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In this article we bring you the stories of three

women who faced those questions first-hand. All
But first, let’s examine the subject of rape itself.

Rape is understandably difficult to talk abour—
especially for the women who are the victims. Yet
Pregnancy due to rape is very rare, but sometimes
it happens—what then? Should the woman have to
Wouldn’t abortion be the easiest solution?

willingness to be vulnerable and share their lives
with us.

carry the child to delivery? What about the child—
three were raped and became pregnant, but each
chose a different path. We greatly appreciate their

because it’s so often used as a reason for abortion,
how could he live knowing how he came to be?

we need to take a closer look.

Tell Their Stories

The next day my parents returned, and as Daddy walked in the door he
said, “Honey, we’re gonna take that baby home. I don’t care what
people say or think, we’re gonna stand with you.” I had already chosen a
name, so I put little Patrick in the back of the car and we drove off.

Bul at home, other members of the family were strongly opposed to
me keeping Patrick, and they let me know their feelings in no uncertain
terms. I stayed for 9 months, and a strong bitterness took over me. I held
so much unforgiveness—toward the man who raped me, and toward the
people telling lies about me. Their damaging words went deep into my
spirit. I just couldn’t live under the stories being told, so I moved to
California, and I dove into drugs and alcohol. Suddenly, all the things
that were said about me were coming true.

When Patrick was 2%, I met Harris—the answer to a prayer. As I left
that home for unwed mothers, I had looked into the sky and prayed,
“God, if there is a God, please—if I ever get married, let that man love
this baby more than he loves me.” And that’s exactly what happened.
Harris fell in love with Patrick, and they did all the typical father-and-son
things. When Harris finally asked my father for my hand, he asked first
for Patrick, and then for me!

But our marriage was very difficult. Quite frankly, I hated men. I got
even deeper into drugs and drinking, and what was left of my life quickly
crumbled. Finally, after my third or fourth drug overdose, God got
through to me. I knew I needed to give my life to the Lord, and I cried
out to God.

God’s mercy was extended to me in the most wonderful way. My life
completely turned around. One day I was a drug crazed person, and the
next I was in love with Jesus and starving for the Word of God. About a
year later Harris also gave his life to God, and our whole family went
through a tremendous healing. We had two more sons, and all of them now
know and love the Lord. There have been ups and downs to say the least,
but through it all God has shown me His tender mercy and forgiveness.

Patrick is now 22, and I thank God that abortion was illegal when he
was conceived. If it had been available, I don’t know for certain what I
would’ve chosen, but I'm glad I didn’t have the option. I pray for the day
when it will again be outlawed. I guess both Patrick and I are classic exam-
ples of God’s mercy and grace, and what He can do in the case of rape.

Every life is of immeasurable value and importance, no matter what
the circumstances. God gives each person something unique to contrib-
ute, and when even one life is lost, we all lose something. If Patrick
wasn’t here, there are many people who’s lives would have suffered,
including mine. It was Patrick who challenged and helped me to truly
forgive his father.

I now work as a counselor at a crisis pregnancy center, and many
times a young lady will say, “But you just don’t understand! How could
you ever understand?” I've been able to share my testimony, how God
took even a rape situation and turned it for His glory. If He could do it for

me, He certainly can do it for anyone else! It hasn’t been easy, but I mso

grateful for how God has restored my life.

Rape; Pregnancy, And Abortion

We’ve all heard the argument that abortion must remain legal so
rape and incest victims aren’t forced to go through unfair
pregnancies. We’re often led to believe that a great number of abortions
are done for these reasons. But the abortionists aren’t really concerned
with what'’s best for the victims of sexual assault—they’re simply trying
to manipulate a very emotional subject to their own advantage.

Not too long ago, a pro-abortion advocate gave a lengthy justification
for abortion based on rape. When his pro-life opponent asked, “Let’s say
we allow abortions for rape or incest—would you then agree to end those per-
formed strictly for ‘convenience’?” The person still insisted that abortion
should be legal for everyone, quickly showing that rape was not the issue.

We don’t want in any way to minimize the trauma, agony, and injustice
of rape, or a woman’s tremendous difficulty if faced with pregnancy. But a
very distorted picture has been presented to the public, and while the
emotional impact is great, the real facts have been conveniently forgotten.

Conception From Rape

Despite what you may have heard, pregnancy due to rape is extremely
rare. A one-year study in Washington, D.C., showed only one preg-
nancy in more than 300 rape cases. A similar Chicago study revealed no
pregnancies resulting from rape in the past nine years.! Overall, less
than 1% of the women who are raped become pregnant.2 Only one out of
every 25,000 abortions is performed because of a pregnancy occuring
from rape. More than 98% of all abortions are done simply because the
mother does not want to have the baby.3

Born In The Nick Of Time

The rape argument is not a new arrival. In fact, it was this very issue
that led to the 1973 Supreme Court decision legalizing abortion. The
case of a woman who allegedly became pregnant following a gang rape
was brought to the Supreme Court. Denied an abortion under Texas law,
abortion advocates rallied around her, helped her appeal to the Supreme
Court, and won.

Incidently, most people are unaware that the ruling came too late for
Jane Roe-she had already given birth, and the baby was put up for

adoption. That child, alive today, would surely have something to say to
the Supreme Court!

Although some people feel it's reasonable to allow abortion in the
cases of rape and incest, most haven't thought the matter through. If
asked “Should an innocent human being be killed for the crime of
another?” there’s little doubt the overwhelming response would be, “Of
course not!” But through the “justification” of abortion for rape, the
floodgates of abortion have opened, and the blood of over 16 million
innocent children has been poured out,

Who Pays?

For too long rape has been used to justify abortion and side-step the
real issue: is it ever right to take an innocent human life?

No matter how unfair or horrible a situation might be, we can never
justify killing another innocent human being to try to alleviate mental or
emotional anguish.

A woman who's been raped has been cruelly victimized. If she ends
up pregnant—is it fair to her? No, it isn’t. What then? Kill her child? Will
that make things fair again? No.

It is unjust for a woman to be pregnant from a rapist, but it is a greater
injustice to kill the blameless child. Unfortunately, in this case, injustice
cannot be avoided. We must do our best to redeem the situa-
tion—forgiving the guilty, and helping the innocent.

As far as the well-being of the rape victim, the emotional trauma she’s
been through is not lessened by abortion—it’s only compounded by
another experience of violence. One study states, “In the majority of
these cases, the pregnant victim’s problems stem more from the trauma
of rape than from the pregnancy itself.”4

We must extend God’s love for the rape victim, offering her the
compassion and support she so desperately needs. In the rare cases
when pregnancy occurs, that support and reassurance is all the more
vital. But we must also expose the lies that tell a woman that abortion is
the easy way out. In the words of one experienced counselor, “Abortion
does not un-rape a woman.”>

Written by Sharon Bennett
Researched by Bob Miller

—Patrick 1)eZeeuw
was 18 when I learned I'd been conceived by
rape. My first reaction was shock—I’d known

my mother wasn’t married, but I always thought
she entered the relationship willingly. As a
young boy I'd felt a subtle hatred for my real
father, since he had left me and my mom. I felt
hurt and rejected by him. Learning the truth
quickly rekindled that hatred, and my heart
burned with bitterness toward him.

It was only after surrendering my life to the Lord that I found peace
with who I am, and how I came to be. That peace came as I forgave my
father, just as Jesus has forgiven me.

As a child of rape, I have a unique outlook on abortion. If abortion
had been legal when I was conceived, I would not be alive. I'd never
have had a chance to love and give of myself to others. I've had
wonderful opportunities to share my testimony, too. Whenever someone
says, “Well, what about rape?” I have the perfect answer!

God has blessed me with a wonderful wife and we sense His call to the
mission field. God has helped me go beyond just forgiving my father—I
truly love him. I wish with all my heart that I could meet him. Perhaps
this testimony will even come into his hands, and he’ll get in touch with
me. My prayer is that he too will come to know the power of God’s love
to restore a broken heart.
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“I cried so hard and so long,
and almost regretted my deci-
sion. But for her sake I knew I'd
done the right thing. I can live
with the fact that I’ ve been

raped, but I couldn’t live in
peace if I had killed my child.”

The next morning I tried again to wash away the
dirty feeling, but nothing worked. I lost my appetite,
was haunted by nightmares, and couldn’t concentrate
in school. I kept looking over my shoulder, certain he
was coming back for me. Somehow I thought God
must not care about me. Maybe He was even punish-
ing me.

The thought of pregnancy hadn’t occurred to me at
first, so for four months I denied the possibility. I
insisted to myself that my queasiness was just a touch
of the flu, and my missed periods were due to shock.
But a doctor’s exam finally erased all doubt. I cried
all the way home from his office.

Though I could no longer hide that I was pregnant

- r- - -
N (W A1/10(7/5 S | il cidx' el anyone sbout the rape. Mom had

I t was late, and I tried to hurry through the snow that January evening.
Halfway through a tunnel-like underpass one block from home, a
man jumped from the darkness and threw me to the ground.

“Don’t make a noise or I'll kill you.” I lay terrified as he ripped off my
clothes and raped me. As a slim sixteen-year-old, I was no match for
him. He threatened to come after me if I told anyone, so I lay motionless
in a cloud of pain and nausea as he disappeared into the night.

Our house was empty, and I rushed to cleanse myself of the horrible
dirty feeling that clung to me. I threw away my torn clothes, immersed
myself in a hot tub, and scrubbed till my skin ached. By the time Mom
got home from work, I was huddled silently in bed. I didn’t dare tell
anyone what happened.
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been abandoned by my dad before I was born, and she
worked hard to support us. She had no idea what I was really going
through, and her words couldn’t comfort my hurts and fears. We’d never
been very close, and I felt increasingly alone.

Surprisingly, the nightmares diminished as I felt the baby move. This
new life brought the first glimmer of healing from the rape. As the
months passed, I started to think this child would fill the void that had
ached inside me for so long. I eagerly waited for the day when I'd hold my
baby in my arms.

After 36 hours of labor, Robin Lynn was born. She was perfect and
beautiful, and nothing could dim the love I felt for her! Mom and I worked
opposite shifts at a factory, and we shared the responsibility for Robin. But
I wasn’t prepared for how difficult it was—the frequent feedings, the
mountain of diapers, and her wakefulness at night when I was exhausted
from a long day of work.
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The next year, my mother was hospitalized for a nervous breakdown.
Since I couldn’t care for Robin alone, she was placed in a foster home. I
was allowed to visit on weekends, but the home was so far away, I
couldn’t go very often. Every time I did see her, she had changed so
much it frightened me. I was afraid she’d be taken from me forever, so I
stole her away myself.

I was too young to understand the emotional trauma Robin was going
through, but a social agency helped me understand how hard it all was
on her. I soon realized that the best thing I could do for Robin was to give
her up. The thought tore my heart in two, but I knew nothing else would
be fair for her.

My uncle knew a couple who’d tried for years to have children. If I
could give them the joy of a daughter, and at the same time give Robin a
stable family, I'd be selfish not to.

Robin was 18 months old, and I met her new parents on Mother’s Day.
We gathered her belongings, and with tears streaming down my face, I
kissed her good-bye. I knew I'd never see her again unless she came to
find me.

That was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. I cried so hard and so long,
and almost regretted my decision. But for her sake I knew I'd done the
right thing. I loved her enough to give her up, and I've had peace in my
heart about it all these years.

In 1979, my life had a fresh beginning through the transforming power

| of Jesus’ love. I learned that God 2 ’

acts, and that He had loved me all along despite the horror that befell me.
Only then was I released from the hatred for the rapist that bound my
soul. When I finally understood that Christ died for him too, and loves

him just as much as He loves me, I was able to forgive and even pray
wholeheartedly for the man who attacked me.

The years of separation never dimmed my love for Robin, and hardly a
day went by that I didn’t long to hold her again in my arms. Once I found
the love of Christ, I prayed with all my heart for Robin to somehow find
Him, too.

Last spring, Robin and I saw each other for the first time in 26 years. I
can’t tell you the tremendous joy and excitement that was in my heart. We
were all smiles, and couldn’t stop looking at each other. Now we’re work-
ing on building a relationship at a pace we both can handle. In all honesty,
it’s been difficult for her to learn about her real father—but that doesn’t
mean she wishes she’d never been born! It’s interesting that the first thing
Robin said when we met was, “Boy, am I glad you didn’t get an abortion!”

I thank God abortion wasn’t legal years ago. As hard as it was to give
Robin up for adoption, I'm at peace knowing I chose what was best for
her—not necessarily what was easiest for me. I can live with the fact that
I've been raped, but I couldn’t live in peace if I had killed my child.

I don’t agree with those who advocate abortion for rape or incest. One
violent, cruel act doesn’t justify another. Our laws don’t condemn
rapists to death, so it’s insane that we’d issue a death sentence for an
innocent baby.

Robin is no different and no less valuable than any other human
being. In fact, I've often imagined Robin and my other daughter (born
- through marriage) standing tegether before a gathering of all the pro-
abortion people. I would ask the crowd to decide which one should live:
“Does one deserve to die because of the way she was conceived, because
of the sin of her father?”

A few years later I was diagnosed with cervical cancer and needed a
hysterectomy—shattering my dreams of ever having a little girl. Atlast God
removed the make-shift bandage I had placed over the wounds in my heart,
and He brought the hurts, pain, and grief over the death of my daughter to
the surface. I felt my guilt and the deep, deep wound that needed healing.

At first I was angry—angry that I had allowed myself to have an
abortion, and thinking that God was punishing me for it. It was hard to
face up to my own responsibility—ultimately, I was the one who chose to
go through with the abortion. There are consequences to sin. We do reap
what we sow. But as I confessed my sins, God was faithful and just to
forgive my sins and cast them as far as the east is from the west. He is a
forgiving God, but I struggled with forgiving myself.

Several years before the cancer I had a dream of an adopted daughter
named Hope. God brought this fresh to my mind after my hysterectomy.
I trusted He was making a promise to me, the promise of a daughter.

Five years later, true to His word, Hope came into our family when
she was three weeks old. She had almost been a victim of abortion.
Although I’ve never met her physical mother, I pray for her every day.
She gave my daughter life—the most precious gift to give. And she gave
her more—the hope of having the loving family that she could not
provide. At first I wanted Hope to replace the daughter I had lost, but I
soon realized that no child can ever be replaced.

God began revealing more areas that needed healing from my abortion.
The damage done is much more severe than people realize. Physically, of
course, a little child is ripped away from its mother’s womb. But emotion-
ally, I'm convinced there is already a bonding between mother and child,
and it’s as if a part of your own soul is torn away. A part of you dies as well.

Grieving is a major process that I needed to go through to be healed from
my abortion. I believe a part of the grieving process means identifying with
that little life as an individual, even giving your baby a name.

I will never forget that moment when my lifeless daughter lay before
me, but through the healing grace of Jesus, I know that she is in heaven
with Him, held in His arms. But I still have days when I cry for my little
Jennifer who was never allowed to laugh or cry or hear the ocean waves
or climb trees and feel the sunshine on her face or know the tears and
struggles and joys of life. This is a letter I wrote to my daughter.

Dear Jennifer,

I knew the moment you were conceived, although I tried hard to ignore
it. Since you were the result of rape, I felt so lonely and confused. In the be-
ginning I wanted only to destroy you. However, when I began to experience
your movements within, I found myself accepting your existence.

You were twenty-two weeks old by the time permission for my legal abor-
tion was granted, and I had decided to keep you. I had grown to love you,
but under pressure from those around me [ went ahead with the abortion.

For years afterwards your cries echoed in endless dreams until
healing finally took place. Then I named you and allowed myself to
grieve over your death. I also was a victim as a result of making my
decision on a few scraps of misinformation. Part of me died with you.

As you look down from heaven, I know you forgive me as even I have
learned to forgive myself. Now I press on to help women who have made
the mistake of abortion, and to also help others not to make the mistake I
made. The healing can only come through the powerful love of Jesus.

Until we meet again, my Jennifer, I love you.

rape had dimmed.”

“I felt an emptiness that
nothing could fill, and quickly
discovered that the aftermath
of abortion continued a long
time after the memory of the

My parents contacted the District Attorney to tes-
tify of the rape so I could get a legal abortion. By the
time the D.A. approved it I was 22 weeks pregnant,
and had decided I really wanted to keep my baby. But
I felt a tremendous pressure from all sides—especially
to please my parents—and I finally gave in.

I’ll never forget the day my parents left me in the
hospital. I felt alone and empty and forgotten. I
wanted to get away, to run—but there wasn’t anywhere
or anyone to run to. My heart was torn in half—I knew
my baby was about to die and I was allowing it, yet I
was so afraid of displeasing my parents.

The doctor told me to lie still as he shot the saline
solution into my abdomen. I lay there wishing I was

y b dead. I went into labor, and allowed myself to almost
— _Im_ believe I would deliver a live baby. No one said a

When I was 19, I was raped at knife-point in Hollywood, Califor-

nia. I felt dirty, used, and stripped of all dignity. Less than 1% of

the women who are raped become pregnant, but I was one of those

—women. At first I went througha time of denial; but as my body went |
through changes, I realized I couldn’t cover up the fact any longer—I was

pregnant. I thought there must be an easy way out!

I'd just been interviewed for an airline stewardess position. But even
more than my career being jeopardized, I couldn’t stand the thought of
carrying the child of the man who raped me.

When my sister mentioned abortion, it sounded like the perfect
solution. Abortion was still illegal, but my sister made the arrange-
ments. I met a man in Griffith Park, who took me blindfolded to a
doctor’s office. But the doctor wouldn’t do an abortion because I had
such a bad case of strep throat—if the infection went into my uterus, I
could die. So he told me to go home and live with the fact that I was
pregnant, and somehow I’d make it through.

I later found a very caring doctor who helped me see that every life
was valuable. I began feeling love and acceptance for my child,
especially as I felt my baby moving. I became excited about the new life
within me and almost forgot how it had begun.

When I finally told my parents, my dad was in shock that I was
pregnant, especially from a rapist. A family doctor got my dad in touch
with Planned Parenthood, where I was told that abortion was “the only
solution.” They offered no alternatives. I believed them when they said
my nightmare would be over and I could go on with life after the abortion

word about what labor would be like. For 18 hours I
struggled through the contractions alone. Then, with only a young
nurse’s aid standing next to me, I delivered my little baby girl into a
bed pan. She was fully formed and perfect, but she was still and silent.

T was shocked as T tooked at what people told me was just a blob of

tissue. It was as if I was waiting for her to start crying, still hoping she
was alive.

I felt an emptiness that nothing could fill, and quickly discovered that
the aftermath of abortion continued a long time after the memory of the
rape had dimmed. For the next three years I experienced horrible depres-
sion and nightmares. I'd dream I was giving birth, but then they’d take
my baby away from me. I'd hear her crying and I'd search, but I couldn’t
find her anywhere. I'd just hear her cries echoing in the distance.

As time went by the memories seemed to fade. I buried them deep
within and hardened myself to the pain. Contrary to what every one had
told me, the abortion was much harder to deal with than the rape. The
rape was a violent crime against me, an innocent victim. The abortion
was the violent murder of my child, and I was a willing participant. I
tried to tell myself I had a good reason for abortion—after all, I was
raped. But it hurt too much to think about, so I buried the truth.

I later married and had two boys. When my youngest was three
months old, my husband and I came to know Jesus Christ as our Lord
and Savior. A healing took place in many areas of my life, but the pain of
my abortion was still buried deep. I wouldn’t admit it had affected me.
Although I had decided I'd never have another abortion, I still wouldn’t
deny others that choice. But every time it was mentioned, [ ached inside.

as if “nothing ever happened.”

I didn’t want to face it.

“As I picked myself up and
walked home, I couldn’t stop
weeping. 1 felt dead inside.
Everything within me was
crushed—he stole from me some-
thing I could never get back.”

grew up in a family where we read the Bible at every meal and went
to church three times a week—we were very religious, but we didn’t
have a real relationship with the Lord. As a young girl I was quite
sheltered, and had the typical dreams of meeting the perfect guy and
having the perfect marriage. But my dreams turned into a nightmare.
I wasn’t allowed to date or go to movies, but one night when I was 16
skipped church and went for pizza with a girlfriend. At the pizza place I
accepted an invitation to a drive-in movie with a guy I didn’t know. He'd
been drinking heavily, and at the movie I discovered he’d just been released
from prison. As he got more and more drunk, his deep anger became
obvious. The movie ended, but instead of taking me back to my car, he
drove to a remote lake where no one could hear my screams, and raped me.
As I picked myself up and walked home, I couldn’t stop weeping. I felt
dead inside. Everything within me was crushed—he stole from me some-
thing I could never get back. And what was worse was that my disobe-
dience led to the rape. Since [ wasn’t “pulled off the street,” I figured it pro-
bably wasn’t a real rape—it must be my fault. So I hid my guilt and shame.
Somehow I knew I'd get pregnant. One month went into another, and
as [ waited for my period [ became withdrawn and desperate. In despair [
cried out to God and made all kinds of promises, but God didn’t take this
man’s child away. Abortion wasn’t legal then, so I tried to kill my child
myself. [ drank ant poison, jumped off tall haystacks, and punched my
stomach as hard as I could, but nothing worked. I hated the baby, I hated
the guy, and most of all I hated myself.
As my stomach grew bigger, I grew more terrified. I wore girdles to
hide my bulging tummy, and by the time I'd get home from school I'd
just about faint from the pain. In my most desperate attempt to hide what

happened, I tried to pin the blame on someone else. I
began dating a young man, and I thought if I could
seduce him, I could say it was his child—and just
maybe he’d marry me.

Finally, one day at school I passed out, and the
nurse called my mom to come get me. Once home, |
ran upstairs to change into my brother’s big sweat-
shirts and pants. Mom followed and in her frustration
she screamed, “You look pregnant!” I knew I
couldn’t hide any longer. “Mom, I am.”

Dad said we needed to call the boy’s folks and have
a marriage as soon as possible. I knew it wasn’t this
second guy’s child, but I didn’t say anything. I'll
never forget the night the boy and his parents came
over. I was humiliated even further as he explained it
couldn’t possibly be his baby.

As the story got around about how terrible I was, the people in the
church said I was a “no good daughter” and needed to be sent away.
Many rumors were spread but I still didn’t tell anyone about the rape.
My parents sent me to a home for unwed mothers hundreds of miles
away, and told me to give the baby up for adoption.

I was very lonely. The only thing I had left in life was this little one
who’d made it this far with me. As the weeks went by the bonding grew
stronger. The tiny being kicking inside me was now my child. It no
longer belonged to the horrible person who raped me.

Finally, I went into labor. Each time a contraction started, the only
thing I could think to do was to pray the only prayer I knew, “Our Father
who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name..."” After 27 hours my baby
boy was born, and then taken away from me as quickly as possible. |
thought I'd never see him again.

I was required to stay for another ten days, and during that time I'd
stand by the window of the nursery and stare at my son. I just wanted to
hold him, to touch him before they took him away. But they wouldn’t let
me, so they'd drag me from the window.

When my parents arrived, the first thing I said was, “Daddy, do you
want to see your grandson?” He said, “No, I don’t want to see him or
have anything to do with him.” He was afraid that if he even saw the
baby, he’d want to take him home. But I misunderstood his reaction, got
very angry, and told them to leave.

That night I had the most distinct dream I’ ve ever had—a dream about
keeping my son. I sat up in bed and said, “Yes, Lord, no matter what
happens, I'll take him home.” As I laid back down my heart was at
peace, and I slept well for the first time in months.




