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Ch. 1

 


“I don’t see what the big deal is,” groaned
Keri as the group of high school girls filed into the camp
cabin.



“Weren’t you listening?” asked Ana as she
bounced into the room, auburn ponytail swinging behind her.

 


“I don’t believe anything I do now will have
anything to do with when I grow up. It won’t ‘haunt’ me,” Keri
groaned.

 


“You have no conscious,” Ana rolled her eyes.
Keri and Ana had debates like this daily. Ana was the upbeat,
positive, slightly hyperactive girl while Keri mostly sulked.

 


“Keri is right,” added Jen, “People always
say that what happens to you when you are a baby or growing up
makes you who you are as a grown-up. I think that’s a crock. It’s
just an excuse to blame your parents for your problems and get
sympathy for stupid choices.” Jen was an ordinary girl, fair
skinned, blue eyes, light brown hair. Not pretty, but not homely
either. She was quiet for the most part, didn’t participate in
group discussions.



“The past is the past,” added Keri.

 


“All those statistics the preacher guy quoted
can’t possibly be true!” stated Joey quietly from the corner of the
room. Her real name was Josephine but she dared anyone to call her
that. Joey was a self-proclaimed tough-guy and hated every second
of summer camp.

 


“The Bible,” continued Keri as she applied
more black eyeliner, “doesn’t say anywhere that you can’t have sex
before marriage.” Keri had thick black hair with long thick bangs
and dark brown eyes. The combination gave her a very haunted
look.

 


“Didn’t you hear what the preacher said?”
asked Ana, as her friend and bunkmate nodded in agreement from the
top bunk. Ana continued to flit across the room from bunk to
bunk.



“Yeah, sure, but he didn’t quote any
scripture, so he made it up. Besides, as long as you don’t get
pregnant, what’s the big deal?” Keri groaned.

 


“Did you see that fine guy sitting across
from us?” asked Sabrina, trying to change the subject.

 


“Ohh, yeah, he’s hot,’ agreed Eva, the only
black girl in the room. Eva was an aspiring model, dressed more for
summer camp in the Hampton’s than in the woods of central
Florida.

 


Angel listened to this
banter for a few more minutes, wondering if they had just been in
the same room for the last hour, listening to the same devotional
on purity. Then it hit her. “You know girls, I was wondering all
week why God put me with this particular group of girls. I always
pray about the group of girls I would be assigned to for weeks
before camp, but this year seemed different from the start. I’ve
been a counselor at this summer camp for years and your group is
the first I’ve questioned my abilities. Sometimes students come
here thinking that we adults have lived perfect lives and couldn’t
possibly understand you and the things you deal with on a daily
basis. Angel reached into her duffle bag, pulled out an old, folded
piece of paper, then sat on the edge of a cot and prayed
silently, help me God, “It is obvious to me that most of you don’t want to be here.
Some I know were sent here by their parents for specific reasons,
to separate from a boy, to get you away from certain friends, and
because your parents wanted a break from you. I also believe I know
why you need to be here and why God put me in your life at this
time. Gather round girls, I want to tell you a story- my
story.”

 


Angel slowly unfolded the
yellowed paper as most of the girls begrudgingly moved a little
closer, took a deep breath, then read the letter out loud, “ Dear
Karl, Thank you for everything you do with the youth group! I have
to confess, your Wednesday night classes have touched me more than
any preacher or teacher I have heard in my entire life. Sitting
there listening to you talk to our teens, I feel like you are
talking to my 16-year-old self. As a teen, I did everything wrong,
believed all the lies. Everything you tell them not to do, I did.
And I just want to scream – Why wasn’t I
told these things? Why didn’t I know? Why didn’t anyone care
enough…I never thought I still had regret,
thought I had forgiven myself, but there is so much turmoil going
on right now, all stemming from mistakes made as a teen-ager. I
will be forever grateful to you, for loving these kids- my kids
enough to let them know not only that they should do is right, but
why and what happens if they don’t and that God loves them and will
forgive them and forget their past. I wish I could do the same. I
pray these kids – my kids do not repeat my mistakes. Thank
you.”

 


“You wrote that?” Asked Ana.

 


“Yes.”

 


“Too scared to send it?” said Joey in an
accusatory voice.

 


“Actually, no, “ I answered, “I kept a copy
so I would remember that day.”

 


“Why?” asked Ana.

 


“It was a very pivotal point in my life. I
wanted to remember that moment, that Aha! I get it moment. We all
make mistakes growing up. I felt like I was the worst sinner ever,
made the worst, most unforgivable mistakes. Like a lot of us, even
you at your age, I have led a double life. When I was in school,
middle school, high school, I was the person nobody noticed, the
wallflower. I was quiet, made good grades, never got into trouble.
When I started working after high school I was a good employee.
Always on time, did what was required of me and more, followed all
the rules. As an adult, at church and around people who “knew me
well” I was again the wallflower. Quiet, worked behind the scenes,
never drew attention to myself. Most days I felt like I could walk
around naked carrying a sign that said ‘help me’ and nobody would
notice.”

 


“What does that have to do with anything?”
groaned Keri, getting bored, not caring about Angel’s story.

 


“I’m getting there, but the beginning is
usually the best place to start a story, so I’ll begin there.”

 


“Why are you telling this to us?” asked Joey,
not wanting to hear a boring story from a boring adult. “We just
got a huge lecture, do we really need another one so soon?”

 


“For 2 reasons. 1, I need to tell it, 2 you
need to hear it. If you’ll humor me and listen, I think you’ll
figure it out. I have an older sister, by 3 years. She doesn’t look
anything like me. Our parents divorced when I was about 2 or 3. I
have 2 memories of him. The first, he is laying on the couch,
watching TV. My sister and I were playing on the floor and he was
just laying there, watching the TV. The second, my sister and I are
going to visit my father. Must have been shortly after the
break-up. I remember trying to think what he looked like. He must
surely be an old man with a white beard. He wasn’t. Don’t remember
what he did look like. He gave us a puzzle. It was a map of the
United States. We never saw him again. He never wrote or called or
had visitation. They divorced and Mom, my sister and I moved away.
For years I would dream about him, that he would come and rescue
me, tell me he loved me and how sorry he was about leaving me. I
didn’t miss him, because I didn’t know him. But I guess I knew a
part of me was missing and wanted to know why he didn’t love
me.”

 


“That’s so sad,” whispered Penny shyly from
behind her pillow. Keri groaned.

 


“My mother met and married Ted,” Angel
continued, “when I was 5. I was afraid of him. He was very tall and
carried a gun. He was a government employee of some kind, not a
regular police officer. He also had a really bad temper, I mean
bad. He cursed, a lot, and he drank a lot, too. He was not a
‘drunk’, though. I don’t recall typical personality swings of the
usual sober, not sober type. He was just loud, opinionated, and got
mad very easily. He used to pat my sister and I on the bottom every
time we passed by. I couldn’t stand it. His hand didn’t ever linger
from what I remember. He never abused me or anything, but it made
me very uncomfortable. It got to where I would avoid him or pass by
him in a way where he couldn’t touch me. I think he was an atheist
because he always said things like “those damned Southern Baptists”
and of course he never went to church, except when I was 13 and was
baptized. To say the least, I didn’t like him.

 


“It’s funny, although we did a lot together
as a family, Ted, mom, my sister and I, we didn’t talk. Not about
important things like religion, family, dating, values, morals,
expectations. Ted and I never talked about anything other than the
bare necessities. My sister and I argued a lot over typical sister
things, and mom and I didn’t talk about much. Mom talked at us
mostly.



“Oh, sure, the information I needed for life
was out there. I learned it at church. Mom took us to church every
Sunday and most Wednesdays. We grew up Baptist. My grandfather and
his family were Baptist. My uncle became a Baptist preacher. I
learned about God, I learned about Jesus. Jesus loves me. I grew up
knowing that. I never questioned the existence of God. I cannot
remember a time not knowing that God created the world in six days
and on the seventh day He rested. I cannot remember a time not
knowing that Jesus Christ died on the cross for my sins and arose
on the third day. Every Sunday when the preacher finished his
sermon and we sang ‘There is a fountain free…will you come, for you
and me’ or ‘Just As I Am’ I wanted to walk down that isle, however,
I was a very shy child, didn’t like to be in front of people, so I
didn’t. I have nothing against the Baptist faith, so don’t think
I’m bashing them. I’m just giving history.

 


“One day, when I was 13 the preacher came to
our house. Mom said it was high time we got baptized, my sister and
me. The preacher talked. I listened. I nodded my head yes when he
asked if I believed that Jesus was the Son of God. It was arranged
that on Father’s Day, a few weeks later, that my sister and I would
be baptized. And so, I became a born again Christian.

 


“My life didn’t change any after that. Not in
a spiritual way at least.”

 


“You were 13,” said Ana, “what’s to
change?”

 


“Well,” Angel continued, “I didn’t read my
Bible or pay closer attention at church for one thing. About a year
later my mother told me she and Ted were getting a divorce. I was
ecstatic! I thought, finally she’s getting rid of him! He wanted to
tell me himself, she said. When he came home that evening he sat me
down in the dining room and with tears in his eyes he told me. I
had to restrain myself, act upset, pretend I was shocked. But on
the inside I was jumping for joy! He left that day. Little did I
know how much his leaving could have such a huge affect on my
life.”

 


“How could it?” Asked Ana. “You didn’t like
him anyway.”

 


“When there is no man in the house things
change. My mom changed, became self-absorbed. I became interested
in boys at about age 11 when I started dance lessons. There were
boys there. The interest in getting boy’s attention intensified
after the divorce. I liked dancing, it was expressive and freeing.
At the dance studio I could be me. It was very different from
school. No click’s, no jocks, no cheerleaders, no clubs. Just
dancing. I had found the one place I could be me. The mask came off
and I bloomed – as long as I was in the dance studio. I loved
dancing and I loved my teacher, Miss Danielle. We became great
friends even though she was 10 years older than me. She filled that
maternal role that I didn’t get from my mother and the best friend
or older sister role all rolled into one.

 


“Boys, boys and dancing. A great mix when
you’re a little girl. Or so I thought at the time. Disco was king
those days…”

 


“What’s Disco?” Joey hissed under her breath.
Keri shrugged.

 


“There was one boy who was into disco- like
John Travolta he was! I know, you don’t know who that is. He was
good-looking, all the girls drooled over him. I secretly was in
love with him. I did everything I could to get noticed by him. I
ignored him, I wore the cutest dance outfits. I danced with the
other boys. Eventually, he talked to me – at the dance studio. At
school he ignored me. At school he had a reputation. He dated, a
lot. Rumor had it that he slept with a lot of girls. Well, I did
not want to be added to the list. I did not want that type of
reputation at school. Even though I loved, and craved the attention
I got from at the dance studio, I moved on.

 


“I met my first real boyfriend when I was 15.
Danielle had 2 daughters. I babysat them quite often. In the
summertime I would spent a lot of time at their house babysitting
or just hanging out with the girls at the neighborhood pool. My
mother trusted Danielle, she went to our church, so I was allowed
to go over to her house anytime and even spend the night. The
summer I turned 15 the pool got a new lifeguard. He was the cousin
of my friend, who was also a lifeguard at the pool. He was at least
18, from California, and very tanned and muscular. Being 15, I was
‘in love’. He being older and wiser, told me he was infatuated with
me.”

 


“What’s that mean?” asked Keri.

 


“He wanted her for her body,” answered
Joey.

 


“My first sexual encounter was with him,”
Angel nodded. “I didn’t know anything about him, but I liked the
attention, liked the way he made me feel. First there was then
‘innocent’ flirting that led to touching and kissing in the pool,
after hours and at night. I liked it. I had never been paid
attention to by the boys in school. I had never dated anyone in
school, not that I was old enough in the first place. I always
thought I was ugly, not the type to be popular or even noticed by
anyone, much less boys. So, here was this boy, this nearly man not
only paying attention to me but being sexually attracted to me. I
didn’t once stop to think, I am doing the right thing, should we be
doing this? Good golly no! A boy was kissing me! I had never been
kissed before. How could I possibly think about anything else?”

 


At this point, the girls moved in a little
closer, sat up in their beds and stared at Angel intently. She had
their attention. Even the girls in the adjacent set of dorm rooms
and their counselors were hovering by the adjoining door. She took
a deep breath, thought to herself, “Help me God,” waved for the new
listeners to come in then continued.

 


“On our first real date, we went to dinner,
then to his apartment. My mother gave me permission to go out with
him. She liked him. Who wouldn’t, he was cute and polite! What was
she thinking? I was only 15 years old. While we were kissing, at
his apartment, on his bed, he asked me if I was a virgin. I was
embarrassed to say yes, but I did say yes. To his credit, he said,
‘Then we can’t have sex. You’re underage.” I was relieved.
Disappointed in a way, but relieved.”

 


“He could have been charged with statutory
rape,” exclaimed Ana.

 


“Probably,” Angel continued. “However, that
didn’t stop him, or me, from doing just about everything else. Oral
sex is sex. I lot of kids don’t think so, but it is and
15-year-olds shouldn’t be doing it. I did. I had never been told
no, that it was wrong. I didn’t even know what oral sex was. I was
told you can’t have sex, and to me sex was intercourse. I liked it.
This was more attention than I had gotten up to this point in all
the 15 years I had lived. I was absolutely terrified of all of the
feelings going through my body, but I liked it.”

 


“You were scared?” asked Keri.

 


“Very. I had no idea what was going on. He
was doing things to my body I didn’t know existed. My mother had
never talked to me about sex. My friends at school didn’t talk
about sex, not that they knew the facts. I think I laid as still as
a statue and didn’t move or say anything the whole time. It never
happened again. A few months later, he moved back to California. I
was devastated. He didn’t tell me he was leaving. Suddenly, he was
just gone. He didn’t call. He didn’t answer his phone. He wasn’t
home. No one knew where he was until he called his cousin, my
friend, and she told me. My first love, my first broken heart, my
lost innocence – at the age of 15.”

 


“Jerk,” scowled Joey.

 


“You’re lucky the dude didn’t give you a
disease,” stated Eva flatly.

 


“I started a new high school
in the 10th grade. A magnet school for the arts. I almost fit in. I
actually did, but I still felt like I didn’t belong. Everyone was
different. Singers, musicians, actors, dancers, artists. We were
all free to express ourselves. The people who were made fun of in
traditional high schools flourished at this school. We were all
accepted for who we were, not made to fit a mold. I learned about
homosexuality at that school. One of my best friends was a drag
queen. I, however, was still a shy little girl with no
self-confidence. I still wore the mask even in a place where masks
were not needed. I thought I was a good dancer. Dancing was
freeing, liberating at my dance studio. At this new school,
however, everyone was better than me, lots better. I was
intimidated. Mask on.”

 


“What does that mean – mask?” asked one of
the girls in the doorway.

 


“It means I was pretending, projecting an
imaging, not letting people know who I really was. Have you ever
gone to school or to church mad at the world, just had a fight with
your parents, and a friend says ‘Hey how you doing?’ and you
answer, ‘Fine,’ with a smile on your face? That is putting on your
mask.” the girls nodded, understanding.



“One day a friend from my old high school
invited me to a party. I was never invited to parties. I had
nothing better to do, was feeling a bit special for being accepted
into my new high school, so I went. I met Jack at this party. Jack
was not from my old high school, or my new one. No one knew him at
this party. He was confident, cocky, and very good-looking, and he
wanted my phone number. I was spending the night with my friend so
I gave him hers. To my surprise, he called that very night. We
talked for a little while, then I gave him my number. The next day
he called me. Again, I was surprised. He wanted to see me. Now. I
said, ok. Was he pushy, or did he really like me? I didn’t stop to
think about it, a boy was paying attention to me again, who could
think of such things.

 


“I heard his truck coming long before I could
see it. Just like Jack, wanting attention, announcing his arrival.
His truck was loud in other ways, too, it was orange. Jack hopped
out of his truck, strutted over to me, and all intelligent life
left my brain. I was ‘in love’ once again. For the next week or so
we talked on the phone for hours. He came over to my house after
school and we would talk. If mother wasn’t looking me made out. He
was a nice guy, easy to talk to, polite to my mother. I had a
boyfriend. I was happy.”

 


“How romantic,” signed Jen.

 


“Shh,” hissed the other girls.

 


“One week-end he took me to his house to meet
his family and some of his friends. Little did I know it then, but
a very different dating pattern was about to be established. My
life was about to change. At 16 I knew practically nothing about
boys and dating. Dating was going to the football game. Dating was
going to the dance after the football game. Dating was holding
hands in the hallway, sneaking a kiss at the locker. Dating
according to the boy from California was fondling in the pool or
oral sex at his apartment. I didn’t know what to expect with this
one. He was in high school. He lived with his parents. My mother
met him, seemed to like him. She didn’t give me any instructions
that stuck with me more than the two seconds it takes to pass
through a teenager’s brain.

 


“I went with him that early Saturday morning,
happy to be on the arm of a handsome young man. I was giddy with
anticipation of being shown off as Jack’s girlfriend. Oblivious to
the world around me. We hopped in his loud truck and sped away. He
liked to gun the engine, make it roar. It was an exciting time. We
went first to his house where I met his family. They were nice to
me, but his parents smoked, a lot, and they yelled at each other. I
got used to them after a while. We then went to Jack’s friend’s
house. Jack and his friend cracked open beer cans, offering me one.
I declined. A few minutes later, the friend left. Jack and I being
alone, we did what lots of teens do in that situation, made out. We
moved to the bedroom. Jack asked me if I was a virgin. I said I
was. Well, technically I was since I had not had intercourse,
right? Unlike boy #1, Jack said, ‘I’ll be easy I promise. It’ll
only hurt a little.’ Seeing my trepidation he added, ‘Don’t worry,
I can’t get you pregnant, I’m impotent.’ He proceeded to strip and
plop onto the bed, stark naked.” The girls gasped. Some giggled.
“My 16-year-old brain turned to mush. I had never seen a fully
naked boy before (boy #1 stayed dressed from the waist down). After
sizing up the situation,” more giggles and loud laughs from Eva and
Sabrina. “I began to get undressed, with Jack’s help and
encouragement. Jack was very gentle, obviously very experienced.
Once again, I liked it. A lot. A little too much. The penis was my
new best friend. I was infatuated with it. I was no longer a virgin
and I couldn’t be happier. I had a boyfriend and a lover. He
thought I was beautiful and he made me feel good, very good. What
more could a girl ask for?”

 


Many of the girls gasped in shock at hearing
the ‘P’ word. They hadn’t heard it used to matter-of-factly,
especially by an adult. One or two didn’t flinch, seemed to almost
not in agreement. Angel noted that those girls were the ones she
most needed to reach.

 


“Weren’t you afraid your mother would find
out?” asked one of the girls.

 


“Hush let her tell the story.”

 


“This is how it went for the next few months.
Jack and I would talk every day after school. Saturday morning he
would come get me and take me to his house. If his parents were
home we would sit or lay on the cough and watch TV. Jack’s house
had cable TV. That was so cool since we didn’t even have a TV. When
the house was empty we would go to Jack’s room and have sex. At 10
pm Jack would take me home. Sunday after church, Jack would pick me
up and take me to his house where we would eat lunch with his
parents. When they were gone, we would have sex. After a while,
Jack told them we were going to watch TV in his room because the
cigarette smoke bothered me. That much was true enough. They said
okay but leave the door open. That didn’t stop us. We went in his
room, turned up the TV, turned off the lights, and you guessed it,
had sex.

 


“One week-end, some months later, I was home
alone. Jack was busy with his family or something. Suddenly I got a
really bad stomach ache. I thought maybe I had food poisoning or
something because it felt like gassy cramps, low in the pelvis.
Either that or really bad menstrual cramps, which I usually never
got. Suddenly I felt like I was about to have a bout of diarrhea so
I ran to the bathroom. It was not diarrhea. I looked into the
toilet and saw a small, bloody mass with a dark red dot. I had just
had a miscarriage. How I know that it was a miscarriage, I do not
know, but I did. I didn’t even know I was pregnant. I was never
very good at keeping track of my cycles. What was I to do? Being
16, naïve, and in love, I did nothing. I flushed to toilet and
walked away.”

 


“Didn’t you tell someone?” asked Keri.

 


“No. If I told my mother, she would make me
stop seeing Jack, ground me for life, take away the car keys. No,
that would not be an option. Besides, she did not know I was having
sex. No one did. I couldn’t tell my sister. She didn’t know I was
having sex either and neither did any of my friends. I couldn’t
tell Jack. He said he was impotent. What if he thinks I had sex
with someone else and breaks up with me? Not an option. Not once
did I consider he was a liar.”

 


“Didn’t the sight of blood freak you out?”
asked Ana with tears glistening in her eyes.

 


“I can still very vividly picture it today. I
can never forget as hard as I try. It’s as if I had taken a picture
and when I think of it, the picture loads in my head and I can’t
delete it. So, I did nothing. I said nothing. I didn’t think about
it. The thought that I had been pregnant, had miscarried, and could
possibly get pregnant again did not cross my mind for more than a
few seconds. Jack called and the incident was forgotten. Was I that
stupid? Was I that blind to the facts of life? Was I that desperate
for attention? Did I need love and affection so badly that I was
incapable of intelligent thought when it came to sex? I’m an
intelligent woman, was an intelligent girl. I was in accelerated
classes in school and got good grades. I made A’s in biology. I
could recite the sexual life cycle of the human body. I knew how
babies were made. Why did I think my body was any different, that
the facts pertained to everyone except me? Why did I believe Jack
when he said he couldn’t get me pregnant even after he did?”

 


The girls were silent, wide-eyed, full of
unbelief at what they were hearing.

 


 


 


Ch. 2

 


“Why? I still can’t answer that question. Nor
do I know why I kept on doing the same thing. One day, my mom,
sister and I were talking in the kitchen. The subject of birth
control came up. My mom said, ‘Orange juice. Not before or after,
but instead of.’ We all laughed. Then she said, ‘Put an aspirin
between your knees. That’ll keep you from getting pregnant.’ Laugh
if you want girls, but that is exactly what she said. I don’t know
whether I was confused or angry, or flat out appalled by her lack
of reliable, helpful, motherly advice, but I decided right then and
there that I would never be able to talk to her about sex. Mom had
never questioned me about what Jack and I did, where we went, how
our relationship was progressing. He was polite to her. She was
friendly with him, seemed to like and trust him. His parents were
no better. They even lied to her so I could spent the night on
occasion.”

 


“Maybe she was joking,” said Ginny, a petite
Asian girl from the adjacent cabin, “maybe she was trying to talk
to you, break the ice with a joke.”

 


“I don’t think so because the conversation
didn’t go past that. Nothing more was said. That was the one and
only time we spoke of sex,” answered Angel.

“Several months later,
probably more like 4 or 5 months, I realized it had been awhile
since my last period. Terrified, I summoned up the courage to
confide in my dance teacher.

 


“’Danielle, I think I’m
pregnant. What should I do?’ I asked.

 


“’When was your last
period?’ she asked me.

 


“’I can’t
remember.’

 


“’Have you taken a pregnancy
test?’

 




“’No.’” Are you kidding? I
wasn’t about to go to the doctor, or to the drug store and buy one
of those early pregnancy tests. Someone might see me. They might
think I’m pregnant and they’ll know I’ve been having
sex.

Danielle bought me the test. It was positive.
I called Jack.

 


“’Jack, I’m
pregnant.’

 


“’Are you sure?’

 


“’Yes, I took the
test.’

 


“’Oh.’

 


“’Oh? You told me you
couldn’t get me pregnant. I believed you.’

 


“’Well, I guess I was
wrong,’ he answered flippantly. ‘What are you going to
do?’

 


“’Do?’ Do. I did have
choices, didn’t I? Get married? No way. I’m only 16. I don’t want
to get married. Give the baby up for adoption? I don’t think so. I
would have to tell my mother I had been having sex. No, not doing
that. I took a coat hanger and went into my bathroom.” Sudden gasps
erupted in the room. “I had heard about girls who gave themselves
abortions. I knew that some of them went to the hospital, others
died. I stood there, coat hanger in one hand, pacing the floor.
What am I going to do? If I do this to myself I could die. If I
tell my mother, she would, would, I didn’t want to think about it.
I was more afraid of telling my mother than of killing myself. I
pulled down my pants and sat on the toilet. I stared at the coat
hanger for a long time. What am I going to do? I threw the coat
hanger across the bathroom, hitting the door, ran to my room, threw
myself onto my bed and cried. I cried and thought, thought and
cried, cursed they day I met Jack, cursed the day he was born. Then
I remembered an ad in the TV guide from the Sunday paper. Abortion,
by a licensed physician. Low cost. Safe. Discrete. That sounded
pretty good. How would I get there? How would I get the
money?

 


“’Jack I need $150.00 for an
abortion.’

 


“’I don’t have any money,”
he answered flatly, “but I’m glad you decided to do it. I was going
to call you and tell you that you should anyway. I don’t want a
baby.’”

“’Well get the money! This
is your problem, too. The least you can do is help pay for
it.’

 


“’I’ll try. How soon are you
going?’

 


“That was the end of the baby discussion. Get
the money and when are you going? Not, oh, we’ll get married and
keep the baby, I love you. No, you can’t get an abortion, that is
wrong. It’s murder. No, you have a living being growing inside of
you, how can you even consider such a thing. No, you should give it
up for adoption, there are lots of people who want babies. No, I’m
so sorry I’m a big fat liar. I’ve done this before. I’ve gotten
another girl pregnant and she had an abortion, too!!”

 


“What?” cried several of the girls
together.

 


“Oh, yeah. He told me this part much
later.

 


“I went back to the only person I felt I
could trust, Danielle, and she took me to the clinic, said she was
my step-mother, and it was done. I casually told my mother we were
going shopping. I even dressed the part in a nice outfit. When I
returned, not feeling very well, I told her we had eaten fried fish
and shrimp at a fast food place and they made me sick. I don’t
think she believed me but never said so. The next morning when I
told her I couldn’t go to school because I still didn’t feel well,
she looked distrustful, but didn’t argue. To this very day I wonder
if Danielle told her. My mother has never questioned me, never
talked to me or asked me anything about that day.

 


“Deep down inside me, way down in my soul, at
that point in time I knew what I had done was wrong. I knew having
sex before marriage was a sin. So why did I make those choices?
What was I thinking? I still don’t have the answers. I had heard
both sides of the issue. Sex before marriage is a sin. The Bible
speaks against it. Preachers speak against it. Sunday School
teachers speak against it. My own mother didn’t. On the other hand,
kids at school laugh at virginity. Boys are made fun of if they are
virgins. If the boys are having sex, then the girls aren’t virgins
either. Kids are having sex in the movies, and it is no big deal to
them. I personally liked sex, so what was the big deal? If it is no
big deal, why was it a secret? Why had I kept my secret from
everyone? I know it empowered me in some weird way. So why the
mask? Why the hypocrisy?

 


“Second issue, abortion. It was legal. I went
to a doctor. He even gave me a prescription for a year’s worth of
birth control pills. Did he say, ‘shame on you little girl?’ No.
Was I glad not to be pregnant? Was I glad I would not have to tell
my mother? Was I happy that I would not be a mother at age 17? Was
I glad I would not have to be tied to Jack, whom I was madly in
love with, for the rest of my life? You better believe I was happy
about all of that. If all of that was true, why did I keep it a
secret? Why did I, do I still, feel so ashamed? Why were abortion
clinics being protested against and burned down, doctors killed,
pictures of dead babies on picket signs? Why? Because all life is
sacred to God. What was I thinking?”

 


Angel looked up and saw tears streaming down
the faces of nearly everyone in the room. Ana’s head was buried in
Joey’s arms. The adult counselors were passing out tissues. More
girls had come into the room, sitting on the bed’s and standing
against the walls. Angel said a silent prayer thanking God for
giving her the strength to speak and for the courage to go on. Her
story did not end here.

“I wish I could say that I
learned my lesson and changed my life from that point on. I was 16,
confused, self-absorbed, and not about to make any changes. After
all, not even Danielle had counseled me to change. Unfortunately,
things got worse. Jack liked beer. Liked it a lot, so much so that
I never saw him without a beer in hand unless we were in his house
with his parents. He started smoking. I hated cigarettes. Oh, we
still got together and had sex every moment we could, but we would
usually end up arguing about his drinking and smoking. We never
really ‘dated’ because Jack and I were both in school and he didn’t
have any money. This didn’t bother me because we did other things
like hang out at his house and have sex. Jack was a great softball
player, so we spent a lot of time at the ball fields as well.
Playing ball and drinking. At this point we had been together
nearly 3 years. Jack and I eventually got jobs and our relationship
changed. We spent less and less time together, but talked on the
phone as much as possible. Week-ends we were inseparable. Until
that July 4th.

 


“One day, he brought up the subject of
jealousy. One of his friends had broken up with his girlfriend
because he saw her with another guy. He had gotten very jealous,
and broke up with her without letting her explain the
situation.

“’I don’t get jealous,’ I
had said flippantly, ‘I get mad.’ It was true. I wasn’t the jealous
type. Jealously was a waste of time. Truth usually stops that type
of jealousy in its tracks. If someone is doing something wrong you
deal with it. Getting jealous and doing silly things didn’t make
sense to me. I liked to talk things out – with Jack at least. Which
was odd, because he was the first person I really talked to about
my feelings. Jack gave me one of those ‘oh really’ looks, shrugged,
and changed the subject. I must have challenged him or something.
I’m not sure.

 


“On the morning of July4th I jumped out of
bed and got ready to go to Jack’s house. It was a given that I
would go there. He didn’t need to call and invite me. I knew he
would be picking me up at any moment. When he didn’t, I called his
house.

 


“’Jack’s not home,
sweetie,’” said his mother, “’he said he had to run an errand but
he would be right back.’

 


“’Would it be okay if my mom
brought me over?’

 


“’Of course, come on
over.’

 


“Mom dropped me off and I asked his sister
where he was, it was nearly noon and I hadn’t heard from him. What
she said nearly sent me through the roof.’

 


“’He told me he went to get
his new girlfriend,’ she said with a cringe.

 


“She wasn’t kidding either. Shortly
thereafter, in he came, new girl on his arm. He proudly introduced
her to the family, and me – his friend. Oh, was I furious. Without
a single word of warning, without even one word, he dumped me. I
thought, if this was his way of testing me to see if I really got
jealous, he’s just made a huge mistake. After Jack paraded his
newest victim around the house, they left. Embarrassed, humiliated,
rejected, I asked to be taken home.

 


“’Hi honey. Back so soon?’
asked mom. ‘Uh, oh. What happened?’

 


“’Jack is a jerk!’ I
screamed. I proceeded to tell Mom and my sister what had just
happened.

 


 


“’Creep,’ stated my sister.
‘I could have told you he was no good. Never did like
him.’

 


“’Well why on earth didn’t
anyone tell me?’”

 


“Oh my gosh,” fumed Joey. “That is horrible.
Dumped by 2 jerks!!”

 


 


 


Ch3

 


“I don’t get jealous. I get mad.

 


“The month before, I had graduated from high
school, gotten a job at the local community college, and enrolled
in classes. It was there I re-connected with friends from my first
high school I had all but forgotten about while with Jack. After
all, I had Jack and didn’t need friends. I didn’t realize it until
then, but I had missed my girlfriends, and one male
‘girlfriend.’

 


“The next couple of days, I refused Jack’s
phone calls. I didn’t know why he was calling, after all he had
dumped me. I went to class and to work, mask on, like nothing had
happened. One night when I was in bed, it must have been midnight,
I heard Jack’s truck come roaring down the road. His brakes
screeched to a halt in the driveway. As soon as the truck door
opened he started calling my name.

 


“’Angel, my Angel. I need to
talk to you. Come down. I have to talk to you!’ He screamed over
and over again. I could tell he was drunk. My room was on the
second floor, fortunately, so he couldn’t just bang on the window
and look in. ‘Come down,’ he moaned, ‘or I’ll come up!’ I heard him
banging on the wall under my window. ‘I’m hurt! I need your help!
I’m bleeding, help me!’

 


“I slowly slid off my bed onto the floor –
the bed was alongside a window – and crawled to my mother’s
room.

 


“’What do you want me to
do?’ she asked.

 


“Finally, a little help. ‘Call the cops. I
never want to see or talk to him ever again.’

 


“She did. The lunatic had slashed his arms,
apparently he broke a window in his house. Mom caught him trying to
climb the tree up to my window and made him get down. The police
came. I couldn’t hear what was going on. After what seemed like an
eternity, they were gone.

 


“’What happened?’ I asked my
mother.

 


“’They took him home. I
didn’t press any charges. Are you okay?’

 


“’Yes. Thanks.’ And that was
the end of that conversation. I went back to bed.

 


“A few days later, however, I did see him
again. I was at work in the office. I was alone except for the girl
working the switchboard.

 


“’See what you made me do,’
he said as he strutted in, holding up his arms, which were bandaged
from wrist to elbow.

 


“’You,’ I snarled at him,
totally humiliated that he had the nerve to come to the college
like that, ‘get the hell out of this office and out of my life. If
you don’t leave now, I’m calling the police! How dare you! How dare
you pull a stunt like that and think you can get away with it.
Jerk. Get out!’”

 


“You tell ‘em!” Clapped Joey as the others
pumped their fists in the air in agreement.

 


“’Honey,’ he whined, looking
all sad, ‘I hurt myself and you don’t have any sympathy for
me?’

 


“’Don’t you honey me. You
have 2 seconds before I call the police. Never, do you hear me,
never do I want to see you again!’

 


“That was the last of Jack. I was hell bent
on getting even after that. Do to him what he did to me.

 


“My mother thought I needed to get away for a
few days. She was afraid Jack might come back over to the house or
stalk me and hurt me. A friend of hers had a son a couple of years
older. He and a group of friends, 2 other guys and 2 other girls
were going to New Braunsfeld for the week-end. Mom asked her friend
if I could go. Bad idea. She meant well, but little did my mom know
it, but I nearly died.”

 


“What, oh no,” gasped Keri as she and a few
others clapped their hands over their mouths in horror.

 


“Paul picked me up that Friday and we headed
straight to the liquor store.

 


“’What’ll you have?’ he
asked.

 


“I didn’t know. I had never drank. ‘Jack
Daniels,’ I said, seeing a sign. That’s it, I thought, I’ll drink
him away.

 


“Paul and his friends had rented a cabin. It
was one big room with 2 king sized beds. By the time we got there I
was plastered. Drunk as can be with not a care in the world. I had
never drank before that day. I liked the numbing feeling. I cared
about nothing.

 


“That night Paul and I shared a bed. I
thought for sure he would make a pass, room full of people or not.
We were all drunk, so what the heck. He didn’t, so sure he must be
gay, I thought. In the morning, we went tubing in the river. I had
Jack and Coke for breakfast.

 


“The river was cold. The sun was hot. A
beautiful day for tubing in the summertime. Shortly after we
started down the river, I passed out. On the inner tube, in the
middle of the river, and I’m unconscious. My next memory is of me
waking up, covered in vomit. One of the other guys had me lying
across his lap on his tube. I don’t know how long I had been
unconscious or how I got moved to his lap. How, why I didn’t drown
is a miracle.”

 


“God was watching over you,” said one of the
counselors as she sat beside me, “has been your whole life.”

 


Angel nodded in agreement. “By all rights I
should have died. Alcohol poisoning mixed with sun poisoning. My
next memory is waking up in the car on the way home. I was sick.
Not just hung-over, although I definitely was, but extremely sun
burned. Every cell in my body hurt. All I could think of was, where
am I? How did I get here? My mother is going to kill me.

 


“’I am so glad you were gone
this week-end,’ said Mom when I got out of the car. ‘Jack was just
here. I had to call the police again.’

 


“’Oh,’ I stammered. ‘I’m sun
burned. I’m going to bed.’

 


“That was then end of that conversation. Did
Paul tell my mother what happened? Did he tell his mother? I don’t
know. Mother never mentioned it and I never saw Paul again.”

 


“I’m so glad you lived,” stated one of the
girls from the doorway. “My mother would have beaten me had I done
that!”

 


“Shh, let her tell the story,” hissed
Sabrina, suddenly interested.

 


“I needed to let out some
anger. What better way for a 17-year-old to let off some steam than
to go dancing!! My good friend, whom I had known since
6th grade was in college with me. She knew some people who made
fake ID’s. I got one. I was now 21. Fake ID’s in hand, we went
dancing. Dancing and drinking. At first I went with her and a male
friend and the 3 of us stayed together. A little alcohol and a lot
of dancing. We didn’t meet up with anyone or anything, it was very
innocent.”

 


“Innocent with fake ID’s?” exclaimed Ana. “I
think not!”

 


“Well, to me at the time it was. I loved to
dance, wasn’t interested in guys. The last thing I needed was
another relationship. A few times I went out with my gay friend. We
went to a gay club. What an experience that was! One time we went
to the gay club and they were having a drag queen beauty contest.
It was quite the mind-opening experience. What was really bizarre
is that the men all thought my girlfriend and I were lesbians. Some
of them thought we made really bad drag queens. For the most part,
we were ignored because we were women (little girls actually) in a
men’s gay bar.”

 


“I have a question,” interrupted one of the
girls in my cabin who hadn’t spoken all night. Angel nodded for her
to go ahead. “You had been baptized. You were a Christian. Didn’t
you think about God at all? Didn’t you know what you were doing was
wrong?”

 


“I knew,” answered Angel sincerely. “But at
this point in my life I was so angry and confused I didn’t care.
Not about God, not about myself. My mother never seriously
questioned where I went. I think she was just happy I was no longer
with Jack. One night I came stumbling up the steps after a late
night of partying. Mother woke up.

 


“’What have you been
drinking?’ she demanded.

 


“’Strawberry fields,’ I
answered honestly.

 


“’No, you’ve been drinking
alcohol!’ she retorted, completely clueless.

“I laughed to myself. Yeah Mom, I’m drunk.
Again. What are you going to do about it? She did nothing. Said
nothing. Nothing face to face. The next day I heard her on the
phone laughing, at me. She must know what I’ve been doing, I
thought, she’s talking about me to her friends. I’m a joke to her.
Why won’t she talk to me? I lost a lot of respect for her that day.
I’ve tried not to blame my mother for my mistakes. Didn’t want to
be one of those people who blames all their problems, all their
mistakes on their parents, just like some of you mentioned earlier.
However, I must say, she didn’t help the situation any. Had she
talked to me, really opened up and had a real conversation,
perhaps, just perhaps….well, hind sight and all. Who knows.”

 


“You were probably acting out to get her
attention,” said one of the counselors. “You know the signs. You
see these girls do it here all the time.”

 


“I know,” answered Angel. “That’s why I’m so
good at spotting the behavior in kids, especially the girls, now.
So, mask on. I went to school and to work. Routine set in for a
while. During the week, went to school. Saturday, went out dancing
and drinking with my friends. One day, Brenda, one of the girls who
worked in the office, trotted over to my desk with a huge grin on
her face.

 


“’There’s a cute guy in the
lobby asking about you,’ she giggled.

 


“She knew Jack, so it wasn’t him. ‘Did you
ask his name?’

 


“’No. Here,’ she handed me a
sheet of paper, ‘pretend to take a note to a classroom.’

 


“I walked out, saw a guy sitting behind a
book. When I returned, he wasn’t there. Who could it be, I
wondered. As I walked out to my car after work, I heard my
name.

 


“’Angel?’ came the familiar
voice.

 


“I turned quickly to face him. ‘Rick!’ I
exclaimed. Boy #1 was back from California. I was shocked to see
him, but pleasantly so. ‘What are you doing here?’ I asked.

 


“’I’m in town for a few days
and my cousin said you would be here. She dropped me off. It’s
great to see you.’

 


“It was great to see him, too. I had just
turned 18 and I remembered what he had said the last time about my
age. I brought him home with me. I couldn’t go anywhere else since
I didn’t have a car and was driving my mother’s. I couldn’t believe
he was just here and that he came to see me. My ego was boosted and
all ill feelings I had for him dumping me were forgotten. What
timing he had, too, because had it been just a few weeks earlier,
well, I would not have been in the mood to see him.

 


“This next part,” began Angel slowing,
looking around the room at the girls and women in the room, all
staring at her, wondering where she was going with this story.
Angel was sure they were waiting for the next horrible thing she
was going to say next. “I’m not sure I should tell you. It is
something I am extremely ashamed of, as if having an abortion was
not shameful enough. But…most of you are about the age I was then,
at this point in my life and if I can prevent just one of you from
going down that path then it will be worth the humiliation.

“We talked for hours that night,” continued
Angel after the long pause didn’t bring any questions or concerns
from the other counselors, “in the living room about what he had
been doing, what I had been doing. I lied. I’m sure he did, too. I
didn’t ask for an explanation as to his sudden departure and the
cad didn’t offer one. Around 10 p.m. mom asked how he was getting
home. He said he would call his cousin, then she went to bed. He
called the cousin, who wasn’t home. I suggested he sleep over, in
the unfinished garage apartment. Mom would be leaving early in the
morning, and we could hang out. Of course, he agreed. What had
possessed either of us to do such a thing. I don’t know. I really
didn’t know Rick.”

 


“You really wanted your mother’s attention,”
stated a petite young blond flatly, who was sitting on a top bunk
in the back of the room.

 


“Seems like everything you’ve done was to get
her attention,” agreed Joey, “not to get back at Jack”.

 


Angel nodded, acknowledging their comments,
then continued, “The next morning, after Mom left, we got better
acquainted. ‘I’m 18 now, you know.’ I mentioned in passing. We went
all the way, this time. I was experienced now and so was he. Sex
with another guy, other than Jack was fun, dangerous since it was
in my own bed, in my own house. I remember thinking – if Jack knew
what I was doing, he’d be so mad! Revenge was mine! Somewhere deep
in my subconscious I knew Rick and I were just a fling, no
relationship would ever take place and I didn’t care. I reveled in
the fact that I could have sex with someone and just walk away, no
strings attached. He knew it too, because he left later that day
and I never saw him again.”

 


“Mrs. Angel!” exclaimed Ana. “I never would
have thought you were a ‘bad’ girl.”

 


“That’s just it, girls, I wasn’t. That wasn’t
me, it wasn’t who I was. I was a goody-goody Christian to everyone
who knew me. But it didn’t end there. I started a new phase in my
life that week-end called sex and alcohol are a sweet revenge. My
girlfriend and I started frequenting 2 clubs, one country and the
other rock and roll. Once again, I acted on impulse, not thinking
about what I was doing and what the consequences might be. I put
myself into so many bad situations, it’s hard to believe I didn’t
get drugged, raped, beaten, gotten a disease, or killed.

“The nights would always start with me
telling my mother I was spending the night at my girlfriend’s house
and either she believed me or didn’t feel like she could question
me, after all, I was 18. On several occasions I would meet a guy,
go home with him or to a motel and the next morning call my friend
to pick me up. It was usually the same couple of guys so I sort of
got to know them. I was usually so drunk I just passed out and
nothing happened. One time I even had sex and smoked pot in the
guy’s car in my own driveway. The whole time I was thinking, where
is my mother? Any minute now she is going to drag me out of this
car and, and what? Ground me? Kick me out of the house? I didn’t
care, even hoped, she would drag me out of that car.

 


“My emotional self was closed tight. No
feelings whatsoever. No remorse. No feelings of, I am such a slut,
what am I doing to myself? I was definitely not dating, not looking
for a boyfriend, definitely not in a relationship state-of-mind.
What was I thinking about? Having a good time, doing whatever I
wanted, whenever I wanted, with whomever I wanted. Ultimate payback
right? Who exactly was I rebelling against? Not Jack, he was
completely out of the picture, right? Was I rebelling against my
mother? Begging, hoping, wanting to get caught, wanting her to talk
to me, yell at me, something? Probably yes. Most likely, as you all
have stated, she was the one the revenge was aimed at most of
all.

 


“One rather wild night at the club I saw one
of Jack’s good friends. Putting my girlfriend between me and his
line of sight, I tried to hide. Surely he would run to Jack and
tell him where I was.

 


“’Angel, is that you?’ he
said, looking over my friends shoulder.

 


“’Oh, yeah. Hi, how are
you?’

 


“’Good. Hey, I’m so glad you
finally broke up with Jack. He was such an ass to you.’

 


“’Really,’ I’m shocked, this
coming from a friend. ‘I thought you guys were like best friends.
Please don’t tell him you saw me,’ I begged.

 


“’Not a chance. That SOB is
no friend of mine.’
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