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Constant reminders
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2498-Constant-Reminders
By Louise, England
I had my first abortion on my sixteenth birthday because I was too young. I couldn't bear the thought of disappointing my mom, who struggled to raise me on her own. I don’t remember the procedure, but I do remember the consequences after.  I was in severe pain as the fetus was not fully "evacuated," and I had to go through the procedure again. I was depressed afterward and did miserably in my exams at school.  I pushed the abortion to the back of my mind until abortion number two in my twenties. 
I did it again because I knew the father was not ideal. I was on poor pay and didn’t want to raise a child on my own. I was somewhat of a depressive. I thought I’d be a rubbish single mom. I remember the procedure clearly as I went for the method where my delivery was induced. I saw my tiny unformed baby floating in a basin of blood. The image still haunts me.
Then there is the abortion three years ago when I was thirty-six years old. Why? Well my reasons included my choice in men to lie down and be reckless with was poor.  And although I have always worked since leaving school, I hadn’t progressed much career-wise and was doing temporary work and paying a mortgage I could barely afford. I didn’t want the abortion. I was angry with myself that at thirty-six I couldn’t manage to raise a child. I was angry that in Britain they would sooner help support unemployed single moms who have leached off the system for years, than help a woman that has worked all her adult life. I felt and still feel very angry with myself. I love the children I threw away. Selfishly though, I regret the last child more because I had no excuse.
I’ve denied my mom probably her only chance of having a grandchild. I’ve denied myself the last chance of having a child. I found out last year that I now have a condition which means that I’m unlikely to carry a baby to term. I’m thirty-nine, single, and surrounded by mothers, fathers, and families, which are constant reminders.

I feel bitter, I feel lonely, and on bad days, if it were not for my beautiful mom, I wouldn’t carry on. I don’t know if I’ll ever forgive myself.


  
