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To all those

Taking the road less-travelled.
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I refuse to believe it. It’s a mistake, obviously. Two. Mother-fucking. Lines. Crap, I said I’d stop with the sexist slurs. No more “twats”, “mother-fuckers” or “sluts.” Time to be creative!  Two pink manure-flinging lines.  Argh, that doesn’t sound very good. Also I don’t know, that NG doesn’t hit the spot. It’s less aggravating than CK. CK is on point. You can say it or think it with a lot of aggression and it feels good. Anyway, there are two damn pink lines on a lousy test and I’m completely panicking so my brain is distracting me by getting hung up on vocabulary choices. What an idiot! Well for once it’s right. I really do need to get out my fear and this “manure-flinging” just sucks. Almost as much as that “lousy.” Can you feel the anger and incomprehension inside me when I think the word “manure-flinging”? Rha, I wish I could just unplug this brain that is pondering linguistics while I’m in dire straits! Me and my inner dialogues are a like a light-speed canon ball. Alright, let’s get back to it.... What happened during my last cycle that made this thing positive? Well, no, no matter how hard I think about it I haven’t missed a pill. I don’t understand. 

“99.7% theoretical effectiveness. 91% practical effectiveness."

This is what it says on the leaflet. Yes, I’ve read it. I've never been able to make a choice without studying everything from A to Z, and I have an amazing memory for silly things. In fact, maybe I should play the lottery, as it looks like I defy statistics.

No, there must be a very simple reason.

Ah yes, it must have been the stomach bug! I spent two days throwing up everything I could.

I should have just gone for the implant, son of a betch.

I like this non-word; “Betch!” It has no meaning but it sounds good. “Betch.” That’s it, I’m already seeing the headlines in two or three years: “The new words making their debut in Merriam-Webster this year!” It’ll go off, yeah...

Okay okay, where was I?

Ah yes, my stomach bug. But even so, I never agree to sex without a condom, so it’s just impossible!! And yes, I’ll double exclamation point if I want to! This damn test must be seeing things. It’s the only explanation.

And I have this nausea that’s getting worse minute by minute! Oof, it’s the Barnum effect, that’s all.

“Are you almost done in there?”

“Two seconds!”

She’s pissing me off, banging on the door of a public toilets. Can’t I have a panic attack in peace anymore?

I slip the test into my pocket, even if it’s gross because it’s covered in urine, and I get out of there like a demon.

Without stopping, I grab my smartphone from the bottom of my bag (it actually takes me fifty meters to get my hand around it in all my mess) and ask for the address to the nearest lab. Fourteen kilometres away. I climb into my Jumpy and set off straight away. As much as it took me a week to gather the courage to buy the test and another one to dare to unwrap and pee on it, I’m raring to go right now. Strike while the iron is hot and all that...
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Well, I am definitely pregnant.

The email from the lab just confirmed the urine test. My hormones are through the roof and my morale is through the floor.

Estimated: four weeks pregnant. My chest suddenly tightens, a psychological trick surely.

I wonder who the biological father is. Given the viability of the length of a sperm and an egg, minus four weeks, let’s see...

There had been the handsome English brunette with his charming accent, the software engineer with black skin and laughing eyes, the little musician as well... I can’t remember what he looked like anymore. He was fascinating to listen to, very cultivated and had lots of subjects he was interested in.

Is passion in your genes? In theory it would be great to have a passionate kid. No no no no no, how’s your head there Solange? A kid, with you, in your life? Nonsense!

Well one thing is for certain and that’s that it wasn’t my date on Friday night. She didn’t have the equipment to transfer me a whole horde of sperm. I hope it wasn’t the big bearded guy from the cocktail bar. What a mistake that was! The type where everything revolves around my dick and there’ll be nothing after me. I’m still annoyed that I fell for such a rotten hook-up.

Agh crap, it’s pretty crazy that I don’t know whose genetic code it is that’s currently surfing around with mine in MY uterus. Seriously, it’s like some kind of daylight robbery though.

Calm down Solange, you never keep in contact with your one-night stands. It’s a point of personal ethics. So what’s the point in getting yourself all worked up like this?

Let’s recap what we know at this moment:


•  there are a bunch of cells dividing and proliferating in my belly;

•  said bunch started their job a little less than a month ago;

•  that’s it.



A small collection of facts with huge implications. I hear Bénabar’s song starting to play in the background: “Small cause, big consequences [...] small change, immense harm.” When it comes to harm, we’re not too far off.

The question is: what do I do now?

Getting an abortion seems like the most reasonable solution. A bunch of cells has nothing to do with a girl like me: living year-round in a motor home, staying away from people because I like solitude, going round the markets of France, living like a pauper... A very, very bad idea.
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Still, a bunch of cells... There’s something nice about it. Feeling it move in your belly, loving unconditionally, teaching them your values....

Argh, take a hike, shit brain!

Come on, back in the box with all those glittery images of babies and a child nestled in the crook of your arms.

I’m sure that’s false advertising anyway.

––––––––
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That’s it; I’ve made an appointment with a gynaecologist to get an abortion. I hope it will be safe. I have had some really bad experiences with these healthcare professionals in the past. Usually I avoid them like the plague and meet with the midwives instead, but I guess I don’t have much choice in this case.

I think it’s going to be quick and it’s the best thing to do; for the bunch of cells as well as for me.

Okay, now that the decision is made I’m going to read for a little bit. It’ll take my mind off things.

What? I can see you laughing there, neuron at the right in the back. This book “My Child’s Brain” is a refreshing change is all. And it’s just for my information only. It’s fascinating, neuroscience. I love anything related to neuroscience. And no, I’m not trying to convince myself at all, so now you need to let me read and be quiet. Seriously, you can’t even think on your own in your own head anymore without dissent...

♡

I feel like I’m going to curse myself.

I did not go to the meeting.

I was parked next to a park and heard a child say “I love you” to his mom.

Son of a betch, that was beautiful.

I would so much like to hear those words one day. So I stood there, like a noodle, watching these families play on the slide and turnstile. The kids laughed, they screamed... they cried too sometimes. I cried as well. I put my hand on my stomach and suddenly that little bunch of cells became real.

I’m going to regret it, that’s for sure, but I decided to give it a chance to grow in my womb.
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That’s it; I already regret it.

I’m sick like a dog, it’s horrible. I can hardly stay behind my stand to sell my stones.

“Wonderful labradorite set in a pendant! Eye of the tiger earrings! Don’t hesitate to come take a closer look, my beautiful stones will bewitch you!”

I have always been fascinated by stones. I can sit for hours looking at their colors. And with lithotherapy being the newest craze, it’s perfect timing. I make handmade jewelry, and there are enough customers to make a small living. Well, in the good months. Or a Romanian minimum wage in any case. That’s fine with me anyway. I don’t need any more to live the life I’ve chosen.

But will it be enough to raise a child? Everyone says it costs an arm and a leg, having a kid. And what should I do with my converted van? I just have a bed and a kitchenette. It will never work...

So what? You could keep the baby and change your life? Tidy up? Get an apartment and a steady job?

Deadly... it would be like digging my own grave.

Nah, I can’t bring myself to do that.

I’ll make another appointment. At another gynaecologist.

––––––––
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Instead of finding the address of a new doctor, I spent the night on the Internet looking for stories written by nomadic parents.

They do exist.

They even seem to get by with it.

I actually read the story of a single mom who works part-time in show business. It wasn’t all rosy but she didn’t regret it.

So why not me? Why not us?

––––––––
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But it does bother me. Having a kid isn’t very green. I had never thought of myself as a mother before those two pink lines and I was content with the idea of being childfree. With the world collapsing it’s the more sensible way. Why impose a new human on our planet? Why impose our society on a new human?

At the same time, I’ve never known how to be truly sensible. No matter how deeply I dissect each subject before making a choice I always end up following my instincts.

Something tells me I’m not going to start making neat and tidy choices today. Sorry little bunch of cells, I’m already crap at being a proper mother. Your suffering has just begun...

But I’m sure there is a way to reduce my ecological footprint compared to the average parent in France.

Let’s see: Ecosia.fr; “green parent.” 511,000 search results.

I’m sure I’ll find some ideas...
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I spent the night doing it but I’m happy with my results. Obviously, it’s possible to be minimalist and have a family. Other people have done it. In particular, I found a lot of information on cloth diapers and even one crazy thing: no diapers at all. They call it natural infant hygiene, or NIH. You just have to learn to spot the signs your kid gives you before each wee of poo and take them to use the potty. It sounds crazy! That said, if it works, it would limit my trips to the Laundromat. It’s especially interesting for me in my situation... Apparently you need six to eight diapers a day, so even if I can catch two pees, it will still be a big saving. I’ve been snooping on GumTree and there is a plethora of second hand diapers. And some are just too cute. My soppy side is happy.

According to my spreadsheet, it’s doable within my budget. The initial outlay stings a little, but it’s made up for over the long term. Especially since I should be able to resell the items when they’re no longer needed. So we are not far off breaking even.

There is also an economical alternative for the clothes; I feel relieved. Apparently you can easily find them for one or two euros in garage sales. Seven outfits for each size seems reasonable to me as an investment AND in terms of its environmental impact. However, what with this NIH thing, full pyjamas don’t seem ideal. I would be very surprised if the kid could hold it in in the time it takes to undress them completely. It’s a shame because it’s essentially a practical garment. Personally, I love my pyjamas with “unicorn” feet.
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I opened my eyes at exactly 3:57am in a monstrous panic. “What if it’s a boy, how are you going to stop him from turning into a dreadful, misogynist coward?” My mind was shouting at me.

Will I stand up to our society? How will I guide him towards fairness?

“Worse,” my conscience whispered to me then. “What is it’s a girl?”

If it’s a girl, I’m screwed...

How can I help her be herself? Help her pull herself out the patriarchy we are all surrounded by?

I struggle so much with my own internalized sexism...

Gosh, with my luck there’ll be two of them...

I didn’t get back to sleep all night.

––––––––
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I ended up making an appointment with a midwife who could do ultrasounds. She’s part of a network of “safe” professionals on the Internet. I hope it was reliable. I do not want to run into a preachy nurse. I might seem strong but in reality I’m not.

Sitting on a large armchair in the waiting room, I feel like a tiny little girl. I’m going to get told off, for sure.

Getting pregnant in a situation like mine is idiotic. But keeping the kid is borderline abuse. After all, I haven’t reached the cut off point yet. I could still do the right thing. It would be better for everyone.

The door opens and a woman appears in the doorway. She must be in her forties, at least. Her face has a few subtle wrinkles. She smiles and her eyes shine with benevolence. She exudes kindness. All my stress dissipates and I can finally breathe. I feel like I’m in good hands.

“You are the only person who can decide whether or not to carry this pregnancy to term.”

She leaves a silence to allow me to respond, but I have nothing to say.

“Do you want us to have a look?”

I nod my head. My mouth is dry; I’m unable to say a thing.

“You just need to take off your shoes and open your pants.”

She washes her hands thoroughly and then takes a seat next to the big machine.

“It will be a little cold,” she warns as she applies the gel to my stomach.

It’s like in the movies.  A myriad of scenarios swamp me. In fact, my brain does the old trick of dragging my thoughts into the fast lane to try to circumvent my feelings. I know him; he’s very good at this tactic.

“Drat, it’s not working today.”

The probe rolls through the see-through gel and images form on the screen.

The midwife fumbles for a bit and then a sharper silhouette appears.

It looks like a baby.

It already has a head, a body and four limbs.

There is only one, obviously.

Phew.

I see its chest moving. My tongue loosens and says without my permission:

“Can we listen to the heartbeat?”

Traitor!

––––––––
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I’ve made my decision. I am definitely keeping this child.

I’m absolutely freaking out, but I won’t go back on the decision.

Either way, it will be too late by next week.
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Well, we’re into next week now.

It’s too late.

I’m having bursts of massive anxiety. What if I regret my decision? Raising a child on your own seems like an impossible task.

For a month now, I've been reading testimonials from parents: the terrible twos, the fucking fours... It still freaks me out. They look like horror movie titles.

I am back in the midwife's waiting room. Today’s the three-month ultrasound. The one that couples eagerly await so they can tell people they’re pregnant. You shouldn't talk about it until you are sure everything is going as it should. Sharing the sadness of a miscarriage is just something you shouldn’t do, come on! 

Suddenly I’m scared. What if the embryo is no longer alive? Who could I go to and cry with? They might tell me that nature knows best, that it was not the right time for me, that it is better this way... I don't want to hear that. Let’s hope that everything goes well.

I slide a hand over my stomach. I've already gotten into the habit of doing it. Sometimes I feel something like a touch from within. It's probably my imagination, even more fertile than my uterus, but what if it was the baby?

I think of the past few weeks, between the nausea, my happy thoughts about the future and my attacks of anxiety. I can't think of anything other than babies anymore. I eat baby, I sleep baby... In the markets, I can only see pregnant women and adorable little cherubs. The little of my free time I have is spent reading parenting books or blogs. My YouTube playlist is chock full of interesting child development videos. My entire existence already revolves around this little invisible being. As usual when I launch into a new ​​interest, I am filled with such overwhelming enthusiasm that it permeates every bit of my life. The difference today is that I am no longer alone in my adventure. A shiver of fear and joy runs through me. What madness have I ventured into this time?

––––––––
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I never get sick of admiring the photos.

It's beautiful, a bunch of cells shaped like a little human.

It's raining heavily today and I feel so good, snuggled up under my duvet, in my old converted Jumpy. The drops produce a deafening din on the body of the van. I love this sound so much and I love how close I am to the outdoor environment. This van is my whole life. I know, however, that this is the end of our beautiful story together...

I started scouring second-hand shopping sites and I think I have found my new joy: it has a cabover, a bathroom with a shower and WC, a kitchen area with a fridge, gas and a table... There is even a solar panel to create a better electric self-sufficieny as well as a large hold for my market supplies. All my savings will be spent on it, but by selling the truck I will have enough to buy the essentials for the baby. 

It will do, as my paternal grandfather, a purebred Norman, used to say so well.

––––––––
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“Surprise!”

Judging by Mom and Dad’s dumbstruck expressions, my surprise isn’t very good.

“What? You don’t like being grandparents?”

I know I can be a bit sassy sometimes. It’s a way to protect myself from the inevitable confrontations. Given my countless dicey life choices, I’ve had to create a nice shell for myself so I don’t break...

“But you can't keep it, be reasonable for once! It's not just about you, there is another being at stake.”

I could have bet on this reaction from my dear mother. She carries on:

“You can give it up. There is nothing to be ashamed of. On the contrary, it’s very courageous to do what is best for the child.”

Of course with me as a parent, the kid will only end up being bad.

“Abroad they are more flexible when it comes to abortions. There might still be time...” Papa adds while Mom nods sharply.

“You know very well that you aren’t capable of taking care of a child. You can’t take care of yourself for a start!”

I swallow back a sob and grit my teeth. My parents never believed in me. Even when I was very young, I was a good-for-nothing: too much time spent daydreaming, not sociable enough, unwilling to go beyond my college diploma...

I turn my head away to hide my tears, pretending to make a phone call to save myself, the cell phone in my hand my only alibi.

What is the point of staying?

Why do I keep hoping our relationship will get better, or calm down? What a joke, I always end up leaving even more broken than when I came.

With all their good faith and all their love, they only know how to dole out toxic poison. If only I could have met their expectations if I hadn't ruined everything by being me. In this moment and like every moment, I wish I had never existed. Everything would be so much simpler without my presence on Earth...
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As usual, I have overinvested in the new situation. After going through blogs and YouTube channels, I ordered a ton of books on pregnancy, birth and parenting. Long live Momox, without which I could not keep in budget! As I do my reading and watching, I re-examine my childhood and my whole existence. I'm doing just as much growing as this bunch of cells in my stomach.

As always, my choices will fall outside of the norm. I was created to avoid the road most-travelled.

The few friends I have have turned their backs on me and my parents are making my stomach ache. They only know how to get along with each other when they want to ruin my life. I discuss my “odd” wishes at length with the midwife. I'm glad I found her. She is the only person who supports me. She agreed to come with me for the birth at the local hospital. She will be 100 percent with me on D-Day, without intervention from the maternity team, except in the case of something going wrong. She called it technical support. The term sounds a bit cold, but I like the concept. It reassures me to know that it will just be me and her. I'm so afraid of being in front of strangers... Afraid of what they might do to me. No spouse will be present to defend me, to protect my perineum from a mindless snip from the scissors and my soul from paternalistic thoughts. I could also have used a doula, but with Maha, I know everything will be fine and besides, my budget would not allow for the intervention of a second professional.

Right now, my stomach is rounded and I can more and more minutely feel the movements of the little person inside me. I like to put my hands on the bulge and feel the faint movements. Little by little a bubble is forming around the both of us. It is soft, reassuring, enveloping and so full of tenderness... As it appears, a flood of love rises within me and travels up to make my eyes glisten with an emotion I still can’t name. This baby has barely arrived and it’s already bowling me over.
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