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I was a junior in high school when the landmark decision of Roe v Wade was made in 1973 to legalize abortion.  Although abortion was not discussed in my home or in the church I attended, it was certainly up for debate while in school. And, although I was not to know, two very close friends had already experienced this tragedy.  

As a teenager, I was convinced that a woman had a right to choose what was best for her body. But what did I really know?

It was the summer of 1982 that I had given thought to the possibility of some day becoming a mother. One early afternoon I sat down and began to compose a poem entitled, "The Greatest Gift." Little did I know that, four years later that gift would become a choice. By this time of my life, I had already become a Christian and pro-choice was no longer an issue. 

The Fall of 1985 tested everything I knew and didn’t know about abortion. The pressures I placed on myself were so unbearable. I reacted to the news of being pregnant with fear and anxiety, which crippled me. Believing that I really had no real choice, because of the plans "I" had for my life.

It was a beautiful bright day with very few clouds in the sky. The sun was shining and all appeared to be right in the world. But not my world! Everything changed when we pulled into the parking lot. My world became dark and scary. Confusion and doubt coupled with panic and fear filled my every thought. What would I look like when this was all over? Will I be the same person? Am I doing the right thing? Will God forgive me? Can I forgive myself? Oh Papa Help me!

I walked into a room that was filled with faces that appeared distant, terrified and callous. I was looking at young girls and women staring into nothingness. Some of their bodies froze with fear while others with streams of tears running down their faces and others, anxious.   What I didn’t know was that I would fade into this picture…I would become one of them. Why didn’t I just leave…just run out? But it was too late, fear and shame had me rooted in its chair. Where was my "Knight in Shining Armor?" Doesn’t he know where I am? Does he not know how much I need him to breakdown these doors and take me from this place! Please Wayne, don’t let them do this to me…to our baby!  Please! I can’t do this alone. I could barely take care of me let alone a child. But I would…IF.

I was escorted back into another room, where I was told to replace what I had on for one of their gowns. I did and moved next into a room that felt like a freezer. I felt nauseous and anxious. But most of all, I wanted out, but it was too late. They came toward me but I couldn’t look at them.  I couldn’t believe that I was about to have LIFE ripped out of me. I couldn’t believe that this was to be my lot in life. How did I get here!?! How could I do this to me…how could I do this to The Most Precious Gift! Please God, please forgive me! Oh God! Please forgive me.

"Count back from 100," she said. So I did, 100, 99, 98. Before I knew it, I had succumbed to the venom that would eventually turn me into an angry and bitter individual. There was a quietness that filled the room. Then I asked, "What was I doing here? What’s going on?" I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t answer me? And then it happened. PAIN! Pain like I never felt before. Pain, shooting throughout my body from the depths of my existence! "STOP!" I screamed as I place my hand over my stomach. But then I felt my hand being moved as I shouted even louder, STOP…PLEASE STOP! And once again I placed my hand over the area where life was being sucked out of me! 
As I lay there, I still couldn’t get them to see that I was not pregnant! I couldn’t have done what I said I’d never do! Had my worst fears come upon me? I got up a changed individual. I knew my life would never be the same. I cried all the way home. I remember asking God to give me my baby back as I cried even more and harder until I could cry no more. The next several weeks were very difficult for me, because I knew what I had done. The loss would be so much greater than I could have ever imagined. 

I left Miami for almost ten years. I had to get away from everybody and everything that reminded me of my abortion. But where can one go and not find self!

The years would pass, but not the memory of my aborted child.  My life began to fall apart and I couldn’t understand why. 

But then the Holy Spirit brought back to my remembrance the day my life was shattered. The day that I surrendered my child, to the god of narcissism! 

After 12 years of suffering in silence, I found help, hope and healing after going through a course entitled, "Women In Ramah," later to be changed to "Forgiven and Set Free."

My life is much different today. I am no longer angry or bitter, but determined. Determined to stand and speak for those who can not speak for themselves! Determined to enlighten those who think that abortion is their only alternative! Determined to share with that young woman, that young man, that God is near to the broken-hearted, and that there is forgiveness in HIM! 

And I am MORE than determined to be SILENT-NO-MORE!

You can see video of my testimony at the March for Life on YouTube. Click Here.

