
God   Cried   Out   to   Me  

I   am   a   cradle   Catholic.    I   was   bap�zed   as   an   infant.    My   parents   raised   me   as   a   Catholic.    They  
faithfully   brought   me   to   religion   classes   and   helped   me   prepare   for   the   sacraments.    They   have  
been   true   witnesses   of   living   faith.    I   have   always   believed   in   God.    Am   I   always   faithful?    Am   I  
always   convinced   that   God   has   my   best   interests   in   mind?    Am   I   always   without   struggle?    Oh,  
how   I   wish   I   could   say   “Yes”   to   these   ques�ons!  

As   a   young   teenager,   I   struggled   with   and   ques�oned   God   and   His   desires   for   my   life.    Truthfully,  
most   teens   or   pre-teens   do.    During   the   teen   years   is   when   we   start   to   reason   things   out   and  
let’s   face   it   –   God   –   is   not   a   tangible   person   with   whom   we   can   directly   reason.    He   is   not  
“physically”   evident   in   any   way.    I   was   told   that   Jesus   suffered   and   died   for   me,   but   I   don’t   know  
that   I   accepted   that   or   received   Him   in   my   heart.    And   some   of   what   the   Church   teaches   didn’t  
always   sit   well   with   me.    Sound   familiar   at   all?  

Did   God   really   care   about   me?    Any   doubts   I   had   changed   in   one   night.    I   was   16   years   old,  
unmarried   and   pregnant.    Needless   to   say,   I   was   terrified   of   what   my   future   held   and   conflicted  
as   to   what   I   should   do.    I   had   three   op�ons:  

1. I   could   have   an   abor�on   and   no   one   but   my   parents   and   my   boyfriend   and   his   family   had  
to   know.  

2. I   could   have   the   baby   and   give   him/her   up   for   adop�on.  
3. I   could   keep   my   baby.  

I   had   no   idea   what   to   do.  

I   knew   I   had   to   make   a   decision.    I   knew,   without   doubt,   that   my   baby’s   father   would   not   be  
suppor�ve.    He   gave   me   the   impression   he   wanted   nothing   to   do   with   any   of   this   dilemma.  
Who   could   blame   him,   really?    We   were   so   young.    This   was   going   to   “ruin”   his   life.    He   was   by  
no   means   ready   for   that   responsibility.    Nor,   did   I   think,   was   I.  

It   was   a   cold   Friday   night   in   January.    I   was   a�ending   a   basketball   game   and   had   a   terribly  
overwhelming   feeling   come   over   me.    I   was   alone   in   a   difficult   posi�on   with   no   easy   way   out.    I  
felt   so   ashamed,   confused,   unse�led,   nauseous,   broken   and   frightened   –   not   to   men�on   alone.  
I   had   to   leave.  

I   walked   home,   hoping   to   clear   my   head.    As   I   walked,   I   looked   up   into   the   night   sky   and   cried  
out   to   God,   whom   I   hoped   would   hear   me   and   give   me   direc�on.    The   sky   was   so   clear;   the   stars  
were   bright   and   plen�ful.    It   was   beau�ful!    The   air   was   crisp   and   felt   good.    I   took   a   deep  
breath.    It   was   then   that   God   cried   out   to   me.    It   was   not   an   audible   voice,   but   it   was   one   that  
filled   my   soul   with   knowledge   of   His   Presence   that   He’d   not   only   heard   me   but   that   He   would   be  
there   for   me   as   well.    He   told   me   that   I   was   loved,   that   I   was   to   keep   my   child   and   that   He’d   see  
me   through.    My   heart   felt   so   relieved.    The   greatest   burden   had   been   li�ed   from   me.    I   was  
forgiven   and   not   forsaken   because   of   my   sin.    I   made   my   decision   with   confidence   in   God’s  
promise.  
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My   parents   were   incredibly   suppor�ve   and   accep�ng   of   that   decision.    Even   though   I   knew   what  
they   would   prefer   I   do   of   those   three   choices,   they   did   not   try   to   persuade   me   in   any   way.    I  
knew   they   were   praying.    The   rest   of   my   family   and   friends   never   made   me   feel   unloved.    God  
used   them   to   make   me   feel   cherished   and   my   baby   welcomed.  

God   was   faithful   then   and   has   been   faithful   always.    A�er   having   had   my   amazing   son,   my  
baby’s   father   and   I   tried   to   work   things   out   a   few   �mes.    I   knew   things   weren’t   great,   but   I  
thought   we   should   try   for   our   son’s   sake.    A�er   2   years,   I   asked   God   again   what   I   should   do.    I  
felt   in   my   spirit   He   was   telling   me   I   was   not   held   bound   in   that   rela�onship,   but   I   was   terrified   of  
never   being   able   to   find   someone   who   would   accept   me   and   my   son   as   his   own.    God   had   that  
covered   too.  

God   brought   this   young   man   into   my   life.    I   knew   his   family.    I   knew   he   had   faith.    I   knew   he   was  
a   good   man.    I   knew   he   would   be   responsible.    We   started   to   date.    It   wasn’t   long   before   I   knew  
that   he   had   been   sent   by   God.    He   did   not   look   at   me   through   eyes   of   judgment.    He   truly  
accepted   my   son.    I   loved   to   watch   my   son   and   Michael   interact   with   each   other.    It   was   their  
connec�on   that   made   me   realize   that   Michael   was   a   great   blessing   to   us   both!    We   were  
married   at   St.   Ann   Parish.    Michael   legally   adopted   my   son.    We   have   been   blessed   with   four  
other   children,   3   children   in   law,   and   6   grandchildren.    We   have   a   blessed   life.  

Despite   the   evidence   of   God’s   gi�s   and   love,   I   have   struggled   with   shame   and   guilt.    I   know   of  
the   forgiveness   granted   us   in   the   sacrifice   of   Jesus   Christ.    I   know   He   died   for   me,   but  
some�mes   my   mind,   which   is   my   worst   enemy,   can   convince   me   that   it’s   not   true.    God,  
through   the   power   of   the   Holy   Spirit,   always   draws   me   back   in   line.    The   Holy   Spirit   helps   me   to  
take   control   of   my   thoughts,   helps   me   to   turn   from   the   darkness,   and   helps   me   to   s�ll   the   war  
within.    God   reassures   me   over   and   over   again,   that   I   am   His   child   and   I   am   loved.    If   there   is  
one   thing   I   have   learned,   it   is   that    in   my   weakness,   He   can   be   strong!  

Each   day   is   new!    Each   moment   is   a   gi�!    I   need   to   recognize   the   gi�s   of   God.    Some�mes,   I   am  
capable   of   that,   some�mes   I   am   not.    God   –   my   Father;   my   Savior   and   my   Advocate   –   always  
waits   upon   me   to   turn   to   Him,   and,   faithfully,   I   am   shown   I   am   never   alone.  
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