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  One experience I've always dreamed of having was becoming a mother. I come from a blended family with one brother and four sisters being born and raised in Milwaukee, Wisconsin by only my mother. My biological father wasn't involved in my life at all. The closest I've ever gotten to having a father was my stepfather after my mother remarried. During their marriage my family and I lived in a small town called South Milwaukee. This city was on the southeast side of Milwaukee County and had an outstanding school district and very nice people. Their marriage lasted three and a half years. Like most others, it ended in divorce due to miscommunication and not working out their differences. After their divorce he still treated me and my siblings as his own children. A majority of my life was average, we lived in low income housing and my mother worked for the state but we still struggled everyday to put food on the table for all of us. My grandmother would stay with us every day after school because child care was too expensive. My grandmother and I always had a close relationship with one another. She was always there for all of us especially my mother.As a teenager I was rebellious, always partying and drinking with friends my mother didn't approve of due to getting stuck hanging with the wrong crowd in high school. I eventually dropped out of high school and all I wanted to do was drink alcohol with my friends which led to getting into trouble with the police for drinking underage and running away from home at age 16. My mother did everything she could to help me stop the horrible behavior I was doing but at the time I wouldn't accept her help. She even tried getting me to establish a relationship with my biological father but that took an ugly turn. She thought he had changed but found out he was drinking right along with me. She then realized that to this day he is still an alcoholic and was just looking for a new drinking buddy. So that relationship was short lived but I remained close with his girlfriend of fifteen years and is still friends with me to this day.
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  It was when I turned nineteen years old that I met an older guy through Internet dating. His name was Jacob and he was seven years older than me. His height was about 5’7, weighed around 200 pounds and his ethnicity was African-American. He showed a keen interest in me immediately so I eventually decided to give him a chance. After a few long months of calls and text messages, we started dating and got serious very quickly. He was a single man with no kids but expressed that he wanted kids after marriage with the right person. The day it had been a year since we had been together, I received a card from him in the mail. In the card he spoke about us having a future together and starting a family which I found very odd that he couldn't just talk to me about that instead of putting it inside a card. Another thing I found odd was the fact that the card said anniversary. I personally don't believe in celebrating anniversaries or even counting it as an anniversary unless you’re married. I didn't understand why he could just talk to me in person. I felt that this was very childish. A couple weeks later, my father’s girlfriend asked me to move in with her. After a few days of thinking it over I said yes. I moved in with her because she was going to help me get my life on track. The first step was getting back into school which I did go back for my GED through MATC. Another accomplishment I achieved while I stayed with her, I started going back to church so we started going together and it felt so good to get back in church. I also went back to school and received my high school diploma. My life had turned around for the most part and I was happy and stress-free. A couple months later, my mom told me she was moving up north in my great uncles house because he was suffering from an illness called dementia and my grandmother had already sent my older sister to take care of him. My mom offered for me to come with her but I told her I believed I would have a future with Jacob and I wouldn't just leave my life behind. So I helped my mom pack up her things for the move.
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  On July 1, 2012, my grandma went up north for about a week to visit my mom and sisters. She kept calling her house down in Milwaukee to check in with my other uncle who lived with her after having two strokes a couple years apart. He wasn't answering any of her phone calls so she called one of my mom’s brothers to drive to the house and check up on things. Both the front and back doors were locked so he broke in the door and found my uncle there dead. When the paramedics got there and picked up his body they found that he died of a massive heart attack and had died about a week earlier. Obviously this happened unexpectedly and my grandmother ended up paying for the funeral costs.


My grandma decided her best bet was to cremate him since he was to be buried up north by my grandfather and this way it was less costly for her. The funeral was held on a Friday in Milwaukee. After the ceremony, my family planned a get together at an event hall my grandma had rented. We ate food and dessert, then talked and took pictures together because we barely see each other. At the hall, my grandma asked me to come stay with her for a while to help her around the house and anything else she needed. I told her it would take me a few days to pack up my belongings and transport them to her house. I told her I'd also help her reorganize the house because of how small the house was. The next day, I immediately packed my belongings from my father’s girlfriend’s house and moved to my grandmother’s house. The day I moved in, we got started on the house and finished after two days. The following week, I had a date with Jacob. He ended up taking me to Olive Garden since I love Italian food. Once we got there, we ordered our food and started talking. He was very sympathetic about my uncle’s death. He told me if I needed him to just let him know. When our food came, we ate and talked more about how my family was dealing.


Once it got towards the end of our meal, he looked at me with a smile and said he loves me and we should just get married. He planned for both of us to get the rings together. My answer was yes. In September, we still hadn't gone to pick out a ring which I figured was due to our busy schedules and he had become more distant from me. I decided to talk to him about it so I called and told him to come to the house. It took him over an hour to arrive which I found to be very odd.


Once he came in the house, he sat down and looked so nervous like he was hiding something. I then sat down and explained how I was feeling and asked for an explanation as to why he had been distant. I, myself, am a very honest person and barely ever hold back. So I just let it out and asked him if he had lost interest in me. His claims were that he loved me and had just gotten busy with work. I badly wanted to believe him but I had doubts. He ended up staying for a few hours. Before he left, I told him I didn't want any secrets between us and to talk with me instead of hiding things from me.
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  The next morning, I realized I couldn't remember when my last menstrual cycle came. So I got on the phone with my mom and she told me it was time to go see my doctor. I called the doctor’s office to make an appointment. The receptionist told me I couldn't get in to see a doctor until I took a positive pregnancy test. But I couldn't make it to the store until the next day so I waited. In the morning, I went to Walgreens and bought a test. I was so nervous about what the result would be. Once I got back to the house, I took it right away. Shockingly the test came back positive and I couldn't help but feel excited that I was going to become a mother. I told my grandma right away. My grandma was extremely happy about it and told me I should tell Jacob immediately. So I called him and told him I needed to talk to him about something important and to come over. It took him about thirty minutes to get there which surprised me because he always moves slowly and is late for everything.  I sat Jacob down and told him the good news. He immediately became furious and demanded that I have an abortion. I explained to him that as a catholic, I don't believe in abortion and will not do that. So he stormed out of the house and drove off.


A couple days later, I had my doctor appointment. I went to it alone and got to hear my baby’s heartbeat. My doctor calculated a due date of June 4, 2013. Over the next few weeks I didn't hear from Jacob at all. I decided to give him a call to see if he maybe changed his attitude about the situation. But, he had already changed his phone number. That was my wake up call that I was alone from here on out. About one month later, I received a letter in the mail from Jacob. In the letter told me his address has changed and listed his new address. He said he lost his job, complained about having a huge downfall in life and that our best bet is an abortion.


I didn't respond to his letter. I told my family about this letter and was appalled. They couldn't believe this was happening. My sister Hannah told me Jacob most likely has another woman. She recalls seeing a woman on his Facebook page but thought nothing of it. Three weeks after that, I was four months pregnant; I received a private call that was him when I answered it. I heard what sounded like a big group of kids in the background. But, he claimed were his cousins children. He asked me if I had gotten the abortion and I told him no of course. But I told him when I was going to learn the sex of the baby, so he said he would call me back and hung up.
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Mid-January 2013, I found out I was having a daughter. As soon as I told my mother, she started planning my baby shower. I picked the theme of pink dragonflies and scheduled it to to take place in early April. I also had other things to get done that were very important to me like the baby's baptism. I called the Catholic Church my grandma goes to and they told me the requirements of the parish are that you need to be a member of the church for at least six months before baptizing your children. So I joined the church, scheduled the baptism and took the required class. I had picked my Aunt and my grandma to be my sponsors. I was so relieved I got that done right away. The baby would be 2 months old when the baptism would take place. By the time I reached the seventh month of my pregnancy I filed for child support. I knew the only way Jacob would help take care of his child was through a court order. As soon as I began filling out the paperwork, I remembered that he had a new address as he stated in his letter. To confirm he wasn't lying to me, I searched for the address using Google. As it turns out, the address he claimed to be living was a Walgreens on the north side of town. So I just wrote in his “previous address.” I also attached the letter he mailed me while using manipulation to try to talk me into an abortion with a letter to the courts from me explaining the entire situation to make the judge aware of everything that went on. I sent it through the mail to the courthouse to avoid having to go down there. All that was left to do was to wait to get served for the court date.
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