If the Earth Had a Choice
It Would Revolve Around Me
Brittany Swanson

Most people in my situation would dread this moment. They would hold out until an occasion when their parents were in good moods or push it off until the last possible second.  Not me.  Actually, this was all playing out according to plan.  Everything was right in place, ready for me to take the next step in my plan.

Joseph was my boyfriend for about two months at the beginning of this school.  He was a senior in high school and I was a junior. Our relationship was great, despite the fact that we argued every second we were together or on the phone.  We didn’t have anything other than partying in common, but the sex was good and my family hated him, so this made him the love of my life.  So, when he dumped me on Christmas Eve, like any scorned girl, I wanted to get him back and get him back.  I cried throughout the next day, and then I was done with tears, wanting to focus on payback.  I bashed him every chance I got.  Still, when other girls would talk to me about boyfriend problems, I would give them advice based on my deep, long relationship with Joseph as though we were still dating.  After awhile, I started telling people that we were officially together, knowing full well that we weren’t and he didn’t want to be.  I was going to get him back.  But telling people we were a couple and making myself available for sex just wasn’t doing the trick.  After much trial and error, I finally knew just what to do.
If this was an accident, I would take care of the problem so that my parents would never know, the way I always do.  But this situation worked only to my advantage. I wanted and needed to crush my mom and dad, and I knew I would.

My parents want nothing more than to someday have grandchildren.  They cannot wait for my older sister and her boyfriend to get married and have babies so that they can finally be grandparents.  I intended to taint that dream for them.


“I’m pregnant,” I said.  My mother and father just looked at me.  I could tell they didn’t know what to say. 
“Say something!” I demanded, getting irritated by their silence.  They just sat there, staring at me, their faces gradually becoming more heartbroken with each passing second.  
My parents are the “churchy” type.  They don’t believe in anything fun.  They won’t knowingly let me go out and party and I knew they died a little inside when they found out that I was having sex.  They hate and judge anything immoral.  I knew that immediately after they found out I was pregnant at seventeen, without a husband or even a boyfriend to show for it, they would kick me out of the house.  They would yell and scream at me.  They would take away my cell phone and car keys.  They would kick me to the curb.  Then Joseph would have to take me back.  He and his mom would have to let me live with them.  We would have to get married and be in love.  This was how it would have to be.  After all, I was kicked out of my house and Joseph was the one who did this to me.  He would have to be my boyfriend again.  He would have to be with me again.
“Well,” my mom said after awhile, “you know that we love you no matter what and we are always here to support you.  We will help you through this.”

That is not what I was expecting.

I needed to push them more.  I needed to make them extremely angry and sad.  Over the first few weeks, I would often scream “Maybe I’ll just go get an abortion!” at my mom, not meaning it, of course.  Doing that would not get Joseph back.  I just said it to stab at my mom’s heart, knowing that, above most things, she is against the practice.  It worked too. I saw it in her eyes that she was scared for my baby.  She knew I didn’t care about the baby and that I was only looking out for myself. 

I was getting desperate.  I needed to live with Joseph.  I needed him to feel obligated to me.  When my parents informed me that they had told my two sisters about my pregnancy, I was elated to finally have an excuse for conflict.  I became infuriated and exploded on my mom and dad.  I told them that they had no right to tell my sisters.  This pregnancy didn’t concern them.  It only concerned me, and my sisters didn’t need to know.  My parents couldn’t understand why I felt this way.  I took advantage of my parents being off guard and turned the argument on them.  I looked my mother dead in the eye and said “I never liked you.  But now I HATE you!”  I took pride in the fact that her eyes were welling up. 
I knew I was pushing it, and I knew had to keep pushing it.  “I hate you both! You are horrible people! You are horrible parents! It is your fault that I turned out this way! This is all YOUR fault! I hate you and I am not living here any longer! I never want to see you again!” I just kept screaming and crying, all for dramatic effect.  

I called my friend McKenzie and told her to come get me.  She took me to my cousins’ house.  I spent the whole night bashing my parents and getting spoiled with attention.  The next day, I realized that I couldn’t stay with my cousins permanently.  Joseph wasn’t following the plan and didn’t invite me to come live with him.  I really had no where to go and had no money or car. So, having no pride, I called my dad to come pick me up and take me home.
My mom took me to my first ultrasound, because Joseph didn’t care.  It was really cool having all the attention on me.  We found out that I was actually carrying twins.  I saw my mom’s face drop, and with it, her hopes of being these babies’ grandmother.  Whatever, I had no sympathy for her. I was going to be the one that got really fat, not her.  Besides, I still hadn’t decided if I was going to give them up yet.  Two babies aren’t much different than one.  Actually, it just ensured that Joseph had to be around.  This might be perfect.
My mom kept bringing up my financial situation.  I think she was indirectly trying to get me to see that I needed to put them up for adoption.  It irritated me, because what does she know?  Though, when I would talk to Joseph about putting the babies up for adoption he always got really upset.  I liked this drama so I thought I would play it out.

My mom went with me to talk to an agency about adoption.  I was not really thinking about it as an option, but the idea really makes Joseph angry.  The adoption agency counselor showered me with attention, so I thought the meeting wasn’t too bad.
The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I didn’t want to have kids.  I didn’t want to be poor, I didn’t want to give up my friends, and I didn’t want to give up partying.  But the more I thought about adoption, the more attention Joseph was giving me.  I went through the profiles of parents given to me by the adoption agency.  It was pretty boring, so I often set it on the backburner.  

It was getting towards the end of my pregnancy, so I finally decided on a couple.  They seemed decent, and, more importantly, they seemed to be rich.  The agency set up a time for me to meet with them.  
As soon as I met them I knew that they were the parents for my children- they brought me presents! Katie, the adoptive mother, was focused on me the whole time.  She kept asking me question after question about me and my life.  It was great.
With just a few weeks left before my due date, the doctors became worried about my health.  I felt fine, but I guess my blood pressure was high, so they scheduled a C-section.  That was great, because I didn’t want to die at the expense of these babies.

After Paige and Jared were born I felt like crap.  Apparently getting cut open hurts.  I had the nurse write down the babies’ names so that I would remember.  Some of my friends came in to visit me.  I liked showing off the babies, because people just seemed to love the fact that they were babies and they were mine.  I took everyone to see them.  I loved to make them “ooh and ah” by holding one and looking at them lovingly, as though I knew and cared which one I was holding.  They ate this stuff up.  In reality, I didn’t have much of an attachment to the babies.  But I pretended to, so that I got more attention.  I loved to pose for pictures with them.  I loved the idea that I could capture the moment to make everyone remember and care that I was pregnant and gave my babies so nobly up for adoption. 
I kept calling and texting Joseph to see if he would come and visit me and see the things I gave birth to.  He said he would try and come in a couple of days.  I wasn’t going to let Joseph sign the birth certificate, just to get back at him, and partially just because I could.  When he did come, I made a real point to seem to care about the babies and make him care about me.  I posed for pictures with him and the babies: our little family.  Then, so I would look like a real saint, I let him sign the birth certificate.
The day after we signed the birth certificate, we signed the adoption papers.  I was done.  I acted as though I was crushed to be leaving the babies while I was at the hospital, but I was so excited to be free!  I could not wait to get back to my friends and was looking forward to the weekend’s upcoming party.  I told my mom I was done with Joseph.  I told her that he treated me too poorly, and with the whole ordeal over with, I had no reason to keep in touch with him.  But in my heart, I know that we will be together forever.
