[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 – 276
God heard me
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I remember what fun it was living in Manchester, CT, when I was young. We lived on a dead-end road, which gave us a lot of opportunities to spend time in the woods having fun. I went to church every Sunday with my family, and especially loved going out to breakfast after Mass. We went to drive-ins and McDonalds, which was a treat for us. Those were good memories.

I can remember always feeling a need for attention and not feeling very sure of myself. We had a teen center in my town and that is where I met my boyfriend, a guy who knew how to sweet talk a girl and I felt he really cared about me. I was 13 years old and he was 15 and I began sneaking out to see him. I started to smoke and drink with him, he gave me the attention I needed. Then my relationship with my boyfriend became a sexual one and I ended up pregnant. I turned to him for help on what to do. He made it clear that he didn’t want me to go through with the pregnancy and he would try to help by giving me some money to have an abortion. First, he said he had the money, but then he spent it. I was so scared and confused; I didn’t know what to do or where to turn. If I turned to my parents they would know I was sexually active, I couldn’t bear the thought of them knowing.

I ended up going to Planned Parenthood for pregnancy counseling, it’s the only place I knew of. They told me I was so young and I had my whole life in front of me so the best thing to do is have an abortion, but I couldn’t have one there. I would have to go to New York City. Abortion was still illegal in CT. in 1973. Planned Parenthood didn’t show me any pictures or give me any information on what was happening inside my body or on the abortion procedure. They told me it was just a "blob of tissue." I went to my school guidance counselor for help; she stated she couldn’t get involved because she would have to tell my parents. I saw my only option was to go to New York City to have the abortion.

I was alone when I went into the abortion clinic; my ride dropped me off at the door. No one at the clinic asked me how I felt and no choices, besides abortion, were given to me. The nurse took me into a back room and an abortion was performed on me. The minute it started I knew something terrible was happening. When it was over, I stared at this so called "blob of tissue" and part of my soul was torn away; a part of me died that day. I’ll never forget being sent out of the clinic in only a few hours and standing on the streets of New York City, alone, waiting for my ride. I remember crying and crying as I held myself outside that clinic, but no one seemed to care, the streets were crowed with people, but it was as if I didn’t even exist. I wished I hadn’t. 

I wanted the whole thing to go away as though it was a bad dream. I knew I did something wrong and needed to confess, so I did, but I was told by a very misguided clergyman informed me that I had committed a mortal sin and could not come back into the Church. I felt so rejected. I couldn’t tell my parents, so I sat in the church pew week after week believing I was not supposed to be there, I was not welcome, I had committed one of the worst sins there was.

My self-destructive behavior continued as I buried my emotions, which allowed me to deny any negative feelings I had about the abortion. In the following years I became pregnant two more times. Each of these pregnancies ended in abortion. At this time, I still was not aware that having an abortion was killing a baby. I had to deny that the baby was a "person." My boyfriend didn’t want me if I stayed pregnant. I felt so unloved and worthless that I used drugs on many occasions to escape my feelings. This went on throughout my teen years and beyond.
I became pregnant again at 22 years of age, but this man asked me to marry him and I said "Yes." At 4 ½ months of pregnancy, I had a miscarriage. I wasn’t able to grieve like my husband did, I was just numb. I became pregnant 6 months later and the doctor watched me closely, but at 5 months pregnant, I miscarried again. I continued denying the tremendous loss I was experiencing and the pain it was causing my husband. My doctor realized that the miscarriages were the result of the abortion procedures that had destroyed my cervix. I had to have a cervical stitch, but at 4 ½ months I miscarried again. I believed it was my fault that I had three miscarriages and believed God was punishing me for the three abortions, three for three. I felt I deserved this, but my husband didn’t. A few years later, I was able to carry my baby to full term--but had to lie in bed for over 6 months of my pregnancy. I had another baby, full term, 3 years later.

For many years I felt a loneliness I couldn’t explain. I cried over the miscarriages later and even thought they were behind me. I was not able to bond well with my son and his hyperactive behaviors were my entire fault. I was unable to develop close relationships and basically only spent time with my family; I didn’t stay at jobs very long and never felt like I really fit in anywhere. I tried counseling, but they never would get into the abortion experience. It had never occurred to me that there might be a connection between my present pain and the unresolved issues of my past abortions.

There came a time when I had enough of my inner turmoil and lonely life and in quiet desperation cried out to God, and He heard me. That day in my living room God changed my life, He forgave me. God has forgiven me and there are no words to describe how much Grace and Mercy I felt when the Creator Himself forgave me for what I had done.

Grieving was a major part in the healing process for me. I believe that part of my healing process was identifying with my babies as individuals, even giving them each a name.

I have attended a few post-abortion support groups over the years because the wounds go deep, but God is able where I am not. 

I now live in the Hope and Joy that I will see my babies again, but until then, I will be "Silent No More" that abortion destroys human life and hurts women.


