Cry of The Unborn
A poem by Juanita Russell

Mommy deatr,
| have a fear
That you might take my life.

Mommy dear,
| am here
Within your womb.

You give me life,
Or you give me death,
It is, of course, your choice.

Mommy dear,
| want to let you know
| promise to be good.

| promise to obey,
To love you and not to stray,
If only you understood.

Are you afraid
You can't take care of me?
| promise to be good.
From your fears,
| hope you will be set free.

| love you, Mommy dear,
| am here inside.
| am a person, you see,
| promise | won’t cost too much,
I know God will provide.

Mommy dear,
| have a fear
That you might take my life.
Mommy dear,
| want to live,
But you have to choose for me.

Don't let your fears
Close down your heart,
Please choose life for me.

You say you can't because
You haven't chosen life for
yourself?



Mommy dear, I’'m sad to hear
You have not chosen life
Because of all your
Woundedness and strife.

Mommy dear,
God is near,
He can’'t make you whole
Mommy dear,
Please choose life for yourself,
and for me.
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