[image: image1.jpg]EPHESIANS 5:11

il

FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT

METAMORPHOSE

A Catholic Ministry for Exposing the Truth about Alternative Medicine, the Occult in Reiki &
Pranic Healing and Oriental Spiritual Exercises of the New Age Movement

For queries and detailed information, please call on MICHAEL PRABHU

MICHAEL PRABHU, #12, Dawn Apartments, 22, Leith Castle South Street, Chennai 600 028, INDIA.
Phone : +91 (44) 24611606. e-mail : michaelprabhu@vsnl.net website : www.ephesians-511.net



                                                                                          MAY 2012
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 167
See you in heaven
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2382-See-You-in-Heaven
By Lenea, California, USA
My child, I didn't know that you would not automatically go to heaven.  Finding out that you may be in limbo has cracked open my heart — to think that you have not grown up and fully become yourself in heaven. I am so sorry I would not allow you to live and grow here on Earth, to love and wonder, to be awed and to exalt, to believe and worship, to make friends and have a family.  I robbed you of everything and the words "I'm sorry" seem so inadequate.  I am the one who has lost.  I missed out on your life, love, and the gift of who you are.  You have a right to know why I did this to you.  

While you were inside me I said that I would rather have an abortion than put you up for adoption.  I had been adopted and despite being raised by very loving parents I felt I was chosen out of pity.  I never let my heart truly open to my adopted mother, maybe because of the sense of being unwanted by my biological mother.  But what did I do to you?  I didn't show you that you were wanted.  No, I couldn't even do for you what my own mother did for me and that was to give you life.  I felt as if children had become a commodity.  I likened adoption to purchasing children.  In my self-righteous and smug attitude I somehow felt justified in paying someone to murder you than to show the smallest amount of compassion.  I was a spoiled, immature woman — selfish, arrogant and prideful.  Can you now see how someone so blessed becomes so wicked?  I was also a coward.  I was afraid of the pain of delivery, having heard stories of the pain of childbirth.  My dear child, it has taken me many years to grow up.  At the time you were conceived I had no gratitude for my own life and took the many blessings of God for granted.

There is very little I remember about that day. I drove one hundred and fifty miles alone to Omaha, Nebraska early that morning and drove home later that day.  I don't remember the drive home.  I know that I wanted to block out the pro-life demonstrators, steeling myself as I hurriedly slipped through the front doors.  The abortionists know well the risk of lost business if I or some other woman was to hear the voice of sanity or talk to someone with the power to reveal the delusion.  I wanted to avoid looking at them because of my own hypocrisy.  I had been taught as a young Catholic girl that abortion was wrong and had been given a bracelet to wear as a witness, a bracelet that was still in my jewelry box at home.  I wonder if I would have considered having you had I known your father.  I had been recently divorced and when I saw a man that resembled my ex-husband's brother I thought in my heart that if I had this man's baby it would be like having my ex-husband's child.  God must have heard my desire and did grant my request only to have me callously reject His gift of life.  

I remember that the check-in at the clinic (what I call the abortuary) was simple; the superficial reading of some form, a female placating, and handing over the cash payment. I remember feeling embarrassed putting my feet up in the stirrups.  I remember the sound of the machine.  I found out that the sound I heard was the force that dismembered you and suctioned you out of me through a tube and into a blue cotton cloth chamber.  I heard years later that the doctor or nurse took the blue cotton cloth into the other room to assemble your body to make sure every part of you had been sucked out.  You died inside of me.  And I was numb to your pain.

I was not told by the abortion facility that they would sell off your body parts to various research facilities; universities and private pharmaceutical companies.  Years later I saw a news segment on a major network about the business within the business.  I saw the sheet listing the prices for the body parts.  After having this exposed about the abortion business I thought there would be a public outcry, but none came.  I was led into a room where other women were laying down on long couches.  I don't remember looking at their faces or making eye contact. I only know there were other women there who had finished before me.  At that point I was detached from my body. I was not making my legs or feet move me across the room.  I lay down and my body/soul/spirit cried.  I was aware that I was crying, but it was not me!  My body did for me what I could not do.  I knew at that moment that a soul had died, that you, my child, were no more.  

It has been many years now and I often wonder what my life would have been like if you would have been born.  I know I robbed my mother of the joy of being a grandmother.  Oh how she would have loved you!  I am not married and have no children.  I live alone.  I live a very lonely life.  It is the bed I have created and I shall lie in it.  I thank you, my child, for your prayers.  It has been your prayers that have softened my heart of stone, opened my ears to hear and eyes to see.  My heart has begun to perceive what I have done to you.  My hope is to see you once and my prayer is that you are allowed entry into the Kingdom of Heaven and not spend eternity in limbo.
