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Good Morning San Francisco.  My name is Brenda and I’m a REALTOR and Author from Phoenix, AZ.  I’m also a Mom.  I stand before you today to share for the first time publicly that I am a forty year old Mom to eight children.  The youngest of the eight is here with me today, she’s now eighteen weeks old in my womb.  Three of my children, Jordan, Jaelyn, and Jacob are at home in Phoenix with Dad, and the other four; Joshua, Elizabeth, Timothy, and Grace are in Heaven.  My four living children have brought me great joy and I am so very blessed to have loving nurturing relationships with each of them.  But I’m not here today to talk about my role as a Mom to three children I’ve given birth to or the one in my womb.  Today, I’m here to talk about my role as a mom to my babies in Heaven.

From the moment I found out I was pregnant almost two months ago, I’ve done everything an expectant mother does to care for her child.  I’ve had doctor visits, ultra-sounds, taken pre-natal vitamins and I’ve worried about her.  The same was true when I pregnant with Timothy and Grace, both of whom I lost to miscarriages.  I experienced all of the Joy that comes from finding out you are about to have a child you’ve hoped for.  And then, the loss that comes with losing a child you’ve loved.

This culture of death we live in would tell us that life does not begin prior to birth.  If that is so, I don’t know how one explains the deep sense of loss I felt when I first learned that Timothy did not have a heartbeat.  I already loved him and my heart broke, for him.  But the grief and loss I felt when I learned Timothy was gone was not for Timothy alone.  Prior to his death, I had taken the lives of my first two children, Joshua and Elizabeth.  I spiraled into a deep, dark depression and I was sure that Timothy had been taken from me as punishment for what I had done.

I was only seventeen when I discovered I was pregnant with Joshua.  Initially, like many expectant mothers I dreamt of having a family with my new baby and his father.  But then, when I discovered there was no one to support me, I did as everyone had suggested and had an abortion.  I was scared, the clinic was in a small, very old building and in need of repair.  My boyfriend had arranged everything.  Not knowing what to expect, I walked in to the abortion clinic one afternoon after work and then was directed to lay on the table of a brightly lit room, empty except for a clear container and sterile metal table.  As I lay on that metal table I cried and the sound of the loud machine drowned out my sobs as felt my insides and my heart being ripped apart.  And I watched in horror as the clear plastic container filled with blood.  When it was over, I walked out of the room, feeling empty and alone.  I wanted to feel love and support from my boyfriend, but all I felt for him was anger and hatred.  He took me to a hotel room and left me there to recover so no one would suspect what I had just been through.  I swore to myself I would never get pregnant again, at least not until I was married.

At the end of my hotel stay, I pulled myself together, pretended nothing happened, and went on with my plans to join the military.  After graduating from basic training, I began drinking heavily and became very promiscuous.  Six years later, after a night of drinking and one-night-stand, I was once again pregnant.  Determined this time, to do the right thing, I shared my pregnancy with others, expecting and hoping for support, but finding none, decided once again to have an abortion.  

I was their Mom, I didn’t protect them.  In fact, I hurt them.  I hurt myself and I hurt others around me.  They depended on me to nurture and protect them, and I didn’t.  Two years after my second abortion, I tried to take my own life.  Praise God, I wasn’t successful.
When I lost Timothy as a result of a miscarriage, I learned from a counselor that the deep grief and depression I felt over his loss was also for the loss of Joshua and Elizabeth, my children, who I had so selfishly and cowardly, taken the life from.  Timothy led me back to God and to Forgiveness, and I been on a long road to healing.  Just last year, I lost another child, Grace to a second miscarriage.  She taught me to give everything up to the Lord and trust in him.

Because Timothy and Grace showed me how precious life truly is, I finally grieved and found forgiveness for taking the lives of Joshua and Elizabeth.  Their short lives have inspired me to share their story.  Yes, I’m their Mom.  I wasn’t a very good one then, not when they needed me most to protect and love them.  But they’ve changed me forever, just the same.  No one can tell me their lives didn’t matter or that they weren’t really human as the pro-choice community would argue.  Because, if that were the case, they could never have touched my heart and inspired me to be Silent No More.
