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     At the young age of 15 I found myself pregnant and 
scared.  I was all alone, at least in my mind, my boy-
friend and I had broken up and I could not tell my par-
ents.  I would figure out something, eventually.  Eventu-
ally came - and my mother took me to the hospital be-
cause I had been sick for some time.  That day they made 
the decision to “help” me and do what was “best” for 
everyone.   That decision would change our lives for-
ever, but it was not for the best.   
 

     My father borrowed the money and my mother took 
me to the abortion facility.  The building had no signs in 
the front to let everyone know what kind of establish-
ment it housed. When I walked in, it looked like a doc-
tor’s office but the atmosphere was much colder.  They 
asked my mother for the money.  A mere $250 would be 
all they felt my child’s life was worth. 
 

     As I was taken in for the procedure, I was still not 
totally positive what an abortion actually was. No one 
cared, they never asked if this was what I wanted or if I 
had any questions. I was lying on the table when the 
abortionist walked in.  He turned on the machine to liter-
ally suck the life from my body.  In just a moment the 
abortionist started cursing and asking why I had lied.  He 
could not do the procedure because I was too far along.  I 
had not lied, nobody had asked me anything.  He told my 
mother that I was at least six months pregnant. The abor-
tion facility referred us to another facility that would do 
late term abortions.  There were no refunds because they 
said they had not been fully informed, how ironic, so it 
would have to be paid for a second time.  
 

     Two days later we arrived at yet another abortion fa-
cility in another town.  This time it was a doctors’ office.  
We went in the first day for medication.  Then on the 
second day when I went in I was sent to the back and put 
on yet another table.  I heard the vacuum machine turn 
on and I cried out because the pain was so great.  As the 
nurse shoved a pillow over my face she told me “To be 
quiet people would think they were killing somebody in 
here.”  What was she saying? He was killing someone, 
my unborn child. 
 

     Nobody told me that day a part of me would die in 
that office not just my child.  I would begin drinking and 

experimenting with drugs.  Anything I could do to dull 
the ache in my heart.  I attempted suicide and battle de-
pression. 
 

     At 21, divorced and mother of two toddlers, I found 
myself alone and pregnant again.  I was not receiving 
any help from their father and barely surviving finan-
cially.  Within one hour of finding out I was pregnant, I 
was back at the same abortion facility that I had been to 
six years earlier. Nothing had changed. It still had that 
same cold feeling as you walked in. I paid my money, 
filled out the paperwork, and was ushered to the back. 
As I lay on the table the abortionist walked in never say-
ing a word.  He never even looked at me.  He just sat 
down, turned on the vacuum machine and started his 
gruesome task.  As I cried uncontrollably the nurse es-
corted me to a room full of girls in recliners that were 
“recovering”.  At that very moment I swore to myself 
that I would NEVER enter this building again.   
 

     I drove myself home and called my boss to tell him I 
would be a little late for work.  I showered then went to 
work.  That day I started lying to everyone.  Telling them 
everything was “fine” as I died inside.  I had a lot of self-
hatred and no self-worth.  I would not tell anyone of my 
decision for years.  I hid my shame and guilt from eve-
ryone.  I wish so many times that someone would have 
told me that the worst decision I would ever make in my 
life would have such long life-altering consequences.  
Not one person at the abortion facility told me of the 
emotional and psychological pain I would suffer for 
years alone. 
 

     I will always regret ending my children’s lives.  Their 
memory will always be in my heart.  I cannot change 
that, but I can inform other women of the horrible after 
affects of abortion.   
 

     Jesus is the only source of peace that I have for the 
decisions I have made.  He has forgiven me and healed 
me from the self-destruction.  He made me whole again.  
Now I want all to know that abortion hurts women and it 
hurt me.  It does not stop with just the women that have 
the abortion, but all the people that she cares for and the 
ones that care for her. 
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    “I wish so many times 
that someone would have 
told me that the worst de-
cision I would ever make 
in my life would have 
such long life-altering 
consequences.” 


