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I was 18 years old. Little did I know how my life was about to change drastically. I went from partying every night, having everything paid for, and having no responsibilities to being a teenage mother in a completely new city with no help. I still vividly remember the shock, and a stilling chilling traveling up and down my spine. In that instant, I knew nothing would ever be the same again. So many sources gave me a negative presumption of teenage pregnancy, and for a fact, I was afflicted and discouraged. Even the course of my life changed with so many hurdles and trials to get through. All these I endured by myself, and each day I was sure I am about to quit. I had no idea about what leaving meant, or how to go about it. I can recall so many instances that I saw it as my only option and salvation. However, I have pride and joy that it never came to be, and I began to find the more than adequate motivation to push me through it all. My son motivated me and showed me the strength I never knew I had. 
I recall the exact moment I discovered I was pregnant. My hormones were all over everywhere for about three months. Everyone shrugged it off as the normal puberty reaction, which for a girl is considered quite normal. My grandmother thought more about my condition and tried to seduce more information from me. I disclose having a sexual experience, after which she resorted to taking me to a clinic. She took me to the doctor to get birth control. To our amazement, the physician disclosed that I was four months pregnant. My grandmother insisted on keeping me company, and she was by my side when the doctor gave me this news. I was frantic, shocked, and rocked to the core. My first thought was my parents, and I begged my grandmother not to tell them. She stayed by my side and gave me adequate time and space to clear my head. In my head, I was too young to take care of a baby. I couldn't even take care of myself, continually needing to be cared for. I did not want to keep the baby, but I was smart enough to know that I could not make the decision alone. All the while, I feared the shame I would bring upon my parents. After careful consideration and solitude and the advice of my grandmother, I decided to keep my baby. I braced myself to tell my family and the father about my pregnancy. Neither party was pleased with my decision. 
In the former shell of a life I had, never did I lack for anything. My mother had been my confidant and source of inspiration and strength. However, I moved out before I had to deliver. I was 18 years old with a newborn baby and no financial help from my family. My family is very traditional. They don't believe in pre-marital sex. However, they were more still upset with me for my decision keeping the baby. I remember my mother's tears as she received the news. Distraught and devoid of hope, all she could say was, "I failed." Those words became the first line of motivation to change my ways. However, my baby boy became the focal point of my life. Ever since his first breath, I have never imagined parting from him. Everything he needed, I strived to achieve. I did not care whether it meant to take menial jobs for insignificant pay, all that mattered was my baby boy never lacked. An additional benefit to my efforts was witnessing him grow, unaware of the struggles that made him and maintain him to date. My son is the main man in my life to date.
My luck manifested in a healthy young boy, and now I live with much less struggle. We both have a lot of growth ahead, but somehow I know that he will drive me through everything that comes next.
