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Praise for
…And Baby Makes Two


“With humor and heart, novelist Judy Sheehan insightfully captures the birth of a modern mommy”

—Marie Claire




“I love Jane! This is a woman that I recognize and would be friends with. I loved laughing and crying with her as she struggles to fulfill her dream of becoming a mother. And Baby Makes Two is real life, real love, real romance in the city”

—ONICA HORAN (“Amy” on Everybody Loves Raymond)




“Sheehan is a gifted writer who manages to juggle a panoply of characters with style, skill, and above all, wit…. A smart writer who knows exactly what her audience needs and delivers it wholesale.”

—The Christian Science Monitor




“An emotional, warm, character-driven tale … Filled with pathos, humor, and intelligent insights, this is a powerful and perceptive look at a single person adopting an infant overseas that fans of contemporary tales will want to read.”

—HARRIET KLAUSNER, The Best Reviews




“Rife with suspense and whip-smart prose.”

—Brain, Child




“Filled with touching and funny insights into the ups and downs of the adoption process. Recommended for all libraries.”

—Library Journal




“A warm, funny look at foreign adoption and single motherhood.”

—Kirkus Reviews




“A wonderfully engaging tale … Sheehan has the magical touch that can lift a heart-wrenching story up out of its melancholy and even force the reader into an occasional hearty chuckle.”

—Oklahoma Gazette




“A happily ever after story … [a] warm, poignant, humorous adventure of a woman who wanted a child.”

—Armchair Interviews




“A delight … a gift from the writing gods.”

—Cleveland Plain Dealer
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Chapter One

Jane walked out of her apartment building and saw the Christ Child. She was on her way to the gym when she saw a baby of such breath-stopping beauty she had to remind herself to inhale. He had gray-blue eyes, Nestlé cocoa hair, and was destined to have thick eyebrows after puberty. He had no pores. He had bliss. His mother held him on her hip in a swaddling sling that matched his eye color almost perfectly. She looked pretty happy, for a virgin mother, not that Jane noticed her. This glowing god-baby was the reason wise men traveled across deserts and little drummer boys drummed. He blinked, and Jane, a reasonably calm person as a rule, nearly wept. She had to talk herself down. She pretended to check her watch, and then she walked away. She only looked back at him four times. But he had already turned to perform other miracles.

Jane moved on. She really did. She was a grown-up, after all, so she went to the gym and climbed the Stairs to Nowhere. She showered. She tried to do something with that hair of hers, and why did it seem to have a mind of its own? And those roots. They were an evil announcement of her lack-of-youth. Jane was morally superior

 to her lack-of-youth, but she still hid her roots, as best she could.

Jane's life was pretty good for an almost-thirty-seven-year-old. She lived in New York City. She was of medium height and had pale skin, because she was afraid of skin cancer, and reddish-brown hair, of the Nice n Easy #110variety. Her hair had given up being red all by itself years ago. At her age, it needed help. She still wore size six pants. She looked tense all the time, but she didn't know it. She walked fast, but always gave directions to tourists trying to find Broadway below Fourteenth Street.

Jane was lucky. She had a cool apartment with more sunlight than most people might expect in the East Village. The small extra bedroom used to serve as a darkroom, when she had been dabbling in photography. These days it was a makeshift office/storage closet/ place to stash things when parents came to visit. She still took photos, but only on vacations or at family events where someone had to say, “I wonder when we'll all be together like this again?” And she had the Indian guy on Bleecker Street develop the pictures. He was nice, and always found one shot in the roll to praise as “Oh, very pretty, very good! You should take more pictures!”

Her family was in New Jersey, the exact right distance away. Different area code, so she could feel separate, but the same time zone, so they could all feel close. Perfect. Her friends envied her out loud.

So why was there an ache in her life? Why did it feel like there was a hole in her middle? Most of the time, she walked too quickly to feel it, but sometimes it howled, and when it did, she walked faster.

After all, Jane's life was pretty good for an almost-thirty-seven-year-old. The other side of the last cute decade of her life. She was starting to be not young anymore. Thirty-seven sounded old. Older. Agatha old. Too old to change her ways, find a husband, and make babies. Too late for that.

So Jane moved on. She really did. She had only twenty-three minutes to get to work, but she bypassed the subway and opted to walk. After all, it was a postcard of a morning in early May. Stray New Yorkers even smiled with late spring giddiness. She hit her stride and got a lucky stretch of green lights to keep the momentum. Nineteen minutes later, she would have just enough time to overpay for a double latte, smile as her elevator stopped at every floor, and then dive into the madness.

Jane always forgot to factor in the line at Starbucks for people who wanted to get brownie-coffee. And there he was. That same guy was there again. She had seen him last week, thinning blond hair, capped teeth. She noticed him noticing her. Why did she think he was an actor? And, even though Jane was going to turn thirty-seven in less than a week, he flirted with her anyway.

“Are you stalking me?” He grinned.

“Hey a girl's gotta have a purpose in life. Or a hobby. Or …”

She grimaced. Her answer was too long. The Christ Child sighting was still visible in her head, and still so distracting. And could she still legally call herself a girl? She didn't schedule any time for a flirtation. The city was full of handsome, capped-teeth smiles, and here was another one, but she shouldn't be late for the Monday morning meeting.

The actor looked pleased and settled in to flirt with her. Did he know that he was blocking the door? He was smooth.

“This is, like, the third time I've seen you here. Do you live around here?”

“I work here. Not here, upstairs. In the building. I work in the building.”

Oh, my God, she sounded like an idiot! His grin turned condescending, like he was George Clooney and he always had this effect on women, like he was taking pity on a stammering female fan. For Jane, it was time to move on. Really.

“My name's Richard. What's yours?”

“Jane. And I—”

“Really? Are you giving me a fake name or something?”

Did lots of women give him fake names?

“No. I'm Jane. Really.”

He took her hand, nearly scalding it with his own latte.

“Look at us! We're Dick and Jane! We're, like, I don't know, something out of a baby book or something.”

Jane smiled. This was no George Clooney just a guy blocking the door when she had less than two minutes to get to her meeting.

“Me Dick! You Jane!” And he pummeled his chest Tarzan style. Jane smiled.

“See you in school!” she said and ducked around him.

“Wait!”

But she didn't wait. Instead, she took long ballet leap-steps to the elevator, into the conference room, and the workday took hold.

Jane had seven employees and nine consultants on her team. She liked to take care of them. She bought them zinc when they had colds, she held birthday celebrations and baby showers, and she listened to love life sagas. Nice work and she got it. She ran IT Support for the high-profile investment bank Argenti. Wall Street. The Street. The nerve center of the city the country, the world. Decisions here reverberated throughout the universe, and Jane had to handle their latest Microsoft upgrade. And handle the eternal complaints about her Help Desk. And find a way to supply cheaper laptops to senior management. And phase out the old contact database. And integrate technology with the London firm Argenti had just acquired. And answer the e-mails she'd been ignoring. And make birthday plans. And get the latte stain out of her skirt. It was almost noon when Jane noticed that the actor had missed scalding her hand, but he had stained her skirt. Look at that …

…

Jane wrote lists all the time. In the middle of a conference call, she'd add a stray item to the list. She lived by her lists and her schedules. She upgraded PDAs twice a year and had entirely too many opinions about them. Lists brought her order and comfort. Maybe lists could fill that hole in her middle. When it howled, she fed it lists.

See? See how much you have? Why are you greedy for more? Be happy. Stop aching and howling.

“Do you want anything from A.J.'s?” Her staff was always diligent about including her in their lunch plans, and she was equally diligent about declining. No one was going to intercept her almost-break at lunch. Outside, in the absence of fluorescent light, there were no PCs, or at least, not as many. When she felt brave, she ate from the local food carts, and when she felt braver, she ate at the expensive delis.

“Mommy! Mommy, please? I want fries! Please? I can have fries, please?”

It was a technicolor Shirley Temple, ringlets and all. Jane watched and listened. How did little girls get that bell-quality to their voices? And why does it disappear? Jane wanted to be some beautiful fries godmother and make the girl happy, but she suspected that the mother might have a minor objection or two. Jane moved on to the deli line.

You may not believe it, but the Dick-Richard-Actor was there. Same deli.

“Are you temping too?” he asked. “I'm at Sloan. I told them I smoke, so I get, like, five breaks a day. Hey. You got something on your skirt.”

“Yes. Your coffee.”

Richard overflowed with apologies, with seltzer, with salt. He betrayed no trace of enjoying himself as he pulled her out of line and attempted to rub the stain out of her skirt. He was all business, but Jane was still not taking him seriously.

She wished she had stayed in line. Just then, a pregnant woman entered the deli. Very pregnant, carrying her pregnancy so casually with an arched-out baby belly. This would have been unremarkable, but she was followed by a similarly pregnant woman. And then another. And another. In the end, there was a string of six pregnant women, waddling up to the counter for chicken salads, bagels with vegetable cream cheese, and soup. Jane had lost her place in line.

Dick-Richard was still babbling. He had a flier for a play—was he in it? Hah! He was an actor after all. She had been right. She was puffed with pride, and now it was time to move on. Again. Really.

“Would you look at that?” Dick asked as he pointed to the school of pregnant women. “What's in the water around here? I hope you're not drinking it!”

He was no George Clooney remember? There was no call for stammering here. She just needed to tell him she was busy and she had to go now.

“Look. I'm really busy and I have to go now. It's Monday—it's a crusher day. You seem really nice, but I'm too busy to talk to you. I'm due. At work. I'm past due. I mean, I have to go now. Thanks for this.”

She left the flier on the table and left the actor and the pregnant women in the deli, late for another meeting. Kendra, her manager, didn't speak English. She spoke only Corporate Speak, and though it took twice as long to say anything, she seemed to love it.

Kendra gave a five-minute speech about “levels of granularity as we ramp up the London integration” and suggested that Jane could “add value to this critical process.” Jane translated it in her head and smiled: “We have programs, they have programs. Make them work together.”

“I'm on it,” Jane said, and it was true.

Kendra seemed confused by the brief reply. Didn't Jane know that she was at work? Why wasn't she using Corporate Speak?

Kendra talked about “server maintenance” and “time-sensitive issues.” Jane sifted through the words and realized that Kendra was saying: server maintenance. Why the delays? It was a big issue, and they were going to have to schedule a power outage over the weekend. Saturday night? Jane, can you supervise? Of course she can. Jane's a team player. Go, Jane, go.

As the group shuffled out of the conference room, Kendra pulled Jane aside.

“You know, London offers lots of growth opportunities. If you're interested, I can escalate.”

“Of course,” Jane said before she finished translating. All it meant was “Wanna work in London?”

…

Jane phoned The New York Times where her best friend, Ray, would be stumbling into work right about now.

Ray was a theater critic, but people loved him anyway. He recently became a second-stringer for the Times, but still published in lots of tourist publications. Tourists loved his ability to identify which audience was right for which show, and publishers loved his ability to beat a deadline. His career expanded to include hosting seminars at the New School, where he interviewed the very people he had skewered in print. Lots of people attended just to see if there would be an ugly scene. Once in a while, they got their wish. Philip Seymour Hoffman spat at him, but Madonna hugged him. Go figure.

Jane loved Ray's broad appetite for the arts. Seated next to him, Jane saw gems and rip-offs. She shared his dislike of all those microphones, and she wondered aloud why there were always naked people on stage at The Public Theater. Ray explained that everyone calls it The Pubic.

“Hey Ray. I have to work Saturday night. How did I let that happen?”

Silence. Why wasn't he clucking in sympathy, or trying to outdo her?

“Are you listening? Are you multitasking? No e-mail when you're on the phone with me. That was the deal, remember?”

“Janie. I'm not multitasking. I'm barely tasking. Auntie Mame's hung.”

No one likes to say “Again?” when they hear that a friend is hung-over, and no one likes to hear it. But Ray's latest boyfriend lived in a Ketel One world, and Ray wasn't up to the challenge.

“He's young. He likes to party. I try to keep up.”

“He has more brain matter to spare.”

“He had a gig at Arlene's Grocery, and it didn't go well. The audience wanted something more …” Ray couldn't finish that sentence. He didn't understand his boyfriend's music, so he really didn't understand his boyfriend's music's audience. So he said, “… else. They wanted something else. And then, there were all those sorrows to drown. Tell me about your wonderful, normal life, Principessa.”

“They want me to go to London.”

She could hear Ray sit up straighter.

“When? For how long?”

“Soon, I think. For forever, maybe. I don't have any details.”

“Who needs details? Go. The London theater scene is so much more interesting than New York's. Go, and take me with you.”

Ray described the last seven plays he had seen in London, while Jane multitasked and read e-mail. Ray could tell, and he interrupted her.

“Let's continue this conversation next week at that Alice in Wonderland we're going to see. Saturday night. No e-mail. You'll have to pay attention.”

“Ray. I told you. I'm working Saturday night.”

“Next Saturday. Pay attention, you dope.”

…

Jane saved up all her fun, nice, friendly personal e-mails for a mini-break in the day. Here was one from her sister, Sheila. It was huge. 5MB. Wow. What had she attached?

It was called birthdaympeg. A video clip. The file opened and presented a brace of frosted five-year-old boys dancing off a sugar rush in a green backyard. They belted out an off-key version of “Happy Birthday to me! I am so happy! Happy birthday, happy birthday, happy birthday to meeeeee!”

To finish the song, one of the boys ran loose-limbed to the camera. He became a blur of frosting and teeth and the clip ended.


To: stepmom@mynet.com

From: jane.howe@argenti.com
Subject: The little guys

Hey Sheil,

Wow! Did the boys eat that cake, or just wear it? Anyway, thanks for the clip. They are so adorable it should be illegal. I hope they like the little drum set I sent—and I hope you don't hate me for it. Hee hee!
It's so funny that you should send me that clip today. I'm seeing lots of babies today, and pregnant women. Hey you're not pregnant, are you? Just kidding. I saw the most gorgeous baby this morning. The sun was bouncing off him in a very halo kinda way. How do babies do that?
Anyway, I gotta sign off. Work is completely insane, deranged & busy. How is life in the real world?
xoxoxo Jane



She saw no babies on her way home. She walked, but at a much slower pace this time, stopping in Chinatown for dinner to take home. She was not sad, not lonely, not like you're thinking. She was definitely tired and would have preferred to be facing her twenty-second birthday, or even her thirty-first. She anticipated hating forty, but being all calm and wise at fifty. What was so bad about thirty-seven? Her life was fine, good, even wonderful, and only a real bitch would complain about this good life.

No, she wasn't sad. Nor was she stupid. All those babies and pregnant women must have been there all along, she knew that. She was just noticing them now because of some biological alarm that needed to be reset. The hole in her middle was at midabdomen. How annoying was that? The magazines and talk shows told her that she'd be fine on her own, but none of them told her about this ache. What was she supposed to do, become a single mother? Just do that? Just become a mother who was single?

A single mother.

She stopped walking. It sounded so plausible. She had a big apartment, she made a good living, and had a supportive family nearby. Well. She had family nearby. She was strong and she was loving. She could go out and get pregnant and have a baby and be happy. She could do this. She could have a baby.

Jane's life was a movie. (Isn't everyone's?) So, in her head, Jane tried to fast-forward to her life as a Single Mother, and the picture was fuzzy. There was baby food on her blouse, and she stumbled over Legos that were scattered everywhere. But she was smiling. Obviously, the fast-forward technique didn't work every time. She started walking again. Single Mother. That was crazy talk. Whatever phase she was in, Jane would ride it out until menopause. So there.

She fell asleep late, on the couch, in front of the television. She had a crazy dream that she was at a picnic, playing tug-of-war with a beautiful red velvet cord. She couldn't see her opponents, so she started following the red cord. She woke up before she could find them. The TV was flickering with some medical drama where doctors were urging a sweaty pregnant woman to breathe and push, and they could see the head! And then a six-month-old infant, playing the newborn, artfully smudged with goo, was placed on the mother's chest. She wept with joy.

Jane remained stoic. She brushed her teeth and went to bed without flossing, proving to herself that she was too irresponsible to be a single mother.

…

Dick-Richard was in Starbucks every morning, so Jane opted for the acidic coffee available in the pantry at Argenti, and then quickly converted to tea. After all, she couldn't go get coffee in a place where some temping actor-guy liked her and was flirting with her. The flirting could lead to dating and the dating could lead to love and the love could lead to marriage and babies. This temp could turn out to be the father of her child. Jane wasn't sure if she was afraid of him or of the theoretical baby. Better to keep this whole scary issue in limbo. Wait it out and drink tea.

The baby haunting continued through the week. Thankfully, some of the little ones were very unattractive. There was the red-faced toddler whose goal in life was to inflict his misery on all of Manhattan. There was the little cherub with the river of green snot oozing from her nose. There was a whole mess of running, screaming children in a playground that must have been there last week, but Jane had never noticed it. Jesus, there were a lot of children in a city that was really designed for adults.

Saturday came, and Jane made a pilgrimage to Bed, Bath & Beyond. It was jammed with Manhattanites who urgently needed more cookware, better towels, and storage solutions. Plus throw pillows and salsa. Jane was there for hooks, chic entranceway hooks to hold fashionable coats and jackets. She had ugly, boring brass hooks, and that would never do. Surely a big store like this would offer something more attractive—and it did. She carried two sets of hooks as she browsed the store: self-adhesive or needs-hardware. Oh, the suspense.

There was a special in-store demonstration on baby-proofing. Jane thought, for a moment, that this was a way to keep babies out of your home. She came to realize that it meant keeping babies from opening drawers.

She paced herself, well aware of the server maintenance that awaited her that evening. She would be required to supervise people who were doing something by rote. These people were already bored before they woke up. She was their overpriced babysitter. Jane browsed, she touched, she sniffed. Everything was bright and clean.

“Hey, Jane!”

Dick-Richard. It was Dick-Richard.

“Are you coming to my show tonight? I think we have, like, three reservations. You have to come and make it like four.”

It's a big, crowded store in a big, crowded city. This sort of thing simply never happens in New York, except when it does.

“Oh. I'm sorry. I can't—”

A woman pushed her stroller between them. The sleeping baby taking the ride stirred, but continued to sleep. Jane lost her bearings for only a moment.

“I have to work.”

“At night? Come on! You're, like, an executive or something, aren't you? What are you doing working on a Saturday night?”

A long explanation followed. Richard seemed to get some of it. He nodded and did lots of active listening, then launched into an animated description of the play the company, the rehearsal process, his role, and what happened when he dropped a line last night and it was so funny and the audience had no idea.

Jane's mind wandered. She had always believed in signs. It was part of her Irish heritage. This guy was not sweeping her off her feet right away, but there was something to be said for the fact that she kept seeing him and seeing him. And babies. She kept seeing him and babies. She should be courageous, she should get out of limbo, and she should buy the hooks that required hardware. Brave girl.

She took his flier and his personal business card, which featured a grinning photo and a list of his union affiliations. She gave him her number. Her real number. Very brave girl.

…

Over the years, Jane had managed a lengthy series of repairs to her apartment. Once, she was a fix-it junkie. But this time, she went home and managed to decimate her wall attempting to insert the necessary hardware for her hooks. She left the new crater, and all the plaster dust, and retreated for the predictable safety of the of- fice, where teamsters would never have allowed her to attempt this hook fiasco.

Server maintenance is not nearly as thrilling as it sounds. Oh, no, it's actually a tedious process, and Jane's presence there was somewhat ceremonial. If anyone had made a disastrous error, it would have been Jane's responsibility to contact powerful people and apologize. She had hours to kill and a search engine at her disposal. She sat at her computer and Googled.

She Googled Dick-Richard. Richard. She should really think of him as just Richard. She found him mentioned in a handful of reviews for Off-off-Broadway plays:

…

What Now, Chairman Mao?—a musical that was not well received

The Peanut Butter Plan—a children's play that was very well received

When You Comin’ Back, Red Ryder—for which he did carpentry Riverside Scene Night—wherein he performed a monologue by Christopher Durang

…

Jane couldn't make much of this. Did it mean that he was talented or not? Had he ever appeared on Law & Order, and how could she find out? She tried to find out about that program, but only learned that their upcoming episode was about a homicide over the custody of a baby.

Eventually, Jane's mind wandered to the phrase that had been rolling around in her head. Single Mother. She typed it in carefully, barely tapping the keys, and she Googled. She got 2,370,000results in 0.26seconds. She added “new york” to her search and was still sifting through 1,120,000results.

There were articles, support groups, condemnations, personal essays, chat rooms, and dating services, and that was just on the first page. She kept looking, which was odd because she didn't actually know what she was looking for. An answer? A solution? To what, the baby haunting? She didn't mind the baby haunting all that much. She needed no exorcism. She liked babies.

She loved babies.

She wanted a baby of her own.

No, she didn't.

Did she?

Would the ache disappear someday, or would it expand and amplify the thump of her pulse and drive her mad, like a telltale heart? Jane stopped thinking and returned to her search. It didn't take her long to find a thread in the glowing, blue-underlined world of blogs. She clicked on one and followed it to the world of Choosing Single Motherhood. CSM. They offered the thing Jane craved: information. They were located in Manhattan, and they were scheduled to have a meeting next Saturday. Somehow that meeting got itself entered into Jane's electronic calendar. What was that—satisfaction? Joy? Progress? An endorphin rush?

Jane needed to breathe deeply. Typing this into her electronic calendar was absolutely not a commitment. It didn't mean anything, did it? It was a week away, and a lot could happen in a week. Maybe the Christ Child would appear again and give her a sign. Maybe Dick-Richard would give signs of an appealing future. Jane was good at extracting information from signs, even when the signs were vague and the information nonexistent.

She printed four articles and called for a car service to take her home. Work late—get a car home. What a perk. Jane pushed through the lobby doors, and there was Celeste, her favorite driver, waiting and waving. Celeste was as old as Jane's mother, but not nearly as cranky. Her laugh lines curved up to her forehead. Her baby-fine hair was dyed orange-yellow, and she seemed happily unaware of the bright pink lipstick she always wore on her teeth.

“Janie! You working late again? I'm gonna get you home, baby”

Jane put away her reading material for a cozy chat with Celeste.

“What you reading, Janie?”

“Oh, some articles. Stuff. About kids.” This felt like an enormously brave step.

“Oh, yeah? You got kids?” Celeste asked.

“No. But I'm thinking about it.” Jane felt drunk with the freedom to talk about this crazy idea, this motherhood thing. She could just spill the idea right there to Celeste! She even said, “I'm not married, but I have this feeling I'm supposed to have kids. I can't explain it, but I'm supposed to be a mother. I think I know it. Does that sound crazy?”

Celeste nodded and said, “Oh, darling. I understand it.” There was no traffic, there were no pedestrians. Celeste could have driven faster and run a string of green lights, but she slowed down. She checked the rearview to watch her passenger in the backseat. Jane leaned forward.

“This makes no sense. I shouldn't want this. I'm probably being selfish or stupid or irrational. But I've had this urge before, and I'm starting to feel afraid. I'm almost thirty-seven, and if I wait much longer, I'll be in diapers along with the kid. You know what I mean?”

“Of course.”

“You've never mentioned any kids, Celeste. Do you and Theo have kids?”

“No, sweetheart, my Theo and I, we always talked about kids, but that's not how you get them! And there was so much going on. He started the store and he was working all the time, and, darling, I do mean all the time. It was terrible. And then he got the blood pressure thing and then, I don't know, we stopped talking about it and a lot of time went by.”

“And then?” They were two blocks from Jane's home.

“And then it was too late for me to make a baby. I went through the change, and that was the end of that. No kids. Not for Theo and me. And, of course, then he had his accident, and here we are.”

Jane had already revealed something important about herself, so she felt safe in asking, “Do you ever regret it?”

A block away from Jane's apartment, Celeste suddenly pulled the car over. Jane was pushed back and startled by the squeal of the brakes.

Celeste turned around in her seat, so that she could look directly at Jane and say, “Every minute of every day I regret it. Every minute. Every day. You understand?”

She waited for Jane to nod before turning back to the wheel and driving that last block. For Jane, that was The Moment.

…

Jane couldn't sleep until she'd read all her articles and made notes in the margins. Celeste's words and The Moment had seemed scary on the surface, but Jane was happy. A tumbler had turned and a lock clicked open. Gravity was pulling her toward her destination, and, oh, she was happy to have a destination that she could name. When she finally slept, Jane dreamed about fruit trees dropping apples that turned into pears, while her mother hissed in disapproval.

…

The next morning, Jane was too restless to sit and drink tea. There was a galloping feeling in her body, like something was on its way. An event. A change. She reminded herself about her birthday. That was the event/change, remember? Getting old? That's what's coming up. She pushed aside thoughts of Celeste and The Moment. Maybe The Moment was just a jarringly personal conversation and nothing more.

She sipped her tea and watched an episode of Your Baby and You.

She sipped her tea and reread her articles about single motherhood.

She put down the tea, took off her clothes, and looked in the mirror. See? Jane was a brave girl. Could you do that right now?

Jane saw her very good body. Strong legs, abs you could see (if you had the right lighting), healthy breasts. Uneven, but healthy. This body did what she asked it to do. But could it make a baby? It had worked so hard for nearly thirty-seven years—was she asking too much? Was that a gray hair down there? Oh, God.

When the phone rang, she jumped back into her shirt before she picked up. It was her mother.

“Janie, Janie, Janie. Next Sunday, darling. You and me. Another year older.”

Jane's birthday came first—May 21, while her mother's followed on May 30. But Betty liked the expedience of mother-daughter celebrations, and this year, Jane's birthday fell on a Sunday. This Sunday.

“Who's going to be there?”

“The usual cast of characters, Jane. You, me, the pope. Who do you think is coming? Family. What a question. Your father, your brothers, the kids.”

Family. Jane had two older brothers, Kevin and Neil, whom she still owed on a long-standing debt of Indian burns and loogies. She had never been close to the boys. Maybe it was because Kevin was already twelve years old, and Neil ten, when Jane was born. Maybe they were still bullies. They were not the whole family. Jane had always been close to her younger sister, Sheila, but Sheila would not be coming to the party. Sheila's name could not be mentioned, not in Betty's presence. In fact, it was probably a bad idea to think about Sheila too much. Betty might sense it and start yelling. Jane felt Sheila's image surfacing in her mind and grabbed the first words that pertained to something else.

“I'm just tired. I had a late night last night. Server maintenance. You know, these days we try to avoid power outages and …”

Betty didn't know what servers were, so Jane shouldn't talk about them. She remembered her Saturday CSM—Choosing Single Motherhood workshop. Jane shouldn't mention that either.

“Sweetheart, you can bring a date, if you like. Let me know if you're bringing someone, and I'll order a deli platter. I'm too old to cook for these things. Oh, did I mention that Kitty thinks she's pregnant—again? I mean, I don't know what they're using, but it's not working. Your poor brother looks so tired with three kids. How is he supposed to manage with four, I ask you?”

“Not exactly my business, or yours, oh mother of four children.” Ouch. This was an indirect reference to Sheila. Conversations with Betty always took place on a tightrope.

“Three children. I have three children.” An indirect way of declaring, once again, that Sheila was dead to her. The direct references had been shouted and sobbed. Now she turned to ice or steel when Sheila was mentioned, even indirectly.

“Mom.”

“Janie, Janie, Janie. I'm just saying. Kevin's hair has gone all gray, and now he's going to start pulling it out. You'll see. And Neil and Linda still can't get the baby to sleep through the night. They finally closed on their house, and poor Dylan has to switch schools. This late in the year? What are they thinking? And next year, they're sending little Jason to preschool for eight thousand dollars a year. For preschool! None of you ever had preschool, and you turned out just fine. I never had to waste twelve cents for you to learn to finger paint.”

“I think there's a compliment in there, so I'll say thank you.”

After Betty finished the family litany, she reminded her daughter to bring that really good dip and that cheese that no one else can find. And a date.

“Will you have time on Saturday to pick up that cheese? What are you doing Saturday? Can you come out here and help me clean?”

Jane saw two truths in the front of her mind:


	i. Turning down her mother's Saturday invitation to clean = a firm commitment to the Choosing Single Motherhood meeting. That looked, sounded, and smelled like a first step toward actually doing this.


	2. Item #i would require a convincing lie to her mother, which is, by definition, a quick lie. No hesitation. Show no fear.




There was no time to create any pro/con lists. Her synapses fired out a quick “Oh, Mom, I have to go into the office on Saturday. And then I have to go pick up the cheese—it's a busy, busy day. Look. I'll come by early on Sunday and help. Okay?”

Like millions of women before her, Jane took her first step toward motherhood by telling a lie.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_tp_r1.jpg
JUDY SHEEHAN






OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_L001_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Shee_9780307481504_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
%)
~
©)
©)
)
(x5]
Z
=
7,
=C)
—
=)
=
=@






