When my mom was nineteen, she was pregnant with me. 
Girls at nineteen are usually in their  prime years, in college, getting ready to begin their lives. Being told what career to pursue. What courses to take. Maybe even what man to marry. 
Instead, Many people were trying to convince my mother to abort her baby. They said that she was “going to waste her life away” because she was having a child so young. 
Obviously she didn't listen, because I’m here talking to you now. 
My mom knew in her heart that abortion was not the way to proceed. 
She spoke against everyone who even considered the option of abortion, including my own father - who at 24 years old had little idea of how to be a father - and continues now 18 years later to struggle with that concept. 
My mother spoke against my grandmother - her own mother - who, ashamed of her child’s being a single mother, told my mom to leave the house. The relationship is still strained today. 
My mother was forced to drop out of college at St. John’s University.
She gave birth to me alone. St. John’s, the hospital I was born in is now empty and abandoned on Queens Blvd.
My mom is my best friend. And that's not a cliche. She tells me she didn't know what unconditional love was until she felt me in her womb.  My mom's awesome. She thanks me for it. For being in her womb. You believe that?
SHE thanks ME. 
I SHOULD BE THANKING HER!
Thank you for choosing life. For giving me a chance to prove wrong all of the 1.3 million people who would have chosen against me. 
Thank you for giving me life and giving me voice. 
Thank you for giving me a voice to help others choose life too.
And now I am a living, breathing young woman who can share her voice. Someone who one day, maybe this day, right now talking to you. 
Thank you for the voice I use to write a blog that helps young people deal with suicide and Self harming. 
I don’t have numbers. Facts. Figures. I don't have statistics. I don't have political agendas. But I do have love. I do have my mother's love. I do have in my heart the belief that a woman's womb is sacred. That from a woman's womb comes life, voice, a chance. 
I thank my mom everyday for giving me a chance to live.
Together, lets go thank all those 6.1 million of young women distressed with unexpected pregnancies. Let's go thank them all for the love the voice the chance they bring us all. 
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