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A choice made
Nokuthula

I was feeling sick and tired. I went to my room and checked when 
my periods were due. One look at the calendar and I nearly fainted. 
I had missed my periods and it was now over a month. I sat on the 
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and ashamed. Many questions came into my head and I had no 
answers to them.

I called my boyfriend to let him know. His phone rang. I called ten 
times. He did not pick up. I had to get out of the house and clear 
my head. As I walked alone on the dusty road, my eyes full of tears, 
I did not even know where I was going. I could not hear the cars 
passing near me as I was in a dark place. I looked up at the sky 
trying not to cry.

I found myself outside my friend’s house. I knocked. She opened 
the door, shouting ‘My friend!’ She realised I was not myself. I 
entered the house, sat down and started crying uncontrollably. 
She hugged me. She looked me in the eye and I said ‘Friend, I think 
I am pregnant’. She asked if I was sure. I told her I am not sure, but 
I think so.

Moments of silence in the room for approximately an hour. 
Believe me, I was scared. I asked her what could I do, I have one 
child already and I am young. She told me I could terminate the 
pregnancy. Deep down I felt it was not a good thing to do. She told 
me to think about it and decide what I wanted to do. It took me 
over a week trying to decide.

Finally I decided to go to the clinic to have an abortion. The 13th 
August 2014 I woke early and went to the clinic. While waiting for 
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the taxi, I felt like going back home to think through my decision 
again. But that did not happen. A red taxi stopped in front of me 
and I jumped in.

Arriving at the clinic, I felt like people could see what I wanted 
to do. They kept looking at me. I tried to ignore them. I thought 
maybe it was my imagination. There were many women around 
the front desk. The receptionist was a friendly guy. I asked for 
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girls waiting there. Five minutes later I realised this is where people 
come for prevention pills and injections. I was in the wrong place.

I went back to the front desk. The guy was now alone. I asked him 
‘where can I go for a termination?’ He looked at me, took my hand 
and walked with me to the termination area. I sat down with this 
old woman. She looked scared and confused. I saw crystals in her 
eyes. She wanted to cry. We sat on the cold bench alone. Just the 
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Later I asked her how long she had been there. She replied in a 
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joined us. We sat watching the nurses passing by. They looked at 
us. One nurse came towards us, stood in front of us, and told us 
we are murderers. I felt terrible but I thought to myself this is our 
choice and right.
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long eye lashes, red hair and long red nails. She greeted us with a 
big smile. ‘Morning ladies’. One girl whispered ‘she is not as friendly 
as she looks’ but I did not want to believe that.

I realised I was the second person waiting to go inside. I started 
to panic. It was a cold day but I felt hot and I started to sweat. My 
heart was beating fast. I began to hear a voice in my head. I could 
not think straight. I heard people talking but I could not hear a 
word they were saying. I stood up, went to a corner and started 
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praying. In my heart I thought ‘this is for my own future, but what if 
I die while doing this, these things are not safe’. I went back to my 
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next to me went inside the room. She immediately came back and 
called me. I went in scared and ashamed.

The beautiful nurse asked me to sit. She took my personal details 
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jersey, unbutton my jeans and lie on the bed for an ultrasound. She 
applied the gel and I got to see that little thing inside me. I smiled 
out of being scared but I did not want to look at it. She asked me to 
sit down again and she told me to come back next week.
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thing I got was that I was nine weeks pregnant. I expected to get 
some kind of counselling or an explanation about the procedure. 
I felt I should go back and ask about the abortion procedure but 
instead I went home to think.

When I got home I called my boyfriend to let him know what I 
was planning. His phone rang and he picked up quickly. I started 
mumbling. I could not talk. He asked why I wasn’t talking and he 
hung up.

Later he called.

Him: hello, talk to me

F#i$h?@?1=/".g$(#==%$H::$G$-?

Him: talk to me

Me: I am 9 weeks pregnant

Him: Are you sure?

Me: Yes. I went to the doctor today.

Him: But I had sex with you a long time ago
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I thought to myself is this his way of denying it is his child or what? I 
hung up and cried. I wondered why is he saying this? What is wrong 
with him? Should I call him and talk to him?

The day came to go back to the clinic. I had not told anyone else 
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clinic. Eight o clock sharp I was sitting alone on the clinic bench. 
The nurses had not yet arrived. My phone rang and I saw that it was 
my boyfriend. I answered and told him I am at the clinic having an 
abortion, since my child does not have a father. He shouted ‘I hope 
<%@$4/#$-6#,$C/==/".$'(-'$0(/=4:M$G$4/4$"%'$C"%>$>(-'$'%$+-<$'%$(/?$
-6#,$(#-,/".$'(-':$G$&#='$?<$(#-,'$+'%E:

I heard a voice ‘Miss, miss’. I looked up and saw the beautiful 
"@,+#:$S[-"$<%@$E=#-+#$0%?#$/":M$G$>#"'$/"$-"4$+(#$-+C#4$?#$'%$)==$
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they would not be held responsible for my death or anything that 
happens to me. While reading the form I realised that what I was 
about to do was risky. I asked myself was I really sure about this?
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a small glass of water. She asked me to sit outside for 30 minutes 
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room.

The pills made me feel dizzy and hungry. The taste of the pills was 
in my mouth. A headache started and I wanted to sleep. Pelvic 
pains started. Like someone was stabbing my womb. Each time 
I felt the pain I would kneel down and it would go away. Then it 
would be back again.

Back in the nurse’s room, I lay on the bed and she took out a 
sharp silver scissors and something that looked like a tyre pump. 
I wondered what these tools were doing here. The nurse gave me 
-$+?-==$E/"C$E/==$'%$'-C#$>/'(%@'$>-'#,:$N(#$-+C#4$?#$'%$=/6$@E$?<$
legs and open them wide as she inserted the pump in my vagina. 
The pain was unbearable. I started crying. She told me to calm 
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down, it was almost done. I closed my legs. She asked me to open. 
I refused. She tied my legs with a rope and she continued to pump 
out blood clots.

I tell myself every day that I made the right choice and I know in 
my heart that I did. It was not an easy choice. I worried about my 
0(%/0#$1#0-@+#$(-*/".$-"$-1%,'/%"$0-"$(-*#$+/4#$#A#0'+:$G$>%,,/#4$
that maybe in the near future I would not be able to have children.

I sometimes blame myself for not going back to ask for counselling. 
This might have helped me make sure if I was ready or not to 
have the abortion. Nobody asked me what I wanted. I felt robbed 
of choice, like my body was being controlled. Mostly I blame the 
nurse for not being open enough about the abortion.
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Even today sometimes when I go to sleep I hear a new born baby 
cry. Sometimes I dream the child is sleeping with me. I now take 
sleeping pills but I am afraid I may get addicted to sleeping pills.

Q-+$G$>,%".$&%,$>-"'/".$?<$=/&#$1-0Ca$G&$'(-'$/+$+#=)+($G$>-+$>/==/".$
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