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1960 was a big summer for us up in Harrisland, Pennsylvania. Big summer 
for the whole country really. Kennedy got elected that summer and that big 
negro Cassius Clay won his first gold medal. The cold war was starting up and 
the space race was in full swing. But it was a time before the chaos. It was 
peaceful, some might even say idyllic. The country was quiet, this was before the 
civil rights riots, and the murders, before Cuba and Oswald. In our little town 
and many like it throughout the country things were perfect. 

The early april showers brought fertile fields. On any day you could stroll out 
the back door and smell the fresh earth, waiting and willing to yield to the tender 
flowers that would soon been thrusting through it. My brother’s wife, Ruthanne, 
was pregnant and the spring was promising a beautiful summer. My pa and ma 
were staying with me and my wife Jolene, until Ruthanne had her pup. 
Everyone wanted to be close enough to be present at the birth. My brother 
Henry would have none of us in his house but he couldn’t drive us away 
completely. 

Each mornin’ dad and I got up at dawn with the rooster and went about with 
the daily chores. I was surprised he pitched, he was guest at our house but he 
said he needed the exercise. By eight we’d be done with the cattle and collected 
the eggs and ma and Jolene would have a breakfast prepared. After the meal if 
there were no other chores, we’d pay a visit to my stubborn brother. Ma and 
Jolene would dote on Ruthanne as we three men vacated to the porch for a 
smoke and a coffee. Each day was the same routine. The menfolk out with our 
vices while the women made plans for the future. 

So it surprised me one mornin’ as we was out on the porch, and had been for 
near an hour, when my pa laid down his cigar and turned to me.

“So now that Henry’s hitched, when should we be expecting you first?” 
I inhaled deeply on my own cigar, the leaf turned sour with the rush of 

oxygen. The fumes brought tears to my eyes as I hacked up a lung.
My brother piped in, “Yeah Mitch, when you puttin’ a bun in Jo’s oven?” He 

gave me a wicked smile as I glared at him.
“Don’t quite know dad. Haven’t really talked about it.”



April 7th, 2014

2

“Kids ain’t for talkin’ about son. You just get one and that’s that.”
“You’re saying’ you didn’t plan either of us?”
“Nothin’ to plan. Just the way it is.”
I thought about this for awhile. Jolene and I had been talking kids for 

months now. Or at least I’d been trying. Ever since Henry and Ruth had 
announce their’s I’ve been wanting a son of my own. But every time I bring it up 
Jo  shuts me down. “They’re too much money,” she’ll say. Or “I’m not ready 
yet.” She’s always real carful when I get in the mood. Times things out and 
everything. Maybe there is such a thing as too much planning.

That night I told Jo what my father had said. 
“Michel do we have to go through this again?”
“Honey I want to have a child.”
Jolene let out a deep sigh. Something flicked across her face, something like 

pain.
“Well I don’t. I’ve tried to be nice about it Michel, I have. But I do not want a 

child.”
“Honey—“
“No. Don’t you honey me. We’re not haven’ no stinking kid.”
I stared at her. It wasn’t often we got in a fight. My Jolene was usually the 

peace maker not the first to go off.
“Jo, what’s wrong?” She had turned her face away from me but I could still 

see the tears spilling onto the floor. I reached out to her but as soon as she felt 
my hand on her back she shied away.

“Jo?” I think that was the point my voice started to quiver, “You’re starting 
to scare me.”

She turned towards me, her eyes all red and puffy but she had stopped 
crying. “Mitch it’s Ruthanne. She lost the baby.”

Lost the baby? I didn’t understand. “What? How could—“
“Doctor’s say it’s stillborn. Somethin’ about her uterus. She can’t have one.”
“Can’t have one? What are you talkin’ about hon? She’s as big as a house, of 

course she haven’ one.”
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Jo shook her head, “She can’t Mitch. Ever. It’s not possible.”
I just stared at her. She had to have one. She just had too. Henry’ll be 

crushed if she doesn’t. For all his stubbornness and surliness I know Henry’s 
already lovin’ the boy. He’s never been this happy.

“And,” Jo said squaring her shoulders, “I’m not haven’ one either. I’m not 
going through what Ruth is. Not now, not never. And no accidents either, the 
doctor gave me this.” She held up a hand. There was a small white pill inside.

I looked at the pill and then back at Jo, I had no idea what she was talking 
about.

She must have seen it in my face, “It’s a birth control. Searle. The doc said 
they’re new but they work. They’ve been tested.”

This was too much. How did we go from the perfect peace of this morning to 
anti baby pills or something. I couldn’t seem to wrap my head around it, the 
world was beginning to go fuzzy. I could see the texture off Jo’s lips where she 
chewed them. I could hear roll of thunder outside and smelled the sent of rain. 
Not the soft, damp smell, but the smell that proceeds a major storm. The smell of 
electricity and of muck. 

And then blackness.


