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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 36
Seek God, not a quick fix
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2496-Seek-God-Not-A-Quick-Fix
By Abigail, AB, Canada
I had an abortion for many reasons. First, I thought that I'd lose my family. They were very old school and I would have been disowned. I knew my mother’s heart would not be able to handle it. Secondly, it was a fling and, although I was friends with the guy, he told me honestly that there was no love between us and that if I went through with it the child would have a broken family. I was angry that I had gotten pregnant and did not want and was not ready to be a mother. I was selfish and still in school. Third, I was scared. I was never really an A student or the white sheep in my house, but I was always very smart. I never thought that I would ever be in a position like that. I always thought I was too smart and safe for that too ever happen to me. I had just recently lost my virginity (which I also regret) and I guess something just set off inside me. I began to act wildly. Needless to say, the pregnancy was unplanned. We had used protection, which failed. I justified my decision to abort by telling myself that in the "perfect" situation, had the birth control worked, I wouldn't have a child anyway. I thought that if I hardened my heart to the idea of being pregnant and didn't consider it a life growing inside of me that I'd be able to do it without regret. 
When I reached the clinic I was fine until I saw the ultrasound. They sent me to change into a proper gown and I sat on the floor holding my head. The nurse asked me what was taking so long and I forced myself to go through with it. When I got on the table I was given anesthesia and the rest was all a blur. 
When I got home I instantly broke down and asked God for his forgiveness. I didn't get any sleep and I had severe anxiety attacks. I cried and cradled my empty stomach. I couldn't eat or leave my house. After my abortion, I read many scriptures. I felt so forgiven and whole. I felt the Lord's glory, but that happiness was short-lived. I started reading stories about abortionists that had missed the fetus and the chances of a failed abortion. I read miracle stories of babies that had made it and I thought to myself that if Jesus had brought Lazarus back from the dead, why not my baby? So I cried and begged the Lord to return the baby to me. I promised I'd do right by it this time. A part of me knew it was impossible but another part of me reasoned that nothing was beyond the Lord and he had performed seemingly impossible miracles before, but my pregnancy symptoms were gone and I again felt abandoned, alone, and stupid. 
I am now working on getting back on track with my healing and feeling God's forgiveness. I know that the Lord has forgiven me and I am the only one standing in the way of my own forgiveness. If I could reverse my actions, scared or not, I would keep my child. I feel that this will impact my relationship with my future children. I'm scared that when I am again pregnant, by the grace of the Lord, that I will be reminded of this. I was born of struggle and I should have owned up to my actions anyways. Sharing my story helps a lot and I am in the process of healing. 
So I ask you all to pray for me. It hasn't even been a week since my abortion, so I know I should give myself time, but it's hard. I don't want this to take me years. I want to be able to be genuinely happy again. My name is Abigail. I'm eighteen years old and I urge any woman in my position to think twice. This feeling is even harder to deal with than an actual baby. Trust me. Seek God, not a quick fix. Thank you for hearing my story and I again ask that you pray for me. Thank you.
