t's 6 p.m., and we're waiting for our 12-year-old

son, Rob, to retumn from a quick bike ride. We're

going to go out to dinner to celebrate the fact that,
f«dul@&homwmg&.mhveﬁgumd
out an excuse (o not cook at home.

We're locking up the house when a young man
comutomedooundnknfweh-veum.
“There’s been an accident,” he says.

“lsubad""Bathuks
“There's blood everywhere.” he says.
. . )

Sometimes I wonder if parenthood is such a good idea.
Sometimes I envy fish and frogs and lobsters and other
animals that just emit their young in egg form, then swim
or hop or lobster-scoot away from the scene, free of
respoansibility, immune from anguish. I can remember
whea there was nobody in my world as important to me as
me. Oh, I loved other people — my wife, my family, my
friends — and I would have been distraught if something
bad happened 10 them. But I knew 1'd still be here. And
that was the really important thing.

Robdlmgedthn.m;!nubmwmnhemout.
Ioohnghkexcnnkyoldmhed&dncrym
msundyamom kept saying, through her haze of labor
pain, Whylsntheu'ym;?Whylsnthecrymg"”'me
nurse said sometimes they don't cry, but I could see that
the doctor thought something was wrong, because he was
trying to do something with-Rob’s mouth, and he was
having orouble. He whispered something to the nurse and
took Rob away, and the nurse kept saying this was rou-
tine, but we knew it wasa't. I stood there. wearing my
goofy hospital outfit, holding Beth’s hand, trying to cope
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lmkcnhappen(oyou.Youh;vewwwchlthappmlo

yourchdd.mdltmvvgeuanym does it?
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Now Beth and [ are in the car, and P’'m driving 00 fast,
but [ have to; I have to see what [ don’t want to see. Up
ahead some people are gathered on the side of the road,
and a woman is kneeling — she has blood on her dress, a
lot of blood — and lying in front of her, on his back. his
face covered with blowd is . . .

“OhGod."uy:Bcth.“OhGod."’

This is where it ends. for some parerits. Right here, on
the roadside. Myhembtuksfordlaepum Idon’t
know that [ couid survive it.

Now I'm opening the door, out of the car
toward Rob. l-lesmovmghnsnﬂuhnﬂ.lluwavmga:
m.]kspmgmelwenk.bloodyumle,trymgwms-

“Il’s my fault,” he’s saying. “I'm my It’s my fault.”

“I’s OK!” I'm saying. “It’s Ol(!" .

- Please let i it be OK. ==

“I'm son-y * the bloody-dress woum is saying. “I'm
$0 sorry.” She was driving the car that collided with Rob.
He went through the windshield, then was thrown back out
uunmemad.dofw(.accotdmgtomembuhme guys.

“Thlslsmy worst mghrmue, the woman is saying.

“I'm sorry,” Rob is saying. i

“It’s OK!” I'm uymg “You're gang 10 be OK!"

Please.

- n:

He was OK. A broken leg, some skin scraped off, a lot

of stitches, but nothing that won't heal. He'{l be getting

out of his cast in 3 coupie of months,
getting on with his ever-busier life,

with two thoughts: First,

1 had a child — 7 had a child — and

ﬁcomi.nwybemycluldmmm
€.

his friends, his school, his stuff;

That was the most sickeaingly
vulnerable feeling I'd ever felt.
And I didn"t.even know Rob yet.
It turned out he was OK — just a
lide blockage. The doctor gave him
back to us, and we quickly became
traditional first-time pareats,
in a woozy cocoon of j joy

e

he’ll be growing bigger, moving
faster, this brigit comet-boy who
streaked into my universe 12 years
ago and is aiready starting to arc his
Way back-out_ farther from me. from
my controi, from my sight.
Bmdmlnﬂeimdmunevetlu

and exhaustion, taking a genuine
intcllcctual iatcrest in poup, mar-
veling at the thrill we felt, the con-
nection. when our son’s tiny hand
squeezed our fingers.

But the feelmg of vulnerability
didn’t go away. It only got worse,
always lurking inside, forcing me to
accept that | wasa't in control any
more, not when I knew my universe
could be trashed at any moment

table.

Ilblekve!opmensondmnewbuu
comet, zooming through. Whea he
was happy, I was happier than I'd
ever been; but when he was in trou-
ble. . . I can remember every detail
of the time when, at 10 months, he
g0k a bad fever, 106 degrees, his tiny
body burning, and I carried him into
the hospital. thinking / can't take
this, please. let me be able to stop
this, picase, give me this faver: lake.r~

it out of this little boy and put it in
But you can’t do that. You can’t

Beth and I were getting ready to go
out for a nice dinmer st 6 p.m. and
woundupunnghkcwmnchmse

burgers at uabkmthc
gency room; mdhovllob aﬂm’

politely thanking & very nice nurse
fothelpmghmnup.dnewupon
her; and other comical cveats. But

-1 bxawtlaaﬁF&buuba&‘
! really nerdy. and that was my arg-..
ment. Butldouﬁmkl'lleverwy
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that again. Make SURE you wear
your helmets. And WATCH OUT
FOR CARS.




