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Praise God for his unfailing love
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By Marianne, USA
My life has never been a bed of roses.  My father, a Vietnam vet, was a monster whom we feared. I was raised in a strict Catholic Church, but never knew Jesus; I just knew "of" Him.  I latched on to any boy/man who would have me.  I had sex for the first time at 14, suffered a miscarriage at 17, and had my 1st abortion at age 19.  I was engaged to the man who would be my first husband. He didn't want to be a father yet so he forced me into a corner and made me choose.  Having low self-esteem and thinking no one else would have me, I agreed and drove myself, alone, to the clinic.  I remember crying out to God, but didn't hear Him.

The clinic was the cleanest I had been to, but it was very cold, sterile and rehearsed.  The nurses showed no emotion as they counseled me and the other 25 girls about the other options, like adoption. I wouldn't listen.  Before the procedure, the doctor came in and tried one last time to stop me.  He explained everything, but I was going to a cold, dark place in my heart.  I was alone, or so I thought.

Right after the abortion I couldn't wait to get out of there.  I started to drive home, but I ended up in a bar.  I thought God had totally abandoned me.  For a long time after that I drank and smoked and cheated on my husband who had affairs of his own.

I had my first son at 25.  Afterward, my husband and I separated. I met a man, got pregnant, and had another abortion.  The nightmares started a few months later.  I always heard 2 babies crying in the night.

After my divorce and a lot of partying, I met my second husband.  I wasn't expecting to get married again.  And God has such a sense of humor that he blessed me with a man I would have NEVER picked for myself!  We got married, got pregnant within 3 months, and I had my second son.  

Then I got pregnant 5 months after having my 2nd son.  My husband told me to "get rid of it."  I had a 5 year old, a new baby, no job, no one to help me, and no where to go, so once again I drove alone to have an abortion.  

The clinic was on the 2nd floor of an old, outdated office building.  The door was falling off, and the office was small and smelled bad.  I remember waiting to walk in and feeling someone watching me.  I looked across the way and there was a person, not necessarily male or female that smiled at me.  I was put at ease.  

There must have been 75 girls crammed into an incredibly small room.  We were the "first" of 3 sessions that ran 6 days a week (not on Sunday).  That’s a lot of pain and suffering.

I was taken back, prepped, and told to lie down.  I was looking at a door and saw the "doctor" on a rolling chair.  He rolled between the 3 rooms do the procedures.  When he rolled to me, I heard the girl in the other room crying.  He started my abortion without a word.  I heard the suction start and after a minute or so I had severe pain.  I happened to look over and saw the glass jar where my baby was being discarded.  Right there, out in the open.  I went crazy yelling and screaming.  The doctor squeezed my leg hard told me to stop.  When I did not, he yelled at the nurse to shut me up.

When it was finally over I was told to get dressed and go to the "recovery" room.  This was a joke; the room was about 8x8 with a small exam table that 8 of us shared until we were released.

I tried to block out my abortions, but after the last one I was very messed up physically, emotionally, and mentally.  A month after the hellish procedure, I had to have a hysterectomy.  One month after that, Christ called me and I was baptized, washed clean in His blood. Praise God for His grace, mercy, and unfailing love!

About a year after my re-birth, I began feeling a tug at my heart and I researched support groups for abortion survivors.  I found Rachel's Vineyard.  It was ironic that the retreat I attended was led by a Catholic Church.  They showed me that Jesus wanted to take my guilt and my heavy heart away.  I learned that my children, even my miscarried child, were all waiting for me with the Lord.  I was able to name them and celebrate their lives in Christ Jesus.

As I write this I still get emotional and cry, but now it's because God had saved me from hell and is using my past to reach out to others.  I am the proud mother to 6 children - 4 boys and 2 girls.  I have been blessed immensely by God.  He has healed me through pain!

