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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 29
Peace with God
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2503-Peace-with-God
By Dianne, Tennessee, USA
I was nineteen years old and in college.  I was influenced by friends who said it was alright to have sex before marriage, especially if you thought you loved someone. I was thrilled to have freedom and choices.  But I was lonely at college and dissatisfied with the school. 

I did not have a footing in the real world growing up.  I was the perfect daughter with good grades, position in high school, and voted "Best All Around." But I was raised in a home of verbal violence and sometimes physical violence against my mother.  I saw my dad and brothers fight each other, and laid awake countless nights listening to my dad curse my mom and her family. He called her a whore. Every moment that I laid there I feared that he would come into the bedroom and drag my mom out of bed and hit her. He would walk the hallway for hours, smoking cigarettes, and cursing everyone in some manner.  But no one in the community knew what our home was really like. My dad was raised in a horrible home with violence, injury, gun-play, and a father who openly brought women into the home and had sex with them on the living room floor at night.  

I was raised on a dairy farm and losing livestock before birth was always accepted.  I never associated life with death, only fate or poor timing. So when a pregnancy presented itself, I knew that abortion was an option, for convenience and for waiting for better conditions before bringing a child into the world. I never looked at it as murder until years later.  When I did realize it, I was overwhelmed with fear, anxiety, regret, and tried to keep it under control.
I met a boy who was very caring in my second year of college. He wanted sex.  I began having sex with him and, naively, found out that I was pregnant two months later.  He and I were not ready to have a child, especially me.  I knew my parents would be deeply embarrassed and my older brothers would berate me and turn on me for life.  I was raised to go to church and held various positions in my church before I left home for college.  I knew about God and Jesus Christ. 
In January of 1973 my fiancé and I spent the last of my college money and flew to Washington where it was legal to have an abortion. The clinic picked us up at the airport and brought us to a bright and cheerful facility.  We received classes on birth control, psychological advice, and a clinical explanation of the abortion.  Later, I changed clothes in the dressing room provided, sat down, and prayed.  I asked God to forgive me if I was doing the wrong thing.  I really was not sure.  Minutes later as I lay on the table listening to the comforting words of the physician and nurse, I could hear the vacuum equipment slurping up tissue in the background.  I prayed the whole time, "Forgive me God. Forgive me God."  Ashamed, I was glad when the procedure was over.  I felt brief freedom and a sense of a second chance.
Sometime later I began to fear the thought of anyone finding out about this. I was feeling grief, guilt, and profound sadness.  Yet, here I sit almost forty years later, never forgetting that child, harboring fear, guilt, and regret for that precious life I gave over to the scalpel just to save my good name and reputation.  My boyfriend and I married one month after and divorced two years later. He was unfaithful, untruthful, and too young to take on marriage. I was just screwed-up!

I remarried in 1977. I married a friend and wonderful man who has been my anchor for the last thirty-five years.  In 1985 and 1986 I worked with an anti-abortion clinic on Staten Island, New York as an executive board member.  I talked to church groups while I was pregnant with my next child, thirteen years later under more stable and wiser conditions. We have raised his son from another marriage, and the one and only child from our own marriage.  I worked with Right to Life in Morristown, TN, and did a few church presentations there.  I was hoping that my efforts might alleviate some of my grief and regret. 

I still find myself cringing at the word abortion, Right to Life Sunday, and cannot seem to find peace with this event in my life.  I know God forgives, but what does it mean in terms of rewards in heaven or pleasing our Savior? Will I walk around Heaven with a red A on my robe or be marked otherwise?  Will I still have to answer to God in some way that I might not understand for this murder?  Will my children bear a price for this too? I cannot comprehend a love as big as God's.  Maybe this doubt is due to being raised under conditional love, fear, and finding no way out of a situation that was not my fault. I just knew that I never wanted to be helpless again.

I am still working through help and forgiveness. I guess that is why I looked up your website.  I must find this peace with God and forgive myself.   
