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The choice was mine
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By Toni, North Carolina, USA
The choice was mine and mine alone. When I become pregnant, I was a married woman with three children. So, it was fear and fear alone that drove me to choose to end the baby’s life. I did not ask my husband, I told him. I did not ask anyone for their thoughts. Yes, I regret the choice of abortion, and regret is an understatement. The hurt in my heart goes beyond regret, today I look back and hate that choice I made, yet I can not undo it. While I do offer an excuse, it is just that, an unproductive excuse for an action that took place about 30 years ago. It was a permanent choice for a temporary problem. 

When I graduated from high school in 1960, I was reading at the 5th grade level. While I could get a minimum wage job, I was not able to build a career. So, I always knew that whatever I could contribute to the household resources, it was limited. When I learned that I was expecting another child, my husband was facing an illness that affected his ability to provide for us. Carl was a television news reporter who covered sports and did feature stories, also.  He had a measure of celebrity. At the time Carl was diagnoses with Bells Palsy; which paralyzed his face and affected the way he attempted to speak. So, he couldn’t even go to work in a radio station. 

The fear of providing for the children was so strong that it caused me to see the challenge of another “mouth to feed.”  I gave no thought to the fact that maybe we would recover in the long term. 

Please understand that today I believe in a mighty God who would have carried me through if I had given Him the opportunity. Also, I now realize that God gave us a choice before the Supreme Court did. With that choice God gave precepts for us to consider. Unfortunately at the time, I was not a woman of faith and did not seek Him or His principles.

The abortion took place in a sparkling clean hospital surgical suite. It was done by a qualified physician with an anesthesiologist in attendance. When I was back in my clean hospital room, recovering for the surgical abortion, a man in a clergy collar started to step into my room. Surprisingly, I began to scream for the nurse to, "Get him away from me!" While the guilt was subtle, it was real and for some reason, I refused to drop a single tear. Looking back, there seemed to be a kind of brain fog and I was oblivious to the reality of what I had done. 

Years later, I learned that there is concern that when the women receive the anesthetic for her to be free of  physical pain, that anesthetic may not get to the baby’s body, which is being ripped apart limb-by-limb or scorched by chemicals. So, the baby must have wondered, "What is happening in my world where I am supposed to be safe in my mother’s care. Doesn’t my mommy want me?"
Something inside of my heart died that day with the baby’s death. But too much denial was present for me to understand at the time. I had chosen my baby’s death-day before giving it a birth-day. 

Within a year my uterus collapsed (medical term Prolapsed Uterus) and it had to be removed. While my husband would have liked more children, I didn’t want any more responsibility. Following that, there were around 5 additional surgeries to correct the damage done to my body during the abortion. While I had the power to choose, I had NO POWER to undo the damage of that choice. 

Please don’t feel sorry for me, my body was rebuilt and reconstructed, but the baby could never be repaired and put back together this side of heaven. 

It was 10 years before I broke down and sobbed; my heart and mind heaving with the shame of my choice. Depression has been a frequent and uninvited visitor into my emotions.

It is not my approach to tell any expectant woman what she can or cannot do. I do hope that women will see the destruction I allowed to both a living baby developing inside and to my own body.

I still do not know the depth of the emotional pain I caused my husband when he was already feeling down enough. I also regret that I was so callus toward Carl when he needed his wife’s compassion and not my fear and my resistance. We never spoke about the abortion, and he never tried to make me feel guilty for my choice. He was way more gracious and mature than I was.

Interestingly, a few hours before Carl’s death several years ago, I prayed with him. And during that prayer I began to weep as I realized that he would shortly be with the baby I refused to give life to. I was a little jealous and grateful at the same time. He would finally hold our child ….. The child would finally see one of its parents, the one who did not choice to discard it. One day I will see that baby in heaven and hope to feel it’s forgiveness for my brutal choice. 
