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    Dedication

    Dedicated to my parents.

    
      "Familia suprema omnia"
          
    

    Note:

    Both the female protagonist in this essay and the plot that defines her are fictional. Any similarities to real people and circumstances are purely coincidental.

    Nevertheless, this fictional character represents almost all women who undergo an abortion, which places an extreme psychological strain on them and can therefore cause them to experience a serious conflict of conscience before and after the procedure.

    
      

    

    
      1
       Latin: "Family above all else."
    

    Latin proverb from antiquity.

  
    I

    "Anima..."

    Anima?

    Breath of air, breath, soul, spirit.

    Without reflecting deeply on this string of words, it spontaneously and involuntarily reeled off in his mind.

    Almost unconsciously, it suggested his time-honored Latin lessons, memorizing vocabulary from "Latin Word Study," and, in the broadest sense, his humanistic high school years, without, however, dwelling on these memories in a lengthy, extravagant, or even nostalgic way.

    Breath of air, breath, soul, spirit: anima.

    He reached mechanically for the anesthesiology information and anesthesia consent form on the desk in the group practice and was already mentally engaged in the doctor-patient conversation, which always began with filling out the medical questionnaire in order to gain a more accurate understanding of the patient based on their medical history and, as a result of this anamnesis, to provide them with the optimal treatment, the best possible anesthesia for their specific needs.

    "Yes..." said the young patient, whom he had already asked to take a seat on a chair in front of his desk, "my name is Anima Andorah, and my surname Andorah is spelled with an 'h' at the end of the word."

    Her remark, which went into orthographic detail, made him prick up his ears. When mentioning his first name, "Aldrah," he too sometimes used to specify that this name was spelled with the letter "h" at the end of the word: probably out of a partly unconscious desire for synesthesia, to make visible the unpronounced, i.e., silent and therefore inaudible "h" in the mental imagination of his counterpart, and thus to bring it to life.

    Now curious, he lifted his gaze from his desk and the "routine form," as he used to call the medical history document, and looked more attentively at the face of his youthful-looking patient.

    The first thing he noticed was her bright white, flawless teeth. Framed and at the same time revealed by her upper and lower lips, both of which curved gently into a playful smile, they gave this dazzling white the impression of smiling on their own.

    Her lower lip was of sub-Saharan African anatomy, but without appearing too plump or even vulgar.

    Her upper lip was only slightly less voluminous, curving upward in an unobtrusive, cheeky manner, adding a symmetrical, waltz-like, lively balance to every smile.

    A smile, incidentally, that betrayed a secret understanding with herself and suggested that she was well aware of its effect on anyone she came into contact with.

    Not only was her mouth, which characterized her entire being, flawless and balanced, but her face as a whole followed classic principles of beauty: the high, open forehead, the straight, even nose, and especially her bright black eyes, which, in contrast to her teeth, sparkled darkly, as if radiating black light, but at the same time devoured everything they fixed upon retrograde, almost defiantly, simply scorching it.

    Her tousled, long, lively, curly, abundant hair fell thickly, jet-black, onto her upper body and back, lending her subtly rounded, Alkabularian features, which hinted at her provenance, as well as her sienna-brown complexion, which flowed into the darkness of her silky skin tone, an Afro-Aphrodite-like grace.

    She was tall, without appearing overly large, her body well-formed and aesthetically proportioned, especially since, despite her young age, the loose-fitting, pastel-colored dresses revealed her black African can type, and thus an extremely attractive feminine voluptuousness, a natural opulence that she completely refrained from displaying with this sartorial code. 

    She had placed her right leg over her left knee, but did not rock it back and forth, as one so often sees in uncontrolled people, to compensate for a situation-related self-consciousness.

    No, she remained pleasantly calm, her hands folded over her right knee revealing her delicate fingers and reinforcing her inner peace and composure through this posture.

    Incidentally, her fingernails, like her mouth, were unadorned; why bother? Any hint of color on her body would have detracted from her natural appeal.

    Likewise, she wore no jewelry.

    "Allow me to introduce myself, Madame Andorah: I am your anesthesiologist, a German anesthesiologist. My gynecological colleague had already registered you for my consultation with my secretary, so I am informed."

    He began his explanatory talk routinely with stereotypical opening words of this kind.

    He deliberately added "German anesthesiologist" because he knew that his French was not always 100% accent-free. He did this to deliberately take the wind out of the sails of his curious patients so that he would not have to consider further questions about his origins.

    He had been living and working in the south of France for twenty years now, in a clinic in a large city on the Mediterranean.

    
      "Mare medium, mare nostrum..."
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    This sea, which Aldrah had seen for the first time in his life at the age of sixteen in Greece on the Chalkidiki peninsula.

    The essence, the soul of this sea, timelessly and infallibly characterized in the song cycle "Mia Thalassa" by the Greek singer Angeliki Ionatos, had captivated him since that first trip to Greece, touching and moving him to his core.

    Not least because of this youthful experience, Aldrah, who came from a town in the interior of Germany, wanted to live by this sea someday.

    
      After studying medicine and subsequently training as a specialist in anesthesia at a large German university hospital – his alma mater
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        – he decided, thanks to fortunate circumstances, to make his dream a reality.
    

    His humanities-oriented high school education, which included Latin until his Abitur (German university entrance qualification), had a significant influence on his decision to leave Germany and settle in a country with a Romanic influence in terms of both language and culture in general.

    Not that Aldrah harbored any resentment toward the German language or Germany in general, quite the contrary:

    he had come to appreciate, even love, his mother tongue since and because of his exceptionally excellent high school German lessons, taught by Barbara, as all students affectionately called their former German professor, despite her pedagogical and academic strictness.

    However, her teaching was not in the least "barbaric," but rather imparted German literature, semiology, language itself, its linguistic-grammatical and semantic functioning, along with its concrete, goal-oriented application, to his classmates at the time, and to him in particular, in an understanding and compelling manner.

    German lessons, then, were initially understood as a "language cookbook" with instructions for the immediate understanding and processing of information of all kinds.

    Beyond that, however, it was the intention and merit of this particular teaching to provide a solid, structured, and detailed basis for any further, deeper logical thinking.

    Enthusiastic, even euphoric, Aldrah had realized at the time that, thanks to this lesson, he had quickly succeeded in giving linguistic form to all his aphoristic fragments of thought.

    His thoughts, like loose seeds scattered in a fallow intellectual garden, ready to germinate, but immediately put into words that initially impressed in small format, but soon in large format in their entirety, like books in a well-ordered library, refreshment for body and mind. A garden and a library, for well-being, for happiness.

    
      "Si hortum in bibliotheca habes, nihil deerit."
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    This inner compulsion, learned in German lessons but always voluntary, to create order in his entire thinking, his intellectual garden, had become forward-looking from this point of maturity onwards, absolutely necessary for him to translate reflections of every genre into language with the help of meticulously searched words in his head.

    Only in this way did Aldrah succeed in consolidating his entire intellectual worldview; only in this way did his brain store thoughts from then on, and only in this way could he recall them when needed.

    With its boundless, subtle subtleties, language became for Aldrah an indispensable medium for the construction of his own self.

    
      "Nosce te ipsum."
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    In addition to this blossoming, ever-growing process of maturation that now enabled him to develop his own personality, Aldrah realized the tremendous importance and significance of mastering his native language, especially for further language studies beyond German studies, i.e., for learning a foreign language.

    Like a necessary, firmly anchored bridge pillar in a multidimensional space, German served as a basis for him—and as a point of orientation for building bridges to every other foreign language.

    In analogy to his well-founded acquisition of German, Aldrah's way of thinking henceforth also coordinated his acquisition of other languages.

    It also proved true for him that learning a foreign language added an additional, new dimension to his own chains of thought and global thinking, an invaluable enrichment in terms of individual humanity, in accordance with Goethe's time-honored saying:

    
      "The more languages you speak, the more human you are."
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    In line with his opinion, which remains unchanged to this day, that meaningful, adequate, and successful integration into a so-called foreign country can only take place through learning the respective language and integrating into the respective working world, Aldrah learned French.

    As his vocabulary, diction, and specific conversational skills grew, he developed a sense of confidence and security in his dialogues with locals. Aldrah thus consolidated his fruitful language acquisition, which decisively awakened his passion for French literature.

    
      Was it coincidence or necessity, or perhaps just a logical, intellectual milestone, and thus far removed from, indeed contrary to, any hint of absurdity, that his very first book written in French was Albert Camus' "L'étranger"?
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    In any case, his integration into the French healthcare system and into southern France in general went more or less smoothly.

    He compensated for his initial, inevitable linguistic misunderstandings with consistent, tireless work at the clinic. From the very beginning, he tried to impress the entire clinic staff, but above all his colleagues, with his resilience and extremely precise creativity, always drawing on and relying on his solid training.

    With undisputed success, as he was accepted and integrated into the family-like atmosphere of the small clinic without any ifs or buts within a very short time.

    "Oh, Doctor," Anima replied when he introduced himself to her, "I think it's great that you're a German doctor! Then we can continue talking in German, if that's okay with you. You see, I haven't been in France for very long, and I think I'm still more comfortable with German than French at the moment."

    And these, her first sentences in German, were as flawless and equal to her as the overall appearance she herself represented.

    She spoke German without an accent, with a clear, bright, accurate soprano voice, the kind you would expect to hear on the stages of major city theaters.

    "But with the greatest pleasure," Aldrah replied, impressed by the uninhibited, boyish ease of her manner and her informality toward him.

    In order not to focus immediately on her medical problem and the actual reason for her visit to his office, he also intended to chat casually for a while, asking two or three questions.

    Not because he was curious, but simply to gain her trust even more, psychologically speaking. So he continued the conversation he had started, largely concerning private matters, letting her do most of the talking, of course.

    She briefly told him that although her parents were from South Africa, they had lived with the whole family in several countries in Northern and Central Europe for professional reasons, which also explained why she had learned German.

    She explained to him that her family mainly spoke English, occasionally German, but rarely French.

    Yes, and now, as a lawyer who had been working for several years, she had come to France to complete a short postgraduate course, which focused in particular on international law.

    During her brief remarks, Aldrah had observed her body language, facial expressions, gestures, and manner of speaking, which indicated to him that the relaxed conversation had done her good , as it had largely broken down psychological barriers, as he had intended.

    He then resumed the conversation by asking, "Tell me, Ms. Andorah, may I call you by your first name?" With a sense of great relief, she replied, "But of course, Doctor, I much prefer that," and added, "To be honest, I don't like the word 'Mrs.' at all, it makes me sound so old! 'Mademoiselle,' 'Miss,' or just my first name sound much nicer, don't they?"

    Her spontaneous, refreshing remark elicited a mischievous, knowing smile from both of them.

    Aldrah saw this as the right moment to steer the conversation toward her medical concerns.

    "Anima," he said, fixing his eyes on hers, "I already mentioned briefly earlier that my gynecologist colleague has informed me why he is sending you to my office: you wish to have an abortion performed under general anesthesia. Allow me to first ask you a few questions about your current state of health and record them in writing on the questionnaire before I examine you. After that, I would like to address all your additional questions in detail, if necessary.

    But, right off the bat, as I see you standing before me, I don't think I'm mistaken in saying that you are a perfectly healthy, young, dynamic woman without any medical conditions whatsoever."

    And, without a doubt, his diagnostic view of his graceful, fresh-looking patient had not deceived him in the slightest; it was confirmed beyond doubt during the anamnesis and subsequent examination:

    Anima was full of vitality, just under thirty years old, with no previous illnesses; she was simply pregnant... although, in absolute terms, pregnancy is of course not pathological in any way!

    She was twelve weeks pregnant, which was already an advanced stage in terms of the legal time frame for terminating a pregnancy.

    He finished filling out the routine form by countersigning the consent form for his patient's anesthesia.

    However, his more than thirty-five years of professional and patient experience had sharpened his sensitivity and perceptiveness to such an extent that he became aware of a kind of restlessness and a sudden urgent need to communicate on Anima's part.

    No sooner had he placed his pen on the already completed medical history form than Anima turned to him with a searching, urgent look:

    "Please excuse me, Doctor, but I feel a great need to tell you something else about the abortion... and perhaps ask you a few more questions, if you'll allow me."

    She had uttered this sentence staccato-like, quickly, faster than all the previous ones.

    "Of course, Anima," he replied empathetically, "please tell me what is on your mind, what is troubling you. That is what I am here for, and I already offered to do so at the beginning."

    For the first time during this consultation, the word abortion was uttered, and it came from Anima's mouth.

    Aldrah never used this term in his educational discussions so as not to suggest anything ominous about the surgical procedure to his patients due to the negative connotations of the word.

    Anima's features had become more severe, the initially relaxed, nonchalant smile on her lips giving way to a kind of thoughtfulness, even melancholy, as she continued in a well-articulated voice:

    "I have thoroughly researched and read up on everything legal that is important in connection with abortion.

    Everything is clearly and comprehensively explained, but this has not in any way dispelled my innermost doubts regarding the moral responsibility and indisput bar integrity of my actions in my conscience.

    On the one hand, I am faced with fundamental questions about the beginning of life or about life itself, which fuel my deep conflict.

    One of my venerable biology teachers, with whom I am still on friendly terms, whom I greatly appreciate for his wise life experience, and whose advice on life-changing considerations concerning me I still take into account to this day to reinforce or reject my own point of view, unequivocally taught me in class that human life begins with the fusion of egg and sperm, followed by implantation in the uterus.

    If this biological process, once it has taken place, is arbitrarily disrupted in its entirety, it is called abortion, isn't it, Doctor? I am correct in my understanding, am I not?"

    Anima was not interrupted by his attentive listening and his slight, affirmative nod, nor by her own interrogative question, to which she did not seem to expect an answer, at least not at that moment.

    "However, a second question keeps circling in my head, and it is precisely this question that is also keeping me from finding peace," she articulated again in an accelerated pace of speech.

    "To put it briefly: I don't love the father of this child, and I now know that I have never truly loved him seriously and impartially!

    That's also the reason why I used contraception, the pill!

    But unfortunately, I belong to the so-called failure group, that is, the group of women who became pregnant despite taking the pill correctly, as doctors put it.

    But what am I telling you, Doctor? Please excuse me, you don't need any explanation from me. As a doctor, you know these facts much better than I do!

    As a result, I reject this child from the outset, as I always wanted a child that was conceived out of love and, once born, would be imbued with the power of the bond of love between both parents.

    Incidentally, I was in the process of separating from this man, who is also of South African descent, when I became pregnant by him."

    Aldrah had listened to Anima's explanations with extreme concentration, following her flow of speech, which poured out of her like a cleansing torrent purifying the soul.

    And she felt compelled to tell him about a life-changing event, without knowledge of which, as she made clear to him, he could have misinterpreted her current emotional state.

    The smile had completely disappeared from her face as she revealed to him, as if removing the bandage from a deep wound for the first time after a serious trauma:

    "I was raped by an unknown man when I was a teenager!

    I now felt the last two or three sexual acts with the father of the child as if I were reliving the rape from back then, since I had already completely separated myself from him psychologically and, of course, physically, forever, truly forever."

    Only now did Anima pause.

    She took a deep breath in and out, as if she had just managed to roll Sisyphus' stone, her heavy emotional burden, over to the other side of the mountain ridge, so that she would no longer be caught up in her problem and crushed by it rolling back again and again.

    But she seemed to be freed from this burden only for a moment, because she continued without delay:

    "What gnaws at my thoughts and causes me sleepless nights is the central question of whether it is ethically right to have an abortion, if, or just because you have realized that you no longer love your partner and want nothing more to do with him, not to mention the problem of being a single mother ...

    But, viewed from a global perspective, am I not solely responsible for this morally reprehensible and extremely delicate situation?

    Me, and only me? Am I not already guilty, precisely in terms of my argument itself? Shouldn't my maternal affection, which inevitably connects me to this unborn life, overcome my resistance, that is, my refusal to accept the irretrievable loss of love for its father, so that I do not have an abortion after all?

    Anima suddenly stopped talking.

    She did not sob, she did not cry.

    Her intellect commanded her to quietly cope with the emotions she so often displayed in such critical, questioning moments and to react to them with composure.

    Certainly, she was desperate, and with a look that seemed to cry out in anguish at this inner torment that seemed hopeless to her, she implored him:

    "Please, Doctor, tell me your opinion about everything that deeply confuses me, that rages incessantly in my thoughts, that constantly upsets my legal equilibrium, that has thrown my soul off balance!

    Please, give me your advice!

    What should I do, have an abortion or not?

    Am I guilty or not?"

    Aldrah had listened patiently, reservedly, and empathetically to her explanatory statement until the end, his arms bent at the elbows and resting on the desk, his fingers interlaced, almost as if in silent, contemplative prayer, supporting his chin.

    Were not analogous thoughts just pouring out of Anima's soul, thoughts that would cause Goethe's "Faust" to doubt and become restless in his brooding quintessence, since he is unable to find true ity: "Now, alas! I have studied philosophy, law, and medicine, and unfortunately theology as well, with ardent effort. Here I stand, poor fool, and am as wise as before!" Didn't Faust's reflections on this subject have an approximate, if not identical, relevance for him, Aldrah?

    He took a deep breath, then placed his arms on the desk in front of him, without unclasping his hands.

    It was not the first time he had found himself in the same situation with a young patient who, after receiving gynecological and often psychological counseling, had turned to the anesthesiologist as a "last resort," seeking his critical opinion and balanced assessment.

    He was well aware of the delicate conflict of conscience, which was psychologically difficult to cope with in every respect, that a woman in the distressing situation of having to decide on an abortion was struggling with.

    He was also clearly aware that he could positively or negatively influence a patient in relation to this procedure "in extremis," i.e., at the very last minute.

    Anima's soul was out of balance, as she herself characterized her current extremely vulnerable inner state.

    Did she relate her soul to other souls?

    In particular, or rather exclusively, to a single soul, namely that of her unborn child? But does an unborn life even have a soul, or does it already have one? Could one then conclude that the soul could also be aborted?

    Aldrah deliberately did not want to raise these ethical, religious, and philosophical issues in order not to further hurt Anima's spirituality and emotionality, which had already been deeply affected by the awareness of the purely physical act of abortion.

    Questions to Anima, even if not intended in the slightest by him, could have been interpreted by her as a hidden accusation.

    Questions that primarily touched on the sphere of faith and therefore could ultimately only be answered individually.

    But did Aldrah have the right to give a patient guidance on this global, ambivalent issue, or even to convince her of his own personal opinion, which would have far-reaching consequences for the rest of her life?

    In his long professional career as a doctor, he had repeatedly dealt with precisely this complex of issues and had come to the irrevocable conclusion that, from his professional standpoint as a doctor and anesthetist, any psychologically insistent suggestion in the sense of religious, ethical, or any other hidden manipulation regarding this problem was prohibited.

    
      He approached the subject of abortion, which has always been highly controversial, with his own clear definition and interpretation of Immanuel Kant's "categorical imperative"
        
      8
        
      , namely that his personal opinion, mediating beliefs, and influence over others ended where the physical and psychological freedom, opinion formation, and freedom of expression of his neighbor began.
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