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Ending the silence
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By Kelly, California, USA
I was born in 1982 to parents who smoked their way through the seventies. My dad was raised in a military family and my mom was raised in the state foster care system. Both came with their share of dysfunction. 

My earliest memories begin around age three. I was a happy child, but the following years drastically changed my life. My mom had stopped smoking, but my dad couldn’t put down the pipe. My parents frequently argued over money and drugs. My dad retreated to his garage where he would listen to music, work on his cars, and smoke himself happy.

They first divorced was when I was four. They remarried and divorced again by age six. My dad wouldn’t see me for months on end and I desperately craved his attention.
Lack of attention from my dad led me to seek it from boys. I lapped it up, thinking I could keep them interested. And I did. At age fourteen I met a rebellious, long-haired drummer that I dated and would later marry. A year and a half after starting to date this guy I was pregnant. I was scared of having a baby. I wasn’t ready to parent, and neither was my boyfriend. I’d seen girls at school get pregnant and drop out. I didn’t want to be like those girls. I wanted to be the popular, fun girl. If my mom found out about the pregnancy, I knew she’d keep me from my boyfriend. I couldn’t risk that. He was my world. He gave me the attention I always wanted. 

My boyfriend swore that he would love me. He said that he’d support me one-hundred percent. That was my ticket to freedom — freedom from consequences and freedom to have an abortion. And that’s just what I did.

I remember starting to count backwards, then waking up in a room separated only by curtains. I felt ill and was in a lot of pain. I spiked a fever so I took Tylenol and antibiotics. I was better in a couple of days and began to resume my normal activities, sort of.

Looking back I was changed that day. After being an avid rollerblader and power hitter for my softball team, I quit going out for sports. I had been in AP classes, but the year of my abortion I found myself staring at a report card that read grade point average: 1.23 — failing. I began to fill myself with food. I gained eighty pounds that year. I was depressed. I was critical and angry, like a walking time bomb. 
I had ups and downs over the years. I escaped reality with alcohol. I always seemed to just get by.

I began attending church in 2007. Something inside me was telling me to. I had no relationship with Jesus. Soon I noticed the pastor’s messages seemed to speak directly to me. I came to a point where I wouldn’t miss a Sunday for the world. In 2008, I got on my knees and asked Jesus into my heart. My husband didn’t go to church. This was only one of our problems. I found out he was having his third extramarital affair. We divorced and it brought me to the lowest point in my life. I believe that God used this to break me so He could build me up for His purpose.

In 2009, God gave me a real husband. We dated for a year and got married in 2010. I had been baptized and serving in my church. I was given a beautiful blended family. I was in recovery from my past hurts and was involved in a close knit Women’s Bible Study Group. Through this study group, I began to acknowledge a stronghold in my life — the abortion! It hit me like a brick wall. I fell into a depression and, for days, I cried and rarely got out of bed. My husband was very concerned. He had known about the abortion, but he had assumed I had dealt with it and we hadn’t talked about it much. 

One day, God gave me the strength to seek help in dealing with my pain. I had already tasted His healing and forgiveness for other sins, so I knew there was something good ahead. I began to wonder if there were others like me. I got on the web and searched. That’s how I found the IRMA Network and the local Pregnancy Center.

I have found freedom and healing through Bible studies and my support group. I found unforgettable healing through the Silent Voices weekend retreat. It was on that weekend that I first acknowledged my babies in Heaven and I haven’t forgotten them a day since. 

2 Chronicles 7:14 says, "If my people, who are called by my name, will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and turn from their wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven, and I will forgive their sin and heal their land."
I am here today, sharing my story with all of you, because of God’s tremendous grace and mercy. I want others to know that there is freedom from the shame, guilt, and bondage of abortion. I believe that you are reading/hearing this testimony because you are called to be a voice to speak out and put an end to the silence. Thank you for allowing me to share my story.
