
    My heart skipped a beat when I arrived at Survivors 
Pro-Life Training Camp: there were over ninety kids!  
Ninety kids taking 2 weeks out of  their summer to 
defend life!  Think of  all 
that could be accomplished 
with ninety kids!
    A hospital known as Hoag 
recently decided to stop 
performing abortions, but the 
pro-abortion movement was 
not going to go down without 
a fight.  Outside the hospital, 
abortion supporters carried 
signs shaming Hoag for their 
courageous decision to protect all 
life in their hospital.  We gathered 
our small army of  amazing kids 
and hit the streets to support 

Hoag’s decision.  I dropped off  fourteen energetic youth 
on the corner across the street from the hospital and the 
people protesting the hospital looked very excited to see 

us until they realized we were 
not there to help them.
    I parked and walked back 
towards the event where I 
found the campers lining 
the street with banners that 
read “Babies are now safe at 
Hoag!” and signs showing 
the development of  a child 
in the womb through all 
nine months.  Some camp-
ers jumped up on a wall to 
be more visible than the pro 
abortionists, then the older 
pro-abortionists decided they
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Keep Ireland abortIon Free
by C.J. Williams

    Do you know what it feels like to stand on the soil of  a country that does not allow the legal murder of  thousands 
of  children a day?  If  you were born after 1973 in the U.S., you probably don’t.  But in May, 2013, Survivors co-
sponsored the Walk to Keep Ireland Abortion Free, and I found out.
    The fluke maternal death of  Savita H. raised the phantom of  legalized abortion in the up-til-then abortion-free 
nation, aided by pressure from Planned Parenthood International and the pro-abortion E.U.  American Rev. Pat 
Mahoney dove into the fray instigating a 100 mile walk from Belfast to Dublin to pray God’s grace on the nation 
that had so long been a beacon in the global fight to protect human life -- from conception to natural death.
    Ireland was one of  two European nations in which life was still protected in the womb.  But in May, 2013, follow-
ing Savita’s death, and a media campaign that skewed the facts and claimed her death was caused by denied abortion, 
Enda Kenny, Irish Prime Minister, defaulted on his promise never to legislate on abortion, as Planned Parenthood and 
others poured in funds to support small pro-abort factions.  Niamh, of  the pro-life Irish Youth Defence, and the 
Irish people, were panicked: Kenny’s capitulation not only stunned them, it had stolen their voice and their vote.
    Prayer was our last channel of  aid.  But so was witness. 
    In Belfast, Danielle White Versluys, Pat Mahoney, and I joined Precious Life and Bernadette Smythe for a National ProLife 
Youth Conference, at which I was  privileged to speak.  Starting in Belfast, we prayed a step by step, sweat and blood plea 
to God in solidarity with the Irish, one hundred miles all the way to Dublin, that Ireland would be spared abortion.
    Now I know how it feels to walk in a world where thousands of  babies every day aren’t killed legally.  Ireland felt 
like it.  Like freedom.  Like a weight I never knew I was carrying was removed.  It feels like a country free of  the 
ghosts of  a third of  a generation, unburied, unmourned, unacknowledged.

[Continued on Page 4]

P.O. Box 52708 • Riverside, CA 92517 • info@survivors.la • www.survivors.la

SOLDIERS AT HoaG
by Sarah Durling

[Continued on Page 5]
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Jeff White
Survivors Founder

Hello friends and supporters of Survivors,

    This newsletter is long overdue.  Looking back over the last year I asked myself, if I had only one 
event to write about what would it be?  Of course there is the hugely successful camp and other 
annual events, but last year gave us something unusual, scary, exciting, and sad – Albuquerque!

    The Survivors’ involvement in ABQ began with the Campus Outreach Team just stopping by 
while on tour.  They met up with Bud and Tara Shaver, former team members and camp graduates.  
Now they were leading a fight in ABQ against late term abortions.

    So they asked us if we would consider a special camp in their city.  They had the support of a 
fiery priest named Stephen Imbarrato.  I met with Fr. Imbarrato and the Shavers along with Cheryl 
Conrad and Kristina Garza, we all agreed:  Let’s do a camp in ABQ.  

    Then all hell broke loose!  Fr. Imbarrato, Jeff White, Survivors and the Shavers all began 
experiencing attacks on family and work that can only be described as demonic.  We canceled the 
first date during spring break.  It just wasn’t going to work.  Finally I called Fr. Imbarrato to share 
with him my fears and concerns and to ask him if, with everything tearing at him personally and in 
his parish, did he still want us to come?  He said “Yes.”

    So the Survivors and I, with a firm reliance on God, “set our face like flint” towards ABQ.  There 
was no turning back now.  It was then that God showed His guidance even in the midst of great 
turmoil.

    Our return to ABQ was scheduled at the same time that a bill to ban late-term abortions was put 
on the ballot, in large part because of the efforts of the Shavers and Fr. Imbarrato.  You might think 
I was a scheduling and warfare genius.  The truth is far less flattering, but glorious.  I did not know 
about the ballot initiative until – I READ ABOUT IT IN A NEWS RELEASE!  “How did I not 
know about this?” I demanded from my staff.  I will forego sharing some of their quips, but suffice 
it to say it was a grassroots effort with such a short window they were too busy to even share it.

    The Shavers helped gather over 27,000 signatures in less than two weeks.  A late term abortion 
ban was on the ballot.  When I looked into the gruesome facts about late term abortion and in light 
of the then current trial of Gosnell and his murderous actions, I just had to, wanted to believe the 
citizens of ABQ didn’t know what was happening in their city.

    So we began a “Do you know? Do you care?” campaign and canvassed the neighborhoods and 
stood on the city streets with abortion victim photographs and information on late term abortion.  
By the time we left and with the efforts of other pro-life groups each working tirelessly, I believe a 
person would have to be willfully ignorant and complacent not to understand the reality of late-
term abortion and ABQ’s role as the late term abortion capital of the nation.

    The Team returned to ABQ a few weeks before the vote to work for passage of the ban. 

    Guess what?  It lost.  And this is my point:

    When evil triumphs, good is not beaten.  So many look at the immediate efficacy of their 
actions as the standard by which we judge whether it was a waste of time.  If that is the case 
certainly the death of Christ on the cross was a waste of time!  To quote the old hymn “I Heard the 
Bells on Christmas Day”: “And in despair I bowed my head, there is no peace on earth I said.  For 
hate is strong and mocks the song of peace on earth goodwill towards man.”

    Do not despair when evil triumphs, do not quit, do not return to your couch.  Ours is a 
life of  faithful service with exciting victories and disheartening defeats but in the end as the 
hymn reminds us: “Then pealed the bells more loud and deep God is not dead nor doth he sleep.  
The wrong shall fail, the right prevail, with peace on earth goodwill to men.”

    Stand fast, be faithful.  The victory is coming for those in Christ!

Mission Statement

Compelled by the Gospel of our 
Lord Jesus Christ and our respect 
for life, the Survivors of the Abortion 
Holocaust speak out on behalf of 
over 56,000,000 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 
empower the youth of today as 
they dare to rise up against the 
slaughter of innocent children 
through abortion. We are com-
mitted to educating and equipping 
young activists who have a heart 
for the preborn and are willing to 
be used by God to “defend  those  
unjustly sentenced to death.” 
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looK WHat SurvIvorS Camp dId to uS!
by Bud Shaver

   Tara and I met at a Bible College in Texas.  I was ordained and Tara completed an apprentice missionary program.  We 
married, moved to Arizona, and worked fulltime in various ministries. Then it happened.  We heard about Survivors camp 
and even though we were older than most who attend, Jeff  and Cheryl gave us a green light to come as a married couple.
   Those 14 days at camp changed our life forever.  We surrendered 
all our other ministry work and joined the Survivors Campus 
Outreach Team!  Tara and I toured the nation for a year, visiting 
over 180 high schools and colleges, an experience that chiseled us 
into seasoned, uncompromising pro-life activists.
   Having served with Survivors opened many doors for us and we 
went to work as Operation Rescue interns.  After learning the most 
cutting edge and effective tactics, proven to peacefully shut down 
abortion killing centers, we were sent to Albuquerque, New Mexico.
   Albuquerque can only be described as the “Wild, Wild West” 
when it comes to abortion.  Literally, anything goes!  Here, time has 
stopped in 1973.  While the rest of  the nation has had great success 
chipping away at “Abortion on Demand and Without Apology,” New 
Mexico has no restrictions on abortion, 100% tax-funded abortions, 
and the nation’s largest late term abortion mill, drawing women from 
all over the nation and world.
   Tara spent endless hours researching and documenting the cold hard 
abortion facts about New Mexico’s abortion abuses, abortion injuries, and 
the lack of  regulation at abortion clinics.  We met with the powers-that-be 
at the local, state and federal levels and got nowhere! 
   Then Survivors came to us as part of  their campus outreach and we floated the idea of  a Survivors camp here.  
Jeff, Cheryl, and Kristina said yes and once again our lives got crazy -- crazy good!  
    The Survivors launched the “Do You Know? Do You Care?” campaign just as Tara and I helped get a city referendum 
banning late term abortions.  Suddenly Albuquerque was launched into the national spotlight!  Headlines like 
“Albuquerque Abortion Battle Gains National Attention” adorned newspapers across the nation, and the New York 
Times, MSNBC, and Time Magazine all ran lead stories.
      God timed the Survivors’ arrival in Albuquerque perfectly.  We really needed the 

Survivors’ help to kick up awareness on the referendum, because activism ignites 
people and effectively reaches them with the truth.  The Survivors exposed the 
atrocities of  late term abortion to the citizens of  Albuquerque.  Again, the press 
criticized the showing of  abortion victims: real pictures of  real babies killed by 
late term abortions.  How bewildering that few saw the hypocrisy of  objecting to 
the pictures while paying to kill the child with their tax dollars. 
   Having the Survivors in our city also helped to equip and energize the locals.  A 9-day 
camp and series of town hall meetings motivated our city into an all-out campaign to 
end late term abortions once and for all.  

   It was a few months before the final push of the campaign and we asked Survivors 
to come back to help with on the ground efforts.  Here is what I love about the 
Survivors more than anything else: Kristina and her team are probably the most 
experienced group of  activists out there but they never pushed for prominence.  
Instead they were always willing and eager to do what was asked of them with 
diligence and humility.  When we needed fast response, we knew we could turn this 
capable, trained and smart unit.  What a blessing!

     In the end, the city failed to rise up and protect preborn babies and the election was lost, but great strides and awareness 
were accomplished.  The Survivors team played a huge role in this effort and encouraged us to move forward, never giving 
up.  We look forward to the Survivors’ next visit, as we have launched a new effort in response to ABQ’s apathy called Protest 
ABQ. Please visit www.protestabq.com to find out more and expect to see ABQ in the spotlight again because we will never give 
up the fight for life.  Thank you for supporting the Survivors Training Camp, and thank you to all the Survivors who sacri-
ficed their time and energy to train us, and those who joined us and worked side by side with us for life.
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[THE WAR -- Continued from front page]

    After four days marching, nearly being blown off  an overpass, prayers whipped out of  our mouths as we prayed them, 
and rain trickling down the backs of  our anoraks, we reached Dublin.  The single thought I wanted to share:  Whatever 
the abortion cartel chatters in catchwords and confusion about women’s rights, abortion is not about women’s rights.  
Abortion is about power, profit, and death.  Abortion is about a holocaust, one that has raged for 40 years in the United 
States, pegged women vulnerable, and children undesirable, and so justified abusing and lying to one, and killing the other.

    “Thank you,” I told Youth Defence as we rallied in Dublin, “ I’m here because I’m a woman who has grown up 
in a nation in which abortion is legal, and I can tell you it never, never empowers me or my fellow women . . . And 
I never want Ireland, because of  a lie, to fall into the same trap.  I never want a generation in Ireland to have to call 
themselves ‘survivors.’”

    We held a final strategic planning meeting before our departure, training Youth Defence in street activism and 
mulling over possible solutions if  Ireland’s Abortion Bill did pass.  Niamh told us later that during our walk, public 
opinion had swung back hard in favor of  keeping Ireland abortion free.  Not only that, rallies in other counties had 
drawn record numbers of  vehement, pro-life Irish. 

   Fast forward: June.  I’m painting the faces of  Survivors ProLife Training Camp campers in the colors of  the Irish 
flag, emailing Niamh and the Irish press photos via phone, and packing up to take it all to the Irish Consulate in Los 
Angeles.  I learned from the Irish that part of  their success in staying abortion-free was a positive, party-like approach 
to activism: when you love life, you protect it.  And my campers certainly had a joy for life! 

    At the consulate, bullhorn in hand, our campers 
shake the street down.  We look like an Irish invasion.  
We want to make it clear: America’s youth support 
Ireland’s pro-life stance.  We want Enda Kenny to 
honor his promise to protect his nation’s women and 
children.  Zaira and Veronica, 13 and 14, are non-stop, 
chanting and chalking.  Anthony, 16,  manages to scale 
the wrought-iron fencing over the entryway.  He has 
the bullhorn, and a great talent for ad-lib rapping.  He 
shouts and leads the rally until his voice dies, “We’re 
pro-life, and we’re gonna shout it!  No doubt about it!  
Boom-sha-boom!”  In fact, our pro-life solidarity and 
our message came through so clear that the landlord 
evicted the Irish consul after learning the whole story!

    In July, the Irish Dail passed the abortion bill, 
despite the courageous stands of  a few select PM’s 
voting against the party line.  But the prayer, Survivors’ 
activism, and our integral part in the awareness-
garnering Prayer Walk brought Ireland to the very 
fore of  international news, and highlighted exactly 
why an “anti-abortion” country is a pro-woman, pro-
equality nation.

    So, what does it feel like to stand in a country 
that truly respects human life?  It feels like hope.  
I felt it.  It feels like joy.  I felt it.  And it feels like 
soon, if  you’re willing to take action.
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were going to attempt to jump up on the wall with the youth!  They 
fell, they slipped, and when I tried to help them get up, they elbowed 
me in the chest and yelled crude words in my face.

    I moved up and down the line making sure that everyone was doing 
well.  A camper yelled to me from across the street, “Start a chant!”  
Then that memorable chant popped in my head, “Extra!  Extra!  Read 
all about it!  We’re pro-life and we’re gonna shout it.  WE’RE PRO-
LIFE!! Told ya we would shout it, no doubt about it!”  Soon enough, 
ninety amazing kids started chanting it!  The pro-abortionists decided 
to start their own chant. “Not the church, not the state, women will 
decide their fate!” little old ladies were screeching.  But that was nothing 
compared to the campers!  The campers’ chants roared over the abor-
tion supporters to the point where I couldn’t even hear the misguided 
abortion supporters who grew hoarse.  Clearly, there is a whole new 
young and fired up generation coming in, and they are are going to end 
abortion.

[HOAG -- Continued from front cover]

     Going to Survivors Pro-life “boot 
camp” was one of the best things I’ve ever 
decided to do.  Before attending camp, 
I was clueless about what it means to be 
pro-life, and when I left, my knowledge 
greatly increased.  During the amazing 
twelve days of the camp I learned a lot, 
made really good friends, and got so much 
closer to God.  Most of all, I received a 
passion for pro-life work, a passion to 
save the innocent.

     I was so excited the first day I went out 
on the streets to do pro-life activism.  I 
remember thinking, “This is it, V, today’s 
the day we save lives!” I felt like God was 
standing right next to me the entire time I 
was doing activism.  I said so many good 
things that I would not have been able to 
say before, things that changed so many 
people’s minds about abortion.

     Outside of activism, camp was a blast.  
There was so much to do and so many 
people to be with.  I loved playing “Knock 
Out” down by the basketball court, swimming 
in the pool, and even rehearsing skits that 
my friends and I performed in front of 
other camp members.  I loved the nights 
on the beach, when we would gather 
around a bonfire and sing together while 
people would play instruments and others 
would be chatting with friends.  It was just 
an awesome atmosphere.

     The first day of camp I shyly walked up 
to the girls’ dorm, expecting to be a loner, 
but by the end of the first day I had made 
so many friends who I’m still very good 
friends with today.  I made a lot of them 
by accidentally hitting them with a basket 
ball while playing “Knock Out.”  (Sorry, 
guys!)  

     The talks were very motivating and the 
messages were powerful.  I highly suggest 
attending camp as soon as you can.  It’s a 
life changing experience that I will never 
forget!  I can’t wait to go again.

- Veronica Fealy

    After about an hour, we 
chalked up the sidewalk 
with messages supporting 
Hoag and expressing our 
thanks for their heroic deci-
sion, then we gathered on 
one corner of the intersec-
tion.  

    We huddled around 
Kristina Garza and
Rev. Patrick Mahoney. “Okay you guys, we are going to pray!”  The 
abortion supporters crowded around us, taunting, “Your God is not 
our god!”  “Yeah, pray you Christians!”  Kristina raised her voice above 
them, “Dear heavenly father!”

    We all bowed our heads and prayed together.  At that point, I looked 
around, and I didn’t just see kids, I didn’t see kids or campers.  I saw sol-
diers.  I saw soldiers who boldly stood in the shadow of death and defend-
ed the helpless little ones in the womb.

“I felt like God was 
standing right next to 
me the entire time I 
was doing activism.”
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Surv ivors  campus  out reach :  frontl ine  stories
30 mInuteS on tHe CampuS outreaCH team

by Mary Rose Short

     Another afternoon, another high school dismissal.  
The bell rang as I arrived at my assigned gate.  I piled 
most of  my literature on the sidewalk, mumbling to 
myself  as it began to slide into the street.  I scrambled 
to restack it, barely managing to hold my sign against 
the pull of  the wind.  Finally, I grabbed a handful of  
pamphlets and straightened up to greet the first few stu-
dents coming out of  the school, eyes wide with horror 
at the image of  an abortion victim.

     “Hi, did you get one of  these?” I asked, somewhat 
breathless, beginning to distribute the literature.  “Sure, I’ll 
take one.  What is that?” “That’s what a baby looks like after 
an abortion. Have you ever seen anything like that before?”  
“No.”  “What do you think about it?” “It’s wrong.”

     The students came thicker and faster and the stack 
of  literature shrunk.  Comments flew around me.

Page 6

“That’s abortion?” “Abortion is wrong.” “I would never get an abortion.”  “Pro-Choice!!”  “You think that’s okay?”  
“What is that?” One student with glittery mascara waved the literature away - “I’m gay so I can’t have an abortion.” 
I called him back. “You can still be informed and have an opinion.”  A couple of  girls stopped to ask questions.  I 
answered and showed them the crisis pregnancy center contact information inside the front cover of  the pamphlet.  
The flow of  students began to slow.  Busses began to pull out and I turned my sign so students leaving could see 
even if  they hadn’t had a chance to talk to any of  the team or receive any literature.

     An administrator approached me.  “You can’t block students exiting or the busses, so you’re going to have to move 
across the street.”  “Don’t worry, I won’t block anyone.”  “No, you have to move across the street.”  “I’m sorry, but I have 
a right to stand here and I will not move across the street.”  Disgusted, he made a call on his radio and walked back inside 
the school.  I overheard two students, “Yeah, she has a right to stand there.  She’s not doing anything wrong.”

     A few minutes later the security guard closed and locked the gate.  I picked up my sign and what was left of  my 
literature and started down to the corner where the rest of  the team were and where a few students were standing 
around, waiting for their ride.

     A student was debating with Kristina when I arrived.  Since they were about thirty feet apart, and I was now directly 
in front of  the student, I took over Kristina’s end of  the discussion.  He refused to define what a fetus was, beyond, 
“It’s a fetus!”  I went through all his arguments one by one, noticing that not only was he listening very closely for 
someone who had already made up his mind, but several other students were gathering around to listen.  I described 
several abortion procedures from chemical birth control - which is designed to thin the lining of  the uterus so if  the 
woman does ovulate and become pregnant, the new little embryo will be unable to implant or absorb nutrients - to the 
RU-486 abortion pill, the Dilation and Curettage abortion, and the Dilation and Extraction abortion.  The students 
were riveted and horrified.  They had never heard how an abortion is performed.  The first student left, taking a 
pamphlet and promising to read it.  The other students came closer to talk more.  It started to rain and, a few minutes 
later, everyone had dispersed.

    The team was only outside that high school for half  an hour.  In that time I distributed around 250 pieces of  Human 
Life Alliance’s engaging and persuasive literature.  I’m sure every other member of  the team interacted with an equivalent 
number of  students.  Our team was at a college for the middle part of  the day, too.  Who knows how many people we af-
fected that day?  That’s why I’m on the Campus Outreach Team - because we affect countless people every day.
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Surv ivors  campus  out reach :  frontl ine  stories
SteppInG out oF my ComFort Zone

by Lauren Handy
    Have you ever felt the weight of  55 million deaths?  Did it stop you in your tracks? Were you filled with dread?
     During activism there are certain phrases people like to throw our way.  As a team, we have become used to this and work 
together to take down each argument.  But one phrase still bothers me long after leaving a campus, and that is, “Abortion is 
never going to become illegal!”

    I often try to imagine a world without abortion.  I find myself  
reflecting on how life would be different, where I would be and what 
our country’s future would hold.  But no matter how hard I try, I can 
never actually envision such a world.  During quiet moments, these 
thoughts resurface as they did while I was sitting under a willow tree 
in a San Francisco Park.
    The day was clear and bright.  I watched the people around me 
and saw relationships blooming and families budding.  Life was 
everywhere and making itself  unashamedly known.  Is this what an 
abortion-free world will look like?  Carefree and bright with life?  
But these thoughts don’t last long because in the back of  my mind a 
darkness is creeping its way to the front.  As an activist, I cannot hide 
from the truth.  So of  course I asked myself, “How many miles away 
is the nearest abortion mill?” and just like that, reality reared its head.  
The park was no longer a separate peace but a grim comparison.
    This is why it is so important to go out to college campuses to 
spread awareness about abortion with the Campus Outreach Team.
    I am burdened with the truth that one third of  my generation is 
gone and knowing this, action is needed to change this culture of  
death.  If  I want to see a world without abortion then I need to do 
something.  Anything, small or big, in promoting pro-life values 
further strikes down the abortion industry.  Results only happen 
when we step out of  our comfort zone. 

    Sophie Scholl, an anti-Nazi activist, who was executed for her work, 
once said, “The real damage is done by those millions who want to 
‘survive.’  The honest men who just want to be left in peace.  Those 
who don’t want their little lives disturbed by anything bigger than 
themselves.  Those with no sides and no causes.”  This apathy is what 
clouds the vision of  an abortion-free world.  Let’s break through that 
fog and put actions behind our words.  As a team we are able to reach 
so many people each day.  We are helping to immerse our culture in the 
value of  human life.
    Being emboldened by this hope, I now have a response to the pro-
abort statement, “Abortion is never going to become illegal!” and that 
is, that abortion will become illegal.  By changing hearts and minds, a 
world without abortion is achievable.  Each child saved, every family 
preserved, puts us one step closer to such a world.  We can do this by 
working in fellowship and encouraging each other.  For when the darkness 
creeps in, we have the light to go forward.
    This is what I learned on Campus Outreach.  This is what I do.
    What did you do today to change this reality of  death that weighs on 
our country through abortion?
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lIveS Saved!
by Kristina Garza, Campus Outreach Director
    When people ask what life is like as a full-time activist, I tell them that we experience more excitement in one day of  
outreach than most people experience in a lifetime.  It is difficult to sum up the amazing conversations, persecution, prog-
ress, minds changed, lives transformed, and students encouraged from just one week on the road.  Here are some snap-
shots of  our favorite memories from this past year...
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conference in Arizona.  Casey 
Tesauro, Students for Life of  
America’s West Coast regional 
coordinator, introduced us, saying, 
“After doing activism with Survivors, 
I felt ready for anything!  I put my 
ADF (legal) training to the test!”  
Surprisingly, many students had never 
participated in pro-life activism 
before.  They were timid, afraid to 
hand out literature or stand with our 
signs in the downtown area near 
their university.  The courageous 

ones who stayed were 
rewarded as they witnessed 
at least two college 
students’ minds changed 
about abortion that day.

  ABQ Campaign

    The fall semester’s major 
focus was supporting a 
campaign to make late-
term abortion illegal in 
Albuquerque, NM.  Even 
though the bill did not 
pass, the experience was 
invaluable.  During 10 
days in Albuquerque, we 
knocked on doors, held 
signs at the polls, manned 
the phone bank, and did 
crazy things like spell out 
“Vote FOR” with plastic 

cups in chain link fences on freeway 
overpasses.  Since pro-abortion activists 
had a pretty consistent presence at the 
University of  New Mexico, we held an 
outreach there to show the images of  late 
term abortion victims.  Mary Rose and 
Lauren stood in the middle of  the pro-
abortion campaigners, with “Keep This 
Legal” written on our signs.  Pro-abortion 
students were infuriated that we showed 
the victims to students.  Many students 
were disgusted enough to leave campus to 

vote for the bill to make late-term abortion illegal.  Mary Rose 
made a splash when the whole scene was featured on the 
front page of  the student newspaper.

Denver Training and Activism

   We left Albuquerque the day after the election for Denver, 
to lead a training event that included activism in the bitter 

Lives Saved!

    On the first day of  the fall 
semester, our team member, 
Will, had two students approach 
him within an hour of  each 
other to tell him that they were 
pregnant, and had chosen NOT 
to abort their babies because 
they’d seen our signs and had 
conversations with our team.  In 
the first week of  this semester, 
a young student at Los 
Angeles Southwest College 
approached us to tell us that she 
was two months pregnant, and 
had planned to abort, BUT had 
decided not to after seeing us on campus.  We 
have had at least 3 students approach us in the last 
year, and tell us that a Survivors team, or similar 
pro-life activists, were in front of  their moms’ high 
schools or college campuses, and that they are alive 
now because their moms saw images of  abortion 
victims.

Southwest Tour

    Last spring, we visited Arizona, Texas, Kansas, 
Colorado, and Nevada.  It seemed like everywhere 
we went, we were getting bullied off  campus by 
headstrong administration 
and police threatening us 
with arrest.  In Denver, 
however, we ended up being 
the ones to call the police 
when an angry parent rolled 
up in his truck, stormed up 
to Erick, grabbed his sign, 
and threw it toward the 
street.  He stuck around 
because we were ready to 
charge him with assault, 
and his conversation with 
me eventually turned from 
heated to calm.  He shared 
that a former girlfriend had 
aborted his child some years 
earlier.  His feelings of  regret undoubtedly fueled his 
angry response to our signs.  

Phoenix Leadership Training

    Students for Life of  America holds regional training 
conferences to encourage their pro-life clubs.  We 
kicked off  our fall tour by joining their regional
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cold.  It even started to snow!  We joined local activists from Denver, 
Students for Life of  America’s regional coordinator, and Allison Aranda 
from Life Legal Defense foundation to offer workshops about pro-life 
activity protected by the First Amendment, and to encourage Denver pro-
life activists to do more.  How encouraging to watch young activists who 
had joined us at camp and other training events become pro-life leaders 
in Denver!  Ceci and Paco flew all the way from Los Angeles just to show 
our friends in Denver how a Survivors activism event works.

Funny Story

    Last spring, we were blessed to have Mariell join the team.  She had met 
 Jeff  through a Mexico missions trip, and had been wanting to join the 
Campus Outreach Team for at least a year.  Recently married, she figured 
she couldn’t wait much longer to go on the road since she was already 
expecting her first baby.  When Mariell was about 5 months along, the 
team and I found ourselves at La Cañada High School, which had a 
particularly obnoxious student body.  The students boasted about how 
pro-choice they were, and were reluctant to have logical conversations 
with team members.  Mary Rose noticed one snotty student marching 
up to Mariell with a determined look on his face.  He seemed to have 
thought of  the one argument that would defeat us all.  He narrowed his 
eyes at Mariell and asked, “Have you ever been pregnant?!”  Mariell, whose 
English was still a little broken at the time, did not understand why the 
student was asking about her pregnancy.  Mary Rose, however, ran over 
and smoothly slid away one of  the signs that Mariell was holding that 
covered her pregnant belly.  The student stared incredulously at Mariell’s belly, turned around, and walked away.  He 
could have chosen any team member to try to stump, but we are grateful that God allowed the situation to be an 
opportunity for the student to grow in humility, and hopefully, become more open-minded.  

Pray for us!

    This year, about half  of  our team members were recruits from Survivors ProLife Training Camp.  I love watching 
young people meet us as teenagers, come to our camp, and be inspired enough to commit their lives to ending 
abortion.  One blessing of  directing the Campus Outreach Team is watching these young people join us wide-eyed, 
a little rough around the edges, but eager to make a difference.  Over the course of  a semester, our young activists 
are refined by their full-time missionary experience, becoming seasoned leaders.  Please pray for our young leaders as 
they go home, and that God continues to send new recruits to the Campus Outreach Team.
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by Kyle McNeill

    “Oh Honey, you have every right to display those disgust-
ing images.  We are just exercising our right to cover these 
images up, and protect everyone else from them,” stated the 
representative of  “The Sisters of  Perpetual Indulgence” 
stifling our free speech.  As John and I stood there, speechless 
at the spectacle these women and men created of  themselves 
at this past Earth Fair, all we could do was pray.
    The Earth Fair in San Diego 
is the pillar of  the Pagan influ-
ence that has corrupted Southern 
California.  From the Hari-Krish-
nas’ booth to one sponsored by 
Planned Parenthood, no group 
is left out from worshipping the 
earth.  However, if  you dare to 
talk about anything along the lines 
of  Christ and His saving grace 
you are labeled as hateful and 
discriminatory to everyone and 
their mother.  This is the reason 
that the presence of  the Survivors 
has never gone unnoticed and it is 
also why it is so crucial to show the 
reality of  what these various groups 
really support.

    The entire Earth Fair committee, 
in anticipation of  our coming this 
past year, got together a large group 
of  college students united under 
the same cause and made giant, 
and I mean giant, banners that they 
lined up in front of  us to hinder 
and restrict our free speech.  They 
cussed at us and told us we were 
the scum of the earth as we peacefully 
walked around them through the

This mock Catholic group walks around disgracing the life 
of  solitude and prayer that some women in the Church 
commit themselves to. 

     The “sisters” walk around and deceive all they encoun-
ter by telling them that they have forgiveness from their 
sins and that the lives they chose to live are now blessed by 

streets unveiling the lie that abortion is merely between 
a woman and her doctor.  They were so eager, so an-
ticipating the chance to stop us from revealing to the 
world the darkness that they love and support.  If  that 
was not enough, they contacted the quite liberal and 
anti anything-that-doesn’t-allow-you-to-live-the-way-
you-feel-you-deserve group, The Sisters of  Perpetual 
Indulgence.   

 whatever higher power they chose 
on any given day. They laughed at 
us and told us all about our naivety, 
all while dancing in front of  us in 
their habits, high heels and fish net 
stockings.

     Earth Fair is never a boring 
event.  The truth is spread, lives 
are saved, and amidst the chaos 
the Lord is still ever present.  I 
am reminded of  a verse in 1 
Peter 5 that says, “God opposes 
the proud but gives grace to the 
humble.  Humble yourselves, 
therefore, under the mighty hand 
of  God so that at the proper 
time He may exalt you, cast-
ing all your anxieties on Him, 
because He cares for you.  Be 
sober-minded; be watchful.  Your 
adversary the devil prowls around 
like a roaring lion, seeking 
someone to devour.  Resist him, 
firm in your faith, knowing that 
the same kinds of  suffering are 
being experienced by your 
brotherhood throughout the world.  
And after you have suffered a little 
while, the God of  all grace, who

has called you to His eternal glory in Christ, will Him-
self  restore, confirm, strengthen, and establish you..”  
Regardless of  college student spitting on us or oddly 
dressed men and women telling us that we are trash, 
God has called us speak out against the inhumanity that 
takes place everyday.  If  we humble ourselves before 
The Lord, He will be gracious unto us and protect us 
from the enemy that is seeking to stop us.

Survivors at Earth Fair blocked by homemade banners made by 
college students and the Sisters of  Perpetual Indulgence

amIdSt tHe CHaoS

Survivors Action News (SAN) CS4.indd   10 5/27/2014   9:02:26 PM



Spring 2014 • Survivors Action News • www.survivors.la Page 11

     I’d never been to Walk for Life before, or any major pro-life event for that matter. It was only last summer that I 
woke up to the crisis of  abortion and started getting involved, so before this year I didn’t even know there was a Walk for 
Life or a March for Life. It was incredible.  I had never seen so many people in one place who not only believed that 
life in the womb should be protected, but who were also willing to show it by coming to San Francisco and walking, 
holding signs and wearing t-shirts to show San Francisco and the whole country who the Pro-Life movement is.
     I especially enjoyed seeing the diversity of the people who came. There were older pro-lifers, young pro-lifers, Catholic pro-lifers, 
Lutheran pro-lifers (like me!), secular and atheist pro-lifers, feminist pro-lifers — I even saw a pagan pro-life priestess!

abortIon IS extreme! by Katie Young

tHe rISe oF a pro-lIFe natIon by Samuel Riley

    We began to pass out Survivors’ signs.  After the announcer had finished speaking and most of  the signs were passed out, we 
hoisted our signs and got ready to march.  Everyone began to march into the crowd, all finding a place to walk. For the 
Survivors this was a recruiting ground.  A time to pass out as many flyers for our training camp as possible. Holding 
our banners and moving through the crowd, we were able to effectively get out as many flyers as possible.  Our goal 
was to encourage and strengthen passionate, abortion-fighting, youth.
     To me, the March for Life wasn’t so much about the world seeing it.  We all knew the media would ignore us.  It 
was about pro-lifers seeing it.  It’s about letting the millions of  pro -lifers who think they’re alone know that thousands 
are willing to march in the cold so abortion may find its end.  It’s about the passion of  those who will not quit, no 
matter how much the abortion industry, the media, and the world want them to.  The march is the beginning of  the 
fight against abortion for some people, and perhaps, will one day be the end of  the fight against abortion in America.

    It was a freezing Washington morning.  I was up early, 
along with the rest of  the Survivors team.  We bundled up in 
preparation for the frigid DC air that was sure to be blow-
ing right outside the hotel.  It was too cold to be outside, just 
15 degrees, but no one would have dreamed of  missing this 
event.  As soon as the hotel doors opened we felt the bite of  
the air on our noses.  We had a long walk to the start of  the 
March.  The closer we got, the more we could hear the sound 
of  the excited crowd. Busloads of  people were filing into the 
crowded area.  Drums were sounding and most every group 
had memorized a chant of  some kind.  It was difficult to see 
how many people were actually there until I had found a tree 
to climb into. The crowd was immense!

     What struck me most, however, was seeing a couple and a 
baby standing on the sidewalk as we passed by, holding a sign 
facing us. It read, “Our Baby Survived His Abortion Appoint-
ment.” That little family is why we do what we do. Why we 
march, why we counsel on the sidewalk, why we pray, why we 
support pregnancy centers, and why we do public activism.
    The morning of  the Walk we had a chance to do activism 
in San Francisco near an area with quite a bit of  pedestrian 
traffic and nice, open public spaces.  We held banners and 
passed out literature from Human Life Alliance, held a 
Die-In, showed the truth of  abortion to San Francisco with 
images of  abortion victims, and chalked pro-life messages 
on the sidewalk before jumping back in the van.
    When I first heard of  the Survivors, I was a little wary 
of  some of  their tactics. It all seemed a little too extreme.  
Then I realized that abortion is extreme. 
It’s the legally sanctioned murder of  vulnerable human beings. It’s genocide. That’s extreme. Showing the truth and 
getting people to pay attention is how we can fight it.
    Oh, and the other reason I warmed up to the Survivors’ tactics? I saw them work. I saw people stop, look, and see 
abortion in a way they never had before.
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    As I headed down the freeway by myself  to an unfamiliar part of  the city to join in my first pro-life caroling event, I admit I was scared.  
Praying, I asked God to help me and He did in more ways than I ever expected. 

    Arriving at St. Vincent’s, I saw a heavy police presence and people in red fluorescent vests across the street. Not seeing any pro-lifers 
yet, I followed a woman in a red vest leading another woman around the back, 
reading on her vest, “Pro-Choice-Abortion Clinic Escort”.  They joined others 
who were also putting on the same vests.  At first, they thought I was one of  
them, until I began to sing Christmas Carols.  From time to time, I tried to 
strike up a conversation with many of  them, but they refused to acknowledge 
me even with eye contact.

    As the rain poured, they handed out umbrellas to each other.  I had none.  
Then a man came by selling umbrellas and I bought two.  Soon a stream of  
girls, women and men began their walk through the Death Camp escorts to the 
front of  the building.  I was so sad that I couldn’t sing much.

   A man walked through the gauntlet of  Death-scorts on each side of  
the sidewalk with a baby on his shoulder.  I said to him, “Here sir, have an 
umbrella, keep you and your baby dry.”  He gladly accepted.  I stood for about 
45 minutes, singing intermittently, when I heard the church bells chime and saw 
a group forming across the street at St. Vincent’s.  I knew it must be Survivors.

    The escorts stiffened and became very quiet as the Survivors crossed the street and approached us.  They were singing Silent Night and 
I sang along with them.  The entire group was peaceful and respectful.  I continued to stand with the escorts, silently praying for them, the 
Survivors, and the women, and sometimes singing, “Jesus Loves Me”.  After awhile the Survivors walked back across the street, singing, 
and the escorts seemed to relax only then.

    Then I saw a girl run back to a van carrying a baby gift basket. 

    Another girl soon followed and got into the van as well.  I ran over to the van and began praying.  An escort followed me.  The girl 
spoke rapidly to a woman who may have been her mother.  She seemed displeased at first, but then softened and relented as the girl 
pleaded with her; and they drove away.  

    I asked the escort next to me why he wouldn’t talk to me and if  he was afraid to.  He answered, “No.”  I told him that I wasn’t the 
enemy; he stared straight ahead with a forced smile and that was all he ever spoke to me.

   I walked back to the sidewalk and held the umbrella up for the USC sheriffs that were there.  An LAPD officer approached me and said, 
“Ma’am, I going to have to ask you to leave because they (the escorts) said you were with them (Survivors).  I said, “No, officer, they don’t 

know me and I don’t know them.”

    He said, “Aw, come on,” and I said, “Think about it.  If  I was with 
them, wouldn’t I be across the street right now?”

    “So you’re just hanging out?” he asked.

    “Yep, I’m just hanging out, taking it all in.”

    And he said, “Okay” and then all the police officers left and I 
continued to stand with the escorts, praying for them the whole time.

    I moved closer to the front of  the clinic and to an orange-vested 
young woman with stone-cold, icy blue eyes.  She said to me in an 
angry tone, “Ma’am, I suggest you leave.  You are on private property 
and the police have already been called.”  I replied to her very kindly, 
“Thank you for your suggestion,” and continued to stand there.

    Another red-vested escort  walked up to his comrades and said, 
“Now I have those stupid Christmas Carols stuck in my head. I hate 
Christmas Carols!” And the girl with the icy blue eyes, as cold as a 
stone said something negative about Christmas and her comrade 
replied, “Well, that surprises me because normally you are a festive 
person!”

    Standing there, a thought came to mind, that Jesus was called a 
friend of  sinners.  I was filled with compassion as I prayed for these 
escorts who were so deceived.  I turned to the girl with the icy blue 
eyes and said, “My name is Liz, and I wasn’t here for them, I was here 
for you.” Her head dropped to her chest and she said, “Okay.” Then I 
said, “ I am praying for you,” and I walked down the street to my car.  
I have not stopped praying for her.

“I Hate CHrIStmaS CarolS!”
by Liz

Survivors Action News (SAN) CS4.indd   12 5/27/2014   9:02:36 PM


