Memory 5137
I had had a boyfriend and we’d been together for about a year, year and a half.  He moved and started spending less time visiting me.  I was pretty sure he was going out with somebody else and, as it turned out later, he was.  I started not waiting around and I started going out with friends and met somebody else.  Of course, the very first time I with somebody else, that was the time I got pregnant and ended up having an abortion.  I was nineteen.  So, that was a terrible, terrible time.  I felt alone and unloved and lonely, cut off from him.  At that time, the way that I made myself feel better and more worthy was to be with somebody else.

