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Reading 3: “The problem is you’re 
still a virgin.”

Testimonial Story Notes
It all probably started in high school when I became bulimic. 
I thought I was the only one in the world with this terrible 
compulsion. Now I know that 4 of the 6 daughters of my family 
engaged in bulimia during their teens. I also now know that my 
father was engaged in porn and put enormous pressure on us 
to look slim and perfect.

Later at the University of Wisconsin in Madison in 1971, I had 
a nervous breakdown at the end of my sophomore year and 
sought psychiatric care. The psychiatrist told me “the problem 
is that you are still a virgin.” Until then, I had resisted the sexual 
revolution because of my morals and belief in the teachings of 
the Catholic Church. Suddenly I rationalized that since I was 
suicidal for so long, I was obligated to try anything to try to 
save my life.

Three months later I had slept with 4 different guys. I was 
headed to a life of promiscuity. I convinced a guy from my 
old high school that we should live together and then that we 
should sleep together. In 1973, this man became my husband, 
two months before our first son was born, and fathered 5 
children with me. We divorced after 29 years.

He was unfaithful most of the marriage, perhaps because I 
had been promiscuous before marriage. I was faithful to him 
though. I was too busy and too blind to see. I still blame myself 
for seducing him in the first place.

I came to see that I had been wrong, because I was using men 
to lift me out of a suicidal depression. Sure sex can distract 
you from the pain, but not cure the underlying dysfunction. It 
has taken me 45 years of growing self awareness to appre-
ciate that I survived and have been active in the prolife group 
ever since Roe vs. Wade, January 22, 1973.
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Testimonial Story Notes
In 1973, before my ex and I got married, I went for a pregnan-
cy test at the Blue Bus free health clinic in Madison, WI. They 
gave me the positive results with a list of 5 doctors that would 
do my abortion. They knew I was single and poor. I quickly 
ran out of the bus and hid from the pro abortion atmosphere 
in Madison my entire 9 months. I felt like a spy for the prolife 
movement.

Every year though, I was able to become more vocal and active 
until I stopped hiding. I have been to two March for Life events 
both in D.C. with 3 kids and in Chicago with a grandchild. Now 
I am happy and God has just blessed me with Grandchildren 
#12 and 13. My family is prolife and good Catholics. My 3 sons 
have wonderful Catholic wives and are leaders in their church-
es. I am grateful that I didn’t abort. I am grateful that I forgave 
myself and my ex and can love my whole family now.

Submitted by J. B.


