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By Barbara Allen, Colorado, USA
Growing up was a very lonely time for me.  My father was in the military and I started each school year in a new place, struggling to be accepted and make friends.  I was always the outsider.  Both of my parents were alcoholics and had little time for my sister or me.  My sister and I were not allowed to express feelings.  If we got mad or upset we were told to go to our rooms; Heaven help us if one of us made mother cry (an easy thing to do in her gin-soaked state!)  My father never raised a hand against us – he didn’t have to.  His displeasure was hard enough to bear.

I learned at a very early age that if I wanted to be loved I needed to deny my own feelings and stuff them down hard and deep within me.

In high school, we managed to stay in Northern Virginia for almost 3 years and I finally found acceptance with an artsy, dope-smoking, rebellious crowd.  At 16, I "fell in love."  He was a good Baptist boy.  He did not want to have sex – he knew it was wrong.  I, never having set foot in a church, equated sex with love and convinced him of the same.  We had sex one time and he felt so guilty we didn’t do it again.  I, of course, believed that meant that he didn’t love me.

He graduated the year before me and went off to college.  At the same time my best friend moved across country.  Once again I was alone.  I started hanging out a lot with a friend.  We drank together, got high together, and before you knew it we were having sex.  I needed someone to want me and it didn’t matter who.  There was Crosby, Stills, Nash &Young song out at the time. The lyrics included, "If you can’t be with the one you love, then love the one you’re with."  Of course, we were not careful and I got pregnant near the end of my senior year of high school.

This was in the spring of 1972, the year before Roe V. Wade.  Everyone was talking about women’s rights.  Discussions about abortion, that I heard, centered on political arguments, not spiritual ones.  Abortion was described as a simple procedure – ten minutes and life continues as before. 

I was not in love.  I had just been accepted at college.  My whole life was ahead of me.  I did not even briefly consider having a baby.  In my mind, there was no baby.

Abortion was illegal in Virginia, but a friend of friend knew a man in Washington D.C. who did abortions.  I didn’t have a friend to talk to about the pregnancy and could never have discussed it with my parents.  I made the arrangements and took a bus to the appointment.  I went alone into a mostly empty office building (it was a Saturday).  A cold, unsmiling woman took my cash and ushered me into a room, where she told me to get undressed from the waist down and lie on a cold steel table.  I still had no idea what was going to happen.  

A man came in - I assumed he was a doctor - Who knows?  He spoke very little.  He did not explain what he was doing or what was happening to my body.  I remember he seemed angry and I wondered what I had done wrong.  The pain was excruciating.  At one point I looked to one side and there down on the floor was a large glass container into which the remains of the life inside of me were being sucked.  I felt a moment of panic, but quickly stuffed those feelings down.

I went home and went to bed. That night I had terrible cramps – the worst pain I’d ever experienced.  I was bleeding profusely and feverish, but could not tell anyone.  At some point during the very long night I saw my baby boy.  He looked at me with sad, accusing eyes and suddenly I knew what I had done.  For the first time I was relieved that my parents were too wasted to hear the gut-wrenching sobs coming from my room that night.  I felt my heart had been ripped out of my chest.  By morning I was numb.  I had stuffed those feelings. 

That numbness was to last for nearly thirty years.  
During that time I married and divorced twice and had numerous relationships.  I desperately needed someone to love me, but as soon as someone did I would panic.  I believed that I didn’t deserve to be loved so I would either leave them or do something so awful that they would leave me.  I had two miscarriages during that time – evidence, I thought, that if God existed, He surely was punishing me. 

But at age 35 I was blessed with a beautiful baby girl and God used this child to draw me to Himself.  Before I reached 40, I had accepted Christ and we belonged to a wonderful church family.  During a week of intense teaching on the power of the Holy Spirit, I confessed my abortion and received assurance of God’s forgiveness.  I was relieved and thought that it was finally behind me.  At that church, I met and married a wonderful man and we have a strong, love-filled, Christ-centered marriage.  

But God was not through with me.  He laid upon my heart an intense passion for the pre-born.  I wanted to help them in any way I could.  Eventually I heard a panel speak on post abortion healing and was moved to tears.  Afterward, I approached the woman in charge and asked about volunteer opportunities.  We talked for some time and I told her my story and that I had received forgiveness and healing.  She explained that one of the requirements for assisting with the ministry was to go through the 12-week Bible study.  Inside, I didn’t think it was necessary, but quickly agreed.

That Bible study changed my life!  I discovered that even though God had forgiven me, I had not forgiven myself!  Satan still had a stronghold over me that was keeping me from the life purpose that God had for me.  During that study I learned more about God’s nature and was able to truly accept His mercy, trust that He was caring for my baby, and finally to forgive myself.

Over the next several years I facilitated many small groups for post-abortive women.  Some had carried the secret of their abortions for 40 years or more; some carried fresh scars.  But all of them came out on the other side stronger, healthier, and closer to God.

As long as we are silent, as long as we keep our pasts locked up in that dark place in the depths of our souls, the enemy will keep us from victory.  This is why I am a part of the Silent No More Awareness Campaign.  I want every woman (and man) who has experienced the heart-breaking, gut-wrenching devastation of abortion to know that God still loves them and is holding out His arms to them if only they will turn to Him.  


