[image: image1.jpg]EPHESIANS 5:11

il

FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT

METAMORPHOSE

A Catholic Ministry for Exposing the Truth about Alternative Medicine, the Occult in Reiki &
Pranic Healing and Oriental Spiritual Exercises of the New Age Movement

For queries and detailed information, please call on MICHAEL PRABHU

MICHAEL PRABHU, #12, Dawn Apartments, 22, Leith Castle South Street, Chennai 600 028, INDIA.
Phone : +91 (44) 24611606. e-mail : michaelprabhu@vsnl.net website : www.ephesians-511.net



                                                                                          MAY 2012
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 247
Christ within me
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/1490-christ-within-me                                              

By Heather, Colorado, USA
"Can a mother forget the baby at her breast and have no compassion on the child she has borne? Though she may forget, I will not forget you!" (Isaiah 49:15)

Sixteen years later, I am still traumatized. Shaken awake in the middle of the night, quivering and terrified, I am enveloped in a cold sweat. I continue to hear the nightmarish echo of slurping and sloshing sounds from the deafening hum of the suction aspirator machine. 

I vividly recollect the day I first heard that dreadful appliance. I was barely seventeen years old, and through my promiscuity and instability, discovered I was pregnant. By this time, I had sampled the majority of illegal drugs, eventually even acid and cocaine. Somehow, I had not become addicted to any of these monsters, except the trouncing of my dignity. 

I suppose I was a Christian, but I did not truly believe in anything. I was naïve, frightened, distraught, and in a frenetic panic mode. I did not inform anyone of my pregnancy, not my parents, no chummy girlfriends, not even the father of the child. I selfishly did not want him, or anyone else, to challenge my decision to have an abortion as soon as possible, period. I never thought for one moment about keeping "it," and I completely disconnected my head from my heart, convincing myself that I would partake in a simple, legal procedure and removal of a "split cell." 

My father had always told me that I would end up, "barefoot and pregnant," and I would not permit him the satisfaction of telling me he was right. To my surprise, I did not need parental consent for an abortion. However, permission was required to obtain an aspirin from the high-school nurse!

I will never forget walking into that Planned Parenthood abortion clinic. I recall hoping and wishing that I would not be confronted by "fervent and radical" picketers. Unfortunately, I was not, as there was nobody there. I often wonder what I may have dome if someone had told me what I was about to do, or how developed my baby was. Conversely, I was vacant, and effortlessly entered the building. It was like a scene from an outlandish movie. I gradually walked down a sinister, narrow, and seemingly endless hallway. I eventually ended up staring at a woman through a medium-sized window, behind what appeared to be bulletproof glass! It was like entering a police station, preparing for an interrogation. Through a miniature, circular opening in the glass, I whispered my name and she buzzed me inside. I sauntered through this substantially heavy door, with numerous locks. I was crumpled over, knowing I was adding yet another failure to my pathetic incessant string of blunders and mistakes. 

Nevertheless, I was indifferent, and actually felt the numb chill inside those clinic walls. The clinic staff was stern and structured, and I was hurriedly pressed through the "process" - fill out these forms, go take a urine test, sit and wait. A plethora of young girls were also waiting. 

One immature woman actually informed me this was her fourth abortion, and it was "no big deal." No one else could even look at each other. They called our names, one-by-one. 

Finally summoned, I was ushered into an exam room for an ultrasound. As a woman squirted chilly jelly on my belly and began to stare at my living baby, I swiftly grabbed the ultrasound monitor and looked at it. I do not know why I did this; I truly never expected to see anything. The nurse was totally stunned and dismayed; she fearfully looked up at another woman who was obviously a supervisor. The "boss" immediately took over, and figuratively pointed out my organs, placenta, everything but the baby. I squinted, staring at this grey, shadowy, but moving "beat" on the screen. I was taken aback. I finally attempted to ask, "Is that the heartb…" and I stopped myself. No way, I thought, that could not be the baby’s heartbeat, there was no baby yet! 
At seventeen, I persuaded myself that I must have been seeing my own pulse or some throbbing innards. "It’s just a split cell, right?" I asked the nurse instead. "Oh, of course dear," she answered me. I uneasily shook my head. Seemingly satisfied with herself, she escorted me out of that room. I was still thinking about the diminutive "beating," I had just witnessed, but because of denial and self-centeredness, I did not stop. 

I was never given "counseling." They did not care what my rationale was or why I was there. There were no other choices offered, just what I should do after I "terminate." I truly knew nothing about fetal development; they didn’t suggest keeping the baby, giving the baby up for adoption, or having that baby in any way. They simply reassured my "proper" decision and shuffled me from room to room. Everything about the process was negation of life.   

The doctor came into the "procedure room," succinctly introduced himself, and instantaneously began. The suction machine was flipped on, that ghastly, piercing drone that continues to wake me today. The horrendous pain took me by surprise and I tried to sit up, only to have my chest pushed down by the doctor. He rigidly pressed one hand on my upper stomach, and one on the catheter that thrust in and out of me, removing my baby. The doctor did not even know my name, and called me "Hon." In my obvious alarm, he said, "Its OK Hon, almost finished." 

The room started to spin as excruciating cramps pierced through me. In minutes that felt like hours, it was finished. The aloof doctor and one nurse swiftly gathered their things, and left me laying alone on that cold metal gurney. He did not say another word to me, he just left. 

After a moment, I slowly lifted up my head and witnessed the doctor pushing a cart with a sizeable, clear glass "beaker" atop it, down the hallway. There was so much blood in the container, in excess of a half gallon. I thought that the "contents" could not possibly be from me, but it probably was. I wanted to peer into that bottle, I wanted to see what was in it, but all I could see was blood. I lay helpless and immobile on that table for what seemed like an eternity. 

The "recovery room" was infinitesimal, and brimming with young women, all in immense pain, their eyes brimming with sorrow. At that moment, the nausea arrived. Soon, I was leaning over one filthy toilet with four other women. We all struggled for a tiny opening to vomit in. A nurse irritably told us all to go sit down, literally pulling our shirts away from the toilet’s edge. 

A brown paper bag filled with condoms and birth control pills was shoved into my hands, and I was quite literally pushed out the door. I limped away, sheer emptiness setting in immediately. I was not told that I would not be able to look at my own disgraceful reflection in a mirror, or that my confidence and self-respect would be gone immediately. 

I told myself I would never, ever, do such an atrocious thing again. Although relief was the only emotion that I DID NOT feel, I buried that appalling day for over ten years. Did I change my lifestyle and "learn my lesson?" No. My destructive lifestyle left me pregnant again within a year, but this time, things were different.  

I jumped into a whirlwind relationship and soon discovered I was pregnant. Thankfully, my boyfriend asked me to marry him and I happily accepted. My happiness was short-lived as my fiancé committed suicide one night in our apartment.  After returning to pack my few belongings, I was startled by the doorbell. A delivery man brought a wedding gift that made me realize I had gone from planning a wedding to planning a funeral, in addition to becoming a single mother. I felt I "deserved" this pain and was being punished for my abortion.  

I faced days totally exhausted from the hot sting of tears in my eyes, and I wanted my pain to go away too. However, I refused to quit, and the emerging baby within me kept me alive. 

Sadly, my parents insisted that I abort. I refused. They repeatedly lied to me to coerce me to terminate. They went as far and low as to take me to an abortion clinic under the guise that I was seeing an OB/GYN to, "make sure everything was OK." When a doctor entered the examination room, and casually asked me if I was "ready,” I questioned what I was preparing for? He nonchalantly replied, "To terminate your pregnancy." I snapped and screamed at the doctor until my face went scarlet. Women actually left the clinic! I practically climbed out a back window. 

I moved out of my house, went on welfare, and had the baby, alone. Around 29, I finally found God and became a "real" Christian. I confessed the sin of my abortion to the Lord and knew He had forgiven me; I just needed to forgive myself. God helped me realize that in trying to push the bad memories under the rug of my consciousness, I kept myself from discovering the happiness beneath the sorrow, and how to use my experiences to help others. 

I named the child I aborted, Joshua Michael, and gave him a memorial plaque at an "Unborn Memorial." Underneath his name reads Isaiah 49:15, for the Lord never forgot him. Healing does not mean forgetting, I will always regret what I did, and will yearn for my baby until the blessed day I join him in Heaven.  
I have become heavily involved in the pro-life movement. I frequently "protest" against abortion, attend ample meetings, sidewalk counsel pregnant women, donate, write government officials and newspapers, address churches, speak to neighbors surrounding the abortion clinics, join "life chains," my car is a life billboard, just about everything and anything I could/can be involved in. Thus, I have been spit on, cussed out, punched, received numerous "hand signals," egged, threatened, flashed, photographed and harassed by police, and even soaked with a "Super-Soaker" water gun. If I possess any courage, it derives solely from the strength I have received from God. I merely placed my suffering in larger hands. Like Paul, (Romans 5:3, 2 Corinthians 11:23, 2 Corinthians 6:4-10), I appreciate my anguish! 

"You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good, the saving of many lives" (Genesis 50:20, NIV). I love the Lord Jesus Christ with all my heart. He is my life source, my daily bread, my living water, and everything I shall ever need! The valleys in my life would become even more unfathomably deep, and the wretched attacks on my heart would become additionally fierce and unrelenting, without Christ within me.  

