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God pursued me
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By Katrina, Indiana, USA
I was 18-years-old, the daughter of a pastor, and knew that being pregnant would definitely give away the secret that I had engaged in what I felt to be the unforgivable sin of fornication.  Several years before, as a young adolescent, I had witnessed my congregation’s reaction to a teenage girl who got pregnant and I shuddered with the memory.  My church found the most effective way of bringing about repentance for sin was to discipline its members by shunning them; family and friends were asked to participate in the discipline by limiting contact with that person to only what was necessary.  I knew that I would lose the relationship of everyone I loved.  

Being the preacher’s kid, I had always been held to a pretty high standard and, although I tried my best to meet that standard, I had failed miserably.  This pregnancy was more than I could handle.  In order to avoid the inevitable discipline and shame, I began the process, along with my boyfriend, of looking for a way out.  The only option I could find was to have an abortion.  I believed this would forever erase this mistake and shame from our lives.

I accepted the all-too-convenient justification that it was just a blob of tissue; no life existed at this point of the pregnancy.  The procedure would eliminate something that wasn’t that much different than what I eliminated through my monthly menstrual cycles.  Our judicial system said it was okay, and a respected OBGYN, would be performing the abortion so, how bad could it really be?  "Besides," I told myself, "I’ve failed God one too many times; I’m dead to Him anyway."  I chose to face the inevitable wrath of God than face the shame and judgment of my family and congregation.

I remember very little about the day of the abortion other than extraordinary pain, the face of an elderly, gray-haired doctor, and a nurse that was allowed me to squeeze her hands while tears streamed down my face.  That’s all I remember, because that’s all I chose to remember.  The details were too painful to bear, because I knew in my heart that I had just taken a life that my body had been designed to cherish and protect at all costs.

My boyfriend and I were married a few months later and within the first year of our marriage, I was pregnant again.  This time the decision to abort was much easier.  We knew we wanted children, but this wasn’t the right time for us to start a family. Once I’d justified my sin, the justification became easier and easier.  I had learned after my first abortion that the only way I could survive was by not allowing myself to remember or to feel…anything.  I chose to be numb, feeling no pain, no sorrow, no joy, no gladness.  I retained no memory of the event at all.

We eventually had two daughters, and from all appearances life looked good.  I worked hard to be the perfect wife, perfect mother, and perfect employee.  I had everything under control.  The masks I wore were very effective so that no one could see the truth.  But beneath the perfectly controlled façade was a horrid monster who had chosen to sacrifice the lives of her two innocent children so that she could live the life she selfishly desired.  

After 17 years, the masks became ineffective and I struggled to conceal the fact that my life was falling apart.  I couldn’t understand why it was so difficult for me to express or receive love from my husband and two beautiful daughters.  My attempts to avoid feeling any emotion failed me miserably as I began a physical and emotional downward spiral that rendered me incapable of deep, meaningful relationships.  The only comfort I could find was in endless sleep locked away in my bedroom.  I felt anything would have to be better than the hell I was living in.
What I didn’t count on was that although I had abandoned my God many years before, he hadn’t abandoned me.  I had left my family’s beliefs almost immediately after I married, but God pursued me with such a vengeance that I literally said, "Just leave me alone, I don’t want any part of you."  I couldn’t understand why He wouldn’t just leave me to rot with my dark secret.  How could He possibly want me?

It was at this time that a Bible-teaching church and some beautiful Christian women came into my life.  After several months meeting, one of the women told us that she and her husband had chosen to have an abortion when they were in college.  I couldn’t believe my ears.  She looked so normal.  I never suspected that we shared the same secret.  However, there was a noticeable difference between us.  She had a peace about her that I didn’t have, and during the next several weeks she shared with me their journey of forgiveness and healing.  They had surrendered their ugly secret to the life-transforming power of Christ.

Although it took time, Christ began the process of peeling back the façade that I had so carefully constructed.  When the day came that I had to face the truth of what I had done to my children, Christ was right beside me.  Instead of the much dreaded condemnation I knew I deserved, I received forgiveness and healing.

Only the Sovereign Healer could take the ashes of my life and restore gladness and joy in my heart by leading me to a ministry to the poor of spirit as they, just as I did many years ago, face the life-changing decisions of dealing with an unplanned pregnancy.

Isaiah 61 says, "The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is on me, because the Lord has anointed me to preach good news to the poor.  He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim freedom for the captives and release from the darkness for the prisoners, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor and the day of vengeance of our God, to comfort all who mourn, and provide for those who grieve in Zion – to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of despair.  They will be called oaks of righteousness, a planting of the Lord for the display of his splendor.  They will rebuild the ancient ruins and restore the places long devastated; they will renew the ruined cities that have been devastated for generations.  Instead of their shame my people will receive a double portion, and instead of disgrace they will rejoice in their inheritance; and so they will inherit a double portion in their land, and everlasting joy will be theirs."

