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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 233
Weeping womb
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By Janet, California, USA
When I was 20 or 21 years old, I had an abortion. I had a two year old son at the time and though my husband and I actually planned the baby he said, "Get rid of it!" when I told him I was pregnant.  When he added, "It’s me or the baby," I was in complete shock. My mom said that under the circumstances, an abortion was probably the best thing to do. I was devastated and didn’t know what to do.  The thought of caring for two children alone and ending my marriage pressured me to call an abortion clinic. When they found out how I was 3 or 4 months along, they told me I had better get an appointment while there was still time (legally), that I didn’t have time to "wait and see". That put me under more pressure to abort my baby; it was "now or never". 

I made the appointment and my husband drove me to the clinic and dropped me off. I cried all the way there and in the waiting room. When I went into the office to pay and sign the forms, I was told that "it" wasn’t really a baby at all, just a glob of blood. I couldn’t stop crying, although I tried. I went into a small room, put on a gown, and climbed on the examining table. I lay there alone with my feet in the stirrups for a long time waiting for them to do the thing I didn’t want done. As I lay in that degrading position waiting for the doctor, I felt humiliation, fear, horror, shame, and regret. He came in with two nurses and I began crying, "No, I can’t do it! No!" He said, “Think good thoughts or you will have nightmares when you go under.” While I continued to protest, he put the needle in my arm.

Under the anesthesia I dreamed that I was on a conveyer belt moving through what looked like the inside of a womb; it was thick and swollen with blood and tissue, having prepared itself for a baby. Then the womb lining began to shed. I was inside a "weeping womb" with the lining was swirling around me and I was on my way out on a conveyer belt.

The next thing I knew I was in a recovery room with about 8 other girls. One was laughing and joking and I hated her for it. I just held my empty womb and cried! I kept saying, "My baby, my baby, my baby…my baby’s gone. It’s gone!" A nurse came over and patted my hand and said, "I know….I know…" Then I thought wildly that maybe they made a mistake. Maybe my baby was still inside me….but I knew by the pain that it wasn’t true. I hurt and ached inside. They gave me a pain pill and I threw it up, so they gave me another one. I am RH negative, so I had to have a shot of Rhogam to protect my next baby. They took my baby and yet they gave me a shot to protect my next baby. That seems uncanny, and very confusing.

When my husband picked me up he said, "We can have another one." I hated him for that. Why would he want another one when he had just forced me to kill the one we had?  My grieving began. I regretted what I had done and wished I could have another chance to save my baby. I cried myself to sleep and had nightmares about the abortion. I would wake up in the night, hearing a baby cry. I would jump out of bed, thinking I had dreamed it all, that my baby was alive, and then the realization hit me that my baby was gone, and I was empty. I cried often and stayed in bed for over a week. I didn’t want to face life. I don’t know when the crying stopped, but anger took its place. I was angry at my husband, my mother, the doctor who killed my baby even when I told him to stop, the nurses who helped him, the Pro Abortionists, the world gone mad.

I began a life cycle of depression that would come and go for about 25 years. I was hospitalized for almost a week one time because I was so depressed. I felt the darkness come over me like slow molasses, and I knew I couldn’t stop whatever was happening. I couldn’t "control" it anymore. And I didn’t know why…I had no logical basis for my depression, nothing I could pinpoint. Then began the antidepressants that I would be taking on and off for the next several years.
My marriage ended; I couldn’t stand to be with the man who made me kill my baby.  After I moved out I found out I was pregnant again. My husband said, "You’re not going to have it, are you?!" That was it for me. No one was going to take this baby away from me or make me have an abortion, so I moved in with my mother until my baby girl was born. The realization that I had taken part in the earlier abortion decision and shared responsibility came much later.

For years I was depressed and obsessed with my previous abortion.  I still couldn’t forgive myself though I "knew" that God had forgiven me. When my middle daughter became pregnant and saw the literature I had laying around, showing the life cycle of a baby from conception, and brochures explaining abortion. She decided to tell me about her baby. She had been wondering if she should have an abortion and just not tell me, but when she saw the brochures and read them, she made her decision in favor of having her baby.  We cried together and I called our local Crisis Pregnancy Center. When I took her down there, I saw a brochure on Post Abortion Depression. I couldn’t believe it. I thought I was the only one who was obsessed with a baby I had aborted so long ago, but I wasn’t the only one. I joined a Bible study the center offered women who regretted their abortions or who were depressed after having an abortion. During a memorial service for our lost babies, we wrote memorials to our children and read them aloud. When my turn came, I cried all the way through it. I named my baby Sarah. I know now that she is with the Lord and that I will see her again.

I received cleansing and forgiveness for my abortion. I gained such strength that I tell my story to anyone I hear about who is thinking of having an abortion.  In doing that I have helped two women who were thinking of abortion choose life. Those women were my daughters, and both of those babies were my grandchildren. 

My hope and prayer is that every woman who regrets her decision to abort her baby will find the help she needs to get through the pain and go through the natural grieving process that society has forbidden. People do not seem to understand why a woman would be grieving a baby she destroyed with her own free will. They don’t know… They don’t understand… They haven’t been there…To them, it just doesn’t seem "right" to abort a baby and then cry about it, to be allowed to grieve the loss. 

For every woman or man whose life is being destroyed by the pain and loss brought on by an abortion, there is help. I highly recommend Pregnancy Centers for help in dealing with the pain and trauma of abortion. The opening of the wounds made me raw, but the healing balm came and healed those wounds.  It gave me hope and freedom to finally forgive myself.  I was able to embrace the little one I lost and know that she forgave me too.

I am the mother of five children, two of whom are with the Lord…the daughter I aborted and my son whom I lost to suicide. Sarah is with her big brother now and the Lord holds them both in His hands.  My story, like many, is one of personal pain and triumph, yet it is bittersweet.  I am your sister in grief; I walk in your steps; I feel your pain; I grieve with you; I care about you; I understand.  



