
Northern California --Thirty 
Survivors from Southern 

California braved torrential rain on 
Thursday, January 21, 2010 as they 
began their journey to San Francisco.  
The Survivors were on their way to 
commemorate the thousands of  lives 
lost since the Supreme Court decision, 
Roe v. Wade.  Standing strong to 
face the issue of  abortion and to be 
voices for voiceless, Survivors led and 
participated in several pro-life events in 
Northern California. 

The Survivors started their weekend 
of  activism with a Show the Truth Picket on Friday morning at Webster Street 
abortion clinic in Oakland: the abortion clinic where Reverend Walter Hoye was 
arrested for violating Oakland’s 8-foot bubble ordinance.  This 8-foot bubble 
ordinance prohibits sidewalk counselors and prayer warriors from going within 
eight feet of  anyone walking into the abortion clinic.  Instead, pro-lifers must ask 
for permission to approach.  Someone may not even hand literature to a woman 
seeking an abortion without asking permission to approach, or else they will be 
violating the city’s ordinance.  It is important for California pro-lifers to realize 
that despite rumors to the contrary, this is only the law in the city of  Oakland 
and it is not statewide.

A weekend of  Northern California activism
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Walk for life West Coast

Mistletoe and holly!  Every year 
I look forward to  December 

days filled with family, hot chocolate, 
Dean Martin and the annual Survivors 
Christmas Caroling.  This event has 
motivated me as an activist for life. 

As December rolls around, 
my father, Survivors founder and 
director, Jeff  White, and Survivors 
director of  operations, Cheryl 
Conrad, have everyone scrambling 
around in preparation to “bombard” 
abortion clinics with blessings.  This 
is probably the craziest time of  year 
for us.  

Gift baskets were put together in 
a fun fashion this year, thanks to the 
volunteers.  I brought some of  my 
closest friends from my community 
to help out.  We whizzed around 
and got everything packed in an 
hour.  I’m pretty certain we could 

a Prolife Christmas Carol

[Continued on Page 7] [Continued on Page 8]

Survivors hold their banner high at the 
Walk for Life West Coast in San Francisco

San Diego, CA -- The San Diego 
Earth Fair was my first outreach with 
Survivors.  Based on experiences 
with other pro-life organizations, 
I expected an invigorating and 
inspirational event.  It was, after all, 
an Earth “Fair,” right?  While I did 
leave the day inspired, the experience 
could not be called invigorating.  It 
was, in a word, sobering. 

 Of  the many people I 
encountered that day, while handing 
out pro-life literature, and holding 
graphic signs, one young woman 
particularly struck me.  I had just 
switched places with our founder and 
director, Jeff  White, behind the signs 
with photos comparing the injustice 
of  abortion to the injustice of  slavery 
in the United States.  There was also a 

photo of  a small, dismembered hand 
on top of  a coin, the kind of  sign I 
remember avoiding when Survivors 
would visit my former college campus 
before I was persuaded to become 
actively pro-life. 

 In the middle of  a long discussion 
with a passerby, a young woman 
confronted me: “Do you eat meat?”  
My first thought was, “So it really 
happens.”  I almost chuckled at the 
stereotype of  the conversation I 
anticipated.  I asked the girl if  she ate 
meat.  She responded, “No, I would 
never kill anything.  I wouldn’t kill an 
ant.”

 My next question to her was, 
“Well, then, what do you think about 
abortion?”  She stated, very matter-

of-factly, “I had an abortion when I 
was 15.  I was 15, and . . . stupid . . 
.” she trailed off.  She stared intently 
at the images in front of  me, while 
a friend that was with her began to 
engage me in a heated discussion.  I 
asked them if  they thought the fetus 

Katie makes bracelets at the Children’s Booth

earth fair

By Jayne White

The pain of  grace colliding with sin initiates healing
by Kristina Garza, 

Survivors’ new Campus Outreach Director

By Timmerie Millington

[Continued on Page 6]
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Mission Statement

Compelled by the Gospel of  our 
Lord Jesus Christ and our respect 
for life, the Survivors of  the Abor-
tion Holocaust speak out on behalf  
of  over 50,000,000 children lost to 
abortion in America since 1973. 
Dedicated to defending the right 
to life of  future generations, we 
are engaged in a battle to end 
America’s genocide. We recognize 
the urgency of  this war, as over 
3,000 children die each day in the 
United States because of  abortion. 
The Survivors encourage and em-
power the youth of  today as they 
dare to rise up against the slaugh-
ter of  innocent children through 
abortion. We are committed to 
educating and equipping young 
activists who have a heart for the 
pre-born and are willing to be 
used by God to “defend those 
unjustly sentenced to death.” 
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Jeff  White

Director of  Operations
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Contact Us

Write:    P.O. Box 52708 
      Riverside, CA  92517
Phone:   951-750-1114
Email:   info@survivors.la

Contributions to the Survivors of  the 
Abortion Holocaust are tax deductible 
under Section 501(c)(3) of  the U.S. 
tax code.

Dear Friend,

When I was asked to speak at a 40 Days for Life closing rally, I never expected 
to meet and decide to hire our new Campus Outreach Director there, but that’s 
what happened.  The person responsible for this well-organized, friendly rally and 
this 40 Days Campaign was a recent UC Riverside graduate.

 She was also the night’s emcee.  When she introduced me, she mentioned that 
her pro-life involvement was the result of  receiving a flyer from a Survivors team 
member on her campus.  At first she brushed off  the Survivor, saying she was 
already pro-life, but the Survivor pressed her to take it anyway.

 During class she read the flyer and realized she had to become involved in the 
fight for life.  That was a couple years ago and subsequently she began organizing 
the Montclair, California 40 Days campaign.

 I spoke, took my seat, and watched as this young lady continued to do what 
few can do well, guiding the rally to a carefully planned crescendo.  As I sat there 
I thought, “This young lady would be great for our Campus Outreach Director.”  
Just as the thought crossed my mind, Cheryl Conrad, turned to me and said, “We 
should talk to her about Campus Life Tours!”

 It is funny how these things happen, but during my speech the young 
lady thought, “I could work for Survivors!”  She brushed aside the idea  as 
presumptuous.  It wasn’t.

 The offer of  an interview was made, her resume submitted and an old Bob 
Newhart joke came to mind, “So Bob would you hire her?” “Hire her?  I would 
vote for her!”  Please allow me to introduce – drum roll please – from Rancho 
Cucamonga, California, Kristina Garza the new Campus Outreach Director for 
Survivors!

 Kristina started yesterday and immediately I knew we had made a great choice.  
I am excited not just because God brought us Kristina, but also because we have 
revamped the platform for Survivors Campus Life Tours.

 We are now starting the Survivors College program.  Our Survivors campus 
team will pursue two-year degrees online during their stint with Survivors.  I 
believe this change will revolutionize our team. 

 Even I was reluctant to have my own children join Campus Life Tours until 
after graduation.  In fact, just two weeks ago I counseled my daughter Jayne to 
wait until she at least had her two-year degree.  Now I have asked her to join the 
team and test this new concept of  being a fulltime student and fulltime missionary 
for life.

 Now I can say to parents without hesitation, “Send your high school graduates 
to Survivors and we will help them obtain their education goals and introduce 
them to life-saving missionary work!”

 Please pray for this new direction.  If  you know a young person graduating 
high school this year, challenge them to join SC – Survivors College.  We only 
have 6 spots, so please have them contact us today.  If  you can, please send a gift 
today to help us get through these busy summer months.  You could also include a 
note to welcome Kristina and let her know you will pray for her in this vital work.

Thank you for your prayers and financial support of  Survivors.

Your friend for life,

Jeff  White
Executive Director
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Belgium and Scotland -- I was sitting at school practically bouncing in my seat, but the day dragged on.  The 
very next morning I was headed to Europe!  I can’t explain how stoked I was to head out on this trip for 

March for Life Europe in Belgium and the International Youth Conference in Scotland.  I met up with Bryan 
Kemper, founder of  Stand True, and Anna Bettisworth who has attended Survivors ProLife Training Camp with 
me.  We flew into Scotland on a sunny afternoon.  At the conference volunteers were hustling to get things rolling.  
Speaker after speaker captured our attention.  Euthanasia, sidewalk counseling, and black genocide were all subjects 
touched upon.  Watching kids at the conference built a feeling of  excitement in me.  These youth were captured by 
the passion of  the speakers.  They were hungry for action!  Attending this conference renewed my determination to 
ignite youth in my own hometown.

 
I waved goodbye to Scotland and boarded the plane for Belgium.  

During our flight we hit turbulence and the stewardess told us to 
take note of  the nearest exit.  Not a comforting thought!  The first 
people I met in Belgium were March for Life Europe organizers, 
Michele and Elizabeth -- young people with hearts devoted to 
protecting the preborn.  Windy cold weather encouraged walkers 
to gather in huddles while waiting for the march to start.  Different 
races and languages mixed together for one purpose.  Though few 
spoke English, I felt a connection with everyone as we listened to 
speakers and translators talk about ending this war on life in our 
world.  As I listened to speakers in languages other than my own, 
I watched each face and cheered with the whole group, not even 
noticing the communication barrier as we celebrated life and the 
honor to fight for it. 

 
Each country was asked to state where they were from and which organization they came with.  I stood and 

spoke representing you -- American pro-lifers -- as well as Survivors and Stand True.  Bryan Kemper spoke later 
that evening, and I watched as an older woman listened, clutching her purse to her chest, sitting on steps weeping 
openly.  Silently observing her, my heart wrenched within me.  I can take a good guess what made this woman weep, 
and I wished desperately that I could tell her that abortion has ended, and that life is no longer so cheap that we can 
get “rid” of  it for the sake of  convenience. 

 
March for Life Europe was the highlight of  my travels because 

it put me in awe of  how strangers speaking different languages, can 
feel like one big family when you’re working towards the same goal.  
There was a deep sense of  commitment in Belgium that day.  My 
heart smiled at the thought that maybe, just maybe, a few lives were 
saved through this event.  My fight for the innocent does not end 
here; this experience was only a boost for future activism.

 
I hope that Survivors will present an opportunity for youth from 

across the nations to come to an international conference right 
here in California, (are you reading this Dad?)* to share the same 
fellowship, love for one another, love for the preborn and fight for 
life that I experienced in Europe. 

 
While in Scotland I talked with a young lady who is coming to 

Survivors’ ProLife Training Camp this summer.  She has passion to do her part in ending the slaughter happening 
here in our nation and around the world.  I can’t wait to be a part of  her learning experience this summer and also 
to become a friend for life. 

*Editor’s note: Jayne White is the daughter of  Survivors Founder and Director, Jeff  White.

Jayne speaks to the crowd at the March for Life 

m a r C h i n g  f o r  l i f e  i n  e u r o P e
By Jayne White

Jayne joins her peers marching for life in Belgium
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40 Days for Life kicked off  their spring prayer vigil in over 167 cities on 
February 17th - March 28th.  Survivors was honored to participate in 

this important campaign and volunteered to target the Planned Parenthood 
in Riverside, CA.  Jeff  White, Survivors Founder and Director, spoke at the 
Riverside 40 Days for Life kick-off  rally to over 240 people who were in 
attendance.  He encouraged participants to remain faithful to the call to action 
by rescuing, through prayer and outreach, those unjustly sentenced death.  
Before the rally even began, two women helped a woman choose life for her 
two month old baby in the womb.

 One day when Cheryl Conrad, Survivors Director of  Operations, and 
Karen Reynoso, Vigil Coordinator for 40 Days Riverside, were at the clinic, 
Cheryl encountered a man escorting his 18 year-old daughter to receive a two-
day abortion procedure.  The baby was about 13-14 weeks old.  Both Cheryl 
and Karen pled with the man to protect his grandchild and take his daughter 
away from the clinic.  He agreed with them that abortion was wrong, stating 
that he attended church every Sunday.  He explained that leaving the clinic 
would cause conflict between him and his wife.  Cheryl Conrad began to draw 
parallels between his pre-born grandchild and a child outside of  the womb.  She 
asked if  he would protect his grandchild if  he/she were outside the womb, to 
which he responded, “Yes.”  She asked why he wouldn’t do the same thing for 
his preborn grandchild, and he had no response.

 We know that 40 Days for Life has had a huge impact, not just 
locally, but on a national and international level.  Over the past three 40 
Days for Life campaigns in Riverside, 33 children have been saved from 
abortion that we know of.  And 643 children, nationally, were saved.  
It’s amazing what can happen when believers come together to pray for 
the women and men who are going into abortion clinics, for the clinic 
faculty, and for abortion itself  to be stripped away from our country.  
More than 350,000 have joined together in an historic display of  unity to 
pray and fast for an end to abortion.  And 33 abortion workers have quit 
their jobs and walked away from the abortion industry altogether. 

Survivors spoke at many other 40 Days for Life kick-off  Rallies in 
surrounding areas and hosted tables.  Every day faithful participants 
attended prayer vigils at Planned Parenthood to make a difference in 
women’s lives.  They stood on the sidewalk with encouraging signs and 
offered literature and kind words to women walking into the clinic.  
The Survivors were honored to join efforts with the 40 Days for Life 
campaign in Riverside.  We were able to watch activists formed, babies 

saved, and the lives of  many young men and women changed radically forever.  We look forward to the next campaign 
and hope you will be inspired to join a 40 Days for Life campaign in your area.

Page 4

Celebrating 40 Days for life By Ashley Colantuono

 The History of  40 Days for Life 
The first 40 Days for Life campaign was conducted in Bryan/College Station, Texas in the fall of  2004.  A local 

pro-life group prayed for an answer about how to reduce abortion in their area, and the answer God gave them was 
40 Days for Life.  The campaign was put together in a matter of  weeks, yet it activated 1,000 people and led directly 
to a 28 percent decline in abortions in that community.  News of  the victory that God led in Texas spread to other 
communities, and in 2005 and 2006 a half  dozen other cities conducted their own 40 Days for Life campaigns. Each 
program was geared to the specific region, but each reported positive results.

 The first national 40 Days for Life campaign was conducted in the fall of  2007, with more than 80 cities in 
more than 30 states participating in a simultaneous outreach.  Now these efforts have mobilized people of  faith 
and conscience in 307 cities across all 50 of  the United States, six Canadian provinces, three Australian states, plus 
Northern Ireland and Denmark.  People who had never been involved in pro-life activities came forward to answer 
the call.  Lives were saved, hearts were changed and people are seeing that prayer indeed can make a difference in the 
quest to end abortion.

{reprinted from www.40daysforlife.com}

Jeff  addresses the rally crowd

Pro-life youth take a stand at a 40 Days vigil
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San Bernardino, CA -- As if  abortion weren’t horrific enough on its own, I find it extremely disturbing that 
abortion clinics are bold enough to slaughter children on the very weekend we celebrate motherhood.  Thankfully, 

I’m not the only one who finds that unacceptable.  Survivors holds an annual event on Mother’s Day weekend as a way 
of  honoring mothers of  both born and preborn children.  We go to 
abortion facilities to encourage mothers to give the gift of  life to their 
children so that future Mother’s Days will be joyful, and not become a 
permanent reminder that they are the mother of  a dead child. 

 This Mother’s Day, Survivors went to a Family Planning Associates 
abortion clinic in San Bernardino.  For this outreach, we used the less-
graphic signs of  developing preborn children.  Sidewalk counselors 
talked to each woman entering the clinic, handing each one a small 
bouquet of  flowers with a handmade card attached.  

One of  the sweetest parts of  the Mother’s Day outreach is the 
presence of  children.  Children drew flowers, hearts, and wrote 
“Happy Mother’s Day” all over the sidewalk in chalk surrounding the 

abortion clinic.  The children 
smiled and held brightly painted 
signs with pro-life messages, wishing each woman who passed by a Happy 
Mother’s Day.  Those simple words out of  the mouth of  a child seemed more 
powerful than any graphic sign any of  us could have held.  How could a young 
mother’s heart not be touched by their love and innocence?  Seeing the handmade 
cards and the smiles of  the precious children were glimpses of  what they could 
have if  they chose to remain mothers and save their child’s life. 

Ashley Colantuono, Jayne White and I were sidewalk counselors for the event.  I 
will never forget one couple entering the clinic.  They had brought their two small 
sons with them to the clinic. They looked about one and four years old.  They 
were, without a doubt, the cutest kids I have ever seen!  As the mother ignored 
my attempts to speak to her and 
entered the clinic, the father and 
two kids stayed outside.  The four 
year old was extremely outgoing 
and asked me questions about 
everything under the sun.  I gave 
him a bouquet and told him to 
give it to his mommy for me, 
give her a kiss, and tell her that 

he loves her when she came back.  He thought it was an absolutely 
fantastic idea, so when she came out to speak to her boyfriend, he 
ran up to her, threw his arms around her legs and yelled, “I love you 
mommy!” Getting down on her knees, she smiled as he kissed her 
and gave her the flowers.  She looked at the flowers for a moment 
then glanced at the attached card. Suddenly her expression changed 
from happiness to guilt mixed with frustration.  She glared at me and 
handed the flowers back to her son and told him to give them back to 
me.  The poor boy was almost in tears as he walked, rejected, back to me.  As the boy handed the flowers back to me, I 
looked up at his father, who had witnessed the entire situation and saw pain written all over his face.  It was very clear 
that he didn’t like the idea of  killing his third child.  I attempted to speak to him and beg on behalf  of  his child, but he 
continued to ignore me. 

 I wish that I could say that he walked into the clinic and brought his girlfriend out, but sadly, the woman carried 
through with taking the life of  their child.  I hate to imagine the sorrow that Mother’s Day will bring to that family 
in the future.  All I can say is that I pray to God that through organizations like Survivors, abortion will cease from 
plaguing families, especially on Mother’s Day.

i love you, mommy!
Survivors speak for the babies at the annual Mother’s Day outreach By Julia Giacopuzzi

Julia reaches out to a mother of  three

Gavin, 7, spreads the word

Jayne and Quincy, 2, celebrate life
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in the picture was alive, if  it was human. 
 I could see that the girl was becoming impatient.  

She asked again, “Well, do you eat meat?” claiming 
again, “I would never kill anything.  I wouldn’t kill 
an ant.  Not anything with a life, not anything with a 
family.” 

 As she continued staring at the 
images, the conclusion became clear.  
Neither of  us was brave enough to 
state the obvious.  It just hung in the 
air, awkwardly.  None of  my dialogue 
points were necessary because she 
could see the truth.  I could see it 
too, becoming clear before her eyes, 
as if  the fog were clearing and the 
remaining image was so horrible that 
she wanted to run away.

 She is not the first post-abortive 
woman with whom I have dialogued, 
and I know she won’t be the last.  
She is one that will stick with me, 
though.  When she looked at the 
photograph and looked at me, the 
anger in her voice did not resonate in 
her face.  In her face, I saw fear and 
anguish.  Her composure broke two 
or three times while she tried to lash 
out at me.  I was impressed by her 
strength in regaining herself.  It was 
strength fueled by anger.

 You see, when her composure 
broke, much more broke than just the 
muscles in her face – I think her heart 
was breaking as well.  And for her 
pain and her terrible aloneness, my 
heart breaks too.  Even with my team, 
my large sign to hide behind, my 
leaflets, all my resources, and even my 
faith, I felt that I had nothing to offer 
her.  She was not ready or willing to 
accept my love or my prayers.  If  I 
had walked around the sign to hug 
her, she probably would have hurt 
me.

 Secretly, I was grateful she wore 
sunglasses, for they shielded so much 
more than I was ready to handle.  I 
knew that those sunglasses hid a soul 
in turmoil from a desperate decision 
made long ago.

 As she walked away, I wondered how long it would 
be before this woman would receive the help and healing 
she needed, or if  she ever would at all.  I wished I had 
had a card or something to hand her with a hotline on it 
to call.  In retrospect, I wonder if  being able to hand her 
a card, knowing full well she probably wouldn’t use it, 
would have just been a good way to clear my conscience.  
If  this is the case, then I am grateful that God allowed 

this woman, filled with such pain, to challenge me to do 
better for her.  Her name begins with M.  Please pray for 
her with me.

 In the sermon on the mount, Jesus tells the apostles, 
“You are the salt of  the earth” (Matthew 5:11).  Salt 

cleanses by killing impurities.  This 
process, though, is very painful.  On 
the way home from Earth Fair, a 
friend pointed out to me, “What 
happens when salt is rubbed in a 
wound?”  The abrasive pain that I 
would feel if  someone took a handful 
of  salt and rubbed it in a gash on 
my arm is magnified when we, as 
pro-life activists, rub the salt of  truth 
in the gashes of  the hearts of  our 
post-abortive sisters and brothers.  
We are cleansing the infection of  
the influence of  the culture of  death 
by killing the notion that life is 
dispensable.

 Our Lord says, also, “You are the 
light of  the world” (Matthew 5:14).  
We are called to shed the light of  
truth in the darkness of  despair, in 
the darkness of  the lies of  the Evil 
One, which tell people that they are 
stupid, that they are worthless, that 
they are the sum of  their mistakes, 
that they are unloved.  These lies 
induce fear and shame, debilitating 
the young people of  our age.

Tenth Avenue North sums up 
our job in the pro-life movement in 
their song, “Healing Begins.”  The 
chorus reads, “This is where the 
healing starts/ When you come to 
where you’re broken within/ The 
light meets the dark.”  The band 
goes on to sing, “Sparks will fly as 
grace collides/ With the dark inside 
of  us.”  Although our pro-life work 
sometimes causes pain, the pain 
of  grace colliding with sin initiates 
healing.  I am humbled and grateful 
to have been asked to take on the 
great responsibility of  Survivors 
Campus Outreach Director.  I ask 
you to pray for girls and women like 
the one described above, broken and 
hurting, to whom Survivors might be 
able to minister as we gear up for our 

ProLife Training Camp and our Campus Life Tour this 
Fall. 

 The Survivors team and all pro-life activists are 
inducing a great collision in our nation.  Let the sparks 
not discourage us, but encourage us to reach out in 
compassion and love to a nation that does not know the 
light of  our mighty and ever-merciful God.
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[EARTH FAIR -- Continued from Page 1]

Mark outlines his fellow Survivors during 
a die-in at Earth Fair

Drawing attention to the plight of  the 
preborn through a die-in 
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By prosecuting Walter Hoye, the clinic had effectively intimidated 
all prayer warriors and picketers to the other side of  the street.  Clinic 
workers had told pro-lifers that they could not hold signs or talk to 
women outside the clinic.  The Survivors decided to challenge this 
restriction against picketers.  Over 15 police officers were present at 
the Survivors’ picket, and the Survivors were able to work with law 
enforcement to help clarify the rights of  sidewalk counselors and 
prayer warriors. In fact, the clinic workers were wrong: pro-lifers could 
hold signs and speak with anyone entering the clinic.  The Survivors 
demonstrated that pro-lifers can legally be on the public sidewalk in front 
of  the Webster Street clinic. 

Testing areas where understandable fear has taken over is one of  roles 
the Survivors play.  Survivors helped a dear pro-life grandmother, who 
had been intimidated by clinic workers into staying across the street, to 
realize she could legally be on the public sidewalk in front of  the clinic.  
By taking a stand, Survivors emboldened Oakland pro-lifers.  Additionally, 
Survivors were able to be a witness to many women walking into the 
abortion clinic that day.  “Peacefully, nonviolently, but boldly we exercise 
and protect our first amendment rights,” said Jeff  White, Founder and 
Director of  Survivors of  the Abortion Holocaust. 

Following the Survivors’ picket, the Survivors participated in the 3rd 
Annual Standing Up 4Life Walk in Oakland, where there was a fantastic 
lineup of  speakers.  One 
of  the key speakers 
was Dr. Jim Garlow, 
Senior Pastor of  Skyline 
Wesleyan. Dr. Garlow 
convincingly emphasized 

the necessity for the black community to be involved in the battle 
against abortion.  It was fantastic to see the black community 
rallying to the pro-life cause.

After the walk in Oakland, the Survivors were invited to speak 
at a youth rally.  At the rally they passionately shared about the vital 
ministry of  Survivors and encouraged youth to become active in 
the pro-life movement in their own hometowns. 

On Saturday, the Survivors joined over forty thousand other 
people at the Walk for Life in San Francisco.  It was a great 
opportunity for the Survivors to walk in solidarity with fellow 
Americans and to share about their involvement in the pro-life 
movement.  Some of  the young Survivors were blessed with the opportunity to be interviewed on Catholic radio 
stations.  At the end of  the Walk for Life path, the Survivors displayed a booth promoting the Campus Life Tours 

and ProLife Training Camp. 
The Survivors also conducted a Memorial Die-In, a visual 

witness commemorating the millions of  human casualties of  
abortion.  The Survivors’ fetal development signs were set up 
surrounding the Memorial Die-In.  This was a great example to 
other pro-lifers of  just one of  the creative events the Survivors 
organize.  Survivors hope that other pro-lifers were encouraged 
to copy this activity or creatively design their own.  During the 
Memorial Die-In, students passed out literature and shared 
information about abortion and the work the Survivors do. 

The Survivors’ presence in Northern California strongly 
encouraged other youth to be bold witnesses for the preborn.  
The young Survivors expressed their beliefs and showed their 
strengths in ways that touched and inspired many. 

36 years of  legalized abortion in the United States, but Walk for 
Life West Coast provided the opportunity to witness thousands 

coming together from across the country to bring a loud and clear message:  We will continue to be voices for the 
voiceless!  One day we will see an end to abortion because of  people like the Survivors who are unafraid to stand 
for what they believe in and practice their first amendment rights. 

Page 7

[WALK-- Continued from Page 1]

Marching along the San Francisco waterfront 
during the Walk for Life

Survivors participate in a die-in and identify with members 
of  their generation lost to abortion

Survivors of  all ages participated in the Walk, 
including 2-year-old Quincy 
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have made a record if  we hadn’t 
run out of  wrapping supplies three 
times.  But in the end, the job was 
done and we were satisfied with our 
accomplishments. 

Our first caroling event took place 
in Los Angeles.  The sun was shining, 
but the wind was bitter.  Everyone 
clustered close while we belted out 
“Joy to the world.”  As I filmed the 
action, I smiled sadly.  Every year 
I look forward to this event, but 
every time it occurs, another year 
of  children being dragged to their 
deaths has gone by.  I can’t even tell 
you how often I have fallen on my 
knees begging God to 
end abortion, to end 
the haunted looks on 
mothers’ faces as they 
come out, having had 
life sucked from them. 

 Her Medical Clinic 
is one we never fail to 
visit.  As the lyrics of  
“O Holy Night” filled 
the air, a young nurse 
came from the back 
asking us to leave.  We 
took our time leaving 
and I think it pestered 
her.  She started 
coughing -- hacking is 
more like it -- in the 
faces of  our leaders.  The patients in 
the office stared open-mouthed at the 
rudeness this nurse portrayed.  We 
stayed anyway, singing our hearts out, 
until security showed up and kindly 
escorted us back onto the street.

Fortunately we were told a mother 
had come out of  the clinic, willing 
to keep her child out of  the hands 
of  a greedy abortionist. That, I 
told myself, is enough to keep me 
passionate about being active in the 
pro-life movement.

Preparations began once again as 
the second caroling project headed 
towards us.  The day dawned gloomy 
and wet.  When I say wet I mean 
water was everywhere.  We probably 
sounded like a herd of  elephants as 
we slopped and splashed our way to 
the clinic doors.  Two of  the clinics 
heard us, or so it seemed, and we 
were locked out.  We persisted and 
stayed by the doors pushing literature 
through the mail slots and talking to 
women behind the door.  I won’t deny 
that it is tough not knowing whether 
or not you have reached anyone, or 

if  a baby was saved.  You want to be 
rewarded in some way for your effort, 
but most of  the time you have no 
idea.

I recollect being about 9 years old 
and my dad and I were taking a drive 
together when I asked him how many 
babies he thought he had saved during 
his time in the movement.  “Around 
600 I guess,” was his answer. “600?” 
I thought.  Didn’t seem like much.  
I admit I was slightly disappointed 
with what seemed like a sad number 
for how often he was away from 
home and on the streets interacting 
with mothers.  Now though, I clearly 

understand how 
infrequently you 
hear back from 
someone that you 
saved their baby, 
and how many 
times you are left 
wondering if  the 
abortion did or 
didn’t take place.  
600.  That’s quite a number!  Makes 
me proud to be his daughter. 

The last clinic we came to was 
guarded by an outwardly antagonistic 
black man.  He has been working 
as clinic security for some years 
now and we never fail to drop in on 
him.  This year he rolled his eyes 
as we approached and stated, “Are 
we gonna go through this again?”  
I feel the same way, bud.  He may 
think we enjoy coming out every 
year to “hound” him, but in truth 
it hurts to know abortion is still 
underway.  A small Catholic group 
was already outside praying and 
counseling women whenever they 
had an opportunity.  From them we 

learned that a young woman, Jenny, 
had decided not to kill her baby, but 
was dragged back into the clinic by 
her boyfriend.  The Catholic women 
continued to talk to her through the 
doors as she huddled in the back of  
the waiting room.  Unfortunately she 
disappeared into the back when the 
cops arrived and nothing else was 
seen of  Jenny.  Eventually a clinic 
escort was sent out into the midst of  
the group to keep us from reaching 
the arriving women.  Such a hardened 
young woman, so filled with an evil 
spirit!  As we finished our carols, we 
packed up and headed back to the 
cars.  My heart is always a little heavy 
when we end on a note like that. 

A Christmas party!  Just the thing 
to liven you up.  We all gathered 
at a Survivor’s house for food, fun 

and fellowship.  
Celebration of  the 
life we saved and 
prayer for those we 
know-not-of.  Our 
afternoon was filled 
with fun, games and 
laughter. 

 I feel so young 
when I hear my 
dad chatter about 
20 years ago when 
he led a group 
of  hundreds to 
butchers-row.  I 
think about all those 
who patiently and 
stubbornly stood 
at the entrance, 
unwilling to let a 
mother kill her child.  

And I ask myself, “Am 
I doing all I can to help 

stop this injustice?”  Are you doing 
all YOU can?  Citizens at large have 
become so desensitized to the fact 
that babies, with their big eyes, goofy-
sweet smiles and small toes, are being 
mangled and dismantled from a place 
that should be their safest shelter.  
This is happening in your town and 
in mine.  And here we sit with our 
feet propped up and the fireplace 
crackling.  Why can’t we spend a half  
hour in front of  a clinic offering 
LIFE and joy to distraught mothers?  
Instead we sit back and give them 
our permission to silence their child 
forever.  If  we don’t care enough to 
be active, then why care at all?  Being 
pro-life doesn’t save babies, acting 
pro-life does.
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Kaylah prays over a gift intended for an 
abortion-minded mother

Survivors sing of  the glory of  Jesus’ birth 
in front of  a Los Angeles clinic 

[CAROL-- Continued from Page 1]
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Huntington Beach -- In October pro-lifers took a stand for the preborn by remaining silent the whole day.  For the 
Pro-Life Day of  Silent Solidarity, started by Bryan Kemper of  Stand True, pro-life students across the nation got 

together at their schools and were silent all day; wearing red tape with the word “Life” written on it over their mouths.  
When people asked what they were doing, they handed the curious a flier explaining they were standing in silent solidarity 
with the preborn who have been silenced since Roe v. Wade.  The other side of  the flier gave information about how a 
baby is developed in the womb, detailing the growth steps during the nine months. 

 Many schools participated this year, including mine.  I am sixteen 
years old and attend Marina High School in Huntington Beach.  This 
was my first time participating.  My aunt had been trying to get me to 
participate in Survivors’ events for a few months.  Then I received an 
email about Silent Solidarity Day and how to involve my school.  The 
event itself  interested me, and I could imagine the impact this could 
have.  What a great opportunity for me to stand up for what I believe 
in and make a difference in my generation!  I suspected I wasn’t alone.  
There must be other students at my school willing to participate.  Turns 
out there was!

 A good amount of  planning and organization brought it all together.  
My aunt was a huge help when it came to printing fliers and helping me 
learn more about it.  Now all that was needed was red tape, sharpies, and 
literature! 

 In preparation I prayed for strength, for God’s will to be done, and 
that a difference would be made.  The day began with a meeting to 
pass out tape and literature.  As we headed to our classes, curious chaos 

began.  People stared, asking questions, and at times it was frustrating not being able to reply.  But I remembered my 
mom’s earlier encouragement that, “Those who are persecuted for God’s name will have treasures in Heaven.”  In first 
period, other students wanted to participate and asked me for tape for themselves and their friends.  By the end of  second 
period, the whole school was aware that something different was happening.  Not every comment was positive.  I heard 
murmured words that stung my ear, but inside I knew there was way more power behind what we were doing, than the 
bitter words spoken. 

 As I walked into third period, I was swarmed by classmates wanting 
to be part of  this life-saving day.  I was so happy that this simple 
demonstration was affecting those around me.  Even my teacher chose 
to wear tape.  He couldn’t wear it on his mouth, because he had to speak 
-- but he wore it!  He even let me show a video of  a live abortion taking 
place, to whoever wanted to see.  Most students were disgusted by the 
horrible things happening to these preborn babies, but also realized that 
more action needed to be taken, and wanted to be a part of  it.

 During fourth period, many of  us girls in choir chose to lose 
participation points and sit out, standing up for the rights of  the preborn. 

 At water polo practice, I could tell people were curious, but couldn’t 
read their opinions.  Then one guy got in my face and loudly spoke, 
“PRO-CHOICE!” expecting me to react harshly, or break my silence.  
But I stood strong, just looking at him.  When I heard an argument 
going on I walked over to check it out.  There was a boy saying he thought 
abortion was okay and he even said, “I think I should have been aborted.  
It would be easier for my parents.”  That broke my heart.  To know that someone had so much pain that they thought they 
were a burden to their parents.  No child deserves to be slaughtered by “choice.”

 My day ended with satisfaction.  Knowing that many lives were changed and many people were educated.  About two 
hundred people took part in Silent Solidarity Day at my school, with about one hundred wearing tape and staying silent all 
day.

 I will participate next year to reach out to those that were not reached this year and to train those who are younger 
than me to keep it going at Marina High School.  I also want to bring the idea to other schools, too.  Won’t you join me?  I 
encourage everyone to participate next year. 

God has called us all to have a voice, even if  that voice is standing in silence for the preborn who are silenced every day. 
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Brooke leads a group of  silent youth at her high school
on the Pro-Life Day of  Silent Solidarity

Marina High School students making a statement 
without saying a word

in silent soliDarity
Students choose silence, gaining attention for life

By Brooke Aernst
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It is a very painful thing to think that someone who 
is supposed to love you almost took your life.  I have 

lived with that reality.  It took a friend’s invitation, a flight 
from Southern California to San Francisco, and an internal 
culture clash for me to finally understand the larger picture 
and begin to forgive the person who had planned to end my 
life: my own mother. 

My birth mother was from 
Punjab, India.  She was married to 
a successful professor in Punjab 
and had two daughters, but in a 
matter of  months her entire world 
changed.  In 1991 her husband died 
of  a heart attack.  Devastated by 
this unexpected loss, she discovered 
she had something more to worry 
about:  She was pregnant.  And it 
was a girl.

For centuries females have 
been looked upon as a burden to 
society in many regions of  India.  
Families with only daughters are 
social outcasts -- “cursed by the 
gods.”  This problem has grown 
so prevalent in India’s culture that 
female infanticide and foeticide 
have become a silent part of  their 
lifestyle.

Abortion and sex determination 
tests for abortion are illegal in 
India, but lack of  government 
enforcement allows these illegal 
acts to run rampant in many areas.  
In many cases if  the woman, or 
the family of  the woman, finds out 
she is expecting a girl and does not 
want the responsibility of  raising 
her --which includes trying to find 
her a husband, and coming up with 
her dowry -- they abort the baby or 
kill her after she is born:  Through drowning, suffocation, 
or stuffing corn husks down her throat.

Knowing her culture would not tolerate her having 
another girl, and with no husband to support her, my birth 
mother flew all the way from Punjab, India to Downey, 
California for a legal abortion.  She was eight months 
pregnant.

By the grace of  God, a sidewalk counselor named 
Joanna Lutrell talked her out of  the abortion and into 
adoption -- saving my life!  Joanna approached her church, 
His Nesting Place in Long Beach, California, which is also a 
home for women in crisis pregnancies, looking for parents 
for me.  Church members Rodney and Charlotte Guarneri, 

who had been praying for eight years for another child, 
gladly received me as their own.

Let me tell you a little bit about who I am today.  I’m a 
California surfer girl who just graduated from high school.  
I am proud to be an American, and I’m passionate about 
pro-life work.  Sure, I look East Indian, but whenever I’ve 
been in an Indian restaurant, I order a hamburger and fries.  

I’ve never identified with Indian 
culture -- I just don’t get the dot 
on the forehead, the sari wrap 
dress and eating weird food with 
your hands.  I guess I am a 100% 
Americanized East Indian girl.  The 
whole Indian culture is a mystery 
to me -- a fearful mystery.

As early as five years old I 
knew that I had been saved from 
abortion.  I was afraid that my birth 
mother would come to the United 
State and take me back to India 
and that I would lose everything 
I knew and loved.  As much as 
my adoptive parents assured me 
that I was safe and that nightmare 
wouldn’t come true, the fear 
lingered.

One day this spring, my friend 
Cheryl Conrad, Director of  
Operations for Survivors, invited 
me to an event in San Francisco to 
raise awareness about infanticide 
and sex-selection abortions in 
India.  The memory of  childhood 
fears and the unfamiliarity of  
Indian culture caused me to 
hesitate.  But when I prayed about 
it, I sensed God asking me to lay 
aside my prejudices and fear to 
help people in darkness.

I visited and read through the 
website for the event, www.petalsinthedust.com, to get a grasp 
of  the organization’s vision.  There I viewed a trailer for 
a documentary Nyna Pais Caputi and her husband Gino 
are filming called “Petals in the Dust.”  Shocking statistics 
flashed before my eyes:

Nearly 50 million girls and women are missing from 
India’s population.

In the last 20 years, 10 million girls have been killed by 
their parents, either before or immediately after birth.

In some parts of  North India the ratio of  women to 
men is as low as 750 to 1000.

a survivor’s perspective
By Angelique GuarneriWalk for India’s Missing Girls

Above: Angelique speaking at the San Francisco rally
Below: Nyna Pais Caputi, Angelique and Cheryl

[Continued on next page]
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One of  the best ways to share your pro-life stand with the people around you is to wear a t-shirt 
or hoodie! Survivors apparel makes a powerful statement about abortion and the terrible toll 

it has taken upon the post-Roe generation.  Order on your response card or online! 

Fetal Skeleton Design 
Our original fetal skeleton 
logo issues the challenge: 

if  you were born after 
1973, you are a Survivor!    

Hoodies: white design on 
black zip or pullover hoodie

T-shirts: white design on red 
tee, black design on white tee, 
white design on black tee 
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The district of  Daman, in the Western part of  India, has 
the lowest ratio of  women to men: 591 to 1000.

The U.N. warns that left unabated, these acts will lead 
to increased trafficking, sexual abuse and violence towards 
women.

Reading the heart-wrenching stories on the website, 
I realized how similar these stories were to my own.  I 
emailed Nyna, the event organizer, sharing about our 
interest in attending and also about 
how my personal testimony had 
a great deal to do with her event.  
When she heard my story, she 
asked me to speak at the event.  
Honored, I gladly accepted her 
invitation.  I knew my story was 
part of  the larger picture and could 
not wait for March 6, 2010 to 
come!      

Flying to San Francisco, Cheryl 
asked me if  I had ever thought 
about looking for my birth mother.  
One step at a time, I thought.  I 
replied, “At this point, it would 
take someone coming up to me 
and saying, ‘I’m from the same 
city as your mother.  I’ll help you 
find her.’”  And I left it at that.  Why would I want to find 
someone who at one time had wanted me dead?  Would she 
even want to see me?

We met Nyna and Gino on the way to the event.  I was 
in awe of  how informed and passionate they both were 
about their cause.  As people of  many ethnicities gathered 
at the Conservatory of  Flowers for the opening rally, unity 
was in the air.  Several speakers shared about these atrocities 
in India.  And then it was my turn to speak.  Me -- another 
“unwanted” Indian girl whose life was saved by the grace 
of  God and the dedication of  one woman who faithfully 
shared the truth about abortion with my birth mother.  As 

I shared my testimony, I sensed it touched hearts as people 
realized how one voice can save a life.

 After I spoke, several people came up to me to talk to 
me.  Before the event, I was afraid I would stick out like a 
sore thumb -- a girl caught between two cultures.  But as 
I talked with people, I realized they accepted me for who 
I was and weren’t trying to “force” me to be Indian.  One 
woman asked me, “What would you say to your birth 

mother if  she were standing right 
here?”  That got me thinking.  
“Thank you,” I replied.  Thank 
you for giving me life.  Something 
was breaking inside of  me.  I had 
never fully comprehended what 
my birth mother was facing before.  
Suddenly I realized I needed to 
grow up and truly forgive her.

 One of  the speakers, who 
was a doctor, approached me 
saying, “I’m from Punjab, too.  
Here’s my card.  If  you ever want 
to find your birth mother, I will 
help you.”  What a jaw-dropping, 
God-ordained moment!  Hadn’t I 
just told Cheryl this was the exact 
circumstance it would take for me 

to consider looking for her?  I glanced at Cheryl, who was 
in tears.  What was God doing?

 The walk ended at the Indian embassy in the heart of  
downtown.  What a beautiful sight: people walking through 
San Francisco’s streets, being a voice for women everywhere 
-- inside and outside the womb.  I had the feeling that this 
day would change my life forever.  

 I don’t know exactly what my destiny is, but I sense 
that God has arranged this for a reason.  I have a passion 
for preborn children and a unique connection to India.  I 
also have the doctor’s card sitting on my desk and see it 
everyday.  One day, I may be ready to pick up the phone . . .

Angelique and her parents, Rodney and Charlotte
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Courageous young people to bring the truth about 
abortion and the message of life to their peers 
through the Survivors Campus Life Tours.

The Battle: Fight injustice and resist apathy. America has waged war on the preborn, and we must speak for
those who have no voice. This is our time.
The Strategy: Through the use of educational displays, literature and intelligent debate, the Survivors
challenge students to rethink their position on abortion at hundreds of campuses every year.
Join The Tour: Committed Christians with an attitude of service, 18 -30 years old. Tours of 6 or 12 weeks in the 
Spring or Fall semester.       

WANTED

Hello Friends of Life,
  I want to thank you, and Survivors, for welcoming me to the 

Campus Life Tours (CLT) as the new Director of Campus Outreach.  We 
have some exciting plans for Campus Life Tours this fall, and I can’t 
wait!

 Of the many changes to Campus Life Tours, the most exciting 
for me is the opportunity for our missionaries to complete college 
coursework while on tour.  We are currently working on a plan to 
enroll students in school full-time through online classes.  We will work 
with each missionary individually to ensure that their classes will fit 
into their overall educational goals.

 This is a revolutionary change that will hopefully encourage more 
high school grads to work towards getting their accredited degree 
while serving in full-time missions.  Tell your friends to join us this fall!

 Survivors is also proud to offer a unique missions experience in 
Ensenada, Mexico.  As part of our college/campus/missions program 
we will be coordinating and leading missions to orphanages in Mexico.  
We will be ministering to children who are oppressed by extreme 
poverty in Mexico, once again reaching out to the “least of these”.

 The main goal of Campus Life Tours is to proclaim the truth about 
the horrors of abortion and the light of God to young people on high 
school and college campuses across the nation. With the addition of the Mexico outreach and college credit 
for those who join the team I think we offer a wonderful combination of personal growth and service to God.  
Please keep us in your prayers as we challenge our peers with the message of life.

 If you are, or know of anyone who is interested in serving with Survivors this Fall as a Campus Life Tours 
missionary, please email me at campus@survivors.la.  We are looking for passionate, committed, young people 
to join us in this battle for life.

  Fiat Vita,

  Kristina Garza

Contact: campus@survivors.la

A new dimension to the Survivors ministry: 
Campus Life Tour team members reaching 
out with Christ’s love to the poorest of  the 

poor in Mexico 
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