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Sharing the pain
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2399-Sharing-the-Pain
By Jennifer, NE, USA
I had an abortion when I was eighteen because my married, older boyfriend insisted that I had to and my mother supported him.  I never intended to go through with it.  I made the appointment to buy time in order to convince my boyfriend to see things my way.  I went to the appointment intending to just stay in there long enough to convince my boyfriend that I had done it, and then leave.  I wanted to buy time. 

I checked in and they did a blood draw.  Then I was led to an exam room where a silent nurse did a silent ultrasound and then left the room without a word to me.  Later, the doctor came in and asked me why I was having an abortion.  I told him that my boyfriend wanted me to, and he became very belligerent and judgmental, saying that he wouldn't do a procedure on anyone because their boyfriend wanted it.  To this day I still don't understand why, but I snapped.  I walked in there intending to walk out again still carrying my baby, yet for some reason I ended up arguing with this doctor to convince him to give me an abortion.  Sadly, I succeeded.  

The nurse took me to the procedure room.  It was a very large room with a cot in the middle and a poster on the ceiling over the cot.  Next to the cot was a stainless steel tray with stainless steel surgical utensils laid out on a cloth.  In the corner was the machine.  It was stainless steel with a clear acrylic ring around the top.  It was all very clean and clinically cold.  I was given a shot inside to numb the pain, and a shot in the arm to relax me.  Being very sensitive to medicine, the shot in the arm caused me to fall asleep, which I believe was nothing short of God's saving grace.  Thanks to that grace, during the abortion procedure I experienced nothing.  However, at the end of the procedure, the nurse woke me and was laughing because I had fallen asleep.  I found it appalling that anyone could be laughing at anything having anything to do with that procedure.  I was left alone to dress.  I felt exactly the same physically as I had before the procedure, but emotionally and intellectually I was completely numb.  I was even moving more slowly because my brain couldn't seem function any better.  I looked around to see what had changed in the room.  The utensils were gone.  The clear acrylic ring around the top of the machine was now a blood red.  I knew that was my baby in there. 

I remained numb the rest of the day.  For some reason the rest of the world continued on normally.  That night I had the worst dream of my life.  I was naked in the home where I spent my early childhood.  The house was empty — no furniture, no curtains on the windows.  I was in my brother's old room, which was a corner room with two windows.  My boyfriend's young adult son was standing outside one of the windows looking in at me with glasses that were about an inch thick.  They made his eyes look huge, and I knew that he was looking right into my soul.  I started laughing, but it was a terrible, hysterical laugh.  It took my boyfriend many attempts to wake me, because I was laughing out loud.  For several minutes after I was awake I still could not stop laughing.  I really believe I came very close to losing my mind that night.  Had I not slept through that procedure, who knows where I would be today?  

As it were, a year later I found myself suffering from deep depression.  I had too much anxiety to work, and I slept for about sixteen to twenty hours a day.  When awoke the world was literally gray from the fog sitting on my brain.  When I slept I had beautiful dreams full of bright, vivid colors, and all I wanted was to stay asleep forever.  My family held a small intervention and I agreed to get help, but the doctor I saw was judgmental and wrote me a prescription even though my depression was all "my own fault," as he put it.  He made me angry because he was right.  I never went back and I never took his medication because he made me so angry. But the anger and the fact that it was my fault convinced me to get better on my own.  It took years of forcing myself to get up and live every day and paste a smile on my face so that I might eventually feel something again, but I did eventually come out of the depression.  

It took thirteen years before I finally realized that God still loves me and really can forgive me for killing my baby.  Only then was I finally able to forgive myself, and only then was I finally able to get pregnant again.  Now I have two beautiful children.  I have avoided getting involved because the pain is still so raw.  I think it always will be, but I know that God wants me to share my story and do all I can to put an end to this horrible part of our culture.
