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The sorrow still follows me
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By Rhonda, Wisconsin, USA
In 1976 I found out I was pregnant. I was only 18 at the time, and I still lived with my parents. I was the oldest of 6 children. My mother was in a battle for her life against breast cancer. Her battle had been going on since I was 12-years-old. I was not in love with the father of my child, and I was scared to death of the disappointment I would bring to my parents, especially since our family was feeling such grief and fear over my mother's illness. 

After I found out I was pregnant, my best friend showed me pictures of the feet of a 10-week-old fetus. She tried to make me see what a mistake it would be to abort my child. I chose to ignore her pleas telling myself that the picture she had shown me probably wasn't accurate. I was worried about the shame I would bring to my family, and I feared the loss of my mother’s love. It was much later that I realized how my fear had warped my perceptions of how my mother would have actually reacted. 

My boyfriend did not want me to get an abortion. He offered to marry me, but I didn't love him. The thought of marrying him made my fear grow worse. I felt utterly alone. 

Abortion had only been legal for a few short years, and it had been touted as safe, legal and perfectly moral. I reasoned, "How could getting an abortion be wrong, when the law allows it and protects it?" I had never thought about my feelings toward abortion before I became pregnant. I wasn't knowledgeable about pregnancy or the gestational phases of the baby. I ignored my boyfriend's pleas thinking that he, too, must be mistaken about the humanness of our unborn child. 

I didn't get my abortion right away. I stalled another 5 weeks before calling an abortion clinic I’d found in the newspaper. I called from a pay phone. On the appointed day, my boyfriend's sister, along with my boyfriend, drove me to the clinic. I had no idea how my life would be affected. There were no pro-life counselors there. I wish it had not been so easy. I wish my friend and my boyfriend, had pressed harder for me to listen.    

The experience was horrendous. While I lay on the table, I kept looking at a picture of a clown on the wall right next to my head. A clown? A picture often seen in nurseries or pediatric clinic walls. Why did they choose to put that there, I wondered? The procedure was long and painful, and every time I cried out, I was told by the doctor to "Shut up!" I kept looking at the picture of the clown, and somehow that picture became connected to the pain and the fear I was feeling. It haunted me for years after. 

When the abortion was finished, I was led to a small recovery room where other girls lay on pallets on the floor. I could hear sobbing from some, and small talk among others. I wanted to die. The doctor appeared briefly and told me, "Next time, maybe you'll use birth control, huh?" I was humiliated and angry. 

The next few months I was relieved that I didn't have to face my parents’ finding out, or of shaming them. What I didn't realize then, was I would have to face my own shame and grief for the rest of my life. 

Ironically, after rejecting my boyfriend's offer of marriage to keep our child, I ended up marrying him a year later. I had lost what little self-esteem I had to begin with. I felt defeated. If he wanted to marry me, why fight? This was the best life would have for me anyway, I thought. I no longer believed that love truly existed except in romance novels and people's minds. 

We were married in a church and I became pregnant one month after our wedding. I was happy to be having a child. A part of me had somehow come back to life. My mother was in remission, and she was elated at the news. I was awed at the joy I felt expecting a baby. I pushed aside all memories of my abortion and refused to think about it anymore. While I couldn't wait to see my baby’s precious face and hold her in my arms, my husband was not happy. He drank constantly and was rarely home. 
The day we arrived home from the hospital, friends and relatives came by to see our new addition. After our visitors were gone, my husband left, as was usual, to drink with his buddies. I situated the bassinet where I could sit and look at my daughter and decided to take some pictures of her. As I looked through the viewfinder of my camera, I was overwhelmed by the blackest depression and grief I had ever felt.  Why did I allow her to live, but not my first child?  What had I done? How could I have done such a thing? 

This child wasn't more special than the first child. She didn't deserve to live more than my first child. She was a human being, not my body. She was mine to protect, direct, and love. I was immobilized with self-hatred. I had killed my own flesh and blood. Nothing could erase that. I lay on the floor and cried. From that point on, I was never the same. Sadness breathed all around me. 

The joy I felt for each of my succeeding children's births, was always tainted by the grief and inconsolable loss of the first child. Only the love I felt for my children offered me any respite from my sadness and guilt.

I have grown in many ways since that time. I have learned much about the science of life's beginnings, and the horror of man's inhumanity to man. I have graduated college, divorced and remarried, charted several different career paths, watched many dear loved ones pass away, and watched many new ones born. I have traveled and lived in many different places among diverse people, but the sorrow still follows me. 

We have an unquestionable duty to defend the sanctity of life. Every life has meaning, whether planned or unplanned, and loving a child is a blessing. 

There are no accidents. We all are part of a plan. Those who have ears to hear, please listen. Women are hurting. If you are one of those women who has not spoken out about your abortion, please do so to help ease the torment of others and to prevent future abortions.



