 

And the first painful, awful relieving experience of saying ‘I’m sorry” 

And truly meaning it.  

 

Abigail’s young life is marked by intersections of her life and her church 

like these –  
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The church offering her something like stepping stones along her journey. 

 

Without it…a couple years later she would not have visited the Sikh temple 

With her church class in response to the Sikh’s who had been killed in 

Wisconsin 

Earlier that summer, 

During which she read, at her minister’s urging, that prayer we heard earlier 

that 

That begins “one day I pray for a peace that has lasted one hundred 

years…” 

 

Without the ministry of her church, and that Our Whole Lives class that 

provoked her fellow eight-graders to ever-new-shades of red as they 

discussed sex and what it means to treat your body and other bodies as 

sacred,  

Abigail would not have had the courage, come 9
th

 grade, to tell that boy 

“NO!” 

 

Without the ministry of her church Abigail wouldn’t have had to stand up 

one  

Sunday in May and share with the congregation what she believed in,  

She telling them how grace is real and that religion is more horizontal 

between us 

And than vertical above us, and God is not Gods name, so stop arguing!  

words that she borrowed from some of the minister’s sermons 

and which didn’t really matter much or mean all that much to her… 

Until later that year when her dad got sick, real sick, 
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And she had to reconcile why it is that bad things happen to good people, 

And how finding religion in streams and mountains and sunsets, 

As her parents once imagined she might do, 

Doesn’t measure up even one bit to having actual people show with  

Casseroles and rhubarb pie and stack of cards written by the 7-year-olds 

At church that morning. 

 

Without the ministry, who knows, Abigail’s dad might not improved 

As quickly as he did, because the spirit is tied like an umbilical chord 

To the body, 

And been there to watch Abigail eventually graduate from high school 

and then college,  

and been there at the wedding,  

or been there with his wife to get the call saying ‘come now’ 

and arrived at the door of the hospital room 

just in time to see the baby girl resting on Abigail’s chest, 

the eyes turn on, dark and deep, 

and felt those old familiar tears come up from somewhere far inside, 

saying to his baby girl: “Abigail, she’s a miracle; 

she’s a miracle.” 

 

Who knows how this story might be different without the ministry 

like this? 

Who knows? 

But I do know this:  It is said that religion is caught, not taught,  

And if that is true then this is what I hope kids like Abigail will  

Catch from churches like this: 
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We need not think alike to love alike.  

Every person has inherent dignity and worth. 

Religion ought to be concerned primarily with this life. 

God is bigger than any dogma or creed. 

Love wins. 

Suffering is a part of life, not punishment for a way of living. 

The church offers not sanctuary from the world but, but training for how to 

live in the world. 

Our task is grow a soul. 

And this, from Emerson: to be yourself in a world that is constantly trying to 

make of you 

Something different that you are. 

 

Today we are invited to join together in the first of several opportunities to 

think together 

As a church about how we can minister to the present and future Abigail’s of 

our congregation, including whether to hire a second minister.  

With Abigail in mind, my invitation is simple but direct: We need your 

voices. 

Please come. 

  


