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		Introduction

		Murder: The American Heritage Dictionary of the English Language defines it as “the unlawful killing of one human being by another, especially with malice aforethought.” The mother of a murdered child has a different definition: “The blackest hell accompanied by a pain so intense that even breathing becomes an unendurable labor.” I know; I am the mother of a murdered child.

		Our oldest daughter, Nancy, was murdered on Thursday, October 12, 1978. She was twenty years old. I was at work when I received the phone call from the New York City police that changed my life and that of my family forever. “I’m sorry to tell you that your daughter is dead.” I had been expecting that phone call and those words for years. Nancy has been emotionally disturbed since a neurologically traumatic birth. There was no cure for her pain and suffering, nor for ours. She self-medicated with heroin and other drugs, and by the time she was a teenager, I began to anticipate and fear the inevitable “overdose,” “suicide.” These were words that I could understand. I heard the detective continue, “Mrs. Spungen, you daughter’s boyfriend, Sid Vicious, has been arrested for her murder.” Murder!!! That was a word I could not comprehend. It only happened to other people on the six o’clock news.

		The first few days after the death of a loved one are usually filled with a numbing sadness as the family goes through the ritual of saying good-bye, as they begin to mourn. This is not the way it is for the family of a murder victim. We had to contend with so much that we were not prepared for: identifying “the body,” involvement with the criminal justice system, dealing with the media. As we stumbled through this maze, we discovered that we, too, had become victims. I kept wondering if another mother had ever experienced and survived this horrible ordeal. “Where is another mother?” I asked over and over again, but no one answered.

		As I gradually moved back into the outside world, away from our protective circle, I encountered many unexpected feelings and reactions at every turn. I was astounded to discover that there is a stigma attached to homicide. There is a strong analogy to the rape victim’s experience, though for the family of a homicide victim, the blame and the resulting implications extend beyond the victim to include them as well. I remember that on several occasions someone, when my back was turned, pointed me out and said in a loud voice, “That’s the one whose daughter was murdered!” It was as if Nancy’s murder had not only made me deaf and blind, but also at fault.

		My life slowly began to fall into a more normal rhythm again, albeit a different one. I no longer felt as consumed by Nancy’s death, but in place of the obsessive thoughts, I felt a curious mixture of frustration, anger, and pain. My former levels of energy and drive were slowly being restored, but I had nowhere to direct them. What I found interesting and meaningful before Nancy’s death often seemed empty and insipid now.

		Eighteen months after Nancy’s murder, I made contact with Charlotte Hullinger, the founder of the Cincinnati-based support group, Parents of Murdered Children (POMC). There was no chapter in Philadelphia, and I wasn’t prepared to get involved. One day, after five months of long-distance conversations, Charlotte called to tell me that no one else had come forward to start a chapter and asked me, once more, if I would be willing to do so.

		I heard myself answer, without hesitation, “Yes, I can do it.” I saw the image of those words in front of me, as if they were encapsulated in a cartoon balloon, and once uttered, I couldn’t take them back.

		On the second anniversary of Nancy’s murder, October 12, 1980, my husband, Frank, and I sat in our living room with seven other families at the first meeting of the support group. For the first time since Nancy’s death, we felt comfortable talking with others about what had happened to Nancy and to our family; we had finally found a safe place.

		Ed Rendell, the present mayor of Philadelphia and then the district attorney in Philadelphia, attended the third meeting of the support group, in January 1981, to talk to us about the criminal justice system and how it impacts on families of murder victims. Ed sat in our living room on a bitter, cold, gray Sunday afternoon and said, as he looked at the thirty families seated in the large circle, “It’s your task to represent your loved ones in the aftermath of the murder; it is the family that stands in for the homicide victim throughout the criminal justice process. It’s the last thing that you can do for your loved one; it’s a way of saying good-bye.”

		As Ed continued to talk to this gathering of people, who had nothing more in common than the fact that their loved ones had been murdered, he said, “It’s important to be here to share your pain and your tears and your laughter, but it’s not enough. You need to do more, you need to get involved with the criminal justice system, you need to go to court with families and make a presence in the courtroom.” Frank has teased me since that day; he assures me that when Ed said “you,” he meant the generic “you” and not necessarily me. But I thought that he meant me. With his words Ed gave me my bearings and set me on a positive course in a new direction. In so doing he gave me the ability to restore a sense of control over my life, something that I thought was irretrievably lost when Nancy was murdered.

		As the support group continued to meet each month, I began to see my fellow parents, not just as friends, but as family. It was this new family that gave me the strength and courage to speak out and share my experience, not just of Nancy’s life, but also of her death. I now felt prepared to carry out a promise that I had made to myself when Nancy was seventeen years old.

		During Nancy’s lifetime, whenever I experienced a particularly difficult and trying episode with her, I had the habit of replaying the events of the day in my mind, as if somehow I might be able to undo the frustration and the turmoil. The images would unfold in a linear way, like chapters in a book. One day, as I was going through this futile exercise, I realized with a sudden insight that Nancy’s life read like a book, only it was real, not fiction. It was at that very moment that I made the decision that someday I would write about her life. I felt that only by writing about her life could I discover its meaning and value. If I could share that with others, then in some small way I might be able to help others by letting them know they were not alone. I realized that the book would have to be put off to some future time and that I would know when it was the right time. And I knew, in my heart, that day would come sooner than I wanted or anticipated.

		It took almost two years to write And I Don’t Want To Live This Life. It was not an easy task to dredge up all those minutes and hours and days of pain and turn them into words. Sixteen months of writing was evidenced by the growing pile of filled yellow writing pads that lay on my desk where they stared back at me in mute witness to what had been and what might have been.

		In the fall of 1983 Frank and I flew to Pittsburgh; I was to address a group of some four hundred people at a “book and author” dinner for a formal kickoff to the publication of And I Don’t Want To Live This Life. As satisfied as I was that I had accomplished what I had set out to do, I realized that the journey I had resolved to take did not end after the completion of the book. I have learned that each journey begets another one and life has a way of exponentially creating new roads to follow.

		During the time that I was writing and editing And I Don’t Want To Live This Life, I became more deeply involved with the support group and the entire field of victims’ rights. At the time Nancy was murdered, the term “victims’ rights” didn’t enter into the equation. The term “victim,” as pejorative as it may be, was certainly not accorded to us or anyone else who had had a loved one murdered. This was the result of a widely held misperception that the “victim is dead” and that homicide leaves no survivors. But I knew better.

		By 1986 I had outgrown the confines of the support group. The name of the organization was changed to Families of Murder Victims (FMV), and the newly formed agency opened a victim advocate office, a desk and two chairs, within the homicide unit of the Philadelphia district attorney’s office. The district attorney’s office was a few blocks from city hall, where the criminal courtrooms are situated. My first assignment was to attend the homicide preliminary hearings the following Tuesday. As I entered the courtroom my hands were cold and clammy and my heart was pounding. I’m not sure what I was afraid of, perhaps that the specter of Sid Vicious would appear in the courtroom. I knew that I wanted to be an advocate for the other families who had a loved one murdered, but I wasn’t sure what price I was willing to pay.

		Within fifteen minutes I had been able to locate several families of murder victims by timidly calling out during a break in the proceedings, “Is the family of——here?” I tried to answer their questions about the criminal justice system, and sometimes I could offer no more than just to sit with them and hold their hands, or give them a hug. When I left the courtroom that afternoon, I was emotionally spent, but I also felt very exhilarated. Not only had I come face-to-face with my own demons and stared them down, but I had seen the beginning of a new era in victims’ rights. This was the first courtroom in the United States where families of homicide victims were being assisted by their own victim advocate agency.

		As I was walking from city hall back to my office, I remembered an essay sent to me by a stranger in the aftermath of Nancy’s murder. It’s called “Reflections on Time and Change.” The note that accompanied the essay said the sender hoped it would provide me with some answers as well as some challenges. It was only now that the true significance of the words became meaningful to me and I understood why and how I would be able to apply them to my own life.

		
			I often wonder what people are thinking when they say, “You’ll get over it.” Sometimes it sounds to me as if they are talking about a case of mumps or my despair at income tax time. But what can they mean when they say it about my grief? Maybe they mean that grief is just an interruption in life. Their theory seems to be that life is basically happy—buying stuff, working, watching TV—but that a time of death and grief is an unnatural, sad time in that happy life.

			I cannot agree with that view.

			Time can lessen the hurt; the empty place we have can seem smaller as other things and experiences fill our life; we can forget for periods and feel as if our loved one didn’t die; we can find sense in the death and understand that perhaps this death does fit into a bigger design in the world; we can learn to remember the good and hold on to that.

			But we cannot “get over it,” because to get over it would mean we were not changed by the experience. It would mean we did not grow by the experience. It would mean that our loved one’s death made no difference in our life.

			There is an interesting discussion in the Talmud, an ancient Jewish writing. Those Jews had the custom of rending their garments—literally tearing their clothes—to symbolize the ripping apart that death brings. But the question was raised—after the period of mourning, could you sew the garment up and use it again? The teachers answered yes, but when you mended it, you should not tuck the edges under so it would look as if it had never been torn. This symbolized the fact that life after grief is not the same as before. The rent will show. The next question was, can you sell that garment? The teachers answered no. The rending and mending of our life is ours and others cannot wear it.

			No, we don’t get over it. We change and grow. Our life has a difference which is ours alone. Perhaps we can help each other make that difference the kind of difference that increases the world’s supply of compassion, love, and healing. (adapted from “Reflections About Time and Change” by Dennis Klass)

		

		Nancy’s murder was the catalyst for my original involvement with Families of Murder Victims. But at some point, I don’t remember the exact hour or day, or year, it all began to stand on its own. I was drafted into the victims’ rights movement, but I have chosen to stay and make it my vocation.

		My experiences since Nancy’s murder have provided me with a life far different than I could ever have imagined or planned; I have written And I Don’t Want To Live This Life, I have returned to school and earned two graduate degrees, I have seen the development of a unique victim advocate agency grow out of the gathering of a few tearful families in our living room, I have had the opportunity to meet and speak to thousands of people who I might otherwise have never known.

		I would like to see FMV go out of business, but that remains a dream until we can begin to stem the tide of violence that surrounds us. I have helped to establish a new agency, the Anti-Violence Partnership of Philadelphia, which includes FMV and a new program, the Student Anti-Violence Education Program (SAVE). SAVE is designed to offer young children, in their classroom, the skills necessary to choose nonviolent means of resolving conflicts. I have come full circle and can once more look to the future with increased optimism, because my tomorrow is dedicated to everyone’s children.

		In May 1993, I stood at the front of a church in Philadelphia, aptly named Bright Hope, and watched as more than five hundred families of murder victims came together to share the pain of a common experience. For thirteen years I had served as a voice for many of these families, and now this was their opportunity to speak out, to be heard, and to be acknowledged. One by one they called out the names of their loved ones, brightened only by the candles they held and their common purpose, commemorating the lives of those lost to violence. It was a day to celebrate the strength of the human spirit that gave all of us, in that church, the courage to go on, to live, and to love again.

		DEBORAH SPUNGEN
January 24, 1994

	
		The Aftermath

		[image: ] THE REPORTERS were back.

		They crammed our front porch and spilled out onto the lawn, jabbering with each other, jockeying for position close to the front door. There were photographers and television cameramen. There were microphones and tape recorders and lights. One of the reporters rang the doorbell. He kept his thumb down on it so it rang over and over and over again, demanding my attention and cooperation. My husband, Frank, had already left for work but some of our neighbors hadn’t yet. As they wormed their cars past the double-parked vans and cars, they craned their necks to watch.

		The freak show was on again.

		I hadn’t opened my door to the press since the nightmare began three and a half months before, when my oldest child, Nancy, was found under the bathroom sink in room 100 of the Chelsea Hotel in New York City. She had been stabbed in the stomach with a seven-inch hunting knife and had been left to bleed to death. She wore only black lace underwear. The man accused of murdering her was the man she shared the room with, her lover—British punk rock star Sid Vicious of the defunct Sex Pistols. He was out on $50,000 bail.

		She was twenty years old when she died.

		The reporters kept ringing the bell, shouting my name. The neighbors honked. None of them would go away, ever, it seemed, until I opened the door. So I opened it.

		“He’s dead!” one of them yelled.

		“Sid’s dead, Mrs. Spungen!”

		“Overdose–!”

		“Middle of the night—”

		“In Greenwich Village—”

		“Celebrating being out on bail—”

		“Some celebration, huh?”

		“Care to comment, Mrs. Spungen?”

		“How does it make you feel, Mrs. Spungen?”

		“Get what he deserved?”

		“Happy?”

		“Sad?”

		“End of ordeal?”

		The shutters clicked, the TV cameras rolled. Pens were anxiously poised. I said nothing. I felt nothing. Just my own pain.

		“Don’t you want to comment, Mrs. Spungen?”

		“How about the criminal justice system?”

		“What do you think of it now?”

		I closed the door in their faces.

		“Wait–!”

		“We need a statement—”

		The reporter nearest the door began to ring the bell again. I leaned against the inside of the door, the ache in my chest making it hard to breathe. The pain had started right after I had learned of Nancy’s death. It would not go away. I’d seen a doctor but he said I was in perfect health. I thought about running from the press. I had my coat on and my keys in my hand. I always did now, so I’d be ready to run. But I knew I’d never get away from them. They’d follow me. They’d find me, wherever I went.

		The repeated ringing brought my seventeen-year-old son, David, downstairs. He hadn’t yet left for school. Not that leaving was anything more than a token gesture. He rarely made it to school. Mostly, he sat in the public library. He had stopped seeing his friends. He had stopped living. We had all stopped living. I had quit my job; Frank went off to work like a zombie and came back that way; Suzy, who was two years older than David, had isolated herself in her apartment in the city. She seldom went to her classes at the Philadelphia College of Art and we saw little of her.

		But the reporters didn’t care about any of us, just as they hadn’t cared about Nancy. All they wanted was another installment in their ongoing freak show, to sell papers, to boost ratings.

		“What’s going on?” asked David.

		“Sid OD’ed. He’s dead.”

		David nodded grimly. He wasn’t surprised. He had no more capacity to be surprised. He had grown up with too much anger and pain and tragedy. He had grown up with Nancy.

		“I’ll call the police,” he declared, and went off to use the phone. I just stood there in the hallway.

		A patrol car came immediately. The Nancy Spungen–Sid Vicious case was the biggest story Huntingdon Valley, our little Philadelphia suburb, had ever known. Any call from the Spungen residence brought a quick response.

		The officers moved the reporters off our property and sent them on their way. David and I watched from the living room window.

		As soon as the policemen left, two English tabloid-newspaper men returned and began to ring the bell again. When I didn’t answer, they backed up onto the front lawn and began to yell.

		“How dare you call the police!”

		“We’re not bothering you, Mrs. Spungen!”

		“We just want to talk!”

		One of the reporters was particularly abrasive. Three days after Nancy’s funeral he’d shown up with a copy from a page of an English newspaper carrying the banner headline NANCY WAS A WITCH. He told me if I didn’t deny it people would assume it was true. I said “No comment” and closed the door. Somehow he managed to shove the page inside the door before it shut, then told the police I’d stolen it.

		“We have a right!”

		“How dare you call the police!”

		David went out the door after the two reporters, fists clenched, face red. Six feet tall and powerfully built, he ran toward them. They turned and took off. He chased them across the lawn and down the block to their car. They jumped in, surprised and frightened, and sped away.

		When David came back, I asked him to please go to school, to at least make the effort.

		“You sure you’ll be okay here all by yourself?” he asked.

		“I’ll be fine.”

		“Why are you wearing your coat?”

		“I’m cold.”

		He walked to his car and drove off. The phone rang. I thought about not answering it, but it might be Frank. Possibly he’d heard the news. I picked up the phone. It wasn’t Frank.

		“Mrs. Spungen, it’s Anne Beverley,” said Sid’s mother, her voice strained.

		We had spoken once before. She had phoned two days after Nancy’s murder to offer her condolences and to say she was certain Sid couldn’t have done it. It had been a bizarre call, but not as bizarre as when Sid himself had phoned me the following day.

		“I’m … I’m sorry your son is dead,” I now managed to say. “I’m sorry for you.”

		“Thank you. Our children were very special children. I suppose this is the way it was meant to be. You know, no one else understood them except you and I.”

		“I know.”

		“Mrs. Spungen, may I bury him next to Nancy?”

		I covered the phone, gasping from the pain in my chest. And from horror. How could she ask me to let her bury her son—my baby’s accused murderer—next to her?

		“May I, Mrs. Spungen? They meant so much to each other.”

		“You … can’t.”

		“Why?”

		“It’s … it’s a family plot.”

		“Then what will I do? Where will I bury him? Perhaps somewhere else in the same cemetery?”

		“I can’t help you. I’m sorry.”

		I hung up. The doorbell rang again. More reporters. I let it ring.

		I went through the kitchen to the garage and found a piece of heavy, rubber-encased wire with which to hang myself. I’d been thinking about it each and every day for several weeks. In fact, suicide was all I thought about. I kept putting it off. Every day I told myself to wait until tomorrow. Maybe tomorrow the pain would go away. Maybe tomorrow I’d want to live again, have a reason to live again.

		But I couldn’t take the pain anymore. It was unbearable and there was no end to it. Death was the only way out. I had no other alternative. Today was the day. This was it.

		I went back inside the house with the wire, tied a noose around my neck, and looked at myself in the dining room mirror.

		Nothing had worked out the way I’d planned.

		Once I had looked forward to life. Twenty years before it had been full of promise. I was twenty then, a nice, reasonably attractive middle-class Jewish girl from Philadelphia. I was a college student, a good student. I had plans and ambitions. I had a kind, young husband who loved me as much as I loved him. I had dreams. Twenty solid years of anguish was not one of them. What had I done to deserve this?

		Once I had been happy. I had known how to laugh. I had known how to cry. I hadn’t cried in twenty years. There had never been any time to cry since the day Nancy was born. No time for the luxury of tears. I had made a promise to Nancy the first time I saw her there in the maternity ward nursery. I had promised her a life of quality and dignity. It took every bit of my strength and my love to keep that promise over the twenty years of my daughter’s frightening, misunderstood, tragic life. It took every minute of every day.

		I didn’t cry when I finally had to admit to myself that she was not like other little girls.

		I didn’t cry when I realized she was angry and in pain and that nobody, but nobody, could help her.

		I didn’t cry when she tried repeatedly to end her pain herself, first with a razor blade, then with a needle.

		I didn’t cry when I knew she could no longer live with us in our home without destroying her sister and brother. She had already come close to destroying our marriage.

		I didn’t cry when I got the news that she was dead. I held Frank while he wept through the night, my own eyes dry.

		I didn’t cry at her funeral. I couldn’t. By then, I’d forgotten how.

		I had never let myself feel the pain. I blocked it. Now I felt it. Oh, how I felt it.

		I kept having the same nightmare. Every night in my dreams, Nancy was a small child of five, running up to me waving her hands in front of her face and exclaiming “Look what I have, Mommy! Look what I have!” When she got up close to me, I saw that what she had all over her little girl’s hands were track marks from shooting heroin, the track marks she showed me when she was seventeen to let me know she was a drug addict. “Help me, Mommy,” she had said in real life, and in my dream, too. “Help me, Mommy,” cried little Nancy.

		I hadn’t been able to. She was dead. And I was alone, totally alone in the world. My life had no meaning. I had no desire to work, to love, to be productive, to see anyone I knew, to smile. I had no desire to be alive.

		I shivered. I was cold, even with my coat on.

		I really knew Nancy was going to die young. She had wanted to die since she’d been eleven years old. I had long since accepted it as inevitable. It was just a matter of how and when. I had her death all mapped out in my mind for two years before it actually happened. It was my recurring fantasy. We would get a phone call early one morning from the police saying that Nancy was in the hospital from a drug overdose. Frank, Suzy, David, and I would rush to the hospital. Nancy would be in a bed in a private room, conscious. It would be clean and quiet. She would say good-bye to each of us. We would say good-bye to her. Then she would die in my arms.

		Nancy’s death was dignified in my fantasy. In death, she had at last found the peace she never found in life. The ordeal was over.

		It did not work out that way. A murderer intervened. Nancy died under a hotel sink with a knife in her stomach, the whole world there to gape at her. She died the subject of ridicule and scorn. The press called her Nauseating Nancy. Their stories made it seem like she had “asked for it,” just like a rape victim in a provocative dress “asks for it.” They made it seem like she got what she deserved. In life, the media had made my daughter into a distasteful celebrity; in death, they made her a freak. There was a derisive skit about her on Saturday Night Live, jokes about her in Johnny Carson’s monologue. Some people were selling Sid and Nancy T-shirts. Others were buying them.

		Nobody wanted to hear of her pain, her sadness, her sensitivity. Nobody wanted to understand Nancy. Nobody cared.

		I wanted to run to the highest roof and scream “Nancy was my baby! She was my child!” I wanted to yell “No matter what she became, she didn’t deserve to die this way—to be treated this way!” I wanted to scream “You don’t understand her! She was loved!”

		I wanted to yell so loud that everyone would have to hear, have to understand, have to care.

		But I was mute. I could not fight anymore. I ached too much. I was feeling all of the pain, the twenty years of pain I’d accumulated and held in through our tortured life with Nancy. It wouldn’t go away. If only it would go away.…

		And now, as I stood in front of the mirror, noose around my neck, I realized the pain wouldn’t go away because I wouldn’t let go of Nancy. I couldn’t. My odyssey with her wasn’t complete. Her murderer had taken more than her life. He’d taken my life, my purpose, my focus. He had taken away my right to keep my promise to her. I had promised Nancy a life of quality. Keeping that promise was the basis of my existence. Death is a part of life. Her death of quality was denied her. I had to find a way to give it to her—to keep my promise.

		I could not hang myself. I could not give up. I had to fight, to survive. My promise had to be kept. Only then could I let go of Nancy. Only then could I get on with my own life.

		At that moment I didn’t know how. All I knew was that my path to the future lay somewhere in the past, in our journey with Nancy. Too much had happened that I had never understood, had never let myself feel. I had to make some kind of sense of it. I had to figure out how we’d survived. I had to let the pain out.

		I had a responsibility—to Nancy and to the others. There were other Nancys out there. Too many. It was too late for Nancy, but it wasn’t too late for them.

		I had to warn the parents of these other Nancys. They were groping around in the dark just like we had, feeling all alone, feeling somehow to blame for their child’s anguish. They weren’t alone; they weren’t to blame. I had to let them know that. I had to try to spare them from the nightmare we went through. I had to warn them what might happen to their child, to their other children, to their marriage, to their dreams. I knew what happened to ours.

		There was hope for somebody else’s child. There had to be. Only then would Nancy’s life and death have meaning. Only then would the pain go away, the nightmare end, and my life begin again.

		Only then could I say good-bye.

	
		Chapter 1

		[image: ] The doctor who delivered Nancy had worked his way through medical school as a prize fighter. He was very tall, muscular, and always in a tremendous hurry. I saw him once every month during my pregnancy, and before each visit I prepared a list of questions. (How will I know when I’m in labor? Will it hurt?) Each month the list got longer and longer, because I never asked him any of the questions. I was too intimidated by him. He seemed so busy.

		I was twenty years old and I’d never had a baby before.

		By my seventh month the list was quite long. On the day of my appointment I examined it nervously while I sat in my religious philosophy seminar—I was in my senior year at the University of Pennsylvania. My friend Janet passed me a little wadded-up piece of paper and giggled. The professor glared at me. Janet had come up with by far the best name to date: Nebuchadnezzar Spungen.

		My obstetrician’s office was right in the midst of the Penn campus, which spreads across several blocks in West Philadelphia. As I waddled across the campus, I convinced myself that this would be the day I would have an office talk with him. I would not be intimidated.

		I was quite a sight now in my maternity dress, knee socks, and saddle shoes, and I got some funny looks from the other students. You didn’t see many pregnant students on campus in 1958. At Penn, in fact, you saw only one—me.

		When I got there, I had my blood and urine tested and sat down in the waiting room. A pregnant woman who was about my age came in with her mother and sat down across from me. We were due at about the same time and had chatted a bit during previous visits. Now I smiled at her, but she just stared vacantly ahead. Her mother took her hand, squeezed it, and turned to me.

		“It died,” she said softly.

		“Excuse me?” I said.

		“She’s carrying a dead baby. He said she might have to carry it another month. Maybe longer.”

		I swallowed, looked away. I was afraid if I looked at the girl too long maybe it would happen to me, too. I wondered if such a thing could happen to me, and if it did, how I would tell. How would I feel? I didn’t know. My baby was very active, seemed to move around constantly. That was all I knew.

		The nurse finally led me into a tiny examining room. It was cold in there. I waited, watching the traffic down on Walnut Street, clutching my list, which was moist now.

		The doctor had a deep, booming voice. I heard him out in the corridor, before he burst in. He seemed to fill the room.

		“How are we feeling?” he barked.

		“Okay,” I replied weakly.

		He vigorously scrubbed his enormous, hairy hands, dried them, and put one of them over my bare abdomen. He began to prod and poke.

		“Any complaints?”

		“I … well, no. But I was … I mean, I do have—”

		The phone rang. He reached over and picked it up while he continued to poke around. “How often?” he said into the phone. “Okay, get yourself over to the hospital. I’ll meet you there. Ten minutes. ’Bye.”

		He hung up and was out the door in one stride. He stopped, turned back to me as an afterthought, and smiled. “The baby’s doing fine.”

		Then he was gone.

		I sat on the table so long the nurse came in to ask if something was wrong. I wanted to burst into tears, but I did not. I just sat there on the table with my list, feeling very alone.

		Frank, my husband, had been stationed at Fort Knox, Kentucky, in the army reserves since the first month of my pregnancy. Actually, he’d already left when I discovered I was pregnant. I kept hoping I wasn’t. One day, at a friend’s wedding, I thought my period actually had started, and I dashed, delighted, for the ladies’ room. I was wrong.

		Frank and I knew we wanted kids, but we were thinking five years away, not immediately. He had just graduated from Penn and wouldn’t start working until he got out of the army, though he had already landed a good job with an accounting firm in New York City. Our plan had been that he would commute to New York every day from Philadelphia until I finished school. Then we would move there. I was majoring in foreign languages and wanted to go into foreign trade. I wanted a career. New York seemed like the very best place for us. We wanted to work our way up together. We wanted to travel to Europe. We wanted adventure.

		Unplanned pregnancies were very common then. Just about everyone I knew had at least one unplanned child. Frank and I ended up having two. There were abortionists around, but you didn’t go to them—at least not if you were a nice Jewish girl, which I was. And Frank, well, Frank was a nice Jewish boy. Maybe he had been driving a truck when we’d met three years before, when I was still in high school. Maybe he had been running with a tough crowd and had a bit of a wild reputation himself. No longer. He had settled down, gone to college, and worked hard.

		We never discussed an abortion. It simply wasn’t an option. In 1958 you just made a shift, changed your original plans, and looked forward to your new ones. In 1958 you had fewer options.

		With Frank in the army I reluctantly moved out of our little apartment on campus. It had cockroaches and mice and only one electrical outlet, but it was our first home and I loved it.

		I moved back into my old room at my mother’s row house about ten blocks from campus. Since Mother worked, I made dinner when I got home from school, then stretched out and watched The Mickey Mouse Club on TV. In retrospect, it was a very easy pregnancy. I was a little tired and had some backaches, but my health was fine.

		It’s just that I was so confused, so lonely. None of my friends had had babies yet. I had no sisters, or brothers for that matter. I tried to be low-key about it with Mother, but during the fifth month I finally sought her out.

		It was bedtime. I stood in the doorway of her bedroom and watched her as she sat at her dressing table, brushing out her hair.

		Mother was very upset that I was pregnant. She thought I was too young. Also, my father had died during my early infancy and I wondered if the idea of someone, anyone, being pregnant reminded her of her pain. So we never talked much about my being pregnant. We talked around it. We discussed a trip to Europe she was planning. We debated current films. We talked about anything we could think of besides what was really on our minds. We were a lot alike in that sense—neither of us was comfortable discussing personal feelings with someone else. We just weren’t that sort of people, Mother and I. We got along perfectly okay. Our relationship just wasn’t very close.

		“I’m nauseated in the morning,” I said quietly.

		She said nothing.

		“Were you?” I asked.

		“A couple of times. When I had my coffee.” She put her brush down, looked at me. “We should buy you some maternity clothes.”

		That was the only conversation we had about my pregnancy.

		I took my list home with me from the doctor’s office and added to it “How will I know if the baby is dead?”

		A week later Frank came home.

		He had a bristly crew cut and big muscles in his arms. He was very proud of how hard his stomach was and kept kidding me about mine. We talked about names for the baby. I tried out Nebuchadnezzar on him and realized how long he’d been away when, for a brief instant, he didn’t know I was kidding.

		We looked at baby furniture. We looked at apartments and decided to keep living with my mother while I had the baby and finished school.

		As soon as Frank got settled he put on a shirt and tie and took the train to New York to make arrangements for starting his job. He was twenty-three and was starting a new life. As it turned out, his accounting firm now had an opening in their Philadelphia office, and Frank grabbed it. It meant things would be much smoother. Everything seemed to be going smoother now that Frank was back.

		We could always move to New York in a year or two.

		Five weeks before the baby was due I was sitting in my political science conference course—we sat around a large, round table—when several sharp pains shot through me in rapid succession. They were so strong I gasped.

		The professor looked at me with a raised eyebrow, wondering if perhaps I was about to disrupt his class by giving birth to a bouncing baby boy or girl on his conference table. I smiled bravely, wondering if I was, too. Fortunately the pains went away in a few minutes.

		Still, I felt heavy and tired when class was over, so I took the bus straight home instead of going to the library. It was a bitterly cold February afternoon, gray, windy, and bleak. There were patches of ice on the sidewalk. I picked my way carefully around them as I walked home from the bus stop. When I got in the house, I took off my coat and shoes and rolled into bed with my clothes on, chilled and exhausted. Both Frank and Mother were at work. I lay there in the silent house, the covers up to my chin. I thought about calling the doctor to ask him about the pains, but I didn’t want to bother him. I decided to take a nap instead. Now that I was getting warm, I was getting sleepy. I guess I dozed for about an hour before I awoke abruptly, in terror.

		Warm water was coursing out from between my legs.

		I didn’t know what it meant. I called for Frank, for Mother. Nobody was home yet. I was alone. Since it was a real physical symptom, I decided to call the doctor. The nurse put me right through. I wondered if I’d be taking him away from some other nervous mother-to-be whose stomach his hand was on.

		He came on the line and I told him what was happening.

		“It’s probably your water bag,” he said calmly.

		“Does that mean I’m in labor?” I blurted out.

		“You might be.”

		“But I’m not due for another five weeks.”

		“Or it might mean nothing.”

		“How will I know if I’m in labor?”

		“Just rest now.”

		“I’ve been resting.”

		“And call me back if there’s any change.”

		He hung up and I got back under the covers. The phone rang. It was Frank. He was on his way home. I told him I didn’t think I’d be able to make dinner tonight, if that was okay. He offered to pick up some Chinese food. I was relieved. He asked me if everything was okay. I said it was, that I had been leaking a little for a while but that I was fine now. The flow of water had subsided, after all.

		I got back in bed with my books and studied until the water started to leak out again. I called the doctor again.

		“Are you having any pains?” he asked.

		“No. No, I’m not.”

		“Just stay put. Keep in touch. Relax.”

		Frank came home with the Chinese food. It smelled good. I was suddenly starving. Whatever was happening to me had no effect on my appetite. I folded a couple of towels, put them on a kitchen chair, and sat on them while I devoured my dinner. I had just about cleaned the plate when I got my first contraction. It was like a menstrual cramp magnified a hundredfold. It sucked my breath in, doubled me over.

		“Are you okay?” asked Frank, eyes widening in terror.

		I shook my head. He took my hand and helped me upstairs. I got into bed and he sat beside me. Ten minutes later I got another contraction. We called the doctor.

		“What does it mean?” I asked.

		“What it means,” he explained, “is that you’re in labor. You don’t need to go to the hospital just yet, but when the pains are five minutes apart, you’ll want to leave for the hospital. They’ll call me when you get there.”

		“But I’m not supposed to have the baby yet,” I protested.

		“Evidently the baby has other plans.”

		I packed a suitcase and gathered my textbooks and papers. Midterms were coming up, and I thought I’d have plenty of time to study. The pains started coming closer together at midnight, so we left.

		Frank drove slowly to the University of Pennsylvania Hospital. It had started to sleet and the streets were slick. He was amazingly calm. He drove to the emergency entrance, helped me out of the car, and told me to be careful. He proudly announced to the nurse at the desk that I was in labor and commanded her to phone my doctor. She did.

		An orderly appeared with a wheelchair. He told me to sit in it. I did. He grabbed my suitcase, smacked it down on my non-lap, and started to whisk me down the hallway.

		“Wait!” I cried. “What about my husband?”

		“What about him?”

		“Can’t he come with me?”

		“He having a baby, too?”

		“Huh?”

		Down the hallway we went. I never got to embrace Frank or say good-bye. I managed a half-wave over my shoulder before I was shoved through a set of double doors.

		I was put in a bed. A group of nurses and doctors stood around me, murmuring. I could hear the sleet bouncing off the window.

		“How long does it take?” I asked one of the nurses.

		“A while,” she replied.

		“How long is a while?”

		“Are you in pain?”

		“Uh-huh.”

		“We can sedate you now.”

		“Is my doctor here?”

		“We’ll sedate you now.”

		She gave me a shot. I was in a twilight state almost immediately. I dozed for a while and awoke sometime during the night, nauseated and in even more pain. Two nurses were at the foot of my bed discussing the merits of the hamburgers they’d just eaten downstairs in the cafeteria.

		“I didn’t think they were so bad,” said one.

		“They were okay,” said the other, “if you like your meat gray.”

		I burped Chinese food.

		They turned to me.

		“Are you in pain?” one asked me.

		“Uh-huh,” I replied.

		“We’re gonna give you something for that.”

		I heard a woman scream somewhere nearby.

		“Will I scream like that?” I asked.

		“Maybe,” one of the nurses replied.

		They gave me another shot and I went under again.

		Sometime during the night I thought I saw Frank standing next to me, holding my hand. I dreamed that—he told me later he hadn’t been there. I also thought I saw my mother standing over me, wearing a white doctor’s coat and stethoscope, her cool hand on my forehead. That actually did happen. She was working as an administrative secretary in the medical school and had “borrowed” her boss’s coat to check up on me.

		Very early in the morning they gave me a needle in the spine. I don’t remember anything after that.

		Nancy was born at 6:52 a.m. on Thursday, February 27, 1958. I slept through the entire birth.

		After it was all over, somebody woke me by pounding on my chest. “You have a baby girl, Mrs. Spungen!” he yelled in my ear. “A baby girl! Six pounds, five ounces!”

		Nancy, I thought. A baby girl, Nancy. Nancy had been my grandmother’s name.

		I fell back to sleep, only to be awakened again, this time by my doctor, who towered over me in his surgical greens.

		“Are you going to nurse?” he asked.

		I looked around. I was lying on a gurney in a corridor.

		“Huh?” My mouth was dry.

		“Are you going to nurse? We have to put her on a schedule.”

		I seized on the word schedule and began to tell him my class schedule at Penn. “I have psychology, um, Tuesday and Thursday, from ten to—”

		He broke in with laughter. A bunch of other people stood around laughing at me, too, having a merry old time.

		“Go back to sleep,” he said.

		I did. Later I woke up back in my bed. Frank was there, really there this time, holding my hand.

		“Did you see her?” I asked him.

		“Sure did.”

		“How does she look?”

		“Beautiful.”

		He looked funny. Something was bothering him.

		“Are you okay, Frank?”

		“Of course,” he assured me. “The doctor sent me home about two, two-thirty, and then he called me at six. I never got much sleep.”

		Something was bothering him, though. I could tell. But I was too sleepy to pursue it. He kissed me. He hadn’t shaved. He said he’d be back to visit me later. To visit us later.

		I slept off the sedation but was still a little groggy when I woke up. I drank some water from a pitcher next to my bed and waited for someone to see I was awake and bring me my baby. I wanted to see her.

		My obstetrician finally came in about noon. He still wore his green scrub suit.

		“How do you feel?” he asked.

		“Okay. Can I please see my baby now?”

		He sat down on the edge of my bed. I noticed that for the first time since I had started going to him, he was not in a hurry.

		“Can I see my baby?” I repeated.

		“She’s … she’s experiencing some problems, Mrs. Spungen.”

		“What kind of problems?”

		“She was born cyanotic.”

		“What’s that mean?”

		“Blue—her cord was wrapped around her neck, depriving her of oxygen. But don’t worry, we gave her a heart stimulant and her intake is improving. We’re monitoring her vital signs. I’m not too concerned about it.”

		He didn’t budge from the bed, though.

		“What are you concerned about?” I asked.

		“Her color. She’s jaundiced.”

		“How come?”

		“Well, ordinarily it’s caused by an RH-negative blood condition. But your blood has been typed as O-positive, which would rule that out.”

		“It is O-positive.”

		“First thing we’re going to do is retype it, just in case an error was made. You never know. You might have been negative all this time. It’s happened before. That’s probably what it is—an error. Anyway, we’re going to take some blood from you, okay?”

		“Okay. When do I get to see my baby?”

		“Soon.” He patted me gently on the arm and left.

		A couple of minutes later someone came and took my blood.

		I called Frank on the phone. “Something’s wrong with Nancy,” I said.

		“You mean about the cord?”

		“You already know?”

		“He told me this morning. Before I saw you.”

		“Why didn’t you say something?”

		“I didn’t want to upset you.”

		“Now it’s something else. She’s jaundiced. They don’t know why. Something to do with my blood or her blood or something.”

		“I’ll be right there.”

		But it took Frank over an hour to get to the hospital, during which time my doctor returned in his street clothes to tell me my original blood typing was correct. I was indeed O-positive. He said Nancy’s jaundice wasn’t improving and that he was calling in a specialist, a pediatric hematologist. The hematologist had requested some additional blood samples from Nancy, and they were being sent to Children’s Hospital by police car for processing.

		He patted me on the arm again and left.

		I didn’t know what to think. I was confused and afraid. I didn’t know what any of this meant. I didn’t know if she was actually going to die and nobody was telling me so as not to upset me. Maybe she wasn’t supposed to exist. Maybe she didn’t exist. I didn’t know. I still hadn’t been allowed to see her.

		Frank finally arrived. He looked sad and bewildered. He gave me a hug and I clung to him.

		“She’ll be all right,” he assured me unconvincingly.

		“What if she isn’t? What if she dies?”

		“She won’t die.”

		He began to pace nervously around the room. I shared it with one other woman, whose curtain was drawn.

		“We just have to wait is all,” he said. “Wait.”

		“Where were you?”

		“I had a stop to make.”

		“Maybe we’ll go to New York now. You wanted to.”

		“Cut it out.”

		“We both did. We both wanted to.”

		“That’s not important now. Just … just forget about it. This’ll work out.”

		“Where did you have to stop?”

		“I went to the store where we bought the crib. I changed everything to pink instead of yellow.”

		“What’s wrong with yellow?”

		“She’s yellow. I just thought … I don’t know what I thought.”

		I took his hand. He thought changing the color of the crib would make her okay. He sounded like a kid. I sounded like a kid. We were kids, confused kids who were unprepared for responsibility, facing a future that seemed to be slipping out of our control.

		We met the new doctor, the hematologist. He was thin, dark, calm. He had diagnosed Nancy’s problem as ABO incompatibility.

		“It’s similar to RH-negative, at least in effect,” he explained. “Actually it’s the opposite of RH-negative. It occurs in firstborns.”

		Frank and I looked at each other, baffled.

		“What do you do about it?” Frank asked.

		“We change the infant’s blood.”

		“How?” I gasped, horrified.

		“A series of exchange transfusions. We can’t change it all in one transfusion—too much of a shock.”

		“Okay.” Frank nodded.

		“Why did this happen?” I asked.

		“There are a number of causes,” my obstetrician said.

		“None of which fit this particular set of circumstances,” the hematologist pointed out. He turned back to me. “We’ll start the exchange series tomorrow morning. First thing.”

		Frank cleared his throat. “How … uh, is it pretty dangerous or what?”

		“The fatality rate is fairly low.”

		“How low is ‘fairly’ low?” I asked, my voice quavering. Frank took my hand.

		The specialist explained that the main concern was Nancy’s bilirubin level, which measures the bile in the blood. It presently measured over nineteen milligrams and was climbing rapidly. He said that twenty-two milligrams and above was considered the level where neurological damage—cerebral palsy, mental retardation—could occur. It was imperative, he said, to lower Nancy’s bilirubin level.

		As I tried to soak all of this information in, it occurred to me that if time was so important, why weren’t they going to exchange at once instead of the next morning? But who was I to question them?

		We thanked the doctors. Visiting hours were over, so Frank had to leave. He promised to return early in the morning to be with me.

		Once again I felt very alone. I had a roommate behind the curtain but we hadn’t had a chance to talk. During the feeding hours no one had brought her baby to her, either.

		“My baby was stillborn,” she said now, from behind the curtain.

		“I’m so sorry,” I said.

		“The nurse told me they put you in here with me because they don’t like to put a mother of a live baby in with a mother of a dead baby. I guess they don’t figure your baby has much of a chance. But I guess you already know that.”

		What a mean, bitter thing to say, I thought. It wounded me. But in a way she was right. I didn’t feel like a mother. I hadn’t seen or touched or nursed my baby. I had no feeling of her being alive. My body hurt; I felt bruised all over. But I didn’t feel as if I’d given birth that morning. I just felt empty.

		I tried to sleep that night but couldn’t. I was awake in the middle of the night when the nurses were padding around out in the hall, bringing babies to their mothers for feeding. I felt like I didn’t belong there. I wasn’t a member of their club.

		A nurse asked me to sign a paper in the morning, a standard form that gave the doctors permission to perform the blood exchange on Nancy. She left before I remembered to ask her if the release was legally binding, since I was still a minor.

		Another nurse came in and said, “Would you like to see your baby before they take her to the O.R.?”

		“Can I?” I begged.

		“Sure, honey. You ought to see her. Just in case … well, just in case.”

		She helped me out of bed and down the hall. I hadn’t been up yet and was pretty wobbly. She propped me against the nursery window and went inside. A minute later she opened the curtain.

		Nancy was wrapped in a pink blanket. The first thing that hit me was what a tiny, vulnerable human being she was. Her eyes were closed, her face was bright yellow, and she had an amazing amount of thick, dark hair on her head. The nurses had combed it into a little ponytail and put a pink ribbon around it.

		I felt love and protectiveness for that tiny infant. I was a mother—that infant’s mother.

		I gestured to the nurse to unwrap the blanket. I wanted to make sure Nancy had all of her fingers and toes—my mother once told me she had counted mine. The nurse unwrapped the blanket and I duly performed the count. There were indeed ten fingers and ten toes. But each of her heels was covered by several gauze patches held on with tape.

		I nodded to the nurse, and she wrapped Nancy back up in her blanket and closed the nursery curtain. A moment later she came out of the nursery to help me back to my bed.

		“Those patches on her heels,” I said. “What are they?”

		“That’s where we take the blood in a newborn, honey,” she said. “We take it from the heel. She needed a lot of tests, the poor thing.”

		Years later, when Nancy had become a heroin addict and I saw her for the first time with needle marks all over her arms, hands, ankles, and the backs of her knees, I remembered the first time I had seen her in the nursery with the gauze patches on her heels.

		I got back into bed to wait. Frank was on his way, and the doctors had promised they’d come tell me what had happened when the procedure was over.

		I tried to suppress my feelings for Nancy. I still hadn’t touched her or nursed her. It would be more sensible if I didn’t feel a lot for her, I decided, because she might very well die.

		But I couldn’t suppress my feelings. I had seen her. She existed. I was her mother, and I was going to do my best to give her a life of love, a life of quality—even if that life ended in an hour. This commitment meant I would now have to cope with a great deal of pain if I lost her; I knew that. But I still felt better than I had during the night.

		Frank was by my side when the doctors came in at about eight. They were both grinning.

		“That’s some kind of fighter you have,” laughed the hematologist. “She screamed and kicked so much I had to tie her down. First time I’ve ever had to tie a baby down for that procedure.”

		“Is she going to make it?” I asked.

		“Are you kidding? If she was a boy I’d say you’ve got the future heavyweight champion of the world on your hands.”

		He laughed. We all laughed, we were so relieved.

		“Can we see her?” Frank asked.

		“You bet.”

		I looked for her through the nursery window. My eyes scanned one infant after another sleeping peacefully in a row. She wasn’t one of them.

		She was lying in a glass-enclosed isolette in the very back of the nursery, naked except for a patch over her navel, where the transfusion had been done. Her mouth was open and she was screaming hysterically. Her yellow body was thrashing about angrily. The fighter description was an apt one—she looked as if she were in the midst of a battle.

		“Is she all right?” I asked the doctor, concerned.

		“She doesn’t feel any physical pain. Not to worry.”

		But I did worry. I felt helpless. I wanted to hold her, which was impossible since they wouldn’t let me in the nursery or her out.

		A nurse removed her from the isolette to feed her and Nancy’s little arms and legs flailed wildly. She kicked at the nurse with her tiny feet and screamed. Her minute fists began to beat on her own face. The nurse tried to calm her down but couldn’t.

		I thought it was a good sign that she was so active. It meant she was alive. But she was in pain. I was sure of it—with a mother’s certainty.

		We never knew for certain what effect Nancy’s traumatic birth—the oxygen deprivation, the ABO incompatibility, the blood exchange—had on her later behavior. There were simply too many unknowns.

		But we do know that children who face great life-threatening traumas at birth share many of the same personality characteristics. They spend much of their lives angry. Their behavior is often violent, much of it self-directed, like Nancy’s was. I have seen some of these other children and talked to their parents. A common thread exists.

		This syndrome is presently acknowledged by the medical community and is being dealt with. This was not so in 1958.

		Her bilirubin stabilized after the first exchange, so no more transfusions were necessary. She was four days old when they finally let me hold her.

		I heard a commotion outside my room in the hall. Then I heard the nice nurse, the one who’d let me see Nancy before the exchange, say, “I hope that poor girl is lying down because she just may faint.”

		Then a gang of six or seven smiling doctors and nurses invaded my room. I saw the bundle in the pink blanket, with a shock of dark hair sticking out, and I gasped with surprise and joy.

		I took her in my arms gingerly, afraid I was holding her wrong, but she seemed comfortable enough. I felt the warmth of her body, smelled the sweet baby smell, touched the silky skin of her cheeks, stroked her glossy hair.

		Her eyes were open and she looked up at me. Her eyes were dark. The iris and pupil were the same color. There was a burning intensity in those eyes. They were like coals.

		She wrapped her little fist around my finger. Her skin was still very yellow, but she was very much alive.

		The nurses showed me how to nurse her. Nancy began to feed hungrily. I was so happy. I felt like a queen on a throne. My princess was at my breast, her entourage fanned about, watching with admiration.

		At last I had my baby.

		On the evening of our eighth day there the hematologist came to tell me we could go home in the morning.

		“When do you want to see her again?” I asked.

		“Don’t need to,” he replied. “We checked her for central nervous system damage—she’s A-one. Reflexes normal. She’s gaining weight. As far as I can see, Nancy’s a normal baby. Take her home and treat her like one.”

		So we did. True, Nancy had had a rough beginning in life, but everything was going to be fine now. The baby we took home next morning was a certified healthy and normal baby girl. Almost pink.

	
		Chapter 2

		[image: ] Frank had set up a nursery in one of the upstairs bedrooms—my old bedroom, in fact. There was a crib with pink teddy bears on it, and a pink bathinette. My old chest of drawers was now painted white. The room was bright and spotless and beautiful.

		I carried Nancy upstairs and laid her in her crib. Frank and I stood over her, beaming. She looked so sweet in her knitted bonnet and starched white baby dress. It was the same baby dress my mother had brought me home in when I was born. Nancy’s eyes took in the new surroundings.

		“You’re home, Nancy,” I said. “You’re home.”

		Frank put his arm around me. We hugged. We were so happy. We were a family now. Nancy was the start of a whole new, wonderful life for us.

		“Hello, Nanki-poo,” cooed Frank. He grabbed her tiny fingers one by one. “Look at that little Nanki-poo finger … and that Nanki-poo finger … and that one …”

		I undressed her and put her in a pink nightgown. Then I picked her up carefully and sat down with her in the rocking chair Frank had moved in from our room. I began to nurse her. Frank stayed to watch, so filled with pride and love at seeing our child feed at my breast that tears formed in his eyes.

		I had never taken care of a baby before. As a gift, Mother had paid a baby nurse to help me for the first two weeks. I was thrilled. This gave me a chance to get my energy back, catch up on my schoolwork, and learn how to bathe and diaper Nancy from an expert. Mrs. Taylor, a cheery black woman in her fifties, was indeed an expert. She had worked with babies her whole life. She was unbelievably relaxed around Nancy.

		I wasn’t. Especially when it was time for Mrs. Taylor to take her day off at the end of week one. It meant taking care of Nancy all by myself for the first time. I was terrified.

		As soon as Mrs. Taylor walked out the door, Nancy began to cry. I went to her crib, picked her up carefully, and cradled her.

		“There, there, Nancy. Don’t cry,” I said. She didn’t stop. “Mommy’s here, Nancy. Mommy’s here.”

		That made her start screaming. I got frightened and called out to Frank downstairs.

		He came up. “What’s wrong?” he asked. “Why’s she screaming?”

		“She doesn’t like me,” I replied as Nancy squirmed and screamed in my arms.

		“Don’t be silly. Maybe she’s hungry.”

		“I just fed her.”

		“Maybe she’s wet.”

		“Mrs. Taylor diapered her before she left.”

		“Well, something must be bothering her. Babies don’t just cry for no reason. Do they?”

		“She doesn’t like me,” I repeated.

		“Maybe you’re holding her wrong.”

		“This is the way Mrs. Taylor showed me.”

		“Sure?”

		“Of course I’m sure!”

		“Okay, okay

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
	
		
			Author’s Note

			I am especially grateful to writer David Handler for the many difficult months he spent guiding me toward what it all meant and showing me how to say it.
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