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By Maura, New Jersey, USA
I became pregnant when I was nineteen.  At that time in my life, I treated my body and allowed the father to treat my body like it was worthless.  I smoked two packs of cigarettes a day, drank excessively and even abused marijuana.  I thought very little of myself.  I saw no point in life, other than to numb unprocessed pain and engage in life-threatening behaviors that would eventually lead to death.  I had been raised "Catholic" but didn't really understand true love let alone that anyone could ever love me.  

When I found out I was pregnant, in the back of my closest friend's employer's shop bathroom, I immediately began to sob uncontrollably.  I was going into my junior year of college, I thought that pregnancy would end my education, my relationship with my family, my life as I knew it.  I felt as if I had no choice but to abort.  Before ever even getting involved with the father intimately, I asked him if he had ever "gotten a girl pregnant" and what "he would do" if I became pregnant.  "Abort, obviously" was his reply.  I chose to have relations with him anyway. "What's the point," I'd think, "We'll use protection.  It won't happen to me."  

With my friend driving, I went to his house immediately after the test came back positive, sobbing.  His twin brother answered the door.  He called for the father, who came down storming mad, yelling at me about making unannounced visits, (most likely so he could have multiple sexual partners).  I told him and he just yelled more about being unannounced and asked when I was going to the clinic.  I was in shock.  I can barely remember the rest of that day.  

I didn't go to the clinic right away.  Looking back as I write this, I do believe my friend advised me to "sleep on it."  I couldn't stop thinking about how this was the first great-grandchild of my father's parents, who had 9 children.  The first niece of my brother's and sister's, my parent's first grandchild.  Still, I knew I couldn't go to them with this news.  I couldn't count on them for help.  I really had this one friend, and no one else.  She was very "supportive."  "Maura, I'll be here for you, no matter what you decide." And she was.

Sometime soon after (the next day I think), we looked up the local Planned Parenthood in the phone book.  She came with me into the clinic.  I remember the other women in there were all looking down at their shoes.  No one made eye contact.  Everyone was there for the same reason. To terminate.  There were even young children, a few toddlers, present. But still it was so quiet.  When I went in, I spoke with a counselor first who asked me how I got pregnant.  "I was drunk.  We used a condom but it slipped off and I didn't even feel it."  The counselor advised me that if I were to continue "these behaviors", I would most likely contract HIV/AIDS.  I wanted to crawl under a table.  She then asked me what I wanted to do, saying "you have 3 "choices" to terminate, adopt or carry to term and raise the baby", providing no help or guidance in how I were to be able to carry out the latter 2 choices.  I still felt hopeless. At that time the words fell out of my mouth, "I have to abort. I have no other choice."

I then went in for an exam, urine test to confirm I was pregnant and a pelvic, no ultrasound.  The urine test came back positive and an appt. was made to come back.  I don't know how far along I was but I was told that I didn't want to wait too long.   I continued to drink, even more, hoping in some way that the alcohol would make everything go away. "What's the point, this baby's going to die." Secretly I wished for death for myself as well. 

Before my next appointment, I contracted a bladder/kidney infection. I went to the PP who then sent me to a Catholic hospital ER to get medicated and was told that I could not schedule "the procedure" until that cleared up.  14 days passed and it was time to go.  In that time, I started having symptoms, food cravings, aversion to the cigarettes.  I gave up smoking because of their new-found foulness, changes in my breasts.  My mother used to buy me cigarettes and we would smoke on our way to work together.  When this stopped, I think she knew what was going on but said nothing.  My friend laughed with me about needing to pull over into a diner for the need for fruit salad.  She even offered to help me raise the baby if my parents threw me out.  I still felt hopeless.  God was providing me to take a chance on Him and this baby.  I was so lost and blind.  

Upon entering the Catholic Hospital's ER for my infection, I told the admitting nurse that I was pregnant when she asked me if I had any medical conditions.  She congratulated me.  As I sat alone in the ER behind a curtain, I tried not to weep out loud.  How could I find joy in this?  
After my medication was finished, I went back to PP for the 3rd time.  This time, I had to make an appt. in another hospital to have the procedure done.  I must have been too far for the clinic.  I don't even know if they performed them on that site or just made referrals.  This time it was to a Jewish hospital much further away because "They'll perform them there."  

I made the appt. and told the father. He made arrangements to come (at the insistence of my friend).  The night before, I couldn't stop singing "Goodnight my Angel" by Billy Joel.  I couldn't sleep. I just cried silently so no one would hear me.  The next morning the father, my friend and this time, my little sister (who was only 15, I needed someone to be with me to help me drive home from my friend's, I thought, and felt like I needed her close) went to the hospital.  The father was more concerned about me having to go under general anesthesia.  I was upset about the fact that I was going to have our child killed.  I questioned him about his priorities.  "You're upset because I'm going under, but I'm going under to kill our baby?"  He retorted that he was concerned that I wasn't going to wake up again.  After getting my gown on, and waiting on a gurney, still with that lullaby in my head, trying not to weep, a handsome young surgeon came by, complimented my beauty, asked me if I was married and what I was doing here, he was an angel. "I'm being prepped for a 'TOP'", as the registration clerk called it.  She was very quick to reassure me that by paying in cash, no one would ever know about this, it would never be on any record. "What's that?"  he asked. "A Termination of Pregnancy." "Oh, my." And he quickly walked away.  

Soon after, I was wheeled into the OR.  I remember seeing the container that I now know held the remains of my rendered baby.  I remembered that at some point I thought that this might be justifiable if the remains could be used for science.  That never happened.  The mask came down over my face, I counted back from 10 and woke up a few hours later in pain in the recovery room.  I had a D&C I think.  My womb ached.  I had trouble sitting in the car.  I felt emotionally numb. Like something was missing, different.  Not just a blob of tissue was gone, like one "friend" said.  

I was instructed to avoid intercourse and not use tampons for six weeks.  The father was upset.  Those six weeks gave me time to realize that the mistake wasn't the pregnancy, it was ever getting involved with this "man".  When six weeks was up, I was back at school and he came knocking, looking for me at my dorm.  I told him that if he wanted a relationship with me it was going to be chaste.  I wasn't going to go through "that" again.  I couldn't take the chance.  He just continued to pressure me and my friends, stalking me, harassing them.  That finally ended our relationship.  

That fall, by baptismal grace and a longing for the kind of love and joy I saw in my Catholic friends, I went on retreat and confessed the abortion.  I knew deep within me, that I needed to take this first step towards healing.  Healing that only confession could bring.  Still, I was a wreck.  I remained chaste for two years but continued to drink, even more.  Our chaplain, whom I was close to, went on sabbatical.  One of my favorite professors transferred to another university.  I felt like the real men in my life, whom I looked to like fathers, were gone.  I sought counseling from the school and met with an intern who later ended up making inappropriate comments towards me and many of the other girls who went to go see him.  That ended counseling.  Finally, I broke my chastity when on a trip to England with a college group.  I blew through money on alcohol and ended up having a one-night stand.  Later that semester, a boy at our college posted a sign on the dining room door listing the easiest girls on campus.  I was number one.  Although my baby's life ended, mine continued on.  Death didn't come for me.  Thank God that it didn't.  My baby would've been fifteen this March, a freshman in high school.  I think he would've been a boy and I have named him Joshua.  I know that our Blessed Mother holds him now and that one day, God willing, I may too be rewarded with finally being able to sing the Divine Praises with him.  I have dedicated my online presence on Facebook to promoting the truth about abortion and the culture of death.  This has not strengthened my relationship with many in my family but it's the least I can do for Joshua. 

In the years since being number one on the campus's most promiscuous list I finished my education, got a music teaching job, and met my husband, (after deciding not to date and just focus on my work).  Although we didn't remain chaste until marriage, we waited and he knew about my past choice and how it affected me before we ever became intimate.  I knew as well that he would not force me into an abortion if I ever became pregnant.  

It wasn't until I was pregnant with our first child, and heard and saw her heartbeat at only eight weeks gestation, that I began to think again, daily, about Joshua.  I knew now that I had to have been at least eight weeks, if not more, when the abortion occurred.  I knew every day that my second blessing from above was growing inside of me, that this gift was something I selfishly denied my first.  Through counseling, and a full return to the faith, thanks in great part to the talented preaching of our local parish pastor who's zeal for souls outweighs public sentiment and love for Christ in the poor and suffering, and even more in the Blessed Sacrament brought me to understand just how much indeed Our Father loves me and how much His Only Son has done and continues to do for me, and through the new gift of life growing inside of me, did I really begin to understand my own human dignity and did I really begin to heal.  The unconditional love of my husband was really unrequited for the first 5 years of our marriage.  I couldn't love him if I didn't love myself.  Yet, like Christ, my dear husband waited for me patiently, sacrificed for me his need to have that love requited, among so many other sacrifices.  

Now I am pregnant with our 4th child.  Our 3rd was taken home to Our Lord in a miscarriage early in pregnancy.  To my children who will inherit the society we leave behind, I am dedicated to spreading the culture of life and true love.  I will be there for them when they fall to help lift them up.  I owe that to them. Many of those family members and old high school and college acquaintances I have on Facebook still do not know why I am so pro-life, so anti-artificial birth control.  My pro-choice acquaintances like to peg me as just a mindless lamb following an arcane pope and out-of-touch church. This past Feast of the Annunciation I was actually able to speak about the abortion to our associate pastor.  This testimony is the first time I've ever written about Joshua.  I am still healing, but I just can't remain silent about it anymore. Thank you for being there.  Seeing for the first time the images of abortion on priestsforlife.com was a pivotal moment in my life, turning me from a pro-choice, but I'd personally never go through it again. Cafeteria Catholic to this never in any case Orthodox Catholic today.  

