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The baby had super powers, no big deal. Okay maybe super powers was 
being a bit over dramatic, Ryan thought to himself as he pushed the pram on the 
winding path of Regents Park. But this was no ordinary baby. Just yesterday he 
could have sworn that he saw the baby reading the newspaper. And then there’s 
the matter of it’s arrival, or lack there of. Ryan actually couldn’t remember 
where he got the baby from. One day, not a week ago, Ryan was curled up with 
his girlfriend watching the newest Simon Cowell game show. He remembered 
distinctly watching a group of acrobatic midgets, er small people. They were 
quite good, their routine ended with one of them being launch fifteen feet in the 
air, doing a treble backflip (or something like that) and landing on the shoulders 
of one of his compatriots. Naturally Simon gave them the boot. Just as the 
massive X stated flashing, telling the midgets to leave the stage, there was a 
wailing from Ryan bedroom. At first he thought it was a new sound effect for the 
X of doom but when his girlfriend sat up and asked, “Is that a baby?” Ryan 
knew he was in trouble.

They found the baby tucked into his bed, swaddled and screaming. It looked 
as if it had been there for a long time. Lynn wanted an explanation and when he 
couldn’t give one she left. He wasn’t sure if she had left him or just left the flat, 
maybe both. The baby’s screaming didn’t help Ryan’s mood as he watched 
through the widow as Lynn headed for the nearest tube stop. This was not a 
good day.

At first he thought that this was just a practical joke. He called up Eddy, one 
of his few friends who actually had a baby. “Haha very funny Ed. I think you 
just ruined my relationship with Lynn, thanks a lot.” But Eddy didn’t know 
what he was talking about. “Your baby man. When are you coming to pick up 
the little tyke?” And then Ryan heard the crying in the background. 

He had made some other calls, but no one he knew seemed to be missing a 
baby. So here he was, four days latter pushing his semiliterate, magically 
appearing baby through the park. What would his mother say? 

At twenty-six Ryan was t that point in his life where his friends were 
shacking up, having babies, and Ryan was pretty sure he wanted no part of it. It 
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was part of what made Lynn so great, she didn’t want children either. While his 
mother disapproved of her with extreme prejudice, Ryan had been more happy 
to stick with Lynn for the last three years. But then this happened. 

“Why me?” Ryan asked as he stopped at one of the benches by the duck 
pond. It was one of the few sunny days they had this year and the people of 
London were taking advantage. There were paddle boats splashing merrily and 
hoards of joggers clogging the paths. Ryan passed pack women with prams of 
there own and plenty of kissing couples. 

The baby started crying. Ryan absentmindedly rocked the crib as he stared 
out at a particularly enthusiastic boater who was racing the ducks. “Cute baby,” 
said a voice to his left.

Ryan turned and scowled at the cute elderly couple sharing his bench. The 
woman just smiled. “It’s always nice to see a father taking an interest in his 
child.”

“He’s not my kid.”
“Oh! Is he your nephew?” The woman looked delighted.
Ryan scowled again and stood, pushing the pram away from the woman. He 

turned and started making his way back towards his little flat on Edgware. As 
he left the park, the usual flux of traffic jostled him and the baby as he tried to 
join the current. He found himself fighting through a clump of school girls, all of 
whom were giggling at some ripe bit of gossip. Breaking through the preteens, 
Ryan pushed the pram over a newspaper stand and grabbed an Evening 
Standard. He threw it in with the baby and fought his way home.

When he finally made it through his door, he immediately went to the kitchen 
and found himself a beer. He took a long swig and returned to his front room, 
settling onto his couch and was about to flip on the television when a voice 
spoke:

“Not a good time to be a Torrie is it?”
Ryan looked around. The voice came from the corner where he had parked 

the pram.
“I mean these last couple of elections have just been embarrassing.”
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Ryan slowly got to his feet and peered over the side of the pram. There was 
the baby leaning comfortably back on it’s pillow, newspaper spread across it’s 
lap.

“You think I could bother you for a cup of milk?”
A talking baby. A talking, reading baby. What’s next, it begins to fly?
“Oh don’t be absurd,” the baby said, giving Ryan a piercing glare, “babies 

can’t fly.”


