hursday, February 18, 1993

(Editor’s note: This is the first of a four
part work of fiction.)

“If I would stay, I would only be

.inthe way..." These were the lyrics
from Whitney Houston’s song, “I'll
AlwaysLove You," and it wasthese
words that played on the radio at
least four or five times as I tossed in
my bed, pondering whether or not
I should go through with the abor-
tion,

Naturally,I hadasleepless night.
I might as well have stayed up and
wailed for midmorning to arrive,
because I didn't get any sleep.

- I'wondered if I was making the
rightdecision. Maybelshould wait,
maybe 1 would change my mind,
just-maybe I could handle raising a
child after all,

Itnever stopped —the answers,
the questions, the solutions, they
never stopped and daybreak was
there before 1 knew it. Hours that
seemed like minutes went by, and
before long I was startled by the
alarm clock that was blaring for me
to get up.

utl couldn't, becausethe sleep
was still cloudy in my eyes and
various decisions and options con-
tinued to cloud my mind. It was
suchaslowprocess. I'wantedtolay
back down and finally wake up to
this terrible dream that I was hav-
ing. Tknew it couldn'tbe real, even
as | continued 1o get dressed.

Thiscouldn'tbe me getting ready
lo prevent a life from forming. 1
mean honestly, not Shanequa Lynn
Grant. The honor student, the stu-
dent leader, the mother to all chil-
dren, the child that everyone knew
::«::::I kid who wou'i% g:iy all

stereotypes an suc-

cessful. The kid who nevermade a
terrible mistake except this one.

And all because of one night,
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nightthatleft me carryinghis
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altered my entire life me -

wondering how I would view oth-
and how

the world view
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It was a constant battle as I
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prepared for my final steps to the
clinic. And as we started our drive
to the clinic, so did the flashbacks.
And they never stopped, they just
never stopped.

There 1 was once again lying in
the bed, hot and starving for a
passionate night, but with whom?
Ahh! I remember so clearly, asif it
were yesterday.

“Anthony, you don't have to
sleep on the floor — you can sleep
in my bed with me. Just don't get
anybrightideasanddon’tbetouch-
ing me." As I wrned over and
started to enter my slumber.

“Whatever Shanequa, | should
be telling you that,” Anthony said
as he started to prepare himself for
bed. “Oh, Shanequa I left my night
clothesathome, soI'llhavetosleep
in my shorts.”

“Yeah, Anthony —1just bet you
left them, you krr}yew c:lr.aclly \Jhat
you were doing. Just don't touch
me."” Those were my last words as
I laughed myself 1o sleep thinking
about how sneaky he was.

But never did it occur to me that
something would actually happen.
I thought everything was cool, But
maybeIshould have made himstay
on the floor after all. What I didn’t
expect to happen did, and here |
was driving on my way to an abor-
o i e

It was the wee hours of the
morningand I woketothetouchof
Anlhoorgw caressing my oulter lhifh.
My God, 1 thought, is he touching

me or am Iljust dreaming it. So I

woke myself up as much as 1 could

to wait to see if it would happen

again and syre enough it did.
Alth the tender touch felt

od, 1 n't wanl anything to
ﬁ:g.m. Without fum'ﬂltb. Isaid
in a rather cuestionlble way, *An-
thony would you touching
tr:'le." a} .51 lhc :ho:‘o:d to con-
nue. my request
— until T'ook it a ste ﬁ’l"lllﬂ' :

. AsAn overtocon-
tinue back into his slumber where
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thingsto get out of hand. But it was
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toolate, because I messed with him

justenough to get him aroused and

;rousc my own inner feelings for
im.

One thing led to another, and
we found ourselves passionately
kissing as we continuously caressed
one another. Then he went 1o take
things a step further. Was1 goingto
let him? I guess I was because 1
found myself asking him the im-
portant question, well at least what
[thought to be the important ques-
tion at the time.

“Anthony, do you have 2a
condom?”

“No, Shanequa I didn't bring
one, because I wasn't expecting
this to happen.”

“Well, let me see if I have any.”
I broke the passion between us to
look for a condom. It took me so
long to find it d didn't think 1. had
one. Butl finally found onestuckin
my dresser. 1 gave it to him and
watched him put it on.

And wouldn'tyou know it—the
condom was a dud. As soon as he
titin, I asked him 1o take it out.
ut it was too late, because when
he pulled it out, to my surprise, it
had broken.

*Shanequa you wouldntbelieve
this, but the condom broke.”

—*While you were inside-me?" |
replied confused.

“Yes."

I shook my head and said don't
worry. I really didn't think I could
have gotten pregnant, it wasn't in
there long. But those few moments
of pleasure had already started form-
ing a life without either of usknow-
ing.

And up until I found out about
my condition, 1 just knew every-
thing was okay and I wasn't preg-
nant. My bi fear was any dis-
eases | cou a\rfhc’ontra B Ful
pregnancy, now that was the far-
thest thing from my mind — the
farthest :
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UNL East Campus Union, Great Plains Room
Lincoln's Annual
Three Day Music Festival

THURSDAY, FEB 18
6:00 Heroes and Villians
6:40 lligitimates

7:20 Yellow Nut Sedge
8:00 Bonechina

8:40 Yardapes
9:20 Richard Schultz
10:40 Pullout
11:20 Hourm

12:00 Mirror Image
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