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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 239
The truth would have saved a lot of unborn babies
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/1503-the-truth-would-save-a-lot-of-unborn-babies                                      

By Lauren, NH, USA
It was the first week of my junior year in college when took the pregnancy test. 

I sat on the floor of my dorm room’s bathroom, completely afraid and lacking any sense of logical direction. All my brain could come up with was my parents are going to kill me; my parents are going to kill me. I had an overwhelming desire to keep my baby. Even though I was in disbelief about its existence, I wanted my baby. 

I am not going to mention who I told, because the decision ended with me. In any case, after a battle to save my baby, I cowardly gave in. Planned Parenthood convinced me, with an undetailed transvaginal ultrasound at 5 weeks gestation, that what was inside me was only a white blotch on a screen, just cells or something of the sort . . . not a baby. Not my baby. 

And so, I took the pill that ended the "non-existent" baby's life. I guess Planned Parenthood feels that lying to women about the development of their babies will somehow protect them from the truth of what they did. But the truth would save a lot of unborn babies. 

As I lay in my dorm room alone, curled over with cramping, it was no longer possible to deny the existence of what was now leaving me. I tried to go on as if none of it had happened to me. And for all I consciously knew, I was doing a good job of it. But the guilt crept in and manifested itself in all aspects of my life. Subconsciously it was all my brain thought about. My relationship with myself changed, and that trickled down to everything. My grades slipped, I couldn't concentrate, I was irritable, and didn't care as much for my relationships with others. 

My inner strength was diminished. I felt guilt and a desire to rectify the situation. I became pregnant six months later. Maybe I was careless because I feared I may never be pregnant again and wanted to know if I could. Like so many I thought abortion would make me sterile, and all I wanted for my life was to be a mother. So, six months later and pregnant — all the same "reasons" for it not to be "Okay" were still in place. My schooling, future, family, etc., and to add to that was the first hand knowledge of how the news was received the first time. 

My great-grandmother used to say if you allow yourself to do something once it's a lot easier to allow yourself to do it again. This time I was already numb. I already convinced myself that it was an ordinary gynecological appointment, and denied any attachment to what was inside me, and what I was about to do — again. 

I sat in the waiting room of Planned Parenthood with about 50 other people. I never saw so many people at a clinic before. Everyone was with someone but me, but I didn't think anything of it. Girls were with boyfriends, friends, and mothers; women with their husbands. It seemed like a wait for any doctor’s appointment. Some girls were laughing together, people casually talking amongst themselves. No one was crying, no one looked sad, not one female in the room looked like they were about to take their child's life. And I truly believe not one of them allowed themselves to think that. 

Agencies like Planned Parenthood have made abortion seem like a birth-control option, and women have believed the lies that make them deny the existence of their own babies. The nurse called my name. It was as I walked through the door and heard a girl screaming in agony as her baby was being suctioned from her, that I realized I was in an abortion clinic and all the girls and women in that waiting room were there for one reason only. I, along with other girls, was brought from one room to another, like we were cattle, no emotions being shared. One room to be asked questions, another to change, another to wait. 

I was sitting in the hospital robe next to a girl who was about my age. She told me she had two kids at home and this was her second abortion. They brought me into the room to have the "procedure." I don't think they even closed the door. I remember every detail of the experience. 
Afterwards, they wheeled me into a room with a line of girls eating saltines and drinking ginger ale. No one spoke or looked at each other. 

The room was silent making the screams from down the hall even louder. 

The next girl to be wheeled in was the one laughing with her friends in the waiting room. I knew the screams that I had just heard from down the hall were hers. Her face was red and her eyes swollen. She was crying and sobbing uncontrollably. I felt the loss of her innocence as I watched the brightness of her teenage carefree smile from the waiting room was extinguished, and in its place a grieving mother who will forever mourn the loss of her child. 

All of us who have sat in those chairs, eating saltines and drinking ginger ale, know that denial and lies never cover over reality and truth. I feel like I carry a scarlet letter. 

I have sought forgiveness (God forgives, but I don't know if it possible to forgive myself), and in my life God has shown me the way to redemption:  It is in protecting women and their unborn. I am blessed to have a son, and when I look at him, hold him, hug him, I am so thankful for the mercy of God. I am silent no more for the children I lost and the ones I hope to help save as their mothers gain strength and truth from my story, and the stories of all who are silent no more. 

