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“Rachel mourns her children; she refuses to be consoled because 
her children are no more.  Thus says the Lord: ‘Cease from 
your cries of mourning.  Wipe the tears from your eyes... There 
is hope for your future.’” ~Jeremiah 31:15-17
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INTRODUCTION

!

It is estimated that about 25% of women in the United States will 
have an abortion. Many of these women will at some point suffer 
from grief and regret from their abortion decision. Their pain is 

often a silent one. Personal abortion experiences are rarely discussed 
among family or friends. For some women, there is also an internal 
shame associated with abortion that makes them feel “unforgivable.”

Since 1985, the Project Rachel ministry of the Catholic Church has 
been offering hope and healing from the pain of having participated in 
abortion. Five women who have participated in the Project Rachel 
ministry of the Archdiocese of Boston have written about their 
personal post-abortion healing experiences for this booklet. They do 
so in hope that other women (and men) who are living with the secret 
pain of abortion will also come to experience the peace and healing of 
God’s divine and tender mercy. These testimonies first appeared in the 
October 2011 issues of The Pilot, the newspaper of the Archdiocese 
of Boston. The authors’ names have been withheld to protect their 
confidentiality. !
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FIRST STORY

!

My personal journey of healing began after six long years of the 
most deafeningly silent pain. Six years of the heaviest regret. 
Just as profound as my deep need to turn back the clock was 

my triumphant return to who I once was, thanks solely to Project 
Rachel. 

I remember during those dark years, I would wake up each morning, 
and for a few brief seconds, all was well. Then I would remember 
what I had done. The grief was all-consuming. But, like so many 
other women, I kept it locked inside. I had accepted my fate. I was 
unforgivable. The enormity of what I had done actually made my steps 
heavier. Even my shoulders hung lower. I cried alone almost daily. For 
brief periods I could take my mind off of it. Sometimes I would even 
forget long enough to try and enjoy a comedy at the movies, but then 
mid-laughter I’d remember, and my laughing would stop because, well, 
I didn’t deserve to laugh.

Growing up in a Catholic family that attended mass every Sunday, 
I never expected that I, of all people, would be in this situation. 
I convinced myself that I had committed an unforgivable act. I felt 
utterly alone. I desperately needed to connect with other women who 
were suffering as I was, and I longed to be the woman I used to be. And 
then one fateful Sunday morning during mass, my husband handed 
me a church bulletin, pointing out the words on the back. Project 
Rachel – a program for post-abortion healing through the archdiocese. 
I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

It took me several months to muster up the nerve to call. I had done a 
fine job of beating myself up for years and I certainly didn’t need the 
person on the other end of the phone to make me feel any worse. But, 
when I finally called, it was not like that at all. The voice on the other 
end was warm and full of hope for me. And so my journey of healing 
began on that day that I made that phone call.
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Thanks to Project Rachel, I am me again. The retreat allowed me 
the opportunity to experience God’s love and forgiveness — something 

I had decided I was not worthy of. 
Little did I know that God was 
there, all along, offering me love 
beyond measure. Project Rachel 
literally lit the path for me. From 
the moment I arrived at the retreat 
house, the warmth of God’s love 
engulfed me. Furthermore, I was 
able to connect with other women 
who knew the despair that I knew, 
and we were able to experience the 
joy of receiving the gifts of hope 
and healing together. I actually feel 
lighter. The power of forgiveness is 
life altering. I am happy again, and 
the people whom I love sense that. I 
will always regret my decision, and 
I will continue to carry my quiet 

secret with me. It has become a part of who I am, but it no longer 
defines who I am. !

I was able to connect with 

other women who knew the 

despair that I knew, and we 

were able to experience the joy 

of receiving the gifts of hope 

and healing together.  I actually 

feel lighter.  The power of 

forgiveness is life altering.  I am 

happy again, and the people 

whom I love sense that. 
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SECOND STORY

!

In June of 1987, I saw the last thing I ever expected to see – a positive 
result on a home pregnancy test. I had just turned 18 years old. 

I had been raped four weeks before by an acquaintance at my prom. 
I hadn’t told anyone what had happened to me, and I told no one that I 
was pregnant. I simply dealt with it on my own. I stood up, went to the 
phone book, opened it up, and called the first abortion clinic I could 
find. I didn’t stop to think, to pray, to question. I didn’t consider any 
other option – I didn’t think I had another choice. 

I went to the clinic a couple of weeks later for an abortion. I remember 
the feeling of complete isolation and utter terror as I sat in that waiting 
room. I was surrounded by other people, but completely alone.

I promptly put away all of my feelings and thoughts about what had 
happened to me – the rape, the abortion, the baby. I graduated from 
college, worked through my twenties, got married, got pregnant with 
my first child. My pregnancy was joyful but also tinged with fear. I 
didn’t deserve to have a baby. I had killed my baby – God would take 
this baby away from me as a punishment. 

I went on to have three children. I rocked them to sleep, kissed away 
boo-boos, pushed them on the swings and caught them on the slide, 
took them to swimming lessons, soccer, and school. Along the way, I 
always felt like someone was missing. I thought that loss I felt was that 
first child. I didn’t realize that loss I felt was God. There was a hole in my 
soul that could only be filled with God, and I felt separated from Him.

During my thirties, as I was outwardly being a wife and mother, I 
was also descending further and further into depression, anxiety, and 
ultimately active alcoholism. 

I struggled with alcoholism for almost a decade, looking for help from 
medical treatment and fellowship with other alcoholics. Nothing was 
touching it – nothing was helping me put down the bottle and take 
control of my life. I sought mental health treatment for the trauma I 
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experienced around the rape and the abortion, but I was still suffering, 
and I was still drinking. It constantly weighed on my mind that I 
was in a state of mortal sin – I had killed my baby. I needed to go to 
confession, and so I finally did. Even though my priest granted me 
absolution, somehow I didn’t feel forgiven. I continued to drink.

I had heard about Project Rachel somewhere, I don’t remember where 
exactly. Should I call them? I had already been to confession for my sin. 
How can this be something different? I just hoped, and somehow felt 
that it was. I finally summoned the courage to contact Project Rachel. 
I got a call back from a beautiful woman, who simply and lovingly talked 
to me as if I were worthy of her time, and her help. What a gift!

I attended a one-day retreat in May of 2009. I was a mess, sick with fear 
and anger. I even took a few drinks that day to get myself to the retreat. 
Sitting in a room with other women who were in as much pain as I was, 
hearing their stories, sharing my own out loud, was an indescribable relief. 
I didn’t know I could say, out loud, that I had had an abortion and have 
those words be met with acceptance and understanding. 

I thought I was sitting in a room with other women. I really was sitting 
in a room with God, loving me and welcoming me home. God’s 
presence was manifest in the physical presence of the others in the 
room. It was a full circle from the day in 1987 when I sat in an abortion 
clinic, completely alone. 

I didn’t know it then, but that day at the Project Rachel retreat was the 
beginning of my journey back from the depths of alcoholism. Slowly, with 
work on my part, and help from others who suffer from the same spiritual 
malady, I found myself on the path to sobriety and in a relationship with 
God. I have found peace and forgiveness and mental wellness. 

I know that my child is with God. I know that my living children and 
my husband and I are also with God. We are all together today, in 
God’s hands. I hold that child and my children in my heart every day, 
and I am grateful for Project Rachel for bringing me to this place of 
peace. !
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THIRD STORY

!

I am writing full of gratitude this day, but this was not always that 
way. Many years ago, I was young and naïve and I became pregnant 
at seventeen. I was so afraid … of my parents’ reaction, of life ahead, 

of how to be a mom. Yet still I wanted to have my baby. That was 
about thirty-eight years ago, and back then family life and our society 
were quite different. No clinics, school nurses discussing sex, school 
counselors, or even an anonymous help line to call. We needed parental 
permission for anything and everything. My parents told me that I 
would have an abortion. I was ashamed of myself and I had shamed my 
family. I had an abortion as arranged.

Although my mom loved God and had instructed me in his ways, I 
think that she betrayed her own beliefs to try to salvage my future. 
I was told to never talk about this with anyone and to go on with 
my life. What my mom did not realize was that part of me and part 
of my life had died with my baby right on that table. I spent the 
next twenty-six years in emotional bondage. I was heartbroken. I 
felt ashamed, guilty, lonely, empty, unlovable, unforgivable, and I 
hated myself. I felt undeserving of love from people or God. I had 
an emotional breakdown. I knew that I needed to come out of the 
darkness within me if I was going to survive. I was depressed, and 
I felt very distant from God so I sought spiritual direction from a 
religious woman, Sister Mary. I honestly didn’t think that my present 
condition had anything to do with my abortion since it was many 
years prior. I had no intentions of sharing my abortion history with 
her. But thankfully, God knows better than me! It all spilled out of 
me and Mary could now connect the dots to realize what was going 
on inside of me. About nine months earlier, I had taken info from 
my church bulletin board and had tucked it in my bible and there 
it stayed. Fearfully, I asked her if she knew anything about Project 
Rachel. She agreed to call because I was too afraid.
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From that time on, my life changed drastically! I attended the weekend 
retreat and learned that God’s love and forgiveness is awesome and vast. 
This allowed me to begin to forgive myself. I realized that I had been 
forgiven the first time I asked God, so the twenty-six years of repetition 
must have given God quite a headache! I realized that I was hurting 
myself by not forgiving me. I came to understand that God does hate 
sin but God loves me, the sinner.

Special blessings came when I took the risk and shared all of what 
was happening with my mom. She cried and confessed that she too 

had been tormented by shame and 
guilt for all those years. My mom got 
breast cancer and died within that 
next year. Mom had the opportunity 
to reconcile with God and me before 
her death. God’s timing is perfect 
and amazing, isn’t it? I miss her so 
very much, but I know she is free! 
Reconciliation is so very sweet with 
God and with each other. Through 
love and support I too am free! No 
more bondage! In my weakest times 
God strengthened me with the 
words from 2 Timothy 1:7 “for God 
hath not given me a spirit of fear but 
of power, of love, and of a sound 
mind.” I didn’t deserve it, but God 

loved and healed me. That’s what makes God’s grace so awesome… It’s 
an undeserved gift purely because God loves us and wants us whole. 
When I allowed God into my dark, scary place, I became free. God 
loves us all, so don’t remain in the chains of shame, guilt, and self 
hatred. Call on God. I know that He is faithful and He keeps all His 
promises. I am living proof. You can be too! !

I realized that I had been 

forgiven the first time I asked 

God, so the twenty-six years 

of repetition must have 

given God quite a headache! 

I realized that I was hurting 

myself by not forgiving me. I 

came to understand that God 

does hate sin but God loves 

me, the sinner.
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FOURTH STORY

!
Dear Precious One,

Yes, you! You, the one who chose abortion for yourself, or for 
someone dear to you. Perhaps it was long ago, or perhaps more 
recent. 

I know the hidden pain. I share my 
story so that you may have hope. 
Hope for healing and hope for a 
full life. 

I share my story, so that maybe 
someone near to you will read it, 
and no longer pass judgment on 
you, but simply feel compassion. 
Maybe they can radiate Christ’s love 
for you, until you are able to feel it 
again, or maybe feel it for the first 
time.

I share my story with those who 
belong to right-to-life ministries. I 
hope that you are aware that the man 
or woman next to you in church 
may have already experienced the 
loss of a child because abortion 
was the solution used to hide the 
product of their relationship. I also 
thank you for praying for me, my 
baby, and the baby’s father until I could.

I have received such healing from my journey with Project Rachel. I 
am a full member of my parish, together with my husband and children. 
We juggle our schedules to fit in altar serving, religious education and 

But I still didn’t know what to 

do with my excruciating pain, 

until I read a small and loving 

note in my parish bulletin, 

about healing for post-abortive 

women. A special ministry 

called PROJECT RACHEL, where 

you could share your story 

and know that you could be 

healed, through the witness 

of other post-abortive women 

and specially trained ministry 

members. 
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service to our community. This is an amazing thing, because I never 
dreamed that I could be worthy of belonging, because I believed my 
sin was too great. 

Imagine me deciding, even though I had fully confessed and had changed 
my ways, that I was doomed to be unforgiven. I could not believe that the 
forgiveness given to others for despicable acts could also be for me. 

My journey began as a good little girl, or at least one who tried to 
be good, until my resistance broke down. These are the lies that I 
allowed into my being, “Everyone is doing it …” “Why not have some  
fun … “Who wants to be accused of being a prude or a lesbian …” 
“Oh, but there is birth control, so 
it’s perfectly safe ….” Except that 
it wasn’t, and there I was alone, far 
from my family, and pregnant. 

Again the lies started: “Of  
course you’re going to have an 
abortion …” “The only solution to 
your pain is abortion…” “No one 
need ever know, and you’ll be free 
of your problem …” “It’s simple 
and painless…” “Then you can go 
on with your life.”

So you’ve heard the very bottom, 
and now you can hear the rest of the 
story. Long after I had received sacramental forgiveness, I didn’t know 
what was wrong with me. I began to experience emotional pain from 
the past. How different in a committed marriage, to be pregnant and 
wanting this baby. Then, realizing that I would have loved the aborted 
baby as well, but I never gave him/her a chance. But how can one get 
help for a secret that one can never tell? 

The pain grew worse, until on Right to Life Sunday 2003, I drove by 
a church with 4,000 white crosses on the front lawn, signifying the 

The compassion and love 

that I have experienced 

now compels me to share. I 

fervently hope that someone 

else hears this, and seeks 

forgiveness and healing for a 

past abortion. 
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babies that would be aborted that day in the United States. But I still 
didn’t know what to do with my excruciating pain, until I read a small 
and loving note in my parish bulletin, about healing for post-abortive 
women. A special ministry called Project Rachel, where you could 
share your story and know that you could be healed, through the witness 
of other post-abortive women and specially trained ministry members. 

I was so grateful for those women, who prayed with me, and listened, 
but also told their stories. They taught me that I needed to open up the 
wounds to allow the light of God’s love to bless my entire story. My 
abortion was no longer a secret. No longer secret was the harm that a 
past abortion was causing my marriage, and impeding my ability to 
parent the children my husband and I had. 

The compassion and love that I have experienced now compels me 
to share. I fervently hope that someone else hears this, and seeks 
forgiveness and healing for a past abortion. 

Love,

Your sister in Christ.  !
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FIFTH STORY

!

Thirty-seven years ago I had an abortion. I immediately stuffed it 
deep down inside of me and never spoke about it to anyone. I 
was married and had two young children. It was a difficult time 

in my marriage, and I was due to realize my dream of being the first 
person in my family to graduate from college. How could I have a child 
at this time? I am embarrassed to tell you that even though I was a 
mother of two I had never seen fetal models. There were no ultrasound 
machines back then. When they told me at the abortion clinic that this 

was just a mass of cells I believed 
them. They lied. Had I been where I 
am now with my faith I would have 
known without a doubt that this 
was a baby; a beautiful, precious, 
gift from God.

Thirteen years ago I was volunteering 
at a crisis pregnancy center. It was 
during that time that everything came 
bubbling to the surface and I realized 
all the negative ways the abortion 
had impacted my life. I became 
depressed, I felt empty and shattered 
inside, I hated myself, I was sure I 
had done the worst thing anybody 
could ever do. I was falling apart and 
crying all the time. I confided in a 

friend who encouraged me to call Project Rachel. I was very fearful, 
and it took me a while to muster up the courage to call because I didn’t 
know if the person who answered would be judgmental. The woman 
who answered my call was so kind, gentle, compassionate, understanding 
and non-judgmental. I felt safe talking to her. She suggested that I might 
want to attend the retreat that was coming up in the fall.

I want to offer you the 

assurance that God loves you 

and wants to heal you. I offer 

you the hope that it absolutely 

can happen.  God can make 

you whole again.  He did it 

for me and wants so much to 

do it for you. Just open that 

door and let God in. He is an 

awesome God.
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It will be thirteen years this November since I attended my Project 
Rachel retreat. During that life-changing weekend I knew somewhere 
deep in my heart that God called me there because He still loved me 
and wanted me to experience His tender mercy and forgiveness. That 
weekend was the beginning of my healing. It didn’t happen overnight, 
it wasn’t a lightning bolt that came down from Heaven...it slowly and 
warmly seeped into my heart and soul…I knew I was going to be okay. 
I still felt I didn’t deserve it but, in time, with God’s grace and lots of 
prayers, I came to forgive myself. The self-loathing went away, the pain 
lessened, and I became whole again. Do I still feel sadness? Do I miss 
my child? Yes, but do I live my life in shame, sorrow, and guilt? No. 

I came to know my child on that weekend. After deep, heartfelt, prayer 
I knew that my baby was a girl, her name is Mary Elizabeth.

I want to offer you the assurance that God loves you and wants to heal 
you. I offer you the hope that it absolutely can happen. God can make 
you whole again. He did it for me and wants so much to do it for you. 
Just open that door and let God in. He is an awesome God. !

 

Peace star ts  here
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For information on retreats, referrals for sacramental  
Reconciliation or other services, contact:

Project Rachel – Archdiocese of Boston
www.projectrachelboston.com
help@projectrachelboston.com

We can answer emails in English, Spanish and Portuguese.
508.651.3100

All contacts are strictly confidential. 
For assistance outside the Archdiocese of Boston:

www.hopeafterabortion.com
888.456.HOPE (888.456.4673)
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