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The Lord never gave up on me
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By Donda, North Carolina, USA
In May 1985, I was 16 years old and pregnant.  I was scared to death.  Having been raised in a church by both of my Christian parents, I was a prime target for the whisperings of the Deceiver:

·        It’s your body, and it is your choice.  

·        Everybody at church is going to be talking about you!  You are going to bring shame to your family by choosing life for this baby 

·        You’re too young to have a child.

·        What about all your plans for college, and a future?

·        Its just a mass of tissue. 

·        Abort it, and your problems will all be over!  

I remember going into the clinic.  The place was very cold.  It was like an assembly line.  Women sat there telling each other why they were there, each of them trying to justify it in their minds and to stay convinced that it was the right decision.  I just listened, and I kept telling myself that I had to do this. 

Soon my turn came.  The nurse took me into the room. I lay down on the table, and she showed me a poster they had on the ceiling.  It was a cartoon drawing of a mountain with lots of little men all over it.  She said, "I want you focus on that poster, count all those little men, and tell me how many there are when we are finished."   I didn’t understand why she was telling me to do this until the procedure started.  It hurt worse than anything I had ever felt in my whole life.  The nurse stood beside me, holding my hand and trying to remind me to look at the poster so I wouldn’t jerk or jump.  But I couldn’t count those men.  All I could do was feel that pain, and hear the sound of the vacuum that was taking life from my womb.  Tears ran down my face.  

"Well", I thought, "it’s done.  It is time to move on with my life and put this behind me."  But the period of relief lasted only a very short while.  Little did I know that it was not the end of a problem, but just the beginning of many more.  The reality of what I had done was setting in.  I knew in my heart that I had made a terrible decision.  I felt so lost, so dark, and so far away from God.  The Deceiver was whispering new things in my ear:

·        Look at what you’ve done.

·        God could never forgive that.

·        How old would your baby be today?

·        You need to be punished.

·        You are worthless.

·        You are hopeless.

I believed those lies, yet again.  I began to abuse drugs and alcohol.  I needed to escape my pain, and I needed to punish and destroy myself.  I couldn’t bear to think about the abortion anymore, and this was the only way I knew to get away from it.  

Self-destruction was sounding pretty good because I didn’t deserve anything better.  I had so much anger and bitterness inside of me because of what I had become, that I didn’t care what happened to me anymore.  Even my partying buddies told me to slow down, but my world was dark and gray.  

With the partying lifestyle came the promiscuous behavior.  What a better way to be self-destructive than to let yourself be used up?  As a result, I found myself facing yet another pregnancy scare.  Oh no, not again!  

I remembered seeing an ad in the newspaper for a place that gave free pregnancy tests.  I called and made an appointment.  It was a crisis pregnancy center.  I met with a counselor there named Jo, and I reluctantly shared with her that I had already experienced one abortion.  I told her that if I was pregnant, I would probably abort again.  It was the only way I knew to handle such a situation.  
She let me watch a video while she performed my pregnancy test in another room.  I don’t remember exactly what was on that video, but I remember realizing what I had done to my first child, and it impacted me greatly.  I remember the tears that flowed with that realization.  Jo saw that I was upset when she came back into the room, and she gave me a box of Kleenex.  She sat down and very compassionately said, “Sweetie, your test was positive.”  My heart just sank.  I had done it AGAIN.  How was I going to tell Mom and Dad that I’d messed up . . . AGAIN?  But Jo shared the truth with me about my baby.  This little person inside of me had a heartbeat, fingers and toes, and all of its organs were intact and functioning and growing.  She promised that I would not have to go through the pregnancy alone, and they would help with maternity clothes, a crib, a shoulder, whatever I needed.  

To make a long story a little shorter, I told my parents and my boyfriend (whom I knew a whole 3 months).  We married in the 1st semester of my senior year in high school.  Very shortly after graduating, I gave birth to a beautiful, healthy, 9 lbs.-12 oz. baby boy.  When I looked at my parents holding their grandson that day, I think I saw all disappointment in me evaporate.  I was so glad that I chose life for that little boy.  

I wish I could say we lived happily ever after, but I was still caught in the Deceiver’s web, and he was not finished with me yet.  When my son was 10 months old, my husband decided he didn’t want to be a husband and a father anymore.  We were both 19 and the novelty had worn off, so he left us.  I was now a single mother with a broken heart, and I cried myself to sleep every night.  I wanted to die; I was miserable.  I coped the only way I knew how, with drugs and alcohol.  My world was dark, sad, and godless as it was after my abortion.  Then, I met a guy who had the same mindset about life that I did. We did drugs together; we moved in together, faced drug-related charges together, ran off and eloped together.  

During all of those years, the Lord never gave up on me.  He was continually calling me back, but I was not listening.  My parents kept asking me to come to church, but I always found excuses not to go.  Deep down inside, I knew I didn’t deserve to be sitting in the house of God.  In an effort to get my mother off my back, I decided to go one Sunday.  I hated it!  That preacher said everything I did NOT want to hear; he shined light on some of my dark stuff.  I had become comfortable in my misery and I was content to just stay there.  It was my way of life.  

When my father decided to be baptized, my mother invited me.  I knew I needed to be there to support my dad, so I went.  While I was sitting there watching my dad profess his faith in the Lord Jesus, the Holy Spirit stirred up my soul.  I don’t think I had seen my dad be in a more humble position, and the Lord used that to speak to me.  By end of the service, I was holding tight to the pew and tears streaming down my face.  I wanted to go forward, but I just couldn’t do it.  The Deceiver was whispering in my ear again:

·        You’re not good enough.

·        You’re going to lose all your friends because they’re going to think you’re a Jesus Freak.

·        You will never be free to get high again.

I listened, and I didn’t go forward, but I couldn’t stay away from that church.  I continued going every Sunday for about 2 months.  After waking up on New Year’s Day 1994 after a night of partying, I realized that the freedom to get high wasn’t freedom at all.  It was bondage.  I knew that I needed the Lord Jesus, and the Holy Spirit was pulling hard at my heart.  I began hearing a new voice:

·        I want you back.

·        I love you.

·        My blood I shed on Calvary was enough to cover every single sin of every single human being, including you.

·        Come to me and let me make you clean!

·        I want to heal you.

·        Don’t worry about your baby, he is safe with me, and you can see him one day.

On January 9, 1994, I walked down that isle, and I told Jesus I accepted His offer.  Oh what a change.  Words cannot describe what happened in my life!  It was like blinders had been removed from my eyes.  I was seeing things in a totally new light.  His blood WAS enough to cover my sin . . . . ALL of it.  The Lord showed me that He was faithful and began healing my wounded spirit.  

I had no idea He was going to take me to volunteer training at a crisis pregnancy center.  I had no idea it would be the same one that gave me the free pregnancy test.  I had no idea that He would use that center to show me ultimate healing through their post-abortion support group and Bible study.  

I had no idea that he would use my abortion to help other women heal from theirs through those support groups.  I had no idea that I would one day be on staff as the Director of another local center for a time, and then on staff at another center later teaching parenting skills to young women who are facing crisis pregnancies and helping them with their material needs, just like I was helped when I was 17.  I especially had no idea that God could take the ugly, dark, web of deceit that I was tangled up in and use it for His glory. 
