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It got me again tonight. It had been a while and
took me by surprise, but it was bad. Grief. Agonizing,
overwhelming grief. A pain so enormous it took my
breath away, making it impossible to cry. Would I
never get over it? Wasn’t 25 years long enough to pray
I could have my baby back?

I don’t even know when I got pregnant. I don’t
remember the discussions that must have taken
place between my mother and me. What I do
remember is being taken to the finest hospital, rolled
into the most sophisticated operating room, having
my baby killed by one of the top doctors in the city.

I also remember waking up and hearing women
crying and screaming, including myself. I remember
indescribable pain, blood—more blood than I had
ever seen.

Several days later, I remember being rushed in the
middle of the night to an emergency room. I was
hemorrhaging and fading in and out of consciousness
from a raging fever. My medical records say that I was
in the hospital for 6 days, underwent 2 D&C’s, and
was rolled back into the O.R. a final time for a
complete hysterectomy. I don’t know what stopped
the surgeon, but he saved my life and my ability to
have children. I had been saved from a septic
therapeutic abortion. I was 15 years old.

Since those horrible days in 1978, this has never
once been spoken of. I grew up to become a
professional with a loving husband and seven
beautiful, healthy children. A miracle indeed
considering those are not the odds for someone like
me. I also know that keeping my shame and guilt
silent is killing my baby over and over again. Yes, it
was a baby, not a tissue, a mass, a “condition” that
needed correcting. She was alive and real and
would be 25 years old if I had given her the
opportunity to live.

My ignorance, fear, and youth were used against
us. If anyone had told me of the secret shame, fear,
pain, and lifelong regret, my baby would be alive
today. If anyone had told me about the potential
life-threatening or fatal medical complications, my
baby would be alive today. If anyone had told me the
truth, my baby would be alive today.
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