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  We dedicate this book to our children:


  John David, Greta, Thomas, Malia, and Scotty;
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  May they live in a word free of slavery.


  We also dedicate these words to the abolitionists we have met along the way who fight for freedom on behalf of the silent slaves in our midst.


  The world can no longer be left to only diplomats, politicians and business leaders. They have done the best they could, no doubt. But this is an age for spiritual heroes—a time for men and women to be heroic in their faith and in spiritual character and power. The greatest danger to the Christian church today is that of pitching its message too low.


  Dallas Willard, The Spirit of the Disciplines
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  I can’t stress enough the importance of prayer. . . . Pray for the victims and the efforts to eradicate slavery.


  Rep Chris Smith, U.S. House of Representives
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  Lord, may I be an Abolitionist

  Oppression’s deadly foe;

  In God’s great strength will I resist

  And lay the monster low.

  In God’s great name do I demand

  To all be freedom given;

  That peace and joy may fill the land

  And songs go up to heaven.


  Anonymous PRAYER


  Foreword


  The doorbell rang. In my corner of suburbia and at my post-children stage of life, no one really comes to the door unless it’s with a delivery. I wondered who was sending me what and rose from my desk in my home office.


  Opening the door I sensed immediately it was a door-to-door salesperson of some sort. Magazines? Candy? Window washing? I wasn’t interested and cued up my rote response. “Thanks but we’re set . . .”


  The young man held out his hand with a card. “I’m Joseph . . . I’m selling magazines . . .”


  I looked him over as I took the card. Late teens? His clothes were low-rent but clean and neat. His face: pale and thin. He stuttered a bit as he flipped through the booklet of magazines offered for purchase.


  I didn’t have time for this.


  And then I remembered. Just a few weeks prior, I’d driven across town to hear a local leader talk about sex trafficking. The topic had intrigued me and because I’d gradually begun to allow that such realities might exist in my world, I accepted the invitation and put the event on my calendar. Seated before a fireplace, holding a cup of coffee, I was dumbfounded at the reported number of children, teens and young people imprisoned in trafficking in my hometown of Denver, Colorado. Modern-day slavery.


  The speaker explained, “Everyday businesses like massage parlors and nail salons frequently make use of trafficked individuals. Whole teams of door-to-door salespeople are actually trafficked children who have been duped into working for housing and food just to survive.”


  Door-to-door salespeople.


  I looked at Joseph again. “How is this business working for you?” I asked. He paused, clearly not accustomed to such a question. “Are you paid with food and housing in return for your sales? Have you sold much today?”


  Joseph swallowed, looked over his shoulder and then dipped his voice in response, “No ma’am, I haven’t sold much and I’m kinda nervous about that. Yeah, this is how I survive.”


  I remembered the speaker had offered a phone number­—the national hotline for sex trafficked individuals. I’d written it down and put it somewhere on my desk. Asking Joseph to wait a minute, I hurried to get the sticky and returned to the door, holding it out to him.


  “Joseph, there’s another way to live. Keep this. Call the number when you’re ready. There is help.”


  It wasn’t much, what I did. Maybe it was kind of a coward’s action, an arm’s distance effort as I’ve never seen Joseph again. But I acted because I’ve grown to understand that action is what matters.


  About a decade ago, God dead-ended me into a passage in the Gospel of Mark (14:1-8) where I discovered a story that changed my life. Jesus received Mary’s gift of nard and responded, “She did what she could.” These five words grabbed me and haven’t let go. I don’t have to do it all to make a difference. I simply need to act. To put feet on my faith. I can make a difference in the everyday. Apologizing to a coworker for a tacky comment. Taking time for coffee with a stressed-out mom. Sponsoring education and relief for a child in a Third-World country. Attending a seminar on trafficking.


  When I do what I could . . . I can change the world.


  And so can you.


  Read this book. The topic is daunting, I know. Just turn this page—and then the next. Keep turning the pages until you’ve read all the way through. And then, do something. Respond to the reflections at the end of each chapter. Tear out the websites and tape them on your computer screen. Make a pad of stickies with the sex-trafficking hotline number and have them at your ready.


  Refuse to do nothing. Mary did what she could, and Jesus said it was a beautiful thing. Do what you can.


  Is that your doorbell?


  Elisa Morgan


  Introduction
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  Shayne’s Story


  I was happily and exhaustingly deep in the trenches of motherhood. I spent my days corralling John David, at that time an energetic six-year-old. Cuddling with Greta, a curly-headed three-year-old. Enmeshed in the demands of Thomas, my seven-month-old.


  Those long, blurry days of new motherhood found me with uncombed hair pulled off my face in a lopsided ponytail. Comfortable clothes, not trendy fashion, was the go-to every morning, and more than likely the tee shirt I threw on, the one I grabbed off the floor, had spit-up on it—which I would notice later in the day and do nothing about.


  My biggest concerns were making sure everyone was safe, fed and (somewhat) clean. Those were the days of finding Greta a block down the street on her Big Wheel, wearing only a diaper, having gotten up on her own from a nap and decided to go for a spin. Plastic dinosaurs dominated every windowsill and open space. For years I lived with a screeching raptor; John David’s characterization of prehistoric times was very convincing. It was a monumental feat back then to find a clean onesie and a sippy cup that didn’t leak. Going to Target with no kids was a luxurious outing.


  I loved my life. I loved being a mom.
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  The Moores, visiting a coffee farm in rural Honduras


   


  Through middle school, high school, college and eighteen years of marriage I have lived in the same town, moved in the same space. I am comfortable in my surroundings, my cocoon of friends and family. Everywhere I go around town I see a smiling familiar face. If I am ever in need I am warmly taken care of with meals, childcare, snow removal, you name it.


  In the midst of my full mommy life, sometimes in the rare quiet and reflective moments, something nagged my mind and heart, but I was good at ignoring it. For years I pushed it away. Just do another load of laundry. Run to the store. Clean off the desk. Bath time, nap time, dinner time. But there was no shaking the memory of a time when I imagined something different for my life, when the adventurist in me exerted herself.


  After graduating from Wheaton College I moved to South Central Los Angeles to be an inner-city schoolteacher and missionary. Six months after the 1992 L.A. riots, when buildings were still burned out and windows smashed, I started teaching seventh- and eighth-grade English and history and had the immense honor of leading a discipleship group for my students. Together we survived South Central, the Northridge earthquake and the tough years of middle school. I am forever endeared to this slice of my history and these students.


  My time as a missionary stretched and molded me. Several nights each week the echoing sound of gunfire disturbed my attic bedroom. My roommate and I would turn the lights off and watch the parade of women and men flowing in and out of the crack house behind us. Hearing distant automatic weapon drive-bys and constant car alarms was very different from falling asleep to the distant sound of the train rumbling through downtown Wheaton, Illinois.


  The years in the inner city challenged my thinking on poverty, education, race and faith. I lived and worked with people from many faith traditions and ethnicities. It was a time I remember as being alive. It felt as if I were on a fast-moving train racing toward God’s purposes for our world.


  And then I got married. And moved home. And had babies.


  I fell into a suburban stupor.


  Sometimes I struggled. The nagging thought I was good at pushing away—it would sneak up and haunt me. I had become everything I’d made fun of. I was a soccer mom. I drove a minivan. I schlepped baby gear. I was consumed with potty training and nap schedules.


  I wish someone had assured me this was a good and normal progression of life. I wish I knew then what I know now—that being a big thinker for God’s purposes in the world and being a soccer mom are not mutually exclusive. When you have babies your world gets very small—this is appropriate and as it should be. As those babies grow and move out into the world, so will we as their mothers.


  That moving out into the world will look different for different women. For me it took the shape of a global movement. In 2003 I heard a presentation in my hometown that changed the trajectory of my life.


  I learned about the realities of the HIV-AIDS pandemic in sub-Saharan Africa and about the staggering realities of other mothers and families just like my own. At that time it was projected that by 2010 there would be twenty-five million orphans due to AIDS. Nine thousand Africans were dying every day from a preventable disease. I learned the mind-numbing reality that the number one cause of death in children under the age of five in Africa is diarrhea: while I can just run a block to Walgreens and get Pedialyte, other mothers are watching their children die.


  I woke up from my suburbia stupor. I couldn’t shake God’s voice telling me to pay attention to these things, even if at the time I had no idea what, as a stay-at-home mom, I could possibly do about any of it. The harsh realities of my counterparts in the world were hard to accept. I was reminded of everything I had been, everything I wanted to be—and what I was now. I was challenged to stop feeling sorry for myself by the perceived limitations of my life, and to move beyond myself and my family’s needs—to take risks and act.


  My mother’s heart expanded, making room to care for more than the adorable people at my feet. I found my solidarity with women, mothers and families worldwide. I began to educate myself and others, and over time I found communities of like-minded people from all walks of life who work together for change.


  I found that changing the world happens right where we are. It can be small changes in thinking and acting that end up having snowball effects and bringing the kingdom of God here and now. In the midst of motherhood, I slowly opened up my world to the possibilities of being a change agent within my generation. I traveled, blogged, even wrote a book—all from within the comfortable confines of my suburban life.


  My kids are older now. Sippy cups and strollers have been replaced with iPhones and driving lessons. The past few years my non-mommy time has been spent speaking, writing and trying to educate others about what I’ve learned and witnessed since writing my first book, Global Soccer Mom: Changing the World Is Easier Than You Think. My efforts to be a global thinker and engage issues of our generation have spilled to my children and how they think and act in the world. I have come to see my waking up to being a global thinker as my biggest accomplishment and greatest satisfaction as a mother.


  When my coauthor and friend, Kimberly McOwen Yim, first reached out to me, I was familiar with the desperation and heartbreak I heard in her voice. I had felt the same at the beginning of my journey. Kim shared what she was learning about the realities of modern-day slavery, and I immediately saw the connection with projects I had been involved with that addressed extreme poverty, HIV-AIDS and women’s rights in the developing world.


  As with many global issues, modern-day slavery is daunting and overwhelming. As I watched Kim work to educate her local community and heard her talk passionately about what she was doing, I consistently encouraged her to broaden her voice and her reach through more writing and speaking. I even dragged Kim to her computer one afternoon, despite her doubts, and we set up her blog, Abolitionist Mama.


  Kim and I commiserated and learned from one another. We connected with like-minded women who share our heart for the world and who are also on this journey of working out what we can do about modern-day slavery. As time went on, we knew we needed to write a book together. The question we wrestled with the most was how two ordinary moms from middle America could tackle this topic and do it any justice—could we make any kind of meaningful dent?


  We were unsure. But we knew we needed to start.


  As you will see, Kim is persistent. And as she reminds me, so is slavery. So we do what we can. We start where we are. And slowly, but with real results, together we change the world.


  Kim’s Story


  Comfortable, safe, predictable and loved would describe my life in my little beach town of San Clemente, California, where the city’s motto is “Spanish village by the sea” and “The world’s best climate” is the message on many license plate covers. Like Shayne, I still live in my hometown. I briefly left San Clemente to attend Westmont College in Santa Barbara, California, and later in my twenties I moved to Newport Beach, California. (Both also beach cities. There’s a pattern.) There is a lot of comfort living in a community where people know you and still love you. My family still attends the church I grew up in, and my kids are surrounded by the love of grandparents, aunts and uncles, all who also live in San Clemente. I have a sweet life.


  Prior to having kids I taught everyone’s favorite subject: seventh-grade English. My love of learning eventually brought me to Fuller Seminary where I took my leisurely time (ten years) earning a master’s degree. I’ve had the opportunity to travel a bit and have been on a handful of missions trips, but basically my life’s mantra has been “safety first.”


  I considered myself a fairly good person. Not perfect but good: an at-least-I-tried kind of person. I was a good stay-at-home mom of sweet, good kids. I tried to be a supportive wife. I was a faithful churchgoer, supporting my local church and other charities my husband and I cared about. I volunteered when I could and loved participating in other mom-type groups. I might have considered myself, relatively speaking, “good people.” But there is no way I ever considered myself standing in a position of power.
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  Yim family


   


  A statement by Gary Haugen, the founder and president of International Justice Mission, has come to be foundational to my journey in becoming a modern-day abolitionist:


  Truth compels people of goodwill to act; and because all that is necessary for the triumph of evil is for good people to do nothing, the end is near for the perpetrators of injustice when the truth compels good people to do something, especially good people in places of power.[1]


  A few years ago I would have read this and thought he must be addressing ethical politicians, charismatic pastors or spiritual celebrities. I have noticed a trend of cause-oriented businesses emerging and actors using their platform to raise money for causes they care about. But I never considered myself “good people in places of power” because I didn’t think I had power.


  Oh, I might have had power over when our kids went to bed (most mothers would agree that this is power very tenuously held). I might have had some power over my family’s spending or the food my family ate. But I saw those things as my responsibilities as a good mother, not as power.


  Injustice has been around for a while: birthed by the murder of Abel by his brother Cain. I have always known that millions of people die because of AIDS, war, oppressive leadership and other horrible injustices. I have always read my Bible, gone to church and tried to be kind to others, but I honestly don’t know why the injustice in the world never moved me to action.


  Then one day I saw a film that showed me not only how slavery still existed in our world but that a response was needed to end it. My heart broke. I lost sleep. I found myself both sad and angry for many months.


  At first I thought I was alone in my heartbreak, but thanks to social media I learned there were other ordinary mothers like me whose hearts were breaking over the injustices of the world. Over Facebook I reconnected with an old college friend, Shayne, who was just such a like-minded, brokenhearted mom.


  My mantra of “safety first” has shifted a bit, but not all of a sudden; becoming an abolitionist has been a slow and winding path. Finding my place, where I could make a meaningful difference, has taken time and energy. I learned that true safety only comes in obedience to where the Lord leads you.


  But I get ahead of myself. Let us tell you our story.


  1
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  Mama, Slavery Ended with Abraham Lincoln


  Kimberly McOwen Yim
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  When the true history of the antislavery cause shall be written, women will occupy a large space in its pages; for the cause of the slave has been peculiarly woman’s cause.


  Frederick Douglass


  “Scotty, I asked you to find your backpack!” I holler as I shove my ponytail in a baseball cap. “Hurry! Get in the car! We’re going to be late!”


  Despite my best efforts, Mondays are always chaotic. When my husband takes the kids to school, they’re somehow always early. But with me—we just barely get there on time.


  As I climb in the car I catch a glimpse of the kitchen counter through the screen door. “Malia! Your lunch. It’s on the counter.” I gesture dramatically. “Go get it!”


  The sun is shining brightly as we drive down the long hill leading to the coast and the kids’ school. I have never tired of looking at the Pacific Ocean; I love to see how the weather changes its color each day.


  “Okay, Scotty. Do you remember your lunch number? Remember—it’s pizza day. Make sure to raise your hand so Mrs. Becerra knows to count you in the list for kids who are buying lunch today.”


  “I don’t like to buy lunch anymore,” Malia jibes.


  “You did when you were in kindergarten.” I pull down the rearview mirror to give her the stinkeye. “Scotty, pizza day is always fun.”


  My phone rings. “Hey, Julie, how are you? . . . Yeah . . . Uh-huh . . . No, I haven’t touched base with her yet. I will . . . Okay, yes. I’m planning on it. I’ll bring the materials tonight. Lisa is joining us tonight as well. I’ll call you later. I gotta go. I’m at the kids’ school.”


  I pull into a coveted space along the park across the street from the school. The kids tumble out of the car, and we walk the rest of the way. “Remember, I’m not picking you up from school this afternoon. Grandma is, okay?”


  Malia struggles with her roller backpack, trying to pull it across the grass. “Why?”


  “Remember, I told you. I’m going to a conference. Grandma knows where to meet you.”


  Malia persisted, “What kind of conference, Mom?”


  In a few hours I’ll be headed to Carlsbad, California, for the first Global Forum on Human Trafficking. Sponsored by the Not For Sale Campaign and Manpower, Inc., it will be the first conference I attend on the subject of human trafficking. I’m hoping to learn more about this issue that recently broke my heart.


  Scotty and I push our way through the small crowd outside his classroom to the sign-in table. “Scotty, here. Sign your name.” I say to Malia over my shoulder, “It’s a conference on slavery.”


  Kind of a big thing to drop on a third-grader moments before school starts.


  Malia looks at me thoughtfully. Then, with an air of first-born authority, she says, “Mama, slavery ended with Abraham Lincoln.”


  The five-minute bell rings, saving me from having to craft a response.


  “We’ll talk about it later. There’s your bell. Run to class. Love you.
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  Despite our age difference and different levels of formal education, Malia and I were not that far apart in our understanding of what’s going on in our world. Until recently I too believed slavery ended with the Emancipation Proclamation and the end of the trans-Atlantic African slave trade. I only recently learned that there are millions of people enslaved in our world today.


  When I did discover the extent of modern-day slavery, I became sick, sad and furious. The lioness within me awoke hungry for justice. I began to see myself aligned with passionate abolitionist women from two hundred years ago. Women like Lucretia Mott and the Grimke sisters, who did not stand on the sidelines but actively participated and provided much leadership in the anti-slavery movement of the mid-1800s. They organized female abolitionist societies because during that time women and men were not allowed to participate in the same groups—even anti-slavery groups. These women organized boycotts of slave-made goods such as cotton and sugar, mobilizing thousands of women. Through their leadership other ordinary women began to see that despite not having a vote or a voice outside their homes, their actions and contributions were needed to end slavery in the United States.


  I desperately wanted to connect with other women who had that same passion for our world today. I didn’t know what I was going to do about it or what it would look like in my life, but I refused to do nothing. I clenched the steering wheel with resolve. In the quiet of my car I became an abolitionist.
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  "Slave-Free."


   


  I have come to believe that it is not by chance that I was born in the United States at this time in history. I have personal power many people in the world do not. I believe women like me—women with freedom, liberty and opportunity—have an obligation to speak into our generation on behalf of those in the world who do not have a voice: those targeted, exploited and held against their will.


  I believe each of us has something meaningful to contribute in the fight against global slavery. Regardless of our age, circumstance and season of life, we all can do our part. We are good people in places of power, and as such we must work together with resilience, faith and courage. We must fight against indifference—the feeling that there’s nothing we can do about problems “over there.” We must claim our power to set the captives free.


  Reflect


  
    	Think about the idea of “good people in places of power.” What does this mean to you?


    	In what ways are you a good person in a place (or places) of power?

  


  2
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  We’ve Done This Before


  Shayne Moore
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  The abolitionists succeeded because they mastered one challenge that still faces anyone who cares about social and economic justice: drawing connections between the near and the distant.


  Adam Hochschild, Bury the Chains


  Slavery isn’t new. The pursuit of wealth has resulted in the enslavement and exploitation of others since the beginning of time. Unlike in the past, however, slavery is now illegal everywhere in the world.


  Even so, there are more people enslaved today than there were during the entire trans-Atlantic African slave trade that ran from the sixteenth to the nineteenth century. The widely accepted estimate of number of slaves in the world today is twenty-seven million people.[1] Eighty percent are women and children.[2]


  Picture every person in Los Angeles, New York City and Chicago. Now picture them as slaves.


  The institutionalized African slave trade we learned about in history classes has been abolished. Yet modern-day slavery is the fastest-growing criminal industry in the world, with profits of more than $32 billion—roughly the same as Exxon Mobil.[3] Companies the size of Exxon Mobil are eager for you to see them, and they are accountable to the regulation of the governments of their host countries. Modern-day slavery violates the laws of every country in the world, and the people who traffick other human beings are thrilled when nobody notices.


  Criminals who engage in human trafficking have created a well-organized, elusive international market for the trade of human beings based on high profits and cheap labor. Pimps and mafia lords have figured out it is cheaper to sell a person than to sell a drug. A drug pusher sells a drug once; once it’s sold, he has to replenish his supply. A pimp or slave owner “sells” each woman over and over again, profiting again and again from the exploitation.


  These realities are sickening and daunting. How do we wrap our hearts and minds around the reality that there are people suffering in slavery more now than ever in the history of the world?


  We can be informed immediately of breaking news anywhere in the world. We sit at our TVs or computer screens and consume mass amounts of information daily. The challenge for good and thoughtful people of our generation is to not merely consume information but learn how to act and engage with what we learn.


  You may have heard the terms “human trafficking” or “modern-day slavery,” but only in passing. “Human trafficking,” as we’ve learned, is the process of enslaving and physically moving a person against their will. It is the modern-day slave trade. The United Nations Convention against Transnational Organized Crime defines human trafficking as


  the recruitment, transportation, harboring, or receipt of persons by means of the threat or use of force or other forms of coercion, of abduction, of fraud, of deception, of the abuse of power or of a position of vulnerability or of the giving or receiving of payments or benefits to achieve the consent of a person having control over another person, for the purpose of exploitation. Exploitation shall include at a minimum, the exploitation of the prostitutions of others or other forms of sexual exploitation, forced labor or services, slavery or practices similar to slavery, servitude or the removal of organs.[4]


  The U.S. State Department’s characterization of slavery, based on the Trafficking Victims Protection Act of 2000


  
    	The recruitment, harboring, transportation, provision or obtaining of a person for labor or services, through the use of force, fraud or coercion, for the purpose of subjection to involuntary servitude, peonage, debt bondage or slavery. Evidence of these practices can be seen in agriculture, the restaurant business, mining, nail salons, hair-braiding businesses, domestic servitude and a variety of types of manufacturing.


    	A commercial sex act induced by force, fraud or coercion, or in which the person induced to perform such an act has not attained eighteen years of age. Basically speaking, anytime someone is under eighteen years of age and is performing any commercial sex act, it is by law human trafficking. Force, fraud or coercion is not necessary to make it illegal.


    	War children—these are children who are often stolen from their homes and forced to fight in tribal wars. This practice is mainly found in African countries such as Uganda, Ghana and the Democratic Republic of Congo.

  


  “Modern-day slavery,” by contrast, is when an individual or group completely controls another individual or group, often using violence, for economic gain. Although there are slight distinctions between these terms, they are often used interchangeably.


  In modern times international trading has become more accessible not only to legitimate global enterprises but also to criminals. Free markets enable us to own products from all over the world at affordable prices. Criminals have applied this same logic to the trading and selling of human beings. Two hundred years ago, when slavery was legal, slaves were seen as an investment; the average price for an African slave was $40,000. Today the average cost of a slave is $90. Slaves today are considered a disposable commodity.[5]


  As I’ve wrestled with this issue I’ve often wondered, what can I do? I’m not a staffer at the United Nations or member of the State Department. I have no direct line to an embassy anywhere in the world where I can share my concerns. I might watch, read and pray, but then, more often than not, I simply move on with the day and leave whatever story, person or tragedy I’ve discovered on the computer screen, the memory filed somewhere under “deal with later” or “can’t deal with at all.”


  How do we interact with slavery in our towns, with our children, in our communities and churches? If we’re honest, we often submit to a pervasive mindset toward evil: as long as it’s distant from us, we accept it. We know that prostitution exists, for example, but we’ve never noticed a brothel next to our local Target. Our hearts go out to those wounded girls who have no parents to love them, but we assume they’re there for reasons that have nothing to do with us. Didn’t they choose that lifestyle? Aren’t they in it for drugs? Rebellion? When we do see prostitution up close—say, in Las Vegas or Amsterdam, where it’s legal and regulated—we don’t see slaves. These are businesswomen. We’ve been programmed to believe prostitution is a victimless crime.
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