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The feeling was overwhelming.  I felt like my stomach was in my throat.  My eyes were blurry because tears were streaming down my face.  She said the two words I thought I’d never have to hear her say,” I’m pregnant”.


Thoughts flooded my mind as I lay in bed.  I felt nauseas and got sick multiple times.  How could this happen?  I’m 15 years old and my girlfriend is pregnant.  The thought of it made me sick.  With my head hung over the toilet I threw up again and again.  After I was done I laid on the bathroom floor sobbing.  My life was over.  My parents were going to be so disappointed.  My mom had told me over and over again not to let this happen and of coarse I didn’t listen.


She came to see me everyday, and everyday she left crying.  I know it killed her to see me like this but I couldn’t help it.  She would try and calm me down by talking to me and telling me everything was going to be alright.  I screamed at her and told her that it wasn’t going to be alright.  I didn’t have a job.  She worked at Sunsplash part time.  We could never afford the cost of a baby and she knew it.


You could hear the upset in her voice,” Jacob, you need to tell my parents, or at least go with me when I tell them.  They are most likely going to kick me out and I need you there for support.  Also we need to tell your mom because if they do kick me out we need to see if your mom will let me stay here.”


“You need to take care of it yourself and I’ll talk to my mom later,” I said.  I could see the anger and disappointment in her eyes but I didn’t care.  My life was over.  My mom would understand somewhat.  She was only 16 years old when she got pregnant with me.


She started to yell now,” Jacob this is your fault and I need you right now.  Don’t make me feel like I’m alone in this.


“Just give me a few days.  I need to think things out.”  My voice had no emotion.  I was completely drained of everything.  For the past few days all I did was lie in bed, get sick, and cry.  She knew that and she just wanted too much from me right now.


For the next three days I lied in bed.  I hung a blanket over my window so I could sleep all day.  The light bothered me.  It hurt my eyes and I didn’t want to see it.  I didn’t want to go outside.  I didn’t want to see anyone.

She hadn’t been over in a couple days and I didn’t know what to think.  I didn’t want to call her and I really didn’t want to leave the house to go and see her.  Lying in bed I heard the doorbell ring and instantly I knew it was her.  I had been thinking about a lot in the past few days and it was time to man-up and take responsibility for what I had done.  She walked in my room and sat down next to me.  I could tell she was surprised to see and smile on my face.

“I’m sorry.  We can tell my mom right now if you want.  I need to call the doctor too and see how far along you are and make sure everything is alright.  And Kayti, I don’t know what’s been wrong with me the past few days.  I’m just scared but I know we can work through this.  We’re going to be parents!”  For the first time I was so excited to be a dad. As I spoke the tears rolled down her cheeks.  She buried her face in her hands and sobbed.

“Jacob…I… sorry…didn’t mean...just scared”.  She could barely talk she was so upset.  “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”  She continued to sob and I didn’t understand what she was so upset about.  I mean I was finally happy and understanding and she was crying.  Suddenly through all the crying I made out one distinct word that made my whole world stand still.  “…abortion…” she cried.  I started shaking and couldn’t even talk.  She finally stopped crying and started to explain what she had done.  She decided to do what she thought would make me happy.  That decision was to kill the baby inside her, my baby.  She had come straight from Planned Parenthood where they had given her some pills to perform the abortion because she wasn’t very far along.  They told her to take both of them on the way home and make sure she was in a safe place for the next 24 hours where she didn’t have to leave.  For the next 24 hours as those pills broke down my baby’s body, she bled.  She had horrible cramps and it was probably one of the most traumatizing experiences of my life.  We lay in bed together and I tried to comfort her that day but I didn’t speak of my real feelings at the time.  I hated her for what she had done.  My baby was flushed down the toilet that day.  She had killed my baby and I just wanted to scream and yell at her but I couldn’t.  Once again I felt like I was dead to the world.  I have never forgiven Kayti for what she did and honestly I don’t think I will ever be able to.  Sadly it ended our relationship and we haven’t spoken in over 2 years.  Maybe one day I’ll find the strength to confront her, and maybe work things out but that’s highly doubtful in my mind.      

