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Life has a strange way of reminding us of our past 

failures. More than twice I have wished a vast majority of 

it could somehow by the grace of God, be erased. So many 

nights I shed tears over the decisions I have made; the 

lives I altered. And then, one day, I could no longer hide 

from the tormenting pain. I saw her in passing and built up 

enough courage to approach her in an attempt to make things 

right. I put on the best sympathetic face I could and 

preceded with caution. Spreading my arms, and reaching out 

my hands half hazardously in hopes she would listen, I 

called out her name, “Amber,” expecting an uproar in 

return. But what I got back was silence. And the path she 

had taken was gloomy and chilly.  I tried calling her name 

one more time before realizing I had been permanently 

disconnected. Not so much as an “I hate you” or worse had 
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been spoken by her. Ten years prior had sealed my fate with 

Amber. 

 “You have the most beautiful eyes,” I said. “They glow 

like the moonlit ocean.” Captivated by my affirmation, her 

gaze focused back on mine, “And I love your lips, they’re 

so full and…luscious.” She rubbed the side of my arm and 

whispered, “I could spend the rest of my life with you.” I 

turned and peered into her deep blue eyes once again 

surprised, “Really?” And in an even more shockingly 

beautiful raspy low tone voice she said, “Yeah!” Speechless 

and uncurling my toes, I turned my body towards hers while 

running my fingers along the valley of her side and asked, 

“What makes you think I’m the one?” Stopping shy of her 

hip. “I mean we’re both young and have our lives ahead of 

us, and—“  

“I haven’t had my period in a lil while.” Listening, but 

not comprehending, I joked, “Is it that time of the month 

again?” I leaned over to give her a kiss at the same time 

caressing her nascent body, “We better continue this party 

fore it comes.” 

“It’s past time for it to come, Anthony,” She paused and 

laid flat on her back rubbing her girth. And then, while 

observing my reaction, and sounding more confident than 

before continued, “by two weeks.” 
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 Right then, I could have panicked, but I didn’t know 

what to be panicked for. I could feel Amber's heartbeat 

rise tremendously as she attempted to tell me the best way 

she could her menstrual cycle was elusive longer than the 

both of us had wanted. What did it all mean though? Amber 

was young and alluring. So young in fact, that her features 

had only been established a few short years before our 

meeting. I too was naïve in my limited thinking. I mean a 

beautiful girl had taken my virginity younger than I, and 

apparently, we were both asinine for lack of protection. 

Abstinence would have been an even better choice, but an 

even keener observation than that was how we learned sexual 

education. The fact was, I had another year of High School 

left, and she was supposed to go next year. We were in 

love, or so she thought. From the few lessons I received 

from health classes in school, and none from my divorced 

parents, I knew a girl who passed her period date after so 

long just may be pregnant. Suddenly, the forecast in the 

room changed from sunny to a chance of rain.   

 “It’s probably just late,” I said turning over the 

sheets and every dirty dish in my room to find my clothes. 

And then she said what I was thinking, “I took a pregnancy 

test, Anthony.” You could hear a pin drop on carpet. “It 

was positive.”  
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I lowered my head and exhaled, but somehow I couldn’t find 

my next breath.  

“Those things are wrong sometimes…aren’t they?” 

“I took another one just in case.” 

Neither one of us moved from the thickness that covered the 

room much less share what was really going through our 

heads! Even though I was older, Amber was smarter than me. 

She was, however, emotionally and physically in love. But I 

was naturally selfish. Immediately, I thought, my life is 

over. 

“Do your parents know?” 

“No! And I don’t know how to tell ‘em?” 

“Shit!” 

“What are we going to do, Anthony?” 

“Go home Amber, let me think about it.” 

“What do you want to do?” She said insistently.  

What could I possibly do? I didn’t have any consolation for 

myself let alone her. Fear was the only companion on my 

side now. I had enough strength to turn my back on her as I 

felt a tear fall on it. 

“I have to tell my parents.” Her voice sounded sweet and 

sincere as ever. However, the reflection in it was anything 

but confident. How was a dark complexioned kid, who could 

barely pass pre-algebra in High School, and seemingly no 
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future, going to compete with the deputy sheriff who had a 

niece in a town where the people knew most of them? I 

instantly felt the noose tighten around my neck as her 

natural skin touched my back. 

“I’m only seventeen you know. They’ll still find some way 

to indict me.” Somehow I managed to squeeze out a slice of 

humor. Amber, on the other hand, barely fourteen, would 

have thought left a freezer. That wasn’t the last time I 

turned my back on her. After she revealed our secret, her 

parents, along with her uncle, immediately gave her an 

ultimatum, execution of the unborn fetus or disownment. The 

latter meant I was going to be a father, a husband, and an 

outright laughing stock amongst family and friends.  

 I tried my best to get her attention and reconcile 

what I had decided. But she remained just as cold as the 

day I turned my back on her a decade ago. She never spoke 

to me again. 

  


