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BY ALLEN STEADHAM

In 2023, after I finished heading the Christmas Miracles anthology project, I had inspiration from the Lord to put together a pro-life anthology. Almost a year later, I started reaching out to fellow Christian fiction authors I’d worked with on other anthology projects: H.A. Pruitt, Parker J. Cole, Joanna White, and Lauren Smyth. Thankfully, they accepted my invitation, and this project came together beautifully. Each offered their own perspectives in their signature styles. 

My own 2019 debut novel Mindfire was a pro-life Christian fiction superhero story. Even before I became a Christian, I took a pro-life stance in the early 1990s when a close friend faced a difficult choice over an unplanned pregnancy and whether she could handle life as a single mother. We spoke at length about it, and I did my best to encourage her to keep the baby. Ultimately, she chose to have that child and raised him to adulthood. She never regretted her decision. 

When I gave my life to Christ, things became even clearer to me. Each child is precious in God’s sight regardless of circumstance, ability, or any other factor. And each child has tremendous potential that only God knows. Being pro-life doesn’t mean ignoring any traumas the mother has gone through, and it doesn’t excuse any misdeeds done to the mother; it simply acknowledges that the growing life inside her has done nothing wrong and deserves the chance to be born. There are options such as foster care and adoption available if the mother can’t raise her child.

Many people make the argument that a child isn’t “alive” until it is born or is viable. They call the embryo or fetus a “clump of cells” — as if cells aren’t alive or part of the life cycle. Life begins at conception, initiating a nine-month biological process that results from a baby’s creation. Abortion doesn’t just stop a pregnancy from being completed; it ends the baby’s (or babies’) life (lives), whatever stage of development they are at. Therefore, abortion is murder. If the baby was not alive, they would not have to be killed. Whether by surgical procedure or the taking of pills, the baby’s heartbeat stops, and their life ends in terrible, traumatizing pain. 

Many mothers who chose abortion later report regretting their decision. Statistically, one-third of women who undergo abortions go through post-natal depression and are more likely to engage in self-harming behaviors. Men who wished to become fathers but either didn’t know their partner or spouse had an abortion or were unable to persuade them from having an abortion are traumatized as well. Everyone involved loses something.

Some make the argument that the pro-life movement is only “pro-birth.” That is not true. Many people who are involved with the movement want to see women receive support throughout and beyond their pregnancies. Many pro-life organizations make this a part of their missions. Life goes far beyond birth.

Each of the stories in this anthology concerns unplanned pregnancies and each have resolutions where the mother chooses life. But these aren’t superficial or cut-and-dry fiction. They acknowledge each woman’s individual challenges, worries, and lifestyles. They’re heartfelt and powerful tales that address the tough questions surrounding unplanned or even unwelcome pregnancies and abortion. It is our hope that these stories make the reader think about this important issue and consider that abortion is never “necessary.” There are always alternatives.

And they all involve Choosing Life.

I hope you enjoy this anthology.

Sincerely,

Allen Steadham (author of “1:30 P.M.”) 

Dedicated to the memory of Charlie Kirk and 

his trailblazing work in pro-life advocacy.
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By H.A. PRUITT

“Mamaaa!”

Oh, Lord, please.

“I need go potty!”

God, please, I just need a minute.

“Mom, baby...baby James...baby James is eating the carpet!”

My two older boys continue shouting and banging on the bedroom door. In the connected bathroom, I relent and shove the test in a diaper in the little trash bin that we keep in the bathtub, so James doesn’t dig through it. I’ll take it to the porch trash can before my husband comes home from the office. It’s Tuesday, so I could take the bag to the street dumpster and watch the trash truck carry it away all before noon.

I stand and catch my reflection in the mirror. I’m surprised my round face still looks fairly young and rosy and that my long brown hair isn’t frizzled like a rat’s nest but laying in limp waves. I feel like I ought to look much older and haggard. 

“Mamaaa!”

“Stop yelling in the house!” I yell while throwing my hair up into a tight bun and storming through the bathroom then the bedroom to the door. I shouldn’t be this frustrated this early, but now I know why I’ve been more irritable lately, and I relish having an excuse. 

But I don’t want the excuse to be true.

The little plus sign I stared at for too long stirs up my nausea, and I breathe in the peppermint oil I dabbed on my wrist while waiting on the pregnancy test.

Then I open the door.

Eli, my toddler, stops screaming. He bolts to the sink in our master bathroom, his thick, unruly brown hair flopping like a cockatoo’s crest. “I need low-tin!” he shrills as he hops in his mini training potty and snatches the soap pump bottle off the counter. Before I can correct or stop him, Richard calls from the doorway.

“I gave James some grapes so he’d stop eating—” 

“No!” I shoot past him and run through half of our one-story farmhouse before finding my blue-eyed eleven-month-old standing before a wide-open fridge. He’s clutching a grape in each hand, one is sticking out of his mouth, and an upended bowl of cereal sits between his feet. He plops on his bottom, and the sickening crunch of a new mess to clean up nearly makes me vomit. James’s little cheeks turn red, and he grunts.

“Please don’t poop. Not right n—”

A crash resounds from the bathroom.

“Aunt Iris, Eli broke something!” Richard reports to me, grinning like a red-headed leprechaun at all the havoc.

Eli’s shriek breaks loose.

James starts screaming.

God, I don’t want to be pregnant again.

...

Seven chaotic, loud, overwhelming hours later, Eli is napping in his toddler bed, James is quietly harassing an empty milk jug, and Richard is at first grade.

God, thank you for school. And nap time.

Knowing I may only have minutes before James decides he wants to start screaming for no reason, I check the notifications on my phone. I scan the long list I’ve been forced to ignore all day while cleaning up a never-ending cycle of poop, milk, snot, toys, school papers, and random socks. No part of me wants to open any of my emails. I’m juggling four clients for my freelance graphic design business, but as with my two previous pregnancies, my creativity has tanked, I’m exhausted, and I’m even more of a cranky introvert than usual. A text from William, my husband, catches my attention, and I open it. 

We have the last papers to sign to finalize everything for Richard.

Good, I text back then thank God that the awful stint of foster care will soon end for good. The caseworkers often told Richard too much or promised him empty words and brought him more instability than healing. Their constant visits also had reminded him that he wasn’t really part of our family. But in the month since we took him to court to make him our son forever, Richard’s calm and sense of belonging have blossomed and taken root. His violent weekly blow-ups ended. And, even though it can manifest as bossiness and snitching on Eli, his helpful side has brightened.

William and I have always been glad we could step in for Richard, but dealing with the system and all the ways it left us and him in limbo has caused us all grief and stress nearly every day for the past ... 

I squint at the calendar I designed. The top has a scrapbook-like collage of pictures from last January: Eli in the kitchen on the antique tricycle William restored for him, Richard grinning with his red hair falling in his eyes and a kindergarten drawing in his hands, and an action shot of Chartreuse the guinea pig running from Eli. I smile, but it fades as my gaze lands on the date. Today is January 14, 2025. Although I’m staring at the proof, I can’t believe we’ve been dealing with the foster care mess for nearly five years. 

William and I never signed up for foster care. A terrible situation in his family had forced Richard and his five brothers and sisters into our home. In one hour, we had changed from two married people to parents with six kids who didn’t want us to be their parents. Every day had become a nightmare of dealing with the sickening reality of what had necessitated, they instantly leave their home while trying not to drown in the madness of six kids who lacked love and life skills and who demanded attention in all the worst ways. As time passed, some had to go to special facilities, and other homes that actually signed up for foster care had opened for the rest of Richard’s siblings, but none wanted him. 

I had been pregnant or nursing a newborn most of that time—first Eli and then James—and the rollercoaster of raging hormones, incapacitating sickness, and confusing tangle of grief over losing children who never were mine yet had become mine had left me with a complex, deep-seated reluctance to have another child or pregnancy.

Oh, God, let that test be wrong.

I take a deep breath. The nausea and dizziness tell me the positive test hasn’t lied.

I can’t, I beg God. I can’t be pregnant again. I can’t handle another kid. These three are absolute chaos. And Richard—he needs so, so much attention, and he just got out of that family with so many brothers and sisters. He finally doesn’t feel neglected. And I can’t be sick like this when I need to take care of little James. And how am I supposed to keep up with Eli? I can’t even do that now. And I am getting closer to thirty-five. Everyone says that’s when you need to stop having kids for their health and yours. William’s knees are getting close to forty. He can still chase Eli and play on the floor, but I don’t know how much longer—

A slow rip pulls me out of the prayer.

I find James biting a page out of his daddy’s commentary of James.

As I rescue the remnants and shove the book back on the shelf, I tell God, I can’t even handle one. Please don’t let us have a fourth.

––––––––
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...

THE NEXT DAY, JAMES refuses to take a nap. He usually fights sleep like it’s his fiercest enemy, but after a morning of Eli dumping every toy bin he owns, refusing to pick up any of it, and spitting on me when I put him in time out, James is kicking my last nerve.

I strap him into the baby carrier and walk while I try to read my design clients’ emails, but he repeatedly flings his head back until he bashes my phone out of my hand. It lands on the kitchen linoleum, screen side down. I stare at the purple case, dreading what I’ll find if I flip it over. The thought of losing all my designs and all my personal artwork saved on it pushes up the compulsion to scream at James. I unbuckle the carrier as fast as I can and set James on the floor so he can scream at me instead. He howls and falls backward on the floor then rolls on his side and pulls my phone into his clutches.

“I don’t care! Cry!” I snap then rip the phone out of his hands. My rage instantly flips to guilt, and the next second, I’m crying on the floor rocking him, he’s pulling hair out of my bun, and I’m praying.

See, God? See? I can’t handle this. I don’t want to be this mean pregnant lady. I don’t want to lose my temper with James. But, God, these pregnancy hormones! I feel like I can’t control myself. I feel like some evil alien has taken over my body, and I don’t know where in outer space the real me got dumped. I’ve been someone else for nearly four years now. I don’t want to get even more lost in this cycle of pregnancy, postpartum, and being a mom without a break. I want to get back to living and not just existing as a twenty-four-hour vending machine that shoots out whatever everyone else needs without ever having a break or time to look for myself out there in outer space. Am I even out there somewhere anymore? Oh, God, please, I need to not be pregnant. I need this to not be real, to go away, to—

“Mama!” Eli bangs on his bedroom door. I check my thankfully intact phone screen. We’ve woken him up after only thirty-five minutes. He usually sleeps two or three hours.

I cry harder, knowing Eli will be overtired and thus a ball of obstinate, cranky energy for the rest of the day. 

...

We survive Eli’s surly mood by playing with his multitude of toy vehicles. Besides pushing James away from his favorite tractors, Eli stays calm, and I start to feel glad to putter around with them. But four o’clock announces itself as the school bus honking from the road. 

I stand and stumble through the awful mess of trucks, excavators, tractors, and cars.

The bus honks more insistently.

“Okay, okay, okay!” I tear open the door and wave. James tries to escape onto the porch, but I catch him then peer around the yard for Richard.

He is slothfully tottering down the driveway.

The bus honks again. 

“Come on, Richard!” I shout so the bus driver will notice me and stop harassing me.

Something knocks my leg, and Eli darts across the ice-slush covered porch and down the ramp in nothing but his training pants and cowboy hat. 

“Rich—E—gah!” I sputter and shriek. “Get back here right now!”

James yowls and grabs my hopelessly disheveled bun.  After ripping my hair from his fingers, I plop him inside, slam the door despite his screaming protests, and sprint after Eli. The short, often interrupted jog I get most mornings must be keeping my legs in shape because I catch him before he reaches the road. 

Richard stops his scant progress. “Aunt Iris ... Are we ... Aunt Iris, are we ... Are we going to play ...?”

I want to scream at him to just spit out what he wants to say.

“Aunt Iris, are we playing outside?” Richard drops his backpack in the half ice, half mud driveway.

“Rich—aahd!” Eli bites my arm in an attempt to escape, and I sling him into a football hold.

“Inside,” I seethe through gritted teeth. “Get your backpack and get inside.”

“Ow-side! Ow-side! I wantta play ow-side!” Eli shrills, flailing all his limbs. His hat flies off. “No! Hat! My haaat!”

Thankfully, Richard complies even though he starts incessantly chattering, and I pick up Eli’s hat and follow him. 

Once we finally make it inside, I head to the kitchen to make dinner. James follows me, wailing, and I try to hold him while finding something simple to make, but he keeps pulling my hair, and I have to put him down to keep from exploding. 

Because I’m too exhausted to cook anything, too tired to fight to get the boys to eat but also feeling too much degrading guilt about my un-mom-like behavior to give them junk, I open a can of peas and slap some natural peanut butter on wheat bread. James clings to my legs while whine-screaming the whole time, so it takes longer than it should. 

When I call them to the table, Eli scurries to the living room and dives under the pile of cushions he’s pulled off the couch. As I try to wrestle him out, Richard starts telling me a story, James falls on the linoleum and starts raging, and our two guinea pigs begin wheeking. The cacophony of rackets assaults my head like knives stabbing my eyeballs and grating across my teeth. 

“Be quiet! Everybody be quiet!” I cry then start weeping.

Richard keeps talking.

Eli slaps my face.

James pulls my sweatpants down enough that I release Eli, and he dashes into his room and slams the door.

“Why?! Why is it so hard to just go to the table and eat food?!” I scream. “Why?!”

Richard apparently realizes I’m upset and scampers to the table. I yank James off me and carry him to his highchair. After buckling him in and giving him his sippy cup, I go after Eli. I find him in his toy box, throwing out all the toys.

“I take bath.”

“No, it’s time for dinner.”

“No! I wantta bath! I wantta baaath!” He hurls a toy keyboard at me. The kid has excellent aim and pegs my shin. 

“Guh—E—argh!” I shriek, my brain too overwhelmed to form words. “Absolutely not! Absolutely not!”

“Asbo-lut-lee not!” he mimics me, pointing and squishing his strong yet narrow features into the meanest face he can.

“Stop!” I head for him.

He shrills, hops out of the toy box, and runs to the kitchen. 

By the time I reach him, he has buckled his booster seat and William is striding in the door.

The scents of leather, onion and pepper burrito, and coffee jump off him and smack me in the stomach. My nausea spikes into my throat, and I rush into the master bathroom without even giving him a smile.

I reach the wall by the toilet and drop onto the bathroom floor. I feel awful. I’m about to throw up, my emotions are flailing, and I’ve been a jerk to everyone all day. Yet I can’t stop thinking how much I want to scream at everyone to shut up and leave me alone.

I hate this. I can’t be pregnant. I hate this! I hate being so mean and out of control! I don’t like being like this! Who am I anymore? I used to be so fun and happy, and I was never an angry or mean person, but these kids—these hormones, being pregnant, having to keep on my mom face every single stupid second of the day—I’m somebody else. Who am I? Who am I?!”

“Iris?”

I don’t answer, but William finds me. He sits on the floor, his broad shoulders taking up the rest of the space between the toilet and shower, and hugs me. “Hard day?”

I nod against his thick, dark beard. His big, warm arms wrapped around my little frame calm me enough to still my tears. I curl against him, wishing we had more time together. We hardly have a minute not taken up by work, church, or the kids.

Am I even the person he married anymore? Or am I all gone? Is having kids taking us away from each other? It feels like it. It so, so feels like it. Am I just empty? Nothing? Like a shell that is full of a ghost of a person trying to be a mom yet only being an evil, screaming failure at life?

“I’m sorry they were trolls,” he murmurs as waves of Richard’s signature maniacal laughter float from the kitchen. “They’re a lot.”

He smells so strongly of coffee, which to my nose smells like the sourest cigarettes mixed with the most bitter skunk spray, that I can’t open my mouth to answer. I just nod again.

“Stay in here until it’s time for church,” he tells me. “I’ll handle the boys. Have you eaten?”

After I shake my head, we separate. 

“What can I get you?” he asks as he stands and starts wandering around our connected master bathroom and bedroom.

“Um, I don’t know. A peanut butter sandwich and some berries.” Though the thought of food disgusts me, I need William to believe my despair is stemming from nothing more than a hard day. I can’t let him know the truth because then ...

“Have you seen my house shoes?” He looks in our closet.

“I think one is in Eli’s potty, which is in the tub.”

“Of course it is. James is in full kleptomaniac mode.” He retrieves it out of the mini potty and examines it. “Phew, it’s dry.”

“I still haven’t found my purple hair tie.” I sigh.

“Little kleptos,” he laughs, looking in the cotton ball drawer and finding a toy car. “At least they pay for what they pilfer.” 

“Oh, your other shoe is in the dirty clothes basket.” I point where I just spotted it. I push up off the floor and trail away from the stinking toilet to the sink that still smells like the peppermint oil Eli dumped when he was supposed to be on his potty earlier.

William grabs his second shoe and shoves his foot in it as stampeding feet echo through the house.

I drop my face on my palm. “They are supposed to be eating at the table,” I growl. “They have been such jerks today!” Or have they? Is it just me overreacting to everything and being the jerk?

“Uh—”

I look up.

William dumps a cache of Goldfish crackers out of his shoe. “Eli has paid in gold.” 

“I’m sorry,” I groan. “I don’t even know how he got in here with those—” 

“Dada! Dada! Dada!” Eli shrills and bangs on the door. “I want Dadaaa!” 

Tears burst out of me. “Make him go away. Please make him go away! Make them go away!”

“Hey, breathe. Breathe,” William soothingly says. “James’ check-up is tomorrow. I’ll take both the little ones, and we’ll see Grandma and get lunch. Maybe go by Tractor Supply and pretend to ride the four wheelers.” 

“No, I didn’t mean—I don’t want you to have to take off work all day.”

“I can, and you need some time.” He hooks on his house shoe then gives me another hug. “It’s okay.”

A wild squeal belts out from the kitchen.

“It will be okay,” he amends. “It will.”

“Okay.” I know it isn’t okay and that it won’t be okay for a long time, but I need to pretend that the pregnancy isn’t real because he wants a girl so desperately. He has said it would be wonderful to have a little Iris to love. He takes such attentive care of me, and I know he would be the sweetest girl dad. But I know that another me or another child that comes in any form would steal away any of my self and breathing room that might be left.

I can’t do this, I tell God, but I tell William, “Yeah. Thanks. I do just need a break. They are a lot.”

He eyes me like he knows I’m withholding something, but the clear sound of James’ cup crashing to the floor turns both our faces to the door. William heads into the mayhem of the boys, and I pray, God, please make a way for this to not happen.”

...

On the way to Wednesday night Bible study, Richard interrupts every attempt William and I make to talk to each other in the van. Being the pastor and pastor’s wife, we arrive early to set up. Once inside, though, James attacks the trash can, and while we’re cleaning it up, Eli finds a box of little offering envelopes and throws them everywhere, yelling, “It snowing! It snowing!” 

We’re both frustrated by the time other people start arriving, but the presence of our close-knit church family diffuses our tension and their chaotic energy. James hushes and clings to my neck while eyeing everyone, and the older boys flit around, earning adoration from the small crowd, until William says it’s time to start. Then the three boys go to their class, which only includes them and one other toddler, and we settle down in our adult class. 

An older woman teaches, and I try to pay attention. The church building is small, though, and James’ screaming nearly drowns out our class discussion. My mom brain can’t help but debate itself about whether I should go get him or not. I also wonder if the other two are being good for their teacher since I can hear Richard talking non-stop and way too loudly.

Eventually, I do go get James and take him to the nursery. He fights for a few minutes but sleep wins.

I decide to sit in the glider chair rather than return to class and risk waking him up. As I rock him, I stare at the wall art I made when we first set up the nursery before we had the foster kids. It hangs over the crib and says, “God made me wonderful.”

They are wonderful, God. I know that. Not every day is like this one and yesterday, and I know James is probably screaming incessantly because he’s teething. And that will end at some point. But I’m so tired of missing church because of them. I’m so tired of feeling distant from you because of them. I can’t pray or read my Bible without being interrupted a million times, and I hate that it’s so hard to retain anything I do get to read because my brain is so full of all the things I have to do, all the stuff going on, and all the noise in the house. God, I’m sorry I’m struggling, but I ... What am I supposed to do? Even on good days, I still have to feed them, and change diapers, and stop them from climbing the bookshelves or locking each other in the dryer. It never ends. I even dream about them! That one where James was a monster baby that wouldn’t stop chasing me while screaming like a siren was awful. And that one of Eli dying was—no. I hate the crazy, paranoid mom and pregnancy dreams. Being a mom never, never stops. It’s so hard. They are so much. So, so much. And they take so much out of me. I feel like I’m a worse mom with more kids. I feel like I’m a worse wife with more kids. I feel like I’m ... nothing. I’m just a mom. That’s it. Nothing else. Not myself, not William’s wife, not even yours, God. Please, I don’t want to fall deeper in this dark pit of being nothing but a mom and not knowing who I am, or how to get back to who I was before kids, or even if I want to go back, or if I’m better or worse, or... Please. Not another one. Just don’t let it be real. I pray that last plea over and over until someone knocks softly on the nursery door.

William pokes his head in. “Is he asleep?”

I nod. 

“Okay, stay here, and I’ll get you two after I load up the boys.” William hates the baby rage screams as much as I hate the hair pulling and will do anything to avoid them. I’m thankful for him doing what I see as the more difficult task, though. Nearly every time we load up after everyone else leaves, Eli escapes the church and runs around the lawn laughing until one of us catches him, and Richard has a special talent of being so slow, Eli escapes three more times before Richard even makes it to the van.

I hear Eli and William yelling, and I know the typical chase has ensued. They are both so strong-willed that they constantly drive one another into fits, but they are also so alike in their love for others that they never stay mad for more than a few minutes. 

“Come on, Richard!” William shouts.

Oh, Lord, that kid is so slow. Please help William get both of them in the van so we can go home.

I close my eyes and try to relax. I’m so tired, and from the sounds coming from them, we still have a battle ahead before all the boys are even buckled in.

...

I carry James from the pediatric waiting room to the OBGYN reception desk. Although William had promised to give me a break and he usually takes the kids to their appointments, our third family flu this winter snuck up on him through the night, and he was happy to let me take James to his check-up while he sits on the couch with Eli watching tractor restoration videos, something they love to yet rarely get to do with William’s demanding office job and pastoring the church. 

“Hi ...” I balk at the reception desk. I don’t have an appointment. I don’t want to talk to anybody. I don’t want to confirm that I’m pregnant. Why am I here?

“Do you have an appointment?” The plump blonde smiles and readies her long gold and black nails at the keyboard.

“Uh, no. But I think I’m pregnant.”

“Oh. Do you need a test, or are you wanting to make an appointment? Do you know how far along you are? When was your last cycle?”

“Um ...” Nausea punches my stomach. Emotion clogs my brain.

“Are you alright?”

“No.” The admission feels cathartic, and I blurt, “I already have three kids, and...” I adjust James on my hip. “...my baby is only eleven months old. I–I’m not sure what to do.”

Her eyes turn sympathetic. “Go sit down for a minute. I’ll get you some things.”

I obey. As I repeatedly try to stop James from gnawing the magazine table, a terrifying memory creeps up. Unlike my easy pregnancy with Eli, James’ brought an agonizing complication. He had hung out so low that he had cut off the blood flow to my right leg. A vein that ran the entire length of my leg had darkened and enlarged more and more for six of the nine months. If I stood still or sat for more than a minute, it would shoot fire or numbness through the whole leg. It had made trying to sleep or relax difficult and going to a normal church service impossible. It had hurt without reprieve, but it hadn’t become dangerous until the last few weeks. 

I shake my head. I can’t think about those last few weeks right now. Those weeks planted in me a dread of carrying another baby.

What if this next one is even lower? What if both my legs are affected? What if the blood to my heart gets cut off? What if we both—no. Stop. Just stop.

I focus my attention on unlatching Better Homes and Gardens from James’ grasp and mouth.

Oh, God, I can’t go through that again.

Papers rustle, and I look up from James. The receptionist holds out a folder. “This has phone numbers of our offices and some other information.” She hands it to me. “And a test and a packet of peppermint tea.” She winks. Apparently, she can smell my peppermint oil.

“Thanks.”

She gives me one last sympathetic smile then walks back to her desk.

I stare down at the folder with the hospital’s name and a pregnant lady printed on it.

No. No, I can’t risk that again. 

I tuck James under my arm like a football so he can’t reach my hair, and I head for the elevator. 

...

Once in the car, I let James crawl around the back while I rifle through the folder. It isn’t worth it to strap him in until just before I start the car. He hates his car seat and screams every second he’s in it.

I start scanning all the informational papers I already read while pregnant with Eli and James. A pamphlet falls into my lap. I stare at it.
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