
 
Marina’s Story 

 
One thing I have learned over the years, as an old saying goes, not to judge a book by its cover.  
As we never know the journey someone else has travelled.  My Eldest son once said to me, why 
do you want to share?  My answer is – isn’t it better to learn from others mistakes, rather than 
making them all yourself. 

 
Some passions are born out of life experiences and others just by wanting to make a positive 
difference in the world.  For me it’s both.  I know what it’s like to not know your father, to be raised 
in a blended family. To have brothers and sisters to different fathers and a brother adopted out.  
In my life I have made bad choices, I craved love and acceptance.   
 
But you know what?  Nobody’s born a loser, but everybody’s born a chooser. 

 
I came to realize that it is never too late to start to make good decisions for the future, but it 
doesn’t erase the bad consequences of the past.    
 
Where does that leave me?  I have now been married to Peter for over 24 years.  I have two 
boys, a 22 year old, a 20 year old and a 17 year old daughter.  Over the years my love for the 
unloved, the unapproachable has grown.  The issues of substance abuse, teenage pregnancy 
and abortion are my buttons that get pushed regularly.  What drives me is the injustice in this 
world my compassion for the broken hearted.  For years I have held onto a particular verse found 
in the bible – (Proverbs 31v8): “Speak up for those who cannot speak for themselves, for the 
rights of all who are destitute.” 

 
Why?  Because of certain experiences in my own life/family and one significant choice I made in 
October 1986.  I had an abortion. 
 
  At the time I thought it was the answer to my situation and that it would be quickly forgotten.  I 
was awake during the whole thing and felt the suction.  It took all of 10 minutes to change my life. 
Although my main feeling at the time was numbness, that day is forever etched in my memory.  
No one tells you about what happens afterwards. I will never forget the other women in the 
recovery room crying for the babies they had lost.   
 
A part of me died.  I changed from an outgoing girl to someone who was more withdrawn, more 
within myself.  Few people close to me knew what had happened, not my friends, not even tell my 
parents.  It would have been their first grandchild. 



 
I realized quickly there was no place to openly grieve our loss.  Our marriage was rocky at times 
over the years, as Peter had been the father of the baby aborted. I suffered emotionally and 
physically. It was Peter’s and my deep secret that would eat away our joy at times of 
remembrance. It still crosses my mind at times, and at times tears.  Reading a book “The Naked 
Truth” by Lakita Garth, one of many things she said was: You may not see the consequences of 
your actions by the end of the day, the end of the week, the end of semester, the time you 
graduate or even in five or ten years…..but rest assured: What goes around comes around, and 
you will reap what you sow. 

 
As our family grew, I would look at our children and see their likeness and wonder which child our 
first baby would have most resembled.  It still crosses my mind at times, and at times tears.   
 
Over the past few years, however, I have grown as a person, as a wife and as a mother to my 
children.  Peter and I were able to come to a point where we grieved together and received the 
Lord’s healing, which enabled us to move forward.  I have walked a long road to grace and 
forgiveness - and it is because of this healing that I can now talk about it openly.  The abortion 
experience has never left me, and for years I have wondered how to give other women like 
myself a safe place to grieve; how to give them a way to commemorate the babies lost. For there 
is no grave we can visit, no place to lay flowers, no tangible way of remembering them. We 
couldn’t grieve or talk openly about the abortion.  Until now, the start of the Buttons Project. 
 
I thought often of what could I do to make a difference in people’s lives?  After watching a 
documentary about the Paperclips project in America where a class decided to collect paperclips 
to commemorate the loss of Jewish lives in the Holocaust. I was deeply moved. They received 
over 20 million paperclips, along with thousands of letters and created an incredible memorial.  I 
then thought, with the symbol of a button to represent a life taken, people can share their story 
and we could create a memorial.   
 
I have a big dream, and it is to collect buttons – thousands upon thousands of buttons, to 
commemorate the babies we never met.  To enable not only women who have been affected by 
abortion, but also the fathers, grandparents, sisters or brothers to “do something when there is 
nothing you can do.”  For some it will be a way of simply remembering; for others a step on the 
journey of healing. Some buttons will come with their story, some in an unmarked envelope.  
That’s ok.  All the buttons will be catalogued and then sewn on giant wall hangings.  These will 
eventually be displayed in an appropriate place as a type of memorial, a safe place to visit without 
judgment.  A collective statement which simply says, “What happened mattered.”  A way to 
remember, to grieve and to love. 
 
The Buttons Project official launch was in June 2008 and has continued to gain momentum.  I 
have received over 75 special buttons with stories, plus another 6500 buttons which continues to 
grow, as people give.  It has been quite an emotional journey and humbling hearing others 
stories. 
 
I have always admired a quote from an American author and activitist Helen Keller who was deaf 
and blind: “I am only one, but still I am one.  I cannot do everything but still I can do something.  I 
will not refuse to do the something I can do” 
 
This is something I can do, to be a bridge towards healing and acknowledging what happened.  
To show how the buttons project has been significant for, not only myself, but these people in 
their journey of healing and remembrance.  As it is often a deep private grief and not generally 
talked about. I have a great respect for the stories received, people’s courage in sharing, and 
would not jeopardize their confidentiality. My vision, as I said,  for the future is to have with the 
memorial of buttons, a memorial book of comments and stories shared – where permission is 
given.   
 



I gave a button and named our baby Hope.  It is for my baby Hope, and for me.  It is hope in the 
future and peace from the past.  To commemorate something that was a part of us. 
 
In September 2009 a songwriter Richard Dawson approached me and wrote a song for the 
Buttons Project called “Little Button” which is very moving. After a year in the making, a DVD was 
made which had the music video and also a mini documentary of my husband Peter and I sharing 
some of our story. Our hope is that the DVD can help someone on their journey of healing from 
an abortion and also help those that find themselves in an unwanted pregnancy to be fully 
informed about all options available -- that they may choose life for their baby and get the support 
that they need. The music video can be viewed on the Buttons Project website and both song and 
mini documentary can be viewed on www.facebook.com/buttonsproject 
 
I am always willing to come and share my story, where ever the opportunity arises.   
 
If abortion is part of your story, will you send in a button of remembrance?  I would love to hear 
from you.  I would also welcome buttons from anyone who may feel moved to contribute towards 
the project. For more information on my project, please check out my website 
www.buttonsproject.org and my post details are the following. 
 

Marina Young, P.O.Box 616, Kumeu, Auckland 0841, New Zealand. 
marina@buttonsproject.org 
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