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My abortion has haunted me for almost sixteen years. At the time I was very confused and scared. I was only given information about abortion. I was told we had made a mistake that we needed to "fix." In my heart I knew it was wrong, but I agreed and went along because it did seem like it would "fix our problem." I just turned seventeen, never had a baby before, and had no idea what to expect. I was never told there was a baby, or fetus in my uterus. I was told it was a small amount of "pregnancy tissue" that would be "gently removed." I envisioned something like a chewed up piece of bubble gum. I didn't want to have the abortion, even though I didn't understand exactly what it was, deep down I knew it was wrong. I was coerced by my boyfriend, his mother and aunt, and offered no help by my own mother. They made me feel like I had something inside me that was going to ruin everyone's life, including mine if I didn't get it taken care of as soon as possible. 

At the clinic, it was so crowded there was standing room only. A staff person came out and asked those who were not there for a procedure to go wait in their cars. I watched an older couple walk in. The woman took one look around the crowded room and tried to turn around and leave. She asked her "man", "Do we have to do this?" "YES" he stated as he pushed her towards the receptionist. No one offered her help; we all just turned our heads. "Counseling" consisted of a group of women getting pregnancy tests, blood work and a quick "demonstration" of how they were going to "gently empty our uteruses." Using a model uterus that was already empty of course. I was put to sleep for the abortion by a woman who hastily placed an IV in my arm stating only "Night, night." I saw or heard nothing of the actual procedure. In fact, I really didn't even know or understand exactly what was done to me or the "tissue." I never met the doctor, I vaguely remember a masked man entering the room as I succumbed to the sedative drugs. After the procedure, I woke up in a wheel chair in excruciating pain screaming "It hurts, it hurts!" The nurse told me, "Be quiet, you'll scare the other patients!" I was taken to a room full of beds and other post abortive women, too many to count. I was told to lie down for a while, eat and drink some juice and cookies, and then get up and go. I could not move. I just curled up in a ball, and cried. It hurt so bad. Not just my body, but my heart. I closed my eyes, opening them time to time to see a staff person tend to each woman’s private area with the same gloved hand. After forty-five minutes I was told I needed to get up and go, because they needed my bed. Even though I was still in tremendous pain, and not feeling "recovered" what so ever I managed to stand up. Blood ran down my legs and all over my feet and the floor. I was pointed to the bathroom and told to clean myself up. They shoved my bin of clothes in my arms and sent me on my way. 

Afterwards, I was not me. Whoever I was before the abortion, that person has never existed again. I felt tremendous grief and emotional pain. I had bouts of uncontrollable crying, I was in deep despair, my heart HURT, I was angry, I hated him for it, and I had severe anxiety. Even though no one knew, I honestly felt that people knew what I did when they looked at me. I felt like an out of control crazy person, and it was completely humiliating. I never even realized for all these years that it was the abortion that was making me feel this way. Sixteen years of torment all for a lie. It didn't "fix our problem" it created more. It affected all my subsequent pregnancies. I felt unworthy and unfit, like I didn't deserve to have a baby. I did not want to feel this way; I just wanted to be me, to be normal again. I turned to alcohol and drugs to try and forget about the abortion and numb the pain.  I became very promiscuous, determined to replace what I had lost and fill this void in my heart.  At times I was even suicidal.  I thought death was the only way to escape this anguish, and that I deserved it anyway for what I knew in my heart I had done that day.
It was just this past year that I finally saw abortion for what it really is, and have been able to come to terms with it. That it was the murder of my own child that was haunting me. I saw for the first time what this aborted "tissue" looked like. It looks like a little human, not just "tissue." It is a human being. He or she was a part of me, as in came from my own flesh and blood, but was also his or her own being. I killed a part of me. My abortion hurt me. I was never able to grieve my loss, because it was suppose to be nothing. Just "tissue removal." Now that I have four living children, I can whole heartedly say that carrying a child to term for nine months is NOTHING compared to the devastation abortion causes a woman. No one suspected it was the abortion that was causing me so much trauma for so many years, not even the very few who knew about it including myself. I thank God that I have been redeemed, and set free from this unbearable burden.


