
‘Rejoice with me, for I have found my lamb which was lost.’ 

 

There were a record 210,000 abortions in the UK last year. 

Scarborough’s population is one thousandth of the UK’s, 

which means 210 abortions locally, four a week, 

perhaps someone known to you, for whom you have a care. 

My heart goes out to all those pregnant women 

and their anguish in reaching their decision, 

especially those faced by dire poverty, or abuse,  

or the prospect of extreme disability. 

I also think of those who supported them, 

those who were kind to them, those unkind to them. 

 

I deeply admire the Roman Catholic Church 

and its uncompromising pro-life stance. 

But I realise it is all too easy to generalise, 

not so easy when such a complex situation is close at hand. 



Some years back I heard about a TA in a church school 

whose pregnant daughter had been strongly advised to terminate 

because the latest scan had shown encephalitis, 

water on the brain which would cause massive disability. 

Against medical advice, the daughter decided to give birth, 

gently supported by her family and mother’s colleagues. 

The family were deeply grateful  

when I promised to pray for the babe. 

 

I encouraged one or two congregations I encountered 

in South Wales to aid my poor prayers and pray for them. 

One Christmas deep in the lush Vale of Glamorgan. 

I was celebrating Midnight Mass, 

greeting with joy a baby born to a teenage Palestinian girl  

pregnant under very dubious circumstances before her time. 

I got the congregation to pray for one of Clare’s pupils. 

Clare had asked them what they wanted for Christmas: 



Nintendo games, bikes, dolls, Hornby trains topped the list. 

Except one little girl who’d replied that all she wanted was  

for her mummy, poorly with a brain tumour, to get better. 

Life, the most precious gift of all. 

 

Back to the TA, in due time her grandchild was born,  

a little girl, her condition actually was treatable. 

Recently she started school, a bit wobbly on her legs  

- whose legs weren’t wobbly on their first day at school -  

but a real chatterbox, the apple of her family’s eye. 

I very much thought of her amidst 210,000 terminations, 

and all pregnant mothers and those walking beside them,  

forced to choose between life and death, darkness and light. 

My simple prayer is that those in such terrible darkness 

may be surprised by light and grace. 

No less than the grace of the good shepherd, 

calling all us lost lambs home, so joy shall be in heaven. 


