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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 232
When Abortion is presented as the Only Choice, It really isn’t A "Choice" At All
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By Kathy, Idaho, USA
I was molested by my stepfather from as far back as I can remember.  He was an alcohol abuser and a hypocritical "religious" man; loved by everyone in the congregation. I learned young that to stay in favor with him and keep peace in the house was to quietly submit. Somehow as I grew older, I developed the mindset that sexual favors are what you give to males in exchange for what you want or need. After he and my mom divorced when I was 14, one of his friends stepped in to be my "boyfriend." When I told my mom, she couldn’t deal with it all, so I was out on the street to fend for myself. I had utterly no self-respect and the only way of preservation that I knew was to "put out," even if only for a night or two. 

At 16 I got pregnant. Who by, I’ll never know. I was thrilled. Finally someone that would love me and be all mine. I got emancipated and got on welfare so I could get a tiny apartment and keep the baby. Immediately, I met a man 16 years older than I that became my new boyfriend and we got a place together. He wanted everyone to think the baby was his.  I had the baby and things went reasonably well until she was a year old and I found myself pregnant with his child. I was shaky but not too upset because after all, we LOVED each other. He’d deal with it and everything would be fine. In reality, he was livid and gave me the ultimatum to have an abortion or he would leave me and the baby that I already had. 

I went to the clinic to get "counseling" about whether or not to have an abortion. Little did I know that the only counseling I would get was pro-abortion. When I asked about having the baby and placing it for adoption, they advised against it because, "Either you will be unable to actually give up the child after it’s born or you’ll never be able to stop thinking about the child and whether or not that child in the crowd might be yours." They gave me all the reasons why I shouldn’t have the baby. Mostly what my boyfriend had told me… We already had one baby, we didn’t need another one. We couldn’t afford another baby. I’d be so tied down I wouldn’t ever be able to go back to school and get a job. (Not that there ever were any plans for me to do either.) I could always have more children later when the timing was better… and after all, it wasn’t really a baby yet, only a glob of tissues forming. It would be terrible if my man left me and then I couldn’t make ends meet for me and my already born child. And besides, God would forgive me for the immorality, why wouldn’t He forgive me for "terminating an unplanned pregnancy"?

I was heartsick. How could this man say he loved me and demand that I murder our baby? Yes, I knew it was murder. No matter how hypocritical my religious upbringing, I at least believed in God and knew that life was life. No one could make me believe otherwise. But I felt helpless. They were all pressuring me and telling me that it would be "best." There was NO ONE to offer even the slightest hope that I could go ahead and have the baby and anything good could come of it. I didn’t have the strength to tell him, "Leave me then." I was afraid. What if they were right? We needed my welfare money, food stamps and his paycheck when he had one, just to make ends meet. There were no options. There was no one to stand with me and give me strength to say no. Ultimately, I made the decision. I can blame no one else for that. So I had the abortion. I cried going in and I was crying when I woke up afterward. From then on, I hated my boyfriend even though we got married that year and tried to get on with our lives. It just wouldn’t work. I could never forgive him for making me choose between him and my unborn baby. Ultimately we divorced. 
For 10 years I didn’t want to get married or have more children because I felt unworthy to have them. Not that I was a Christian at the time, but I thought I’d had my chance to have more children and thrown it back in God’s face. 

After many years, I did become a Bible-believing, Jesus-loving Christian. I found the forgiveness that helped me to get on with my life. I was shocked to find a Christian man who knew my past and wanted to marry me anyway. We’ve had 4 beautiful children together. After they were all in school, I went to college and earned a bachelor’s degree. 

Though I know that I’m forgiven, I will never ever get over the sorrow of having murdered my own child by way of "reproductive choice". When abortion is presented as the only choice, it really isn’t a choice at all. Deep down, no matter how forgiven you are if a Christian, or how hardened you try to be about it if not, it still haunts you forever in ways only another female who has experienced it can understand. 



