
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
happened. I mentioned it to Polly Renshaw.  
Polly and Beth Aaronburg are first cousins.  
Polly must’ve told Beth, and Beth told Karen.” 

“And Karen told me,” I said. “Mom! It would be 
nice if I knew before every other kid in school!” 

“You’re right,” Mom agreed. “I’m sorry.” 

By Christmas vacation, Mom was going around 
saying, “I’m a house, aren’t I?” Nobody 
disagreed.  She looked like she was about to 
burst.  In late January we all came home from 
school to find a new baby boy, Johnny, in the 
bassinet. 

Next school year, right after Thanksgiving, 
Karen motioned me close to her. 

“I’ve got more scuttlebutt,” she said softly. 

“What?” My cheeks burned like she’d just 
smacked me, hard. “A baby?” 

“Yeah, another one.” Karen gave me a knowing 
smile. “Mom told me last night. Hey, I’m trying 
to figure out all the kids in your family.  Is this 
right? Seven kids? Am I missing anybody? 

She handed me a piece of paper with this list 
written on it: 

  Ralph 
  Jimmy 
  Lainie 
  Tommy 
  Bobby 
  Johnny 
  New baby 
I turned away without answering.  Her list was 
accurate, but I was so mad I couldn’t even look 
at her.  And Karen seemed to understand, 
because she didn’t say another word about it for 
the rest of the day. 
“Are you pregnant again, Mom?” I blurted out 
that afternoon. 
   

At first she looked confused. 

“Yes, oh goodness, I’m sorry!” She apologized 
for not telling me, but what good did that do? 

 

 That night, at supper, Mom shared the news 
with the whole family. 

“Lainie, this time when I go to the hospital, 
maybe I’ll bring you back a little sister!” 

Lainie smiled at that.  But four months later, 
on the first day of spring, we all come home to 
find baby number seven, Joey, asleep in the 
bassinet.  


