
Thud thud, thud thud--mother's heartbeat is so comforting. I love listening with my newly 

developed ears as I drift off to sleep and as I awaken. Sometimes I hear mommy laughing. I’d 

like to think I bring a smile to her face. I can’t wait to meet her. I’m tired; I think I’ll take a little 

nap.  

What a nice dream. Mommy was holding and rocking me and Daddy was reading--What 

did Mommy say? I hear, “WHAT, PREGNANT!! It was only once! This can’t be happening…” 

I wonder what’s going on with Mommy. Why is she crying? Oh, I get it, she just got news 

of me!! Those must be tears of joy and shouts of excitement!! I’m not sure how to show Mommy 

except by kicking my little legs. I can’t seem to get her attention. It must be because I’m so little. 

 At 11 weeks, I’m only 1.5 inches long, but I can already kick my legs.   

One day I hear Mommy crying and someone talking to her. I don’t know what they’re 

talking about, but I wish Mommy would cheer up. I’ve been so busy! I’m 20 weeks old now--

about the size of a large banana! 

Mommy is taking me for a car ride again. I don’t like those. I can feel the seat belt tighten 

around me. I kick in protest, but it doesn’t help. She unbuckles. That’s better. She opens a door 

and I hear voices talking quietly. I feel the sloshing of fluid around me as Mommy walks, 

swaying me back and forth. The talking stops; I’m getting a little nervous. What were they 

talking about? Why is Mommy lying down? W-What is that?!? Something cold is coming closer. 

OW!! It grabbed a hold of me! I can’t hide anywhere! It’s twisting my arm off and my leg! IT’S 

DOING IT AGAIN!! I can’t get away!! Mommy help me! No matter where I move, that cold 



piece of steel follows me, tearing me apart. It feel so cold. I can hear mother’s heart racing, but 

my own… silent. 

I don’t feel anymore pain. Why is it so cold? I open my eyes and wait, my arms and legs 

are still attached. My heart's still beating. What happened earlier? Was it a dream? I see bright 

lights and feel something warm and soft wrap around me. I hear a familiar voice and the 

heartbeat I’ve heard all these months. It’s Mom! I know that sound! I can feel love and in an 

instant that nightmare that was so very real, is just that, a nightmare.  

Well, for me that’s true, but I’m one of the lucky ones. In the time it took you to read this, 

two babies weren’t so lucky. Their worst nightmare did happen. There are 3,000 abortions every 

day in America. For the hundreds of thousands of children every year, it’s no nightmare, but 

reality. Pain beyond our comprehension--but avoidable. Your mom chose life. Can’t you do the 

same? 

Cites: https://www.spuc.org.uk/abortion/human-development-of-the-unborn-child  

& 

http://wrtl.org/abortion/babies-feel-pain/  

& 

https://liveaction.org  

& 

https://babycenter.com  
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