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Autonomy & Life, Freedom & Death 

 

In tenth grade I was at my friend Jared’s house for a holiday party with my group of 

twenty or so friends. Everyone was in high spirits, excited for a night of wholesome fun and 

festivities. My friends, being the nerdy people they are, politics and current events always arise 

as conversation points at our gatherings. Our maturity gave us the freedom to discuss differing 

opinions and maintain good discussion and debate without animosity.  

This particular evening however, right as I was in the middle of a game of twister with 

three friends, all of us laughing and joking as we contorted ourselves on the colored circles, the 

topic of abortion came up. As the word reverberated around the room the mood instantly 

sobered. We weren’t the kind of people to shy away from anything controversial, but this subject 

had a different heaviness to it. The majority of my friends quickly said they were pro-choice, and 

that any other viewpoint was unjust and ill-founded. About two people voiced their opposition 

and firm stance as pro-life for religious and personal reasons. Instant chaos erupted between 

these two groups, leaving a handful of us silent with our undeveloped opinions or hesitancy to 

voice them.  

“Anyone that kills children is a murderer and that’s it.” “Anyone that denies women of 

their right to choose is a sexist pig and doesn’t deserve an opinion.” 

At the time if I had been forced to choose a side I would have chosen pro-life because of 

my religious upbringing. Raised by conservative Christians-turned-Hebrew Roots (a little-known 

fragment of Messianic Judaism characterized by the Jewish adherence to the Old Testament with 

a Christian love of Jesus and the New Testament) I was told that sex must wait until marriage 

and that all life is precious. If you were to make a mistake like “ruining yourself” for your future 
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spouse, you must act responsibly and not selfishly to deal with it. This planted the idea in my 

head that abortion was a practice reserved for the sexually promiscuous and irresponsible that 

couldn’t handle themselves.  

“If you are following God’s plan then you won’t have to worry about it. Only when you 

leave the protection of God’s kingdom and break His laws are you opening yourself up to that 

possibility. Then you have to deal with it the way He would want you to and ask for His 

forgiveness.” 

In addition to that upbringing, my own life story is directly tied to this subject. I was an 

unwanted child for which my mother had no means of raising or caring for. Instead of getting an 

abortion, my mother chose to give me up for adoption so that I would have the chance to live a 

good life that she knew she could not provide. I am forever grateful to her for her selflessness 

and motherly love for a child she didn’t want and knew she would most likely never know. For 

these reasons, I am very hesitant to say I condone abortion as a practice.  

“Imagine carrying around a reminder of your mistakes for nine months. Nobody should 

have to go through that.” 

As of more recently, and as I have grown and been exposed to other opinions and ideas, I 

have become more and more conflicted with this original conviction of mine. Whatever reasons I 

may have for being personally opposed to abortion, I also recognize that in a free country 

everyone has a right to their own physical autonomy and to choose what is best for them 

personally. In addition, there are extreme circumstances in which an abortion is the only option 

and arguably the most humane. As a young female in college the statistical likelihood that I will 

be sexually assaulted is three times that of the average American female (which is already 

incredibly high). The ability of a college student to care for a child, or even carry one to term, is 
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limited if not impossible. This is one of the scariest combination of factors for any woman put in 

that position, and she should have the ability to do what she needs to heal and move on from 

something as traumatizing as sexual assault. There are other factors as well, like if the woman’s 

life is in danger, whose life is more valuable in that situation? Or what if the mother is in an 

abusive relationship and the child would only become a pawn to manipulate, or another victim of 

abuse? What if the child will be born with significant developmental problems or disabilities? Is 

it kinder to end their life so they don’t have to struggle against the world at the expense of their 

family? 

 I myself have already had two unwanted encounters in college that could have ended 

badly, and if the worst had happened I don’t know what I would have done to handle the 

aftermath. If I were in the position that I needed an abortion, I know the last thing I would want 

is people shouting at me that I was some kind of promiscuous tramp and I was committing 

murder. It is ultimately my body and my decision, and just like my decision to put a child up for 

adoption or raise it myself it involves only me and my family and not the opinions of random 

strangers. That is apart from the fact that I don’t know if I could live with myself if I chose to 

end the life of what could have been a healthy and happy child.  

I do not know my biological mother. Honestly, I have no interest to. As much as I am 

grateful to her for her selflessness, I do feel some form of resentment towards her. My mother 

had two sons, one about five years older than me and one a year or two younger. The older son, 

Chad, could be a full biological brother or a half-brother, from what I understand my mother has 

no idea who my father is. The younger son lives with her and her husband. The only member of 

my biological family I wish to meet is Chad, but that cannot happen now. I found out through 

some Facebook searching that he died of a heroin overdose in 2016. He struggled with addiction 
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for years, seemingly with little to no support from our mother. He lived in my town with his baby 

daughter, worked in the Walmart I shop at, and the whole time I had no idea. I find myself 

staring down the alleyway where his body was found as I drive by on my way to work or school, 

imagining his last moments alone and unaware it was the end. Because of how he died and the 

tumultuous childhood I know he had, I am grateful that my mother saved me from the possibility 

of meeting a similar fate. But there is still a part of me that wishes I knew him and was able to 

form a relationship with this brother I mourn without ever meeting in my conscious life.  

Would it be fair to say that someone with a life like Chad’s, and maybe even his 

daughter’s life as well, is not worth living and therefore they should have been removed from 

that situation before it even became an issue? One argument in favor of abortion is that 

impoverished, abused, and neglected children come from unwanted pregnancies. If a child will 

only know a life of disappointment and hardship it should be the mother’s choice to prevent that 

from happening. In a strange way it is an odd extension of a mother’s instinct to protect her 

children. There are stories of mothers and fathers during the Holocaust that killed their children 

out of the love they had for them to save them from the terrible fate that awaited them in the Nazi 

concentration camps. Is it better to prevent an inevitable fate or to allow a child the chance to 

live a life as fully as possible, even with hardship? I do not have an answer for these questions. I 

cannot ask Chad if he wishes he was never born, or if he regrets living the life he did. I cannot 

ask my niece if she wishes she were in a better situation than she is. I know I am grateful to be 

alive, but my circumstances are beyond the best-case scenario for an unwanted child. Had I been 

born into my crazy biological family I don’t know what kind of resentment I would hold that 

would make me think differently than I do now. 
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Thinking of a fetus as a life or not makes this situation even more complicated. Some 

believe there’s a window of time in which a fetus is just a thing feeding off of a woman’s body 

and not a child. Some argue that until the fetus could live on its own it is still part of the mother’s 

body and she can decide what to do with it. A problem with that argument that anyone that has 

interacted with newborns knows, is that babies are not really capable of surviving without their 

mother for months, if not years after birth. Some believe the heartbeat is the beacon of life 

because it will continue to beat until death. However, the heart starts beating as early as five 

weeks after conception, at which time many women are still unaware they are even pregnant. I 

have attended pro-life conferences with my family and felt very conflicted listening to the heart-

wrenching stories of women who got abortions and have spent countless hours in therapy, hours 

awake at night, and cannot live it down. One woman spoke about how she miraculously survived 

a late term instillation abortion, where a mixture of saline, urea and other chemicals are injected 

into the uterus so that the fetus is dissolved and stillborn. These situations are rare, and yet they 

make my indecision that much worse. Where does one draw the line for a humane decision a 

woman has the right to make and a cruel termination of viable life? If a mother can kill her own 

child, then how can we justify punishing people for killing others? I still don’t even know how to 

approach this aspect of the debate. 

“It is a poverty to decide that a child must die so that you may live as you wish.”-Mother 

Teresa 

The argument at Jared’s house devolved into a shouting match which continued until the 

most passionate from each side dispersed to cool down. The rest of the night was full of tension 

and thinly veiled rage that felt like it could erupt again at any point. Eventually our group was 
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able to put this episode behind us, but I know I personally think about this event as a defining 

moment in our friendships.  

My best friend was there that night and took a strong stance on the pro-choice side. She 

and I have a great relationship, and I think being her friend and talking about this issue in a 

calmer setting influenced me to rethink my stance as pro-life. She was raised in a very devout 

Catholic household, so her family’s stance on abortion is the same as mine. We have bonded 

over the fact that we are both diverging away from our families’ strict ideas about life and 

morality, and we think through our spirituality together even though we are both in very different 

places spiritually. We have spent many nights under the stars around a burnt-out fire, embers 

barely glowing, whispering our fears of disappointing our families opposed to thinking for 

ourselves and developing our own opinions. We don’t always see eye to eye, but we both 

understand and acknowledge the validity behind the differing opinions we have on abortion. We 

both challenge each other to ask ourselves why we do and think what we do, and this has helped 

me feel more comfortable with the fact that I am not as religious as my parents want me to be.  

“Listen, I know what our parents think about it and I guess it could be a sin, but who 

knows. All I know is I can’t tell another woman how to live her life, because I wouldn’t want 

someone to tell me how to live mine.” 

Thinking back to that night, it is still astonishing to me that these people that were so-

called close friends could become so hostile by just mentioning this topic which nobody was 

even directly involved in. None of them had any personal involvement with the subject; it was 

just the idea of what the practice represented that made them react how they did. Considering 

how we were only just beginning to form our own ideas about the world, I would be willing to 

wager that the opinions verbalized that night were the residual beliefs of our families that leaked 
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into our own minds with such a vengeance that could blow away all semblance of friendship 

with a word. There was no discussion of ideas or posing of opinions in a respectful way, just two 

sides yelling at the deaf ears of the other. Faces red and angry, voices shrill and exasperated. 

Nobody was willing to change their mind, and yet wanted to change the mind of the other. 

Nobody was really being heard. Seeing how this could happen in a group of about twenty high 

schoolers that were seemingly friends made me realize how easy it is for violent conflict to start 

on a larger scale. If one difference in opinion can create such animosity amongst friends, what 

can total ideological opposition do to leaders of nations? The harsh reality is people are 

inherently bad at listening when they have something to say. 

When I go home on breaks my family and I talk about my college life almost solely in the 

form of academics. To some extent I think they realize that I am “going astray” religiously. I still 

keep the Sabbath at college (albeit not as strictly as I did at home) I am pushing the boundaries 

with romantic relationships and sex that I know would not be permissible to my parents. Even 

my vague middle-ground ideas about abortion would appall them. I can’t tell them how far I 

have strayed from their ideals and I don’t plan to. It would only create animosity between me and 

my family.  

“No woman can call herself free until she can choose consciously whether she will or 

will not be a mother.” -Margaret Sanger 

This topic still makes me uncomfortable to this day, and whenever it is brought up I still 

shy away from the conversation. There are too many pieces to this topic to make sense of 

without ignoring multiple valid points from both sides of the argument. There is hardly a middle 

ground acknowledged in the ongoing debate about abortion. For the most part, people fall firmly 

in one camp or another with slight variations in the technicalities of it. Feeling conflicted about 
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this can be very alienating and a burden on my conscious, because either way I choose someone 

gets hurt. No matter what my conflicted opinions are, I know that as an imperfect being I have no 

place to judge others for their decisions. I don’t know if or when I will develop a solid opinion 

either way, or if I will forever be stuck in limbo between two opposing parties of this 

controversial topic. 

 


