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Natalie’s Story
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2483-Natalies-Story
By Natalie, California, USA
I have three children.  One is in Heaven.  Her name is Angel.  She died because I allowed a doctor to take her life when she was in my womb.  Yes, I had an abortion.   As part of the Silent No More campaign, I am speaking out about my abortion. 
During a prayer session today I cried my eyes out over the memories.  I remember that my boyfriend and I got a place to live right before my doctor’s appointment.  Jesus provided a home so I could choose life!  But alas, I was lost and could not see these things.   How I laid awake the night before the abortion, feeling as though my soul had already been ripped out of me!  Jesus was holding me, hugging me, but I couldn’t feel it.  I didn’t realize that God had allowed me to feel my soul being ripped out of me because He wanted me to change my mind.  I didn’t see that Jesus would have helped everything to work out for the best, and that I could have remained a mother.  People were already taking me shopping for baby clothes at the thrift store, and my boyfriend was marveling at how much I already glowed and "looked like a mom." 
He named the baby Angel.  It was him who begged me not to kill his only child.  I didn’t listen.  Some women are coerced into abortion by others in their life.  I wasn’t.  All around me, God was bringing support right to my doorstep.  It meant nothing to me.  I "wasn’t ready."  My boyfriend was "irresponsible."  I couldn’t forgive either of us for the bad choices we had made, and my child was suffering as a result.    
When I went into the waiting room, my boyfriend was there with me.  He tried to be "supportive," even though he didn’t want me to go through with the abortion.  I remember going into the doctor’s office alone, climbing up on the table.  They gave me a sedative and played relaxing piano music in the background so I wouldn’t be upset.  All I remember is them inserting the suction tube into my uterus and the sound of the vacuum viciously sucking my baby out.  She was only a month and a half old, too tiny to even require the use of surgical instruments.  

The doctors advised me to rest that night.  We were living outside again, in a tent next to the railroad tracks.  Now that there was no baby, nobody had any reason to offer us a place to live.  My boyfriend forced me to carry the burden of our backpack uphill in the middle of the night to the convenience store so I could buy him a beer.  The physical burden was hard on me, but nothing compared with the emotional baggage I would carry for the rest of my life.
The next day, we found ourselves on one of the San Juan Islands, staying in a trailer.  Life was always up and down for us, bouncing from home to the streets to a tent and back again.  I remember crouching down in the grass, bleeding heavily.  I wore a dress and no underwear.  I had already bled through the only pair I owned.  I remember thinking that at least maybe the nutrients from my blood would nourish the grass.  At least something could live.  If my baby couldn’t, maybe I could help the earth.  What a feeble thought from a woman who had just allowed her very own baby to be murdered for selfish reasons.
This is what happens when you kill.
CHOOSE LIFE!
