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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 52
Vanessa’s story
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2472-Vanessas-Story
By Vanessa, Arizona, USA
My story is not the typical story of, "I got pregnant as a teen and had an abortion." Actually, that is not always the story either. I am the 61% of woman that had an abortion after I already had children. I kept my child that I got pregnant with at seventeen and to tell you the truth, I was much smarter and courageous then the day I decided I would have an abortion.
I was a young mother of five kids. I had been married for eight years and had wrestled with who I was, where I was going, and was this life all I had to offer. I was in a marriage that I didn't feel fulfilled in or loved and looking back now I didn't give my husband the fulfillment and love that he needed either. We were married at seventeen and eighteen. At our attempt at doing everything "right", we lost touch with each other, our faith, and our commitment to one another. We became roommates and nothing more. I decided to leave him and when I did I felt a sense of freedom that I had never felt before. I was on cloud nine and the euphoria that came with it gave me a sense that I was doing what was right. What made me happy. Isn't that what it is all about…doing what makes you happy?? Wrong. Soon after I started dating and I quickly fell in love. That's all I ever wanted really. To be in love, feel appreciated, and to be honored by someone. The cloud nine that I was on soon felt like Heaven, and of course nothing could stop me then. The high that I was on made me motivated and pushed me to get my own place, a good job, and still be the mother that I wanted to be. I was a woman, hear me roar! I don't need anyone to make it, especially a husband. I was "happy". The false sense of joy, happiness, and hope were not long lived. Though I had already started dating, nothing hit me more like a ton of bricks then when I found out my husband had started dating. Sounds hypocritical and it was of me. But I was assured he would never get someone and they would see through him and figure out exactly what I had to deal with. The feelings of rage, anger, and jealousy did not take long to follow. Suddenly the cloud was lifted and life slapped me in the face. It was like there was a literal switch in my heart and mind that went back on and life suddenly came to light. 
I soon found out I was pregnant and it was not by my husband. I had always been very pro-life or so I thought. Then again I had always been pro-marriage, anti-divorce, pro-stay at home wife, and pro-faith. All had gone out the door when stepped over my moral code and crossed the line of morality that at one point I had looked down on others for crossing. I was suddenly embarrassed and ashamed. I cried nonstop, all the time. I worked alone at a retail counter and was often in the back crying uncontrollably. The responsible, loving, caring person I once was left her body and became a shell. I told my husband and he was devastated. Though he was seeing someone already he still loved me and obviously I still loved him. I truly thought those feelings were gone and because we had never dug into the problems of our marriage our life crumbled. The baby's father was so happy about being a father and the confusion brought me into a tail spin. I thought of every scenario possible. Could I get back with my husband and we can raise this child, can I just be on my own with nobody and go on, what will people think, what will my family say, how do I explain this to my kids! I never thought about abortion but then the ultimatums came in. My husband said this and the baby’s father said that. My parents were so disappointed and angry with me. My in laws we disgusted with me, and my friends didn't know how to help me. I wanted to die. I could have. I was ready to. I wrote letters to everyone apologizing for how I hurt them and was ready to die. 
I obviously didn't die as I am here today telling my story. But someone did. My baby. Maya Rose. Succumbing to the pressure and convincing myself it was the only way to get my life to what it was, I decided that I would have an abortion. I waited and waited and I only became farther along. If I was going to do it, I better do it now. The ladies at Planned Parenthood were so nice and seemed so understanding. I did tell them I didn't want to do this and that I felt I shouldn't. I told the nurse that I never believed in abortion and my faith tells me that it is wrong. Her words are something I will never forget. "I'm atheist, and if I believed in a god, I think he would understand that I already have too many kids to take care of." Like a coward I said nothing. By this point I was numb and disconnected from my heart and mind and inevitably I was a shell. I came back the next day for my abortion. I laid where they told me too. The doctor came in and just got to work. She didn't even say hi or introduce herself. They started a sonogram and I tried to peak and they turned the screen quickly. It was like I had forgotten what a baby looked like at that stage and just wanted to be reminded. I kept thinking JUST RUN!! JUST RUN!! Another part of me was saying just hold your breath and jump. Jump and then it will be done.........then you can't turn back. Then it was done. My baby was dead.
I went to the waiting area where there were a couple of other girls from what I could remember. They just sat there with an empty look. I sat there sobbing. A nurse came up to me and told me I was going to be okay. She told me she had had an abortion thirty years prior and that she is fine now. That I would get through it. I just stared at her like she had lost her mind, but really I was the one that had lost my mind. My ride didn't pick up when I called so I had to call my husband and there was no way I was going to tell the baby's father what I had just done. I became angry at everyone including my husband and all the reasons that I felt were the reasons to have my abortion suddenly where not true. I resented my husband more, I resented my parents for not being there for me and not offering to help their child, I resented my friends for telling me to do what would make me happy and not trying to stop me. Isn't that what got me here....doing what makes me "happy". Ultimately it wasn't their doing. I shot the loaded gun so to speak. The ideas that life would suddenly go back to how it was were suddenly null and void. It took years before my husband and I could attempt to reconcile. I didn't talk to my parents for about a year. I began to drink and party more. As opposed to learning my lesson I became reckless. 
By the grace of God I managed to survive and somehow my kids are happy, thriving, well adjusted kids. I eventually told the father of the baby what I had done. I could not carry the secret any longer. He said he had a feeling that I did and that he forgave me. He said that he had to because he knew that it would be me that would never be able to forgive myself. Those words still haunt me today. I believe there are times when I truly have forgiven myself. There are times when I have to RE-forgive myself. I know Christ has. Knowing His Mercy and the truth of my little girl being in Heaven with my Father is what allows me to go on. I would go back in time if I could and change that day, and run. 
My children here on earth will one day learn about the little sister that I kept from them. They will know that their mother decided the fate of their sibling simply to have "options" in life. Maya's death will not be in vain though. Her short life in my womb will be shared with the world. The pain and affliction that torments a woman that has just taken the life of the child developing in her womb is something that needs to be known and has to be shared. This world lies to us and tells us that it is our right, our choice, and what makes us equal to the opposite sex. I am just one story of the 45 million abortions that have been done since Roe vs. Wade, but my Maya Rose is the only Maya Rose that will ever be. She will never be duplicated, she can never be replaced.

