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By Lisa, Illinois, USA
When I was twenty years old, life took on a whole different meaning.  Beliefs that I had been taught were gone…they were no longer valid in my life.  I was raised in a God-fearing family.  We attended church every Sunday, went to Sunday school, Bible school…all the things that good families do.  I was taught that the Bible was true and that it was the Living Word of God. At the age of twenty, I found myself in a situation that many other young ladies find themselves in — I was unmarried and pregnant.  I did not want to continue in the relationship that I was in.  I wanted to handle this by myself.  I shared this with someone that I thought was my very best friend with the expectation that she would encourage me and tell me everything would be all right…that I was not the first person this had happened to.  In fact, she had actually became pregnant and unmarried her senior year of high school. This person happened to be my mother.  Because of her shame and embarrassment in me and my choices, she encouraged me all right.  She encouraged me to have an abortion and not carry my baby.  Since I believed in her and her opinion, I took her advice and immediately—right then—called and made an appointment to have an abortion.  That was on a Thursday.  On the following Tuesday, two days before Thanksgiving, I found myself sitting in the coldest place I had ever been in.  The counselor told me that everything would be all right and that life would be back to normal in a few days.  I found out when I saw the doctor that I was further along than I thought.  As a result, my procedure would not be the normal type.  My cervix would have to be dilated, and I would have to come back the following day to complete the abortion.
For the next 24 hours, I was in the most excruciating pain that I had ever experienced.  I went back the next day, and at that point, my life changed forever.  The counselor had totally lied.  Nothing was the way it had been before my abortion.  Because the day following my abortion was Thanksgiving, I was reminded every year of that time in my life I wanted so badly to forget.  For years, what should be a joyous time with my family was a trigger to the silent cry within my heart. Every spring when the flowers were blooming and the trees were budding, was a reminder that the life that was once within me should be born. That time of year is a sign of new life, but in my eyes it only represented death.
A few months later, I met an absolutely amazing man.  I had no doubts that he loved me.  We were together most all of the time.  Love could not have been more perfect.  I remember our very first fight.  I began to hit him because I desired to cause him pain.  I wanted him to somehow experience the pain I was feeling. This was only the first of many fights that followed for several years.  Thankfully, the fights did not kill our love.  We soon moved in together, and found out a short time later that I was pregnant again. This was totally unexpected, unplanned and unwanted. I took my birth control faithfully every morning. I had no desire for "this" to happen to me again. Together, we decided to take responsibility and do the "right" thing. We got married, had a baby, and continued to fight. I did not know where all this rage came from.  Unfortunately, my husband had to be on the receiving end of it.  I yelled all of the time. Actually, I yelled at him more than I talked to him.  The least little thing would spark one of my tangents. 
A few months passed, and our son was born.  I was so proud. He was a beautiful, healthy baby boy.  I enjoyed being his mommy, but it took all the strength within me to be the best mommy I could be.  I would be exhausted both physically and emotionally by the end of the day.  The simple things I saw other mommies doing so easily were a tiresome task for me. 

Then I began to experience guilt. I questioned myself continually. It didn’t seem fair that I could love this child while taking the life of another.  Because of this, I found it very difficult for me to bond with son.  I frequently held back discipline because I didn’t want to deal with it.  When I did discipline, I repeatedly went overboard with screaming and yelling. I loved him the best way that I knew how.
  

For many years, I played the roles of a "perfect" mom. I was a room-mother for school parties, chaperoned field trips, and did my part for the PTA.  That is what I thought good moms were expected to do.  I would volunteer for anything.  I wanted my son to know that I was involved.  Wasn’t that how I was supposed to show my love?
  

My relationship with my mother grew more and more difficult over the next several years.  I tried very hard to please her, probably more so her than anyone else.  I had disappointed her once and wanted to make her proud--a feat to which I still have not accomplished.  The best thing that I had done for her was giving her and my father their first — and only — grandchild.  She was not very happy about that at first, either, but knew better than to even suggest an abortion.  She had to have seen the changes in me.  

I would hear messages in church where the preachers would call those of us who had aborted murderers and such.  He was speaking to me and didn’t even know it. The words that were being spoken were not convicting words to draw me closer to God. They were condemning and only pushed me farther away. How could I go to someone like this and share my heart and my secret? On occasion, rather than listening to the rants, I got up and left in the middle of a service.
  

This continued for fourteen years.  I had been married to my husband for thirteen years and had a twelve year old son.  In November 2000, I started attending a church that shared the Love of God in a way I had never heard, seen, or felt it. I had been walking with God for quite a while, but I had not received forgiveness for my abortion. At that time, I justified it by saying that it was not a sin …it was a choice!  There were laws that stated it was legal, it was my body, and I could do with it whatever I saw fit.  In January, I began to pray to God to reveal anything in me that didn’t line up with Him.  He began to show me things that I had never seen before.  Scriptures that I had never understood before started to become so clear.  I spent several hours on my face, crying and pleading with God to forgive me in areas that before I had never considered sin. Not only did I have to repent for taking the life of my child, but also for the relationships with my son and husband.  God showed me that He had given me two beautiful gifts — my husband and my son — that loved me unconditionally. 
Several months later, I became a volunteer with our local crisis pregnancy center. Through that, I learned that there were areas that still needed to be dealt with. I went through a post-abortion Bible study that brought my healing full circle. As a result, I had the desire to share with others what the Lord did for me and the freedom that I had because of His love. He was also gracious enough to reveal to me that I have a daughter in Heaven by the name of Lily Grace. My husband allowed me to share with our son that he has a sister in Heaven. Both my husband and my son attended the memorial service for my baby. 
Just like the Bible promises, God is restoring to me all that the enemy of my soul tried to steal.  James, my son, is now twenty-four, and I praise God daily for the relationship that I have with him. On December 12, 2012, my husband David and I will celebrate our 25th wedding anniversary. Like any other couple, we don’t see eye to eye in every area, but we love each other in spite of our differences and value each other’s opinions. My dad and I never let my abortion come between us. He has loved me unconditionally since the day I was born. Unfortunately, my mother and I continue to have a strained relationship. I fully believe that our relationship will be restored and will be better than it was before.
My life and testimony can be summed up in one verse.  Jesus said in Luke 4:18 "The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he hath anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor; he hath sent me to heal the brokenhearted, to preach deliverance to the captives, and recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised."

