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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER ACCESSORY TO ABORTION – 94
Bittersweet indeed
http://www.priestsforlife.org/testimonies/2430-Bittersweet-Indeed
By Karla, New Jersey, USA
I had an abortion, or in clinical terms, a fetal reduction, at the age of thirty-three after undergoing four years of fertility treatment. My pregnancy resulted in five viable fetuses. While I personally felt that I was strong enough to carry the pregnancy to term and deliver all healthy babies, my spouse, who had no children, was fearful I would either lose the pregnancy, we would have children with major health issues, or that any or all of them would die upon delivery. He put a great deal of pressure on me to reduce the pregnancy and made me feel that if anything happened to any of the babies he would hold me accountable, which, being who he is, would most definitely have been the case.
 
In addition, my fertility doctor did all she could to stress these points to both of us from the time we found out I was pregnant. Looking back, I realize that her desire for me to reduce the pregnancy was because of her need to keep the recorded number of live births up, which is a big deal in the fertility business and especially for those darling photo boards they display at their clinics.
When we scheduled the reduction (abortion) the only person I told was one of my sisters. She had undergone fertility treatments about the same time I had, but got pregnant sooner and had triplets at that time, so I felt we shared that bond of understanding. She had initially gotten pregnant with four babies, but lost one sometime between the fifth and sixth weeks. It was reabsorbed by her body without any problems. So although she had never undergone the same procedure, during the time before she lost her baby it was something she had considered and I felt she understood what I was experiencing at that time.
During the procedure, I remember looking at the ultrasound screen while the doctor decided which three of my five children he was going to abort. He made the selection based on the location of each fetus, as all of them had equally strong heartbeats and no apparent distinctions beyond where they were located inside my womb. I recall watching as a needle was carefully poked through my abdomen into the fetal sack, targeting each tiny heartbeat one by one, until the three innocent lives were taken and each one of those heartbeats was extinguished.
Throughout the procedure I remained stoic, but once we were moved to a room to wait the requisite period of time following, I immediately broke down sobbing while my husband held me. I was so absolutely devastated and disappointed in myself because I had done something I was so completely against — taking the life of my own children. 
For the next few days I stayed home from work to rest, as required and the reduction was, of course, all I could think of. A few days after the reduction, my husband and I were attending an event in the evening and when we arrived at the catering hall, I stepped out of the car to feel blood running down my legs. As you might imagine, I panicked. I ran inside to the ladies room, sure that I was losing the pregnancy altogether. A friend came in to check on me and provided me with a pad. I was hysterical! My husband and I and another couple immediately went to the emergency room at the local hospital. I was in a panic, but I suppose this was nothing to the emergency room staff because besides taking my blood pressure and getting my insurance information, I was left waiting in the emergency waiting room for five hours. 
Finally someone came to tell us that the ultrasound department was closed for the night (It closed an hour earlier.) and there was nothing they could do for us. We went home heartbroken, thinking I had miscarried. They never even checked me out and I was billed for it too.
Several weeks later at an office visit, we were having an ultrasound to check the two remaining fetuses and to find out the sex of them. It turned out they were both boys. As selfish as it sounds, I recall being disappointed that one of them wasn't a girl. I had so wanted a daughter — just one more thing to add to my list of regrets.

For the first several years afterwards I told no one about the reduction, especially considering that I had undergone years of fertility treatment to even get pregnant. I was so ashamed of myself and felt so guilty about what I had done. My husband and I never talked about it beyond the first few months afterwards, but he used it against me later in some of his nastier moments of our marriage.
I would go long periods of time without thinking about it after my twins were born, but inevitably the knowledge of it lingered in my mind. I know approximately when they would have been born. I'm sure I would have delivered sooner if I had brought all of the babies to term. Were they boys or girls? Had one of them been my longed for daughter? What would they have looked like? Would all my children have been healthy? I had all of those unanswerable questions running through my mind, especially because I have two healthy babies to hold, to love, to cherish. It is bittersweet indeed.
In choosing to reduce my pregnancy, I went against everything that I believed in. I was very disappointed in myself, and for a long time I tried to ignore my feelings about the entire event. Of course, you can only do that for so long and then it must be faced. I did finally get pregnant with my daughter and she is as much a delight to me as all my sons are; possibly more so because of what she represents to me: redemption for the mistake I made previously, although I can never undo or replace those little lives that I took.
All of this was so much more repugnant to me because I had gotten pregnant at nineteen, and though unwed, I chose to have my son who was fourteen years old at the time I had the reduction. Doing this went against everything I was and everything I believed in. It went against the Christian faith I was raised with my entire life. 

Would I have made a different decision if I had the love and support of a spouse who I knew would continue to love and care for me regardless of the outcome if I didn't do this? I believe I would have.


