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​Chapter One: A Difficult Conversation
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The beach is warm and inviting today as Marcia and I lie back under the sun and enjoy our day off together. We have been working hard at our jobs, me as a local bar manager and my wife as an accountant, and it’s rare that we get to actually have a full day off on the same day. She has been complaining for some time about not getting to the beach more often, and she has some reason to be irritated at me for not going with her over the last month. We live just a few miles away and one of the reasons we live in the Fort Lauderdale area is so that we can go to the beach whenever we like. 

“You know, you’ve really been a bad boy recently,” Marcia says after turning to look at me. “You work too much, Ian.”

“I work because I don’t have much of a choice,” I argue. “And it’s good pay. When the boss says I work, I work.”

“You’re the manager,” she replies flatly. “You are the boss.”

“Not the boss,” I remind by beautiful wife. “I’m the manager, but not the owner of the bar. When the owner wants me there, I have to be there.”

Marcia frowns. “There are other employees there who can work more often. You shouldn’t have to fill in so much.”

“When I fill in for a bartender, I get all the tips,” I remind her. “And the tips are sometimes bigger than the paycheck itself.”

“Money’s not everything.”

I laugh. “Well, it’s required for us to enjoy the life that we do, my love. Fort Lauderdale isn’t exactly the cheapest city on Earth to live in.”

My wife and I have lived in this area for the last five years. I took the job as bartender at the bar where I manage at that time and quickly moved up the work ladder there. The owner, Terry Boggs, is a great guy to work for, but tough. He expects a lot out of his employees, and I’m no exception. We all work hard, long hours, but he makes certain we are well rewarded for our efforts. My last Christmas bonus was more than three thousand dollars. There aren’t a lot of places that will give bonuses at all, so I consider myself very fortunate to be in Mr. Boggs’ employ.

“I make more money than you,” Marcia reminds me. “And I’ll bet you could take another job making even less that works you less. We need more time together, after all. Time is growing short.”

I roll my eyes. “Not this again, honey. Please.”

She puts her sunglasses on over her eyes and lies back. “I’m thirty-two, Ian, and I’m not getting any younger. You know that I want to have a baby before I’m thirty-five.”

“We don’t have to have a baby so quickly,” I reply.

“There are more complications the older a woman is when she gets pregnant. I want a healthy baby and I don’t want to worry about gestational diabetes and some of the other stuff that can get worse as a woman gets older.”

“Marcia, we don’t really have to have children, you know. Your mother isn’t going to disown you for not having a baby.”

“But, I want one.”

This is the first time I’ve heard my wife actually make the claim that she wants a baby regardless of what her mother has been saying to her. For the last several years we have endured Margaret’s incessant pleadings to give her a grandchild. We have promised to try at some point, but both Marcia and I have often agreed that our lives are much better without worrying about the encumbrances of children. Why has she changed her mind now?

“You told me we were cool not to have one, Marcia. Remember?”

She huffs as she crosses her arms over her chest. “Well, I guess you can have your way over this, too.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Marcia doesn’t answer for a moment, but when she does she says something I don’t expect. “You got to pick where we lived, remember? We live in this place because of you.”

“What? We both love Fort Lauderdale, honey. You’ve told me that many times before.”

“I wanted to live in Galveston.”

“That water is almost always brown. Here we have nice, blue water.” I wave my hands toward the ocean in front of us. “How can you want to live where the beach looks so much dirtier?”

“It’s not dirtier, Ian. The water there is just different.”

“Baby, we’ve been over this before. You agreed to move here, right?”

“For you. It’s always been about you.”

“Marcia, please...”

“Don’t, Ian. I’m not interested in continuing to talk back and forth about this. You’re obviously not going to give me a baby, so that’s that. Right?” She sits up and glares at me through her sunglasses. “That’s fine. You can have it your way like you always do.” Marcia stands to her feet and then collects the towel she has been lying on.

“Honey, I’m sorry. We can talk about a baby, okay? I’m not opposed to the idea. It’s just that...” I stop myself before saying too much to the love of my life. The last thing I want to do is make myself look even smaller before her as she seethes about my obvious wish to remain a childless couple. 

“It’s okay, Ian. We will keep living just as we have.” She looks over at the parking lot nearby and says to me, “I’m going to just go read in the car for a while. Come up when you’re finished here.” Marcia turns and walks toward the parking lot and I shake my head as I watch her leave me. My heart aches as I wish I could give my wife a resounding yes on the idea of a baby.

The fact is, there is a very good reason why we can’t have children. I have a genetic issue with my testicles that makes producing good, mature sperm almost impossible. Sure, I make plenty of semen, but the little wrigglies that should be inside are either dead or too weak to fertilize an egg. Either way, there are far too few to be successful in getting Marcia pregnant. I’ve known this for the last couple of years since visiting a fertility doctor, but my wife is not aware of this problem. I’m afraid to tell her, as it would be a total embarrassment for me to let her know. 

“Dammit,” I mutter as I look out across the beach in front of me. “Fucking testicles. Motherfucking sperm.” There have been times when I have raged at myself for my inability to make good sperm cells, and even my employees at the bar have noticed that I’m down sometimes while considering my lot in life. It sucks, honestly, but I can never let Marcia know about my problem. Even if she comes to believe I am just a hateful, selfish asshole who refuses to impregnate her.

The breeze that comes across the beach is a welcome one as I get up and stand for
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