

[image: ]



PRAISE FOR
EXPECTING ADAM


“Beck writes with an unusual blend of searing detail and self-effacing humor.”

—Chicago Tribune




“This book will make anxious yuppie parents less concerned about whether their first-grader is on the right track for Harvard.”

—Newark Star-Ledger




“It is hardly important that this is a story about bearing and raising an exceptional child—a son with Down syndrome—in exceptional circumstances. Beck is telling it for all women who have raised exceptional children and ended up feeling privileged, and for all mothers who have found communities that put a high value on material accomplishments simply unbearable.”

—The New York Times Book Review




“Her portraits of Harvard academics, omniscient doctors, and uptight in-laws are priceless. Even skeptics will find magic in this story, and parents of a Down syndrome child will cherish it.”

—Kirkus Reviews




“At once wickedly funny and achingly painful, Martha Beck’s Expecting Adam strikes the perfect chord.”

—New York Post




“As a skeptic of long standing, I’m the first to dismiss voices, however angelic, to say nothing of guardian angels. And yet Beck’s unique voice made me a believer.”

—Detroit Free Press




“Martha Beck sprinkles so many side-splitting quips and hard-fought insights through her poignant memoir … that I challenge any reader not to be moved by it—even if, like me, you just can’t swallow her belief in angels … Beck writes with candor and grace about the mixture of anguish, confusion, and resolve she and her husband experienced through the time they were expecting Adam.”

—Newsday




“Funny.”

—Hartford Courant




“Brilliant.”

—Minneapolis Star Tribune




“I can’t believe I almost didn’t read this book. The thing is, I thought it was about a lady who had a baby with Down syndrome. This is like saying Anna Karenina is a book about a lady who commits suicide. In fact, this book is about matters so important and yet so totally way-out that I would accept no one but a comic genius with seven years at Harvard under her belt telling me about them. That’s Martha Beck: funny, companionable, razor-sharp, down-to-earth, and onto the Big Secrets of Life Itself. Anyone considering having a child should have to read this book. It has changed some of my thinking about pregnancy and about children with disabilities, and I don’t think it’s too much to say it could change my life.”

—Marion Winik, author of First Comes Love and The Lunchbox Chronicles




“I laughed. I cried. I couldn’t put it down. I didn’t want it to end. I wish I knew Adam and his family—and, of course, I do. A brave, uplifting, life-transforming book.”

—Sophy Burnham, author of A Book of Angels




“You can’t help but cheer them on … Beck writes in a furiously funny voice, even when she writes about awful events.”

—Florida Times-Union




“Excellent.”

—New York Daily News




“A good read.”

—Albany Times-Union




“The most deeply moving and instructively relevant treatise I have found in recent years.”

—Deseret News




“Beck is funny, irreverent, chatty, and intelligent … [Expecting Adam] probably will make you cry … It also will make you very happy for Beck.”

—Arizona Republic




“With uncommon sense and dependable wit, Martha Beck unravels every assumption about the meaning of life, choice, love—and the wisdom of pursuing happiness through any of the usual routes. If Expecting Adam raises suspicions among more rational readers that Martha Beck is slightly crazy, it raised my hopes that I’d catch it from her.”

—Mary Kay Blakely, author of American Mom




“Expecting Adam is Martha Beck’s meticulously written, uplifting, and compassionate account of being gifted with a retarded son who opens her heart to the deep intuitions that love can bring.”

—Judith Orloff, M.D., author of Second Sight




ALSO BY
MARTHA BECK

Steering by Starlight

The Four-Day Win

Leaving the Saints

The Joy Diet

Finding Your Own North Star

Breaking Point



[image: ]




Copyright © 1999, 2011 by Martha N. Beck, Ph.D.

All rights reserved.

Published in the United States by Three Rivers Press,
an imprint of the Crown Publishing Group,
a division of Random House, Inc., New York.

www.crownpublishing.com

THERE RIVERS PRESS and the Tugboat design are registered
trademarks of Random House, Inc.

Grateful acknowledgment is made to the following for
permission to reprint previously published material:
Broadway Books: Excerpt from The Illuminated Rumi by Coleman Barks and
Michael Green, copyright © 1997 by Coleman Barks and Michael Green. Reprinted by permission of Broadway Books, a division of Random House, Inc. W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.: Excerpts from “The Layers” from The Collected Poems by Stanley Kunitz, copyright © 1978 by Stanley Kunitz.
Reprinted by permission of W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.

Originally published in hardcover in slightly different form in the United States by Times Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York, in 1999, and in paperback in the United States by Berkley Books, an imprint of the Berkley Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Putnam Inc., New York, in 2000.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Beck, Martha Nibley, 1962–
Expecting Adam : a true story of birth, rebirth,
and everyday magic / Martha Beck.
p.   cm.
Originally published: New York : Times Books, c1999.
1. Beck, Martha Nibley, 1962– 2. Pregnancy—Complications—Patients—Biography. 3. Fetus—Abnormalities—Patients—Biography. 4. Genetic disorders in pregnancy—Patients—Biography. 5. Parents of children with disabilities—Biography. 6. Parents of children with disabilities—Religious life. 7. Down syndrome—Patients—Family relationships. I. Title.
RG629.D68.B43 2011
618.20092—dc22

[B]            2010042258

eISBN: 978-0-307-95401-5

Cover design by Jessie Sayward Bright
Cover photography by Richard Tuschman

First Three Rivers Press Edition

v3.1





For my boy




Contents


Cover

Other Books by This Author

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication



Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Epilogue


Afterword

Author’s Note

Acknowledgments

About the Author




1

This happened when Adam was about three years old.

I was sitting in a small apartment with a woman I had barely met, talking to her about her life. I’ll call her Mrs. Ross, because it isn’t her name. I had been doing similar interviews for months, collecting data for my Ph.D. dissertation. Mrs. Ross was a scrawny forty-five-year-old with a master’s degree in art history and a job as an elementary school janitor. I was taking notes, considering what this woman’s experience had to teach about the real-world value of the more refined academic fields, when she suddenly stopped talking.

There was a moment of silence, and then I looked up and said, “Yes?” in a helpful voice, which was normally enough to keep an interview rolling. But Mrs. Ross wasn’t acting normal. She had been sitting on a straight-backed wooden chair, both feet set firmly on the floor and her hands resting primly on her knees. Now she was curled into an almost fetal position, forearms crushed between the tops of her thighs and her chest, her eyes tightly closed.

I became alarmed. “Are you all right?” I said, trying to sound politely but not overly curious.

Mrs. Ross waved a hand at me. “I can’t … quite … make it out,” she said.

I just stared at her.

“Usually,” she gasped, her eyelids clamping down tighter, “usually I can tell which side of the veil it’s coming from … that’s usually the first thing I can tell … but this time I … can’t.”

“Uh-huh,” I said cautiously, glancing toward the door, wondering if I could get to it before Mrs. Ross leapt upon me like a mad dog.

“It’s like … he’s not really on one side of the veil or the other … maybe he’s on both.” She shook her head, troubled. “At least I know it’s a he.”

“Uh, Mrs. Ross,” I said, gathering my notes together for a quick exit.

At this point Mrs. Ross’s eyes flew open wide, fixing me with a bloodshot stare.

“You know who it is!” she said in a low, accusing voice. “You know who it is, but you’re blocking!”

At this point my curiosity began to get the better of me. “I know who?” I said.

“That’s right!” Mrs. Ross uncurled a little. “You see, I have this … well, it’s a gift.” She sounded as though she wasn’t quite sure Santa had gotten her letters.

“Gift?” I repeated.

She nodded. “I get messages for people.” She sighed and sat up. “There was a point in my life when I stopped talking about it, you know, because it’s very embarrassing.”

“Oh,” I said.

“And then, you know,” Mrs. Ross continued, “I began to lose it. It was getting fainter, and sometimes the spirits would be angry at me, because I wouldn’t help them get through to people.”

At this moment, I swear to God, a large green parrot walked out of Mrs. Ross’s small kitchen and into the living room. It paced slowly across the carpet, peered at me suspiciously with one flinty eye, then proceeded on foot up the leg of Mrs. Ross’s chair and onto her shoulder. She’s a witch, I thought. I’m sitting here talking to a genuine witch. The parrot was obviously a familiar. I would have been willing to bet it was her husband.

Mrs. Ross kept talking, stroking the bird absentmindedly. “So I promised God that I would always deliver the messages as soon as I got them. No matter what.”

“No kidding.” I said this without any sarcasm. That’s how much I had changed. Four years earlier I would have dismissed Mrs. Ross and her “gift” immediately. Back then I had known exactly how the world worked. Back then I had been sure of my own intellect, sure of the primacy of Reason, sure that, given enough time and training, I could control my destiny. That was before Adam. But now it was four years later, and Adam was at home with the baby-sitter, and I had learned a lot about how much I had to learn. So I sat still and waited for Mrs. Ross to go on. She did.

“The messages are usually from the other side of the veil—I mean, from the spirit world,” she said. “Sometimes they’re from living people who are far away and need to get a message through immediately. But that’s always the first thing I can tell—which side of the veil the message is coming from.” Her brow furrowed. “And this time, I can’t tell.”

By now, I admit it, I was hooked. I wanted my message.

“Just relax,” I suggested helpfully.

Mrs. Ross shot me a glance that would have pierced steel, a glance designed to shove me off her turf.

“Or not,” I said.

“We should pray,” whispered Mrs. Ross.

“Uh, okeydokey,” I responded. I mean, what would you have done?

So Mrs. Ross and I bowed our heads, and I drew a deep breath and relaxed for just a second, and then her head snapped up like a Pez dispenser and she said, “All right, you stopped blocking. It’s your son.”

“My son?” Even after everything that had already happened, this surprised me. I had been hoping the message would be from my guardian angel, or perhaps a stray ancestor with an interest in my career.

“You have a son who’s halfway between worlds,” stated Mrs. Ross.

I felt the hair go up on my arms. You see, no matter how much evidence you have, over time you tend to block out the experiences that aren’t “normal.” Who wants to turn into a Mrs. Ross, blurting out gibberish about spirits and veils? How much of that sort of conversation are you allowed before people stop inviting you to parties, and you end up pushing a mop in an elementary school?

“Well,” I said to Mrs. Ross, “maybe I do have a son … uh … like that.”

She gave me a withering look. “You do,” she said flatly. “And he wants me to give you a message.” The parrot nibbled tenderly on her ear.

By now my whole body was bristling with a strange electricity. The sensation had become familiar to me over the past few years, yet it was always a surprise. At least I kept my mouth shut.

Mrs. Ross closed her eyes again, gently this time. “He says that he’s been watching you very closely from both sides of the veil.”

The veil again.

“He says that you shouldn’t be so worried. He says you’ll never be hurt as much by being open as you have been hurt by remaining closed.”

She opened her eyes, scratched the parrot’s head, and smiled. She didn’t look like a witch at all anymore.

“That’s it?” I said.

Mrs. Ross nodded, smiling.

I didn’t return the smile. “What the heck is that supposed to mean?”

She shrugged. “Beats me.”

“Oh, come on,” I pleaded. “There’s got to be more. Ask him.” This is not the way I was taught to behave at Harvard.

“I don’t ask questions,” she said. “I just deliver messages. Like Western Union. What the messages mean is none of my business.”

And that was all she had to say.

After a pathetic attempt to pretend I was still conducting an interview, I raced home to confront Adam. He was in his crib, asleep. He was about half the size of a normal three-year-old, had barely learned to walk, and had never spoken an intelligible word. I reached down and poked him in the tummy, and he woke up with his usual jolly grin on his face.

I looked into his small, slanted eyes. “Adam,” I said seriously. “You’ve got to tell me. Are you sending me messages through Mrs. Ross?”

His smile broadened. That was all. And he hasn’t said a thing about it since.

SO HERE I AM, still wondering what the hell happened that day, wondering whether Mrs. Ross was really channeling my three-year-old, wondering what he meant. I wonder a lot of things, since Adam came along. I wonder about all the strange and beautiful and terrible things that accompanied him into my life. My husband, John, knows about my wondering—shares it, in fact, since his life, too, was changed when we were expecting Adam. But when I wasn’t talking to John, I learned to keep it all to myself. I learned to ignore the miraculous in my life, to pretend it didn’t exist, to tell lies in order to be believed. In short, I kept myself closed.

This has not been easy. It is difficult not to tell people when one of your interview subjects turns out to be Parrot Woman. The strangeness, the curiosity, the wonder keeps pushing outward, begging to be communicated, needing air and company. On many occasions, I have tried to talk about Adam without letting on that I actually believed in everything that happened to me. I have written this book twice already, both times as a novel, to wit: “This is the story of two driven Harvard academics who found out in mid-pregnancy that their unborn son would be retarded. To their own surprise and the horrified dismay of the university community, the couple ignored the abundant means, motive, and opportunity to obtain a therapeutic abortion. They decided to allow their baby to be born. What they did not realize is that they themselves were the ones who would be ‘born,’ infants in a new world where magic is commonplace, Harvard professors are the slow learners, and retarded babies are the master teachers.”

You see, by calling it a novel, I could tell the story without putting myself in danger from skeptics, scientists, and intellectuals. “Fiction!” I would assure them. “Made it all up! Not a word of truth in it!” Then they would all go away and leave me alone, and perhaps a few sturdy souls would be willing to believe me, and I could open up in safety to them.

It hasn’t worked out that way. The editors and agents and writers I respect most have always come back, after reading my “novel,” with the same question: “Excuse me, but how much of this is fiction?” And I would hem and haw a bit before admitting that aside from making John and myself sound much better-looking than we are, I didn’t fictionalize anything. It’s all true, I would say. Then I would sink into my chair five or six inches and wait for them to call security.

So far, that hasn’t happened. It has been five years since Mrs. Ross reared back against her parrot and delivered Adam’s message, and in all that time my favorite people have continually repeated his advice. Open up, they say. It will feel better than remaining closed.

I am none too sure about this. I am very much afraid of being caught in the firestorms of controversy over abortion, genetic engineering, medical ethics. It worries me to think that I will be lumped together with the right-to-lifers, not to mention every New Age crystal kisser who ever claimed to see an angel in the clouds over Sedona. I am reluctant to wave good-bye to my rationalist credibility. Nevertheless, the story will not stop unfolding, and it will not stop asking me to tell it. I have resisted it for what feels like a very long time, hoping it would back off and disappear. But it hasn’t.

So, Mrs. Ross, wherever you are, thank you for delivering my son’s message. After all these years, I’ve finally decided to listen.
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John and I disagree about the precise moment we lost control of our lives. He thinks it was the car accident in New Hampshire. I say it was two weeks before that, when Adam was conceived. Either way, it was sometime in September of 1987, which ever since has been known in our family history as the month It All Went to Hell.

We had just returned to Cambridge from a summer in Tokyo, where John had been doing research for a Ph.D. dissertation on the Japanese employment system. We were dazed with jet lag, which is bad enough for an adult crossing fourteen time zones but turns into an epic struggle when you’re traveling with a toddler. Our eighteen-month-old daughter, Katie, was still operating on Japanese time, babbling and playing through the Boston nights while John and I took turns trying to sleep. By the time the sun showed up and Katie closed her maddeningly bright little eyes, we would have to stumble off, haggard and woozy, to deal with the welter of logistical tasks involved in preparing to go to Harvard.

Again.

There are some things you have to understand about Harvard. First of all, John and I both grew up there. I’m not talking about childhood. I mean later on, when all our adult thoughts and expectations were being programmed. As for childhood, we both spent that in the same small town in Utah, a state that doesn’t register as part of the known universe to anyone in the Ivy League. (One of my professors once told me he’d just returned from my region of the country. I said, “Oh really? Where?” He said, “Iowa.” And he meant it.) As a matter of fact, this writing marks the first time I’ve actually admitted in public that I am a child of the lovely Beehive State. Harvard trained me to believe that this is like admitting to a history of mental illness or shoplifting. It would have bought me much more credibility if I’d been able to claim that I’d been reared by wolves.

The point is that neither John nor I relied on anything that happened to us before Harvard to guide our behavior once we got there. John arrived when he was eighteen, and I showed up two years later, in 1980, aged seventeen. We had known each other in high school, but only vaguely; by the time we really got acquainted, we’d both managed to become thoroughly Harvardized. We had a lot in common: the dirty secret of our western public school past, an intense drive to succeed, a longing to fit in. We worked like demons, taking heavy loads of the most difficult classes we could find, so that when we got the phone call saying that the admissions department had just realized its glaring mistake in accepting us, we’d have a fighting chance of remaining enrolled. As a result, we did well academically and ended up going to Harvard over and over again, like addicts. We both applied to combined master’s and Ph.D. programs before we’d even graduated from the college. John pursued his passionate study of Asia, while I focused on the sociology of gender. By September of 1987 we had been Harvard students for almost a third of our lives, and we weren’t anywhere near finished.

You might assume from all this that John and I found Harvard pleasant. Oh, how wrong you would be. Actually, I don’t know if I ever met anyone at Harvard who found it pleasant. It seems to me (although I may well be projecting) that all the people there scurry anxiously from one achievement to another, casting wary glances over their shoulders, never quite sure that they’ve managed to throw failure off their scent. To me, being a student there was heady, exciting, even thrilling, but these sensations came laced with heavy doses of fear and misery. It was like having lunch with a brilliant, learned, witty celebrity who liked to lean across the table at unpredictable intervals and slap me in the mouth—hard. Was it interesting? Very. Stimulating? In more ways than one. Pleasant? I don’t think so.

And so, no matter how many times we did them, the muddle of small tasks surrounding each semester’s registration always threw John and me into jittering anxiety that made us snap at each other and break things accidentally. Of course, neither of us would have confessed this under torture, not even to each other. We had been trained against it. At Harvard, the appearance of confidence is essential to social survival. Without it, you’re like the wounded animal in the herd, attracting the full attention of predators and the disdain of most potential mates. (It was only after John and I fell in love, during finals the first semester of his senior year at Harvard, that I worked up the courage to tell him how scared I was of failing. He had confessed to similar feelings. This interchange was enough to bond us forever. It was more intimate than sex.)

Now John was in the third year of his doctoral program, and no one would have guessed that he’d ever had a moment of lagging confidence. He appeared sublimely self-assured despite the fact that not only was he finishing his degree (which would have been stressful in itself) but he had also jumped at an opportunity to work as a management consultant. The firm that hired him had a branch in Boston and was opening a new one in Singapore. John’s job involved commuting from New England to Southeast Asia every two weeks during the upcoming year. This would be a tricky thing to pull off without ruffling various feathers at Harvard, so John was even more nervous than usual. Of course, no one knew this except me, and I was just guessing.

To say that hiding my fears did not come naturally to me is to make a profound understatement. I had a tendency to babble hysterically and blink a lot whenever I dealt with Harvard. At least I’d learned to fake self-confidence, probably as well as the next graduate student. I was very deliberate about this. Before I went on the campus for any reason, I would consciously call up a portion of my personality I call Fang. I would focus very hard on being Fang, until I could squash down every thought or feeling that wasn’t part of her. Fang fit in beautifully at Harvard. She was fearless, aggressive, sardonic, voraciously competitive. She never ate entire pound bags of M&M’s or sat with her feet in the bathroom sink, crying, the way I was wont to do after a hard day’s lunch with the slapping celebrity. I had relied on Fang since my freshman year, and she had served me well. But for some reason, in the fall of 1987 I couldn’t quite get her revved up. It wasn’t just the jet lag, the fatigue, the change of climate. Even then, when Adam was almost entirely unassembled, I knew it was something more.

I remember the very moment I felt the life controls slip out of my fingers. It was the first time since our return from Tokyo that Katie actually dozed off before sunrise. John and I were both trying, unsuccessfully, to fall asleep ourselves. We stared fitfully at the ceiling, the walls, the window that looked out over Harvard Square, thinking about the dangers that awaited us at daybreak. And then, somewhere toward morning, we rolled over simultaneously, met in the center of our queen-size futon, and began to grope for comfort in each other’s arms. I told myself it was a bad idea. I told myself I’d better get some rest while Katie was napping. I told these things to John, too. He agreed with me. And then, of course, we went right ahead with it.

In Japan I had seen a style of puppet theater called Bunraku, where the puppeteers stand right onstage, moving these elegant dolls around without the slightest pretense of invisibility. The puppeteers are so skillful that you actually forget they’re on the stage, even though there are often three of them to each puppet. After a few minutes, you’d swear the puppets were moving themselves. That night in our apartment, I kept expecting to see two teams of Bunraku masters standing behind John and me, pulling levers in our heads, sculpting every move we made. I could feel them. And without letting it anywhere near my conscious mind, I knew—I knew—that I was in the process of getting pregnant, and that it was exactly what I wanted to do.

Mind you, this was insane. I didn’t have time to be pregnant. I was well aware of this, because I (or at least Fang) was the kind of person who made elaborate and detailed plans for my life several years in advance. I am not exaggerating here. You could always tell where I’d been by following the trail of paper scraps with time grids and to-do lists scribbled on them. I was the unofficial mascot of the Franklin Dayplanner people, my schedule fixed in fifteen-minute intervals for years to come. That September was the worst possible time for me to exercise my fertility option. I was taking a full load of classes, teaching sections for a course in Caribbean society, and planning to be Katie’s single parent when John was in Asia. The very last thing I could afford to do was bear live young again. For one thing, during my first go-round, pregnancy had made me feel only slightly better than the Ebola virus would have. For another thing, I had to guard my reputation as a scholar.

I understand that nowadays there are enough young parents in the Graduate School of Arts and Sciences to support a graduate student “parenting center,” but this was not true when I was young and fruitful of loin. Back then, even the potential for motherhood was most definitely a blot on the credibility of female students and staff. I had several friends who obtained abortions when accidental pregnancies threatened to scuttle their academic progress. One woman I knew decided, with her husband, to abort a planned pregnancy when a crucial three-day exam was scheduled near her due date. I don’t know whether she even asked if the exam could be rescheduled. That sort of thing simply wasn’t done—especially not for “personal reasons.”

It often seemed to me that success at Harvard depended on being willing to put “personal reasons” so low on one’s priority list that they dropped right off the bottom. John and I had learned this lesson the hard way. For instance, a year and a half before It All Went to Hell, when John was going through the first year of the Harvard Business School curriculum (en route to his Ph.D. in organizational behavior), he missed a day of class taking me to the hospital and Lamaze-coaching me through Katie’s birth. The next day, when he went back to the Business School after forty-eight hours without sleep, he received a tongue-lashing that made him wake up in a cold sweat for months afterward. It was delivered in front of the eighty-nine other students in the class by one of his professors, a world-renowned economic theorist I will call Stinky.

“You are a disgrace to this institution,” ranted Stinky, while John’s classmates sat looking uncomfortably at the floor. “You will never succeed in business, scholarship, or anything else. You have set a bad example for this entire section, and I intend to hold you personally responsible for the poor performance of any student in this room.”

When John mumbled that he had wanted to see his child’s birth, the professor sneered, said, “You probably think that’s a good excuse,” and suggested that John should fail out of the class then and there.

You’ve got to understand that we took this very seriously. I had been away from Harvard for years before I began to realize that not everyone in the United States would agree with Stinky. What amazes me now is that, at the time, both John and I assumed that everyone in the Real World (read: anywhere but Utah) shared Stinky’s opinions. So you can see why getting pregnant again on the very eve of an academic year was not part of my conscious master plan, and why that night on our futon felt so trancelike and alien to me. It was like swimming against a riptide: you think you’re making lots of progress as you slap away at the water, not even feeling the current, because it is so large and powerful that you aren’t able to comprehend it. Then you look at the shore and realize you are in a place you never intended to be.

After that first moment, during our sleepless night on the futon, I felt this sensation often. I tried to explain it to John, but I didn’t really know how to articulate it, and he didn’t know what I was talking about. Then, of course, came the car accident, and after that I didn’t need to explain.

We were headed north at the time, into the gorgeous deciduous forests of upper New England. The trees in that part of the country put on a truly awesome autumn display. The sky is so blue it makes you want to cry, and the leaves look like they’re on fire. The traffic out of Boston and into the backwoods of New Hampshire is pretty much bumper to bumper, although it moves along at a good, fast clip. Everyone goes north in the autumn. The volume and brilliance of the foliage is a major topic of conversation at the innumerable wine and cheese parties that kick off every academic year. John and I didn’t own a car, but we were tired of being left out of these discussions, so we’d rented one to go up to New Hampshire. We were planning to spend a few days at a cabin with some friends, to celebrate surviving registration and returning to our native time zone.

We had left Massachusetts behind us and were cruising along on the freeway to Franconia when, for no apparent reason, a battered Chevy truck pulled off the shoulder, at right angles to the flow of traffic, and stopped directly in our path. There was no room, no time, to do anything. I heard John give a strangled yell as our car yawed violently and began to spin like a top across our lane and into the path of the oncoming traffic. The Chevy loomed up at me through the passenger window, then disappeared into a blur of leaves, which disappeared behind an eighteen-wheeler, then leaves again, then a Volkswagen bus, leaves, cars, leaves, cars, leaves. On our way home, we would stop at the site and see from the skid marks that we had spun around at least four times, careening across both lanes of the busy highway twice. I still can’t see any way we could have done that without being hit, probably several times. But we did.

The odd thing is that I never had any doubt we were completely safe. I remember being mildly concerned that the spinning motion might make Katie carsick. I tried to turn around to look at her, strapped into her car seat behind me, but I was pinned against my own seat by a centrifugal force stronger than anything I had ever felt. I couldn’t even move my head. So I just relaxed and watched the leaves go by.

All of this took about two seconds, maybe three. As we Tilt-A-Whirled back into our own lane and onto the shoulder, I could hear the brakes screaming and feel the car slowing down. Then there was a loud pop! and we were all thrown forward against our seat belts. We had hit the wooden post of a stop sign, breaking it in two and denting our bumper. I watched the top half of the sign tremble, sway, and collapse into the dust like a martyred lollipop.

We sat in silence for a minute, taking a mental inventory of our limbs and digits, before John reached forward to turn off the ignition. His hands, like his face, had gone bone white. I felt fine, except that my seat belt had clamped down too tight. I also detected a strange sensation in my lower abdomen, as though someone was pressing a firm but gentle thumb against my bladder. I seemed to remember having felt it before, but I couldn’t remember when. I looked over at John. He was clutching the steering wheel as though his life depended on it, which, come to think of it, it did.

“I lost control!” he gasped, as though this were an unfathomable mystery.

“Uh-huh,” I said. I turned around and looked at Katie, who was beaming at me from her car seat.

“Whee!” she said.

I laughed. “That was fun, wasn’t it, Boofus?”

“Do again?” she asked hopefully.

“No, honey, I’m not sure Daddy could do it again.” I turned to smile at John, because the whole situation seemed so interesting. My reaction could have come from shock, I suppose, but all I remember is an entirely inappropriate—though rock solid—sense of well-being. John was still staring straight ahead, gripping the wheel.

“I lost control,” he repeated. He was trembling.

I began to wonder why John was making such a big deal about this. True, it was probably the first time since he was potty trained that John had ever lost control of anything. But it was utterly obvious to me that we had never been in any danger. The Bunraku puppeteers wouldn’t have allowed it. At this thought, the hair began to prickle all over my body, because I could feel them again. They were all around us, all around the car, as powerful and invisible as an ocean current. And I suddenly knew why John was so thoroughly spooked. He hadn’t lost control to the forces of nature. He had lost control to them.

There was a sudden, loud rap on the window by my head. John and I jumped so violently that only our seat belts saved us—again—from bashing our heads against the windshield. I turned to see two old men in overalls standing by the car, peering into the interior. I rolled down my window.

“The grace a God was with you then!” one of the men told us in a thin, accusatory voice, as though we had stayed out too late after the prom.

“The grace a God,” echoed the other man. He was wearing a fluorescent orange hunting cap, and his voice was thick and slow. He had the strangest pale-silver eyes I had ever seen. I could tell immediately that he was not, shall we say, fully cooked.

“Car still runnin’?” asked the first man.

John turned toward him and gave him a huge smile. The more upset John is, the happier he acts. It’s a Harvard thing.

“Everything’s great!” he said, grinning like a maniac. He turned the key, and the car vroomed obediently.

“Everything’s great!” the man in the hat repeated in a singsong voice. I couldn’t stop looking at him. Retarded people had always filled me with revulsion. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. The puppeteers wouldn’t let me.

“Okay!” John chirped, like Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm on an especially magical day. “I guess we’d better get going!” He put the car in reverse and backed slowly, cautiously, away from the stump of the stop sign.

The first man grunted, turned, and walked away from the car. The one in the hat was still watching me.

“He’s a good baby, ma’am,” he said. “You take good care of that baby.”

I remember being puzzled that he had taken Katie for a boy. I thought of correcting him but decided it wasn’t worth the effort. For some reason (probably the aftereffects of the accident), I felt gooseflesh rising on the back of my neck. I gave the man an artificial smile, mostly because I was so glad we were getting away from him. The pressure against my bladder seemed to grow stronger, and I suddenly remembered when I had felt it before. It was the first sign I’d had that I was pregnant with Katie.

John was driving very carefully, searching the road intently. “Did you see that idiot?” he said.

“The guy in the hat?” I said.

John glanced at me as though I were short a few brain cells myself. “No,” he said. “The guy in the truck.”

“Oh, the truck. Yeah, sure …”

“He pulled right into my lane!” John fumed. “Right into it!”

“I know, honey,” I said, trying to sound soothing. “It was all his fault.”

“I ought to report him,” said John. He wasn’t trembling anymore, but his shirt was soaked with sweat. I thought about continuing to play the supportive wife, encouraging him to vent his testosterone rage on the enemy trucker, but I was too preoccupied searching my memory for any acts of indiscretion involving birth control.

“Let it go, John,” I said. “He’s long gone.”

We’d been very careful, I was sure we had. I was particularly cautious about contraception since my physiology had proven incompatible with birth control pills. That night in the apartment, when the ocean current had caught me and carried me along with it, John and I had been as conscientious as usual. But I was well aware that the methods of contraception at my disposal were not fail-safe.

“He’s going to kill somebody,” John brooded. A car passed us on the left, and he jerked the steering wheel much too hard to the right.

“Just relax,” I said. “It was a freak accident.” I was trying to make my voice sound the way Mister Rogers’s does when he’s telling viewers they can’t go down the drain, but it cracked with tension. John didn’t notice. He was too busy slamming on the brakes to avoid a falling leaf.

We went along that way for the next fifty miles, John driving like someone’s grandmother, while I did my best to reassure him that everything was fine. But deep down in my heart—well, all right, deep down in my bladder—I knew better.
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Adam deals with many things more graciously than I do. Take illness, for example. My first clue that he isn’t feeling well is usually a polite knock on my bedroom door in the middle of the night. After a pause, just as I’m telling myself that I didn’t hear anything and should go back to sleep, a small, gruff voice will rasp, “Mom, U’m gick.”

I’ll drag myself awake to find him standing by my bed, fraught with some horrific assortment of symptoms: blazing fevers, rashes that turn his usually flat little face into a topographical map of Nepal, chest coughs that sound like gang warfare between two prides of lions. Adam’s immune system is weaker than a normal nine-year-old’s, and every germ he catches rollicks gaily through his body, holding orgies of self-reproduction and sending enthusiastic invitations to others of its kind. When Adam gets gick, he gets really, really gick.

Gick, if you haven’t figured it out by now, is Adam’s word for sick. He has learned to speak fairly well in the last few years, but the muscles of his mouth aren’t formed for our language, so he often uses his own. Adamic, we call it. It is a strange dialect, in which syllables are often reversed or replaced with random consonants, sound effects, and gestures. Our youngest daughter, Elizabeth, who learned it along with English, understands Adamic quite well, and often acts as my interpreter. But I don’t need a translation when my son wakes me up in the night. “Gick,” he’ll repeat patiently. There isn’t a trace of a whine in his voice, just a touch of regret. He is clearly sorry to have disturbed me.

Eventually I get out of bed, and we go down the hall together, Adam holding my hand in his small, dry, stubby fingers. We stand in the doorway of his bedroom and assess the damage. This is what always amazes me: if he’s thrown up, he will have done his best to clean the room before involving me. “Bleah,” he will explain, flipping his hand from his mouth outward, as though the smell alone weren’t enough to tell me what happened. “I keen.”

“Yes,” I’ll say. “You cleaned up. Thanks, buddy. Good boy.”

Then Adam, ill and weary as he is, helps me spray the rug with cleanser, scrub out the stain, and change his sheets. He gamely swallows a dose of Tylenol, says “Unkoo, Mom,” and flops down on his pillow, already asleep. The genetic weakness of his muscles (hypotonia, the doctors call it) lets his body fall into strange shapes, as though he has been dropped out of a plane to his death; legs twisted under him, undersize head bent too far back, chunky little arms flung wide. His small, slanted eyes flicker behind their lids as he begins to dream. Watching him, I think he is the most beautiful child I have ever known.

The point here is this: Adam’s gentlemanly stoicism in the face of illness did not come from me. My method is to rage against the dying of the light, and I believe in getting started as soon as the light displays the tiniest flicker. When I was Adam’s age, I would howl and whimper in protest through the duration of the most minor illness. I think I believed that if I could only make the adults as miserable as I was, they would arrange to give me general anesthesia. Perhaps my reaction to pregnancy was Nature’s way of avenging my parents for the trauma they experienced during my childhood.

Now, I am not generally a bitter person. I don’t even have to try to rejoice in the good fortune of others. Usually. But every time I hear a woman say something like “Oh, golly, for the first four months I didn’t even know I was pregnant,” I find my hands clenching into fists and my upper lip curling back to display my teeth—which, by the way, had to be substantially reconstructed after each of my three pregnancies because the enamel had dissolved under a constant barrage of stomach acid. It never took me four months to figure out I was expecting. Oh, no indeed. From the moment Mr. Sperm and Ms. Egg first encountered each other in my fallopian tubes—before they even had time to make any informed decision about going steady, let alone forming a biological unit—I could sense them conspiring to make my life a hell on earth.

The nausea was the worst part. Saying that I was nauseated during pregnancy is like saying that Hurricane Andrew was “breezy with scattered showers.” This was not the morning queasiness my many pregnancy books told me to expect. It wasn’t even the pretty awful feeling you get when you contract an intestinal virus. I am talking about an epic nausea, a vast and overwhelming nausea, a nausea that, in my humble opinion, deserves to be chronicled in song and legend for centuries to come. Seven years after my last day of pregnancy, I still have to swallow hard just writing about it.

Unfortunately, things did not stop at the digestive level. Pregnancy seemed to attack every system and organ in my body. A week or so after Katie was conceived, I took what I thought was a bold step forward and was stunned to see my foot swing out about five inches and plop, like a well-boiled noodle, back to the ground. I had always been very active, had run a few honest-to-goodness marathons in my time, and was used to pushing through pain and fatigue. But when my body was in its reproductive mode, nothing else worked. It was that simple. Throughout each pregnancy, I went around with my teeth clenched, trying to behave like a Harvard woman—firm, strong, dauntless, intimidating—but looking and moving like Deng Xiaoping just before they fired up the cremation furnace.

Then, of course, there was the issue of fainting. I go hot with shame whenever I remember the many times and places my pregnant self passed out. There was never much warning: I would be puttering along pretty well, then suddenly everything would go an unpleasant shade of green and I would pitch over like a bowling pin, to wake up several seconds later on yet another inappropriate horizontal surface.

On most of these occasions, the people around me assumed that I was simply having a normal reaction to the final stages of a tragic drug addiction, and paid no attention. A few thought to call the police, but most exercised that iron-willed inattention that is so basic to the culture of the northeastern seaboard. I remember, for example, that when I fainted in a hardware store, several customers had to step over me to find the right hammer. I was intensely relieved that they pretended not to notice me. Other than these small mercies, I can’t say that I found much to celebrate in my physical experience of gestation.

Years after my final pregnancy “cleared” (I borrow this term from the personnel at the Harvard University Medical Clinic), I was diagnosed with an autoimmune disease that explains the severity of my “morning sickness.” By then we had moved away from Boston, first to our hometown in Utah, where I wrote my doctoral dissertation, then to Arizona. We chose Arizona simply because it was warm and beautiful (reasons that would not have impressed us at all before Adam came along), and we set up our lives to be as stress-free and comfortable as possible. By the time my medical condition was diagnosed, these changes had already made the symptoms much easier to manage.

But back in 1987, when John and I took our trip to New Hampshire, my life was not arranged to accommodate ill health. I had no idea that there was a name, let alone any treatment, for the condition that made my body go wildly haywire during pregnancy. I wasn’t even thinking about it. As we drove our dented, rented car away from the scene of the accident, I quite deliberately refused to admit that the peculiar feeling in my abdomen was accompanied by an overall sense of the Deng Xiaoping weakness I remembered from the months I was pregnant with Katie.

We eventually made it, bashed-up car and all, to the cabin we had rented. The northern New Hampshire woods were beautiful, in that impossibly rich, fecund way that New England forests are beautiful. The air was full of the smells of pine and loam and autumn leaves, a combination that ordinarily would have sent me reeling with delight. The first morning we were there I went out for a walk, and did in fact do a little reeling. The delight part, however, was conspicuously absent. I felt woozy and ill but told myself it was only a little flu bug, possibly something I’d picked up in Japan.

The second day, I was sitting on the cabin steps watching Katie play in the leaves when John rushed up to report that there was a moose, an actual live wild moose, standing in a streambed not a hundred yards from us. Well, this stirred my nature-loving blood, I can tell you. I leapt off the steps and ran to see the moose, ducking swiftly and noiselessly through brush and brambles like the Last of the Mohicans. At least I meant to. What I actually did was waddle forward a few steps like a penguin and collapse.

John, who had already pivoted to lead the moose-watching brigade, stopped dead and looked at me uncertainly. I looked at John uncertainly. Katie looked at us both uncertainly.

“Oops,” I said, grinning at them, my Fang personality taking over to put all our minds at rest. I yanked myself to my feet with a burst of willpower and added, “I think I need to get something in town.”

And so, after watching the moose through binoculars for a while, we all piled in the car and headed to a nearby village. We found a small pharmacy, and John stayed in the car with Katie while I went in to look for a home pregnancy test. Not that I actually thought I might be pregnant, you understand. There was no way I could be pregnant. I found myself arguing with some faceless audience in my mind—the Bunraku puppeteers, I suppose—insisting that, with all the precautions I had taken, I was more likely to be attacked by killer bees than to get pregnant. I just wanted to rule out the possibility, to get rid of the uneasy feeling that had been nagging me since the car accident.

I bought a test and went back to the car. John didn’t ask what was in the little pharmacy bag; I had simply told him that I wasn’t feeling well and needed some over-the-counter medication. We drove back to the cabin, where some of our dearest friends from undergraduate days had arrived in our absence. I scurried into a back bedroom and yanked the pregnancy test out of its wrapper, intending to put my mind at rest then and there. Of course I couldn’t. Such tests require a urine sample from the day’s first piddle, or as my particular test put it, “your first morning stream.” While I appreciated the poetic nature of this instruction (it made me think of dawn light on rushing waterfalls and crystal mountain brooks emanating from my very own bladder), it was extremely frustrating. When I’m not feeling tip-top, my small stores of patience tend to dry up altogether.

I slept restlessly that night, thinking about the intense semester that would begin the day we returned to Cambridge and worrying about the unpleasant dizziness I felt even when I was lying down. At 6:00 A.M., after staring at the ceiling for a couple of hours, I got up and took the pregnancy test into the bathroom. I produced an entirely unromantic First Morning Stream, mixed it with the chemicals that had come in the little plastic test tube, and waited. It was supposed to take five minutes. If the liquid remained clear, I was not pregnant. If it turned blue, I was.

I checked my watch, then looked deliberately out the small window at the lovely autumn foliage. I decided to give the test ten minutes, instead of five, before definitely concluding I was not pregnant—I had always been conscientious and wanted to be absolutely sure I allowed sufficient time. I didn’t even think about what I would do if the test came back positive. There was always the unarticulated but clear possibility of a quick, early abortion—but, of course, I wouldn’t need that. I looked at my watch again. Thirty seconds. I yawned, stretched—and froze. Out on the very edge of my peripheral vision was a flash of blue. I turned slowly toward the test tube, and there it stood, a tiny, crystalline column of turquoise liquid, blushing slowly into a deep royal blue.

It was at that moment that the feeling came. Before I had a single thought, before I was even able to process the meaning of the blue vial, it flowed clear through my body like warm honey, taking my breath away. And instead of thinking through my Plan for Life and clearing out time for the abortion, I found myself lost in a memory so vivid it seemed I had moved back in time.

During my freshman year at Harvard, I ran for hours every day. I would set out for a run—six miles, ten miles, twenty—in howling blizzards, in the middle of the night, sometimes with my backpack full of books still strapped to my shoulders. I ran because I needed to; it muted my anxieties and eased my loneliness. Running was the only thing I did that year that wasn’t completely dominated by fear, or perhaps it was the only time I responded to my omnipresent fears in a way that felt like escape. I ran no matter what the weather, and the winter was terrible. There were times when the wind would blow me backwards or sideways in midstride. There were days when the tips of my toes froze black and I had to wrap pieces of plastic bags around my hands so that my fingers wouldn’t do the same.

In March, as the temperature rose above freezing and the sun began to linger beyond midafternoon for the first time in months, running became an intoxicating pleasure. A Boston Marathoner told me that you could tell it was springtime in New England because the saps were beginning to run. He was right. The warmer weather brought hordes of joggers into my usual path along the Charles River, and I began to look for less crowded routes. That is why, one Sunday in early April, I found myself in the Boston Common, a wide, grassy park in the middle of the city. I had already run across Cambridge, over the long bridge by MIT, and through the seedy Boston neighborhoods near Chinatown. The city was unusually empty that morning, very still in the warm dawn light.

I reached the Common at about 8:00 A.M., and as I jogged onto the path beneath the yellow-green leaves of budding trees, I began to notice strange things. There were people in the park, but not the usual gangs of spiky-haired teenagers and scruffy, homeless beggars. The people were in groups, all elaborately clothed; the men and boys in suits, the women and girls in dresses the color of flowers. There was a kind of quiet decorum to the whole scene that was quite unlike

anything I had seen in Boston. A woman in a lavender gown went past me, pushing a stroller. Tied to the stroller handle was one end of a braided leash. At the other end walked a small dog in a checkered vest and a tie. As they went by I saw that the stroller contained not a baby but a large gray rabbit wearing a straw bonnet. I stopped dead in my tracks—something I never did during a run—and stared.

It was then that the sound began. I felt it before I heard it. The soft ground seemed to swell like something breathing, and through the soles of my feet, up my legs, and into my body rose a thrumming vibration that seemed to bond me with the earth. The exquisite sensation grew more and more intense for several seconds before I began to hear it. It was the clearest, purest tone I had ever heard. As it rose in pitch, I finally realized that it was the sound of a bell.

Boston’s bell makers (like Paul Revere) were famous for good reason. I have heard many bells in my time, but the best of them sound like bashing cooking pots next to the bells I heard that morning. The first one, the deep and almost inaudible one, was joined within minutes by dozens of others, but I never heard anything that sounded like a clapper striking metal. Nor did the sounds seem to come from any particular direction. Instead, the air simply filled with sustained, meltingly sweet tones, like angels singing. The whole scene was so strange and beautiful that tears began to run down my cheeks, faster than I could stop them. I stood in the Common surrounded by this glorious sound, watching the strange loveliness of beribboned people and animals, and seriously debated whether or not I had been transported to some bizarre but benevolent alternate universe.

By the time I got back to my dorm and realized that it was Easter Sunday, the impression had already been made. Despite the perfectly rational, ordinary reasons for that moment in the Boston Common, I had stored it in my memory as a glimpse into a magical world, and that image would never quite go away. It did, however, fade quickly into the realm of quirky and unusual experiences that I was sure had nothing to do with my Plan for Life. As the years went by, I sometimes found myself longing for that moment when I surrendered my common sense to enchantment, but I was far too logical to allow myself to go back there—until that morning in the New Hampshire woods, when I glanced at a tube of blue liquid and felt the magic flooding through me all over again.

By the time the five minutes had elapsed and the pregnancy test results were undeniably positive, I knew that I would not be scheduling an abortion. That was all I knew. I wasn’t sure why I had made the decision to continue the pregnancy. I could feel the puppeteers around me, sounding their invisible bells in some inexplicable but irresistible celebration, and I strongly suspected that this meant I was losing my mind. I checked to see if I was still pro-choice. I was. I examined my internalized schedule for the upcoming year: my teaching, caring for Katie, intense classwork, John’s travel. This was simply not the time for a baby, I thought. But at the word baby, the joyous carol swelled again, and the magic filled my eyes with tears. I stood up, teetered a little, and went to tell John that he was going to become a father for the second time.
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If you ever need some heavy winter clothes at a good price, you should stop by the factory outlets in southern New Hampshire, on the road between Franconia and Boston. I still have some of the sweaters I bought there in 1987, right after I found out I was expecting Adam. They’re good quality—pure wool and all that—and they were dirt cheap, especially considering how large they are. They aren’t what I would choose for my usual wardrobe, but they were perfect at that time, when my objective was not style but camouflage. I intended to hide my delicate condition from all the folks at Harvard for as long as ever I could, and this meant swathing myself in so many yards of fabric that no one could tell whether I was shaped like Ichabod Crane or Luciano Pavarotti.

The factory-outlet shopping spree was John’s idea. When I showed him the results of the pregnancy test, he reacted with a very long silence, followed by a shaky smile. Then he launched into an enthusiastic diatribe about how this was actually a pretty good time to have another baby. After all, he reminded me, we had always wanted two children. Graduate school gave us more flexibility than our future careers probably would. Furthermore, the baby would actually be born right at the beginning of the summer break, which meant that we would have three months to raise it from a plasma pet, then get it into day care before school started again. John babbled on like this for half an hour, his voice so full of forced confidence I thought he might become completely manic and start ricocheting around the room. I sat on the bed in our rented cabin and tried to make myself believe he was right. Then I threw up.

I made it crystal clear to John that the pregnancy was to be kept secret. The thought of my classmates and teachers finding out about it made me throw up again every time it crossed my mind. Since my academic focus was the sociology of gender, most of the people I interacted with at Harvard were staunch feminists. I had always considered myself a staunch feminist, too, but it had been clear since the moment I began my degree program that I did not fully meet the requirements. John and I had married young, by Harvard standards, and my first year as a Ph.D. candidate had been dominated by the struggle to finish enormous amounts of academic work while getting Katie through early infancy. This had led to many humiliating experiences, like the time I absentmindedly covered a statistics assignment with Muppet Babies stickers, or the day one of my famous professors uttered the key word baby during a lecture and my milk let down, soaking the front of my shirt.

The academic year of 1987-88 was going to be my time to redeem my reputation, to put all the mommy stuff behind me and prove that I could be single-mindedly devoted to scholarship. Instead, there I was—a day before the semester started—staring down the barrel of yet another baby. The curious elation I had felt since taking the pregnancy test did not go away, but it quickly became marbled with grim fantasies of the things people at Harvard would say about me when my condition became known. I could hear them in my mind, comparing me to a rabbit, a brood sow, a member of some primitive tribe that hadn’t figured out the connection between sex and reproduction. My imagination broadcast these comments at high volume as I plodded through the New Hampshire factory outlets.

Meanwhile, John was also buying clothes that did not match his style. He was preparing to enter the workforce as a Management Consultant. For this, he needed suits. John had never worn suits by choice. He was wedged into them frequently as a child; even his earliest baby pictures show him in three-piecers with little bow ties, his hair parted and Brylcreemed, looking like a tiny CEO. John’s conservative, churchgoing parents loved to see him dressed this way. Every time we visited them, at Christmas or during the summers, they would murmur politely horrified comments about his clothing, his haircut, the stubble on his chin. They were disappointed to realize that Harvard is not an executive’s fashion Mecca. Actually, it is quite the opposite. I think there is an implicit understanding at the university that too much attention to one’s clothing signals a contemptible lack of focus on the mind. The John I fell in love with wore the typical Harvard clothes his mother loathed: hiking boots, moth-bitten sweaters, and jeans so worn they fit like loose blue skin.

In the autumn of ’87, it looked as though John’s days of slovenly comfort had come to an end. While I was in one store, glumly paying for a cardigan the size of Peru, John was in another becoming a model from one of those business hotel ads in airplane magazines. He bought two Brooks Brothers suits (one gray, one blue), some conservative ties, several white Arrow shirts, suspenders, socks, and Italian shoes. Then, to top it all off, he got his hair cut.

I had always loved John’s hair. It was soft, curly, and very blond, and like most of the other students I knew, he allowed it to grow unpruned for entire academic years. When he returned to his parents’ house the summer after his freshman year, John’s mother had almost fainted at the sight of all that honey-colored hair curling into his eyes and over his collar. To humor her, he cut it all off before he allowed himself to be seen by her friends and neighbors. He did the same thing every summer thereafter, and it always made me sad. When we met just outside the dressing room at the Brooks Brothers outlet, his hair was
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