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By Karen, Colorado, USA
My abortion took place when I was 24.  I had graduated from college, was single, had my first "real" job, and was living on my own.  My boyfriend was finishing college in another city.  When I suspected I was pregnant, I rationalized that my only option was abortion because of finances and timing.  I also wanted to hide my behavior.  I had no spiritual life at the time. 

I went to a Planned Parenthood clinic.  I walked in to confirm my pregnancy and walked out confident and encouraged that I was making the right decision AND with an appointment for an abortion.  I don’t remember discussing options nor receiving much information.  I was relieved they didn’t look down their noses at me and they made me feel like it was no big deal.  

I told no one I was pregnant, not even the father. So I drove to the clinic myself.  I was petrified that someone would see me.  I remember whispering my name at the receptionist desk and keeping my head down in the waiting room.  It was cold and no one was looking around.  I was taken to a counseling room to fill out forms.  I remember a "counselor" and a "trainee" were with me.  They were very compassionate while encouraging me that I was making the right choice.  They briefly told me what the procedure would be like and the next thing I remember is being on a table and in stirrups.  I remember the sound of the vacuum, the pain, and the small talk of the nurses trying to distract me and make me laugh.  There was a coldness to the doctor.  I don’t remember him speaking.  After the abortion, I was taken into a cold, bare room and shown a lounge chair to lie on, one with plastic webbing just like at the pool. I was given a glass of orange juice.  I had to lie about driving myself home so I could leave. 

I don’t remember that night; I was by myself though because I still hadn’t told anyone.  I had to go to work the next day and remember feeling empty (almost numb), tired and drained.  Within a couple of days, I did tell the father, who is my husband today.  We cried together and then never spoke of it again for more than 20 years.  

I felt different about myself and my life after my abortion.  I thought it would solve a big problem, but it just created bigger ones.  I knew that what I had done was wrong, and I felt embarrassed and disgusted.  I felt I had done the most terrible thing a person could do. Anger and rage welled up inside of me and erupted for the first time shortly after the abortion.  I entertained my first thoughts of suicide. As the years passed, I became more and more angry and bitter on the inside, while maintaining a cool, collected exterior most of the time.  I also experienced self-hatred; regret and sorrow, hopelessness.  I felt like I was going crazy.  I finally spiraled into a depression that resulted in strong suicidal thoughts from which there was a narrow escape.  That is when I finally sought help.  

I didn’t attribute my emotions with the sin of my abortion, so didn’t disclose it. By that time I had buried it so deep that I seldom thought of it.  I was given anti-depressants and sent to therapy.  It made me feel better and I could function again, but there was still a part of me that wasn’t okay. 

During the next several years, I tried to find God, although I didn’t think He could love or accept me.  As He drew me to Him and I surrendered to Him; He nurtured and grew me up in the knowledge of Him. 

Then my 16-year-old daughter became pregnant.  Some family members advised abortion and that opened the floodgates of my memories.  Thankfully, my daughter was not abortion-minded.  As God guided us through the struggles and issues surrounding this teenage pregnancy, He brought me to a women’s conference where I heard a song by Kathy Troccoli and I joined Healing Hearts International Ministries.  Shortly after, I joined a Healing Hearts Bible study, "Binding up the Brokenhearted," that helped me to heal all the wounds from my 20-year-old abortion.  Today, I help other women who’ve had abortions find hope and healing through Healing Hearts Ministries. 
