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My family
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2400-My-Family
By Patricia, California, USA
I had four abortions.  The first time I was very young and afraid.  My boyfriend was about five years older than me, and I was only sixteen.  When I found out I was pregnant I did not know what to do, and of course I did not want to tell my parents.  Since I did not know what to do, I am guessing that I waited until I was about five months pregnant before making the decision.  It may have taken me that long to figure out how to use the system to help me.  This was in 1982 in the state of California, and my sister had already gone through the same experience, so she directed me on how to get the state of California to pay for the procedure.  I went through Medi-Cal, and since I did not yet have my social security card, I also had to get that too.  I remember that I first had to go to the community clinic to find out that I was pregnant.  I know that the day before the abortion I had to see the doctor and he told me that he was going to give me a shot (I think in my stomach) and that I would need to go to the hospital the next day.  He also told me that I would not be able to change my mind after getting the shot.  The next day I went to the hospital and I was put under. I now know this to be general anesthesia. That is all I know and remember.
The next abortion happened when I was about twenty years old. I already had my first living child.  I happened to be currently married to the man who is the father of that unborn child of mine.  We were using drugs heavily at the time, and I did not think we could be good parents to another child.  
The third abortion came after I already had three children with my one and only husband.  I was about thirty-three years old and my husband wanted me to have an abortion because he felt that we could not afford another child, that we did not have enough room in the house, and because I had just started a career.

The day I made the decision to have my fourth abortion was the darkest day of them all.  I was thirty-four when I found out that I was pregnant, and I remember telling my husband about it.  We were in the bedroom and, looking back, I literally felt Satan in the room with us.  I knew my husband had a gun locked in a small safe under my bed, and by his reaction and the fact that my grandfather committed suicide, I was deathly afraid he was going to do the same.  I also remember listening to that quiet voice in my head telling me that I was a terrible mother and had no business considering another child, that I could not afford it, that my house was not big enough, that my career would suffer.  The day that I sat on the examining table at the abortion clinic tears flowed from my eyes like a river of despair.  The nurse (or whatever she was) asked me if I was sure I wanted to go through with it.  I said yes, and went through with it.
Incredibly, I am still married to the man who coerced me into having three abortions.  I take responsibility for my decision, but it was something I would not have done if he had not wanted me to.  I have forgiven him, and he has repented of his sins.  I have been healed through the Sacrament of Reconciliation.  Of course the scars remain.  
My marriage and my family have suffered the many untold consequences of our sad decisions.  My children do not know about their siblings who have been slain in this new holocaust.  One day my youngest son said to me shortly after my abortion, "Mommy, I want a brother."  How heartbreaking to know I robbed my children of a large family!


