Memory 5623
One night in the late 70’s – after my son had been born – my son’s father came over to my house to spend the night. My mom and my sister and I lived there; my baby was right there in the same room in his crib. It was the first time for a long time that I even thought about having sex again, because I was not on birth control. I thought that my boyfriend had rubbers to put on but I remember when we were doing it I kept asking him, “Are you sure you have that rubber on? Because I really can’t tell if you do.” He said, “Yeah, yeah. I do.” I was just doubting; I thought, “No way, I bet he doesn’t have it on.” In my heart, I should have just backed out there and then, but I didn’t. When it was over, he said, “Oh, I don’t have one on.” I said, “How could you do that to me?” I knew he didn’t and I should have backed out. 

  Something came over me and said, “You are pregnant.” I felt it; I felt like I was pregnant. The next morning I told my mom and my sister what happened. I said, “I can’t be pregnant, I don’t want to be pregnant. I want to go to the doctor to check, to see if they can make me have my period,” because I knew they could do that. So we went to the doctor and they gave me this shot to make me have my period. I doubted that that was going to work, but I wanted to give it a try because I didn’t want to have another baby; I wasn’t ready for one. Sure enough, my period didn’t start and, sure enough, I was pregnant. That was a very unhappy moment of my life because I couldn’t be pregnant again. I just couldn’t. I ended going to the doctor and ended up having an abortion. 

