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By Terri, Pennsylvania, USA
I was a very stubborn, independent teenager who didn't like to be told what to do.  My parents were very strict and did not allow me to date until my 16th birthday.  I turned 16 in October and immediately began dating just about anyone who asked.  In December of that same year, I had a date with a guy that I didn't even really like that much; he was more a friend than a "boyfriend."  Instead of going out to the movie theatre, he decided that we should watch a movie at his house because his parents weren't home.  Things got out of control quickly.  Three weeks later, a home pregnancy test confirmed my worst nightmare. 
I remember feeling trapped, and alone.  I had stopped attending the church I grew up in several years before.  My relationship with God had been placed in a box, not even thought about anymore.  I did not have a close relationship with either of my parents and knew that if they found out they would kick me out of the house.  I had plans for my life that did not include having a baby.  I wanted to go to college.  I wanted a career and to live on my own.  A baby would put an end to all of that, I was certain.  
With no-where else to turn, I went to my best friend and her mother, who worked in a small social services office.  They gave me the name of a doctor who performed abortions.  I called and made the appointment.  Only after I had the appointment did I tell the father.  His only words to me were, "Take care of it however you want."  When I told him I already had the appointment for an abortion, he offered to drive me there.  We both tried to skip school to get to the appointment, but the school officials thought something was a little suspicious and stopped us.  

My mother was called, and she came to pick me up at school.  I will never forget that drive home from school.  My mother kept demanding to know what I thought I was doing trying to skip school, and I kept telling her she didn't want to know.  Finally, I broke down and told her I was pregnant.  She screamed at me, "You're just a baby yourself, you can't have a baby!"  
Since I had missed the first appointment, I had to call and reschedule the abortion.  My mother drove me.  It was just like a normal doctor's office, and the room they took me to looked like any other exam room.  The nurses were very nice, all smiles.  I lay down on the table draped in one of those paper gowns and started shivering.  One very sweet nurse brought a blanket and draped it over me.  "It will all be over quickly," she said.  The doctor came in the room, and began talking to the nurses.  He looked over at me and said, "This might be a little uncomfortable, but it won't take long."  He turned on a machine that purred almost like a cat.  Then he inserted the speculum, which hurt more than I imagined it would.  He kept telling me to breathe deeply and relax, but that was almost impossible. The suction felt like someone was jabbing my abdomen from the inside.  The sound of the suction reminded me of a dentist’s office.  I closed my eyes and told myself it would all be over soon.
After the doctor finished, he left without another word.  The nurse helped me sit up, and gave me a pad because of the bleeding.  I remember feeling very relieved, like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders.  I got dressed, feeling much better than I did when I walked in the room.  I actually smiled at the nurse when she came back in the room.  I told her I was glad to have it all over with.  
My behavior changed over the next few years.  I became more promiscuous, drank alcohol, and partied.  My wonderful college career was put on hold when I was suspended for one semester due to my low grade point average.  I moved home, worked, fell in with the "wrong crowd," and continued my partying.  By the time I was 19, I was pregnant again.  This time, I told no one.  I drove myself to the clinic and shed no tears.  I remember little about that day, I have almost completely blocked it from my memory.
For close to 10 years, I denied any regret or sadness over my abortions.  I remember telling a close friend in college that it was one of the best decisions I had ever made, because it allowed me to continue with my plans.  It was not until I married and tried to have children that I discovered just how far reaching those two decisions were.
A diagnosis of infertility due to scarred and blocked fallopian tubes was the first step in my emotional downward spiral.  The doctor told me that the scarring was most likely the result of an untreated infection.  My husband and I tried for several years to have a child with no success.  The guilt and shame that I denied for so long broke through the surface, and I went into a depression that lasted close to 5 years.  The secret pain gnawed at my heart, and I felt like the worst person on the face of the Earth.
My husband, out of worry and desperation, called a counselor and made an appointment for me.  I went, only because he didn't really leave me much choice.  That counseling session was the first in a series of interactions that led to healing and peace.  I worked with her for a couple of months, and she referred me to a group specifically for post-abortive women.  I went through the Bible study "Rainbows in the Night," and for the first time really grieved both my decisions and my aborted children.  I received peace and forgiveness from God, and was finally able to forgive myself.  

I now have three adopted children.  They are gifts from a gracious and merciful God who loves me.  God took the ashes of my decisions and created something beautiful, as only He can do.


