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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 284
The turning point in my life
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/1423-the-turning-point-in-my-life                
By Brenda, California, USA
I’m the mother of nine children; I have two boys and seven deceased children at my doing.  All my pregnancies occurred out of wedlock.  My abortions were my convenient and barbaric form of birth control.  I wasn’t fully ignorant about what an abortion was, but I didn’t realize the full impact of its long-lasting effects on my life.  

I was very scared, desperate, selfish, self-centered, and a foolish young adult.  I felt very much alone in the decision to abort.  I knew in my heart I was doing wrong even thought the law of the land permitted it and the state fully financed it. 

At 17, I had a son with my boyfriend.  He talked me out of an abortion, and I am so grateful for that.  But after having my son, whenever I became pregnant, I would have an abortion.  I was living a rebellious, self-indulgent lifestyle, and I didn’t believe that I would that I would have to pay for it.  I didn’t want to be accountable.  

I hated the fact that my pregnancies interfered with my sexual freedom.  I was disgusted at how easily I’d get pregnant.  I demanded full control over my body and life and how it would be directed.  But then I became pregnant as a result of a sexual assault.  I was in a drunken stupor, and I had passed out.  I woke up with a man on top of me.  When I found out I was pregnant, I was angry and ashamed.  I chose to get another abortion. I hated the man for what he had done and for getting away with because I shamefully chose to stay silent.  I didn’t think anyone would believe me, and I hated myself for putting myself in the situation that presented the opportunity for it to happen.  I hated the fact that his baby was in me, and that he would never know what had resulted from his action.  I was angry that my body was being violated twice because of it, one from nonconsensual sex and the other by the abortion.  I sacrificed this baby in the name of my reputation, my shame, my dignity and humiliation.  I refused to look at the baby for what it was.  

I remember walking to the doctor’s office for the second trimester abortion feeling my baby kicking inside of me.  I remember leaving that office feeling that my body was preparing itself to expel this baby.  I knew that my baby was dying in me, that this was not a "mass of tissue" invading my body as I’d convinced myself from previous abortions.  I would give birth to a dead child; it was all a surreal event.  

I wondered what happened to the baby, because I’d read that sometimes second term abortion babies weren’t always dead upon the birth.  I wondered if it would be left to die before it was disposed of.  I wondered if I would always be haunted by the fact that I had killed a growing, developing person in me.  I thought to myself, "What have I become?"  

For most of my abortions, I had myself put to sleep.  Waking up, it felt like it had all been a dream.  But for my last one, I was determined to stay awake.  I wouldn’t allow myself to hide from the reality of what I was doing.  I stared at the ceiling during the procedure, quietly weeping for the anguish I was causing that baby as I felt my body being tugged and pulled.  I couldn’t ignore the loud, horrifying vacuum sound that was consuming my baby.  I couldn’t help but think of the silent cry or tormented screams of that baby that I couldn’t hear, but I knew it was happening.  I know it must have felt pain.  I realized how high a price my children paid for my weakness.  

My heart hardened and affected what I wanted to express to my son.  I lacked a lot of selfless qualities, but I wanted to love.  However, an invisible wall kept me from fully reaching what I desired.  I contemplated suicide many times. Negligence and explosiveness was my routine whenever I felt I was drowning in self-pity.  I became weary of the weight of guilt, fear, hate, shame, anger…hurt, amelioration, regret, condemnation, fear of judgment of God, and judgment of others.  I was tired of carrying these emotional burdens.  My mind, body, and emotional health paid a heavy toll.  
When I started going to church, I was reminded that God already knew everything about me; I couldn’t hide anything from Him.  I finally believed the fact that He loved me and wanted me to commit my life to Him.  My saying yes to Him became the turning point of my life.  I know my Father’s love is genuine when He humbles me without humiliation.  He corrects with conviction, not condemnation.  I’m thankful for His forgiveness for all the things I’ve done.  

Over the years I’ve lived a life growing and trusting the Lord.  Though I no longer thought about the abortions, whenever the subject was brought up I would immediately clam-up and hang my head.  I became defensive in my heart to anyone who thought they could speak for me or against me.  I knew that abortion was wrong, but I felt like a hypocrite for believing that truth.  I’d just sit there feeling guilty for the indifference I was feeling.  I felt like the victim, although I knew I was not.

I finally learned that this was part of my spiritual walk.  I was being prepared for the refiner’s fire, which consisted of going through a post-abortion class that helped me learn to trust.  I don’t want to stay silent anymore if it means that I can be part of saving a soul, a life, from many regrets.  I’m thankful for my two greatest blessings, my two living sons.  They are the most precious, valuable gifts from God.  Through them and by the way I feel for them, I’ve learned about God’s love for me.

 

