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On the quiet cul-de-sac of Cedar Circle, where neighbors are close friends, fierce winds of

circumstance threaten to sweep one couple away. Their Down's Syndrome pregnancy is

shattering news for Tory and Barry Sullivan, but the option Barry proposes is abhorrent to Tory.

It will take a wisdom and strength greater than their own to carry them through. That, and the

encouragement only a loving, close-knit community can provide. Over kitchen counters and

across the miles, the women of Cedar Circle lend their support to Tory and to each other as all

of them face their personal struggles, heartaches, and joys. Shining with bright faith and

friendship that illuminates the stormiest night, Showers in Season explores the junction of life's

realities, the cost of obedience, the power of relationships, and the promises of God.

About the AuthorBeverly LaHaye is the best-selling author of (with Terri Blackstock) Seasons

Under Heaven, Showers in Season, and Times and Seasons, and of (with her husband, Tim)

The Act of Marriage. She is the founder and chairwoman of Concerned Women for America

and shares a daily devotional commentary on the nationally syndicated radio show Concerned

Women Today. She and her husband live in southern California.Terri Blackstock is the best-

selling author of the Newpointe 911 and Sun Coast Chronicles suspense series and other

books, including Cape Refuge, Emerald Windows, Seaside, and her novels with Beverly

LaHaye. She has appeared on national television programs such as The 700 Club and Home

Life and has been a guest on numerous radio programs nationwide. --This text refers to the

audioCD edition.From the Back CoverOn the quiet cul-de-sac of Cedar Circle, where neighbors

are close friends, fierce winds of circumstance threaten to sweep one couple away. Their

Down’s Syndrome pregnancy is shattering news for Tory and Barry Sullivan, but the option

Barry proposes is abhorrent to Tory. It will take a wisdom and strength greater than their own to

carry them through. That, and the encouragement only a loving, close-knit community can

provide.Over kitchen counters and across the miles, the women of Cedar Circle lend their

support to Tory and to each other as all of them face their personal struggles, heartaches, and

joys. Shining with bright faith and friendship that illumine the stormiest night, Showers in

Season explores the junction of life’s realities, the cost of obedience, the power of

relationships, and the promises of God.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition

of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 6 If it turns blue, it’s

positive.” The words seemed frightening to Tory as she stood facing her husband in the

bedroom the next morning. The children were still sleeping. She had deliberately risen early

with hopes of putting her fears to rest before breakfast. Barry looked down at his watch. “Eight

minutes left.” “What if we get a false answer? How do we know we can trust this test?” “I trust

it,” he said. “They’re pretty accurate. It was right the last couple of times.” “And what if it’s

clear?” she asked, frowning. “I thought about it all night. A little baby.” Her eyes misted over, and

she swallowed hard. “If it’s clear, you’ll cry a little and go on.” “And if it’s blue?” He grinned.

“You’ll cry a little and go on.” “So it’s a lose-lose situation.” “Win-win, is what I was thinking.”

“Okay, so that vial is either half full or half empty . . . with either clear or blue liquid.” She

clutched her head with both hands. “Why am I so nervous?” “Because you don’t know what you

want. Decide if you want it to be blue or clear.” “What do you want?” she asked. He grinned.

“Blue, I think.” A matching grin tiptoed across her face. “I think I do, too.” He looked at his watch

again. “Five more minutes.” “If it’s going to turn, do you think it would have turned a little by



now?” He got up. “I’m going to look.” “No!” she said, grabbing his arm to stop him. “No, I don’t

want to know.” “Well, I do!” “I changed my mind,” she said, as if her wishes could change the

test’s results. “I want it to be clear.” “Maybe it is.” She fell back on the bed with a bounce. “No, I

want blue.” She threw her hands over her face. “I don’t know.” “You don’t have to make up your

mind,” he said, laughing and bouncing down next to her. “It’s either blue or clear. Simple as

that.” Rolling to his side, he grinned down at her. “This is kind of fun, isn’t it? In the next five

minutes, we could be a family of five.” “Or not.” He checked his watch. “Two more minutes.” She

grinned. “One, two, three . . .” Chuckling, he joined in, and they counted together. When they

reached a hundred twenty, they both launched off the bed and headed for the bathroom,

giggling and almost knocking each other down in the process. Barry reached it first, but didn’t

look. “Are you ready?” “Show me,” she whispered, throwing her hands over her face. She

peaked through her fingers. He was grinning as he held up the vial. The bluest liquid she had

ever seen seemed to glow from it like neon. Tears pushed into her eyes, and a gale of laughter

almost blew her over. Barry started to laugh, too, and setting the vial down, pulled her into his

arms. “We’re pregnant,” he said in a voice soft and high-pitched. “We’re pregnant,” she agreed,

shaking her head, unable to wipe the smile off her face. “Will he be like Spencer, or like Britty?”

“She’ll be altogether different,” Tory said. “Not like either one of them. This baby will be one of a

kind.” --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted

by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter 6 If it turns blue, it’s positive." The words seemed

frightening to Tory as she stood facing her husband in the bedroom the next morning. The

children were still sleeping. She had deliberately risen early with hopes of putting her fears to

rest before breakfast. Barry looked down at his watch. "Eight minutes left." "What if we get a

false answer? How do we know we can trust this test?" "I trust it," he said. "They’re pretty

accurate. It was right the last couple of times." "And what if it’s clear?" she asked, frowning. "I

thought about it all night. A little baby." Her eyes misted over, and she swallowed hard. "If it’s

clear, you’ll cry a little and go on." "And if it’s blue?" He grinned. "You’ll cry a little and go on."

"So it’s a lose-lose situation." "Win-win, is what I was thinking." "Okay, so that vial is either half

full or half empty . . . with either clear or blue liquid." She clutched her head with both hands.

"Why am I so nervous?" "Because you don’t know what you want. Decide if you want it to be

blue or clear." "What do you want?" she asked. He grinned. "Blue, I think." A matching grin

tiptoed across her face. "I think I do, too." He looked at his watch again. "Five more minutes." "If

it’s going to turn, do you think it would have turned a little by now?" He got up. "I’m going to

look." "No!" she said, grabbing his arm to stop him. "No, I don’t want to know." "Well, I do!" "I

changed my mind," she said, as if her wishes could change the test’s results. "I want it to be

clear." "Maybe it is." She fell back on the bed with a bounce. "No, I want blue." She threw her

hands over her face. "I don’t know." "You don’t have to make up your mind," he said, laughing

and bouncing down next to her. "It’s either blue or clear. Simple as that." Rolling to his side, he

grinned down at her. "This is kind of fun, isn’t it? In the next five minutes, we could be a family

of five." "Or not." He checked his watch. "Two more minutes." She grinned. "One, two,

three . . ." Chuckling, he joined in, and they counted together. When they reached a hundred

twenty, they both launched off the bed and headed for the bathroom, giggling and almost

knocking each other down in the process. Barry reached it first, but didn’t look. "Are you

ready?" "Show me," she whispered, throwing her hands over her face. She peaked through her

fingers. He was grinning as he held up the vial. The bluest liquid she had ever seen seemed to

glow from it like neon. Tears pushed into her eyes, and a gale of laughter almost blew her over.

Barry started to laugh, too, and setting the vial down, pulled her into his arms. "We’re

pregnant," he said in a voice soft and high-pitched. "We’re pregnant," she agreed, shaking her



head, unable to wipe the smile off her face. "Will he be like Spencer, or like Britty?" "She’ll be

altogether different," Tory said. "Not like either one of them. This baby will be one of a kind." --

This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the AuthorBeverly

LaHaye, best-selling author of The Act of Marriage and other books, is the founder and leader

of Concerned Christian Women of America and has a daily radio broadcast. She lives in Palm

Springs, California. Terri Blackstock, best-selling author of Private Justice and The Sun Coast

Chronicles suspense series, lives in Clinton, Mississippi --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Showers in SeasonBook TwoBeverly LaHaye / Terri BlackstockDedicationTo Stephen, Beverly’s

dear grandson, who has taught the family that Down’s Syndrome can be a blessing rather than

a curseAnd to all those mothers and fathers of handicapped children who thought it would be a

sacrifice to care for their handicapped child…then discovered it produced some of life’s special

blessingsI will bless them and the places surrounding my hill. I will send down showers in

season; there will be showers of blessings.EZEKIEL 34:26Table of ContentsCover PageTitle

PageDedicationEpigraphCHAPTER OneCHAPTER TwoCHAPTER ThreeCHAPTER

FourCHAPTER FiveCHAPTER SixCHAPTER SevenCHAPTER EightCHAPTER

NineCHAPTER TenCHAPTER ElevenCHAPTER TwelveCHAPTER ThirteenCHAPTER

FourteenCHAPTER FifteenCHAPTER SixteenCHAPTER SeventeenCHAPTER

EighteenCHAPTER NineteenCHAPTER TwentyCHAPTER Twenty-OneCHAPTER Twenty-

TwoCCHAPTER Twenty-ThreeCHAPTER Twenty-FourCHAPTER Twenty-FiveCHAPTER

Twenty-SixCHAPTER Twenty-SevenCHAPTER Twenty-EightCHAPTER Twenth-

NineCHAPTER ThirtyCHAPTER Thirty-OneCHAPTER Thirty-TwoCHAPTER Thirty-

ThreeCHAPTER Thirty-FourCHAPTER Thirty-FiveCHAPTER Thirty-SixCHAPTER Thirty-

SevenCHAPTER Thirty-EightCHAPTER Thirty-NineCHAPTER FortyCHAPTER Forty-

OneCHAPTER Forty-TwoCHAPTER Forty-ThreeCHAPTER Forty-FourCHAPTER Forty-

FiveCHAPTER Forty-SixCHAPTER Forty-SevenCHAPTER Forty-EightCHAPTER Forty-

NineCHAPTER FiftyCHAPTER Fifty-OneCHAPTER Fifty-TwoCHAPTER Fifty-ThreeCHAPTER

Fifty-FourCHAPTER Fifty-FiveCHAPTER Fifty-SixCHAPTER Fifty-SevenCHAPTER Fifty-

EightCHAPTER Fifty-NineCHAPTER SixtyCHAPTER Sixty-OneCHAPTER Sixty-

TwoCHAPTER Sixty-ThreeCHAPTER Sixty-FourCHAPTER Sixty-FiveCHAPTER Sixty-

SixCHAPTER Sixty-SevenCHAPTER Sixty-EightCHAPTER Sixty-NineCHAPTER

SeventyCHAPTER Seventy-OneENJOY THIS EXCEPRT FROM BOOK THREEALSO FROM

BEVERLY LAHAYE AND TERRI BLACKSTOCK…CopyrightAbout the PublisherShare Your

ThoughtsCHAPTER OneAs crises went, Tory Sullivan usually put nausea at the bottom of the

scale. When it was her children who were sick, she dealt with it just fine. She washed their

faces and rinsed out their mouths, and laid them down on the bed with towels in case another

wave assaulted them. Then she would matter-of-factly clean up the mess while she thought

about the lantana plants that needed watering, or how badly she needed to paint the living

room.But she didn’t handle it as well when she was the patient. Queasiness seemed like an

insult to her, as if her body were taking away her control and running rampant like a rebellious

child. She wouldn’t have it. If she stopped thinking about it, it would go away.Tory stopped

rocking and tried to concentrate on the leaves whispering in the breeze. Her friend Brenda

Dodd kept moving in the matching chair on her porch, but the sound and motion made Tory

close her eyes. She didn’t have time to be sick, she thought. She simply didn’t have room for it

on her schedule.The sound of Brenda’s voice, as sweet as it usually sounded, droned on as

she read the words of the article that Tory had written. Tory would have thought it was the

terror of having her words read aloud that had turned her stomach, but the truth was that she

was exceptionally proud of them. She had deliberately brought the article here so that Cathy

and Brenda could be amazed. Cathy Flaherty, in her light blue veterinarian’s lab coat,

responded with dutiful admiration as she chomped on the Fritos she was having for lunch.Tory

wondered if the smell of Fritos made others want to gag.“Cool, you got a zipper on your

front!”Tory looked down at her four-year-old son, Spencer, who sat with Joseph on the steps.

Joseph, Brenda’s nine-year-old, had his shirt pulled up and was showing four-year-old Spencer



the scars healing on his chest. The fact that he’d gotten a heart transplant just a few weeks ago

fascinated Spencer.“It’s not a zipper, Spence,” Joseph said. “It’s where the doctor cut—”“No,

Joseph!” Tory cut in. “Don’t…please don’t…” But she couldn’t get the words out. It took too

much concentration not to let her body have its way.Brenda shot Tory a puzzled look and

leaned down to her startled son. “Your surgery may be a little too graphic for Spencer,” she

explained softly.“Just give him the broad picture,” Cathy suggested with a wink.“No.” Tory didn’t

want them to think she was angry at Joseph for going too far. Spencer had seen much worse

on television. Just the other day, she had caught him watching a face-lift on cable. “It’s me.” She

touched her stomach and tried to turn back the wave of nausea.Brenda and Cathy gaped at

her as if waiting for the rest of a sentence. After a few seconds, Spencer lost interest in

Joseph’s chest and began turning cartwheels in the grass. “Look, Mommy!”Tory couldn’t

look.“Tory, are you okay?” Cathy asked. “You look as white as a couch potato.”Brenda laughed.

“A couch potato?”“Well, yeah. They never get any sun. Tory?”Tory couldn’t manage a smile.

She opened her eyes and got slowly to her feet. “I don’t feel so good.”Brenda looked up at her,

alarmed. “Tory, you really don’t look good. What’s wrong?”“Just a little…sick.” She stood there

for a second, then bolted for Brenda’s front door. “Bathroom…”Brenda launched out of her

chair and threw open her front door, and Tory dashed into the house and made a beeline for

the bathroom.When she came out several minutes later, Cathy, Brenda, Joseph, and Spencer

were all lined up in the hall, looking at her as if she’d just performed an amazing stunt.“Tory, did

you eat breakfast this morning?” Brenda asked her.“Of course,” she said, still feeling wobbly.

“Wheaties. Breakfast of Champions, huh, Spence?”“Maybe the milk was bad,” Spencer

suggested. “Bad milk makes me hurl.”“The milk was not bad,” she said. “I’ve been feeling a little

sick off and on for a while, but it hasn’t gotten me like that before. Maybe it’s a bug. Guess I’d

better get out of here so Joseph doesn’t get it.” She realized how serious it could be for Joseph

to contract a virus. Because of the high-dose steroids he was taking to keep from rejecting his

heart, his immune system couldn’t protect him at all. “Oh, Brenda, I’m so sorry.”“It’s fine,”

Brenda said, though Tory knew she must be concerned. “Just passing you in the hall isn’t going

to make him sick. The kids are bringing home backpacks full of germs every day.”“Do you have

any Lysol? I really should sanitize the toilet so Joseph won’t be hurt by the germs.”“Don’t worry

about it. I’ll do it. You go on home.”“No, I think she should do it,” Cathy said with that amused

look on her face. “Just pull that puppy up and go boil it for a couple of hours. David must have a

vat you could use.”Joseph looked horrified, and Spencer looked fascinated. “They boil toilets?”

Joseph asked.“No.” Brenda playfully shoved Cathy. “She’s kidding, guys. Tory, you don’t have to

sanitize my toilet. Just go take care of yourself.”Tory was too distracted to laugh. She knew that

Brenda was too kind to tell her that the more time she spent here apologizing, the more germs

she would spread. So she took Spencer’s hand and started out the door.“Want me to walk with

you?” Cathy asked, hurrying out beside her. Thankfully, she had gotten rid of the Fritos while

Tory was in the bathroom.“That’s okay. I’ll be fine. I have to go pick up Brittany.”“I could do that

for you before I go back to the clinic.”Tory considered that, then decided that it wouldn’t be

necessary. “No, I think I’m over it now. Really. Boy, I hate being sick.”“Unlike the rest of us who

enjoy it?” Cathy asked with a smirk. Her blonde ponytail bobbed as she walked along beside

them. She wore a white T-shirt under her lab coat, jeans, and Nike tennis shoes. Tory envied

Cathy for being so unself-conscious. “Spencer’s probably right,” Cathy said. “You probably ate

something that made you sick. What’d you guys have for supper last night, Spencer?”“Pork

chops,” Spencer said with a sour look. “They tasted like Daddy’s shoes.”Cathy laughed and

looked at Tory. “Mmm. Sounds good. He’s tasted his daddy’s shoes, has he?”Tory couldn’t help

grinning now. “The pork chops were dry. Barry said they tasted like shoe leather. They did not



make me sick. No one else in my family is nauseous.”“That’s ‘cause we all spit them out when

you weren’t looking,” Spencer announced.Cathy’s mouth came open in delight. “You see

there?”“Okay, so I’m sick from the pork chops,” Tory conceded. But that didn’t explain the

queasiness that had assaulted her for several days.Giving up, Cathy told Spencer to take care

of his mom, then bopped back across the cul-de-sac. “Call me if you need anything,” she said

over her shoulder. “I’ll be home around four.”“I will.”As they reached their house, Spencer

looked up at her with big, serious eyes. “Want me to get you a barf bag?”She couldn’t imagine

where in the house they might have such a thing. “I’m okay, honey. Let’s just get in the car and

go get Britty.”The wave of nausea passed over her again as she drove to Brittany’s school at

noon to pick her up. Beside her, Spencer was chattering nonstop about the action figure he

wanted for Christmas, even though it was only October.The nausea ambushed her again as

she got into the line of traffic picking up kids at the school. Quickly, she pulled out of the line

and parked the car.Spencer looked up at her, puzzled. She saw in the rearview mirror that

Brittany was standing on the curb staring at her with a troubled expression, not knowing

whether she should launch out in front of the stream of cars to her mother, or wait patiently as

her teacher had told her. To her children, obedience was always a cause for careful

consideration. It was one of the few things they thought about before doing it. “Come on,

Spence. I need to run in and use the bathroom.”“Are you gonna barf again?”The crude

question made her situation even more urgent. Without answering, she got out and waited for

Spencer, then grabbed his hand and crossed the busy lane of traffic.“Mommy, what are you

doing?” Brittany asked as she approached.She kissed Brittany’s forehead, then put Spencer’s

hand in hers. “Both of you just stand here for a minute. Mommy has to use the bathroom.” She

darted into the school just as she heard Spencer explaining, “She’s been puking all over the

place.”Wondering where he’d gotten these expressions, Tory made it to the bathroom, into the

stall, and stood with her back to the door, thinking, perhaps, that the feeling would pass. She

took a deep breath and tried to concentrate on something other than her stomach.She really

did not have time for this.She had promised herself she would write this afternoon while the

children were napping. She wanted to tweak her article one more time before sending it off,

and she had that deadline looming over her. Nausea was an unexpected factor in this

equation.As if in answer to her mental declaration that she didn’t have time, her body

proceeded to show her that it could make time for whatever illness had gripped her.She

couldn’t remember feeling this way since the last time she was pregnant.She rose up slowly,

trembling, as the thought seemed to settle on her consciousness like a visitor who liked the

view.No, she couldn’t be pregnant. Not when she had just gotten one child in school and the

other in a Mother’s Day Out program three mornings a week. Not when she was finally writing

and selling her work. Not when she had gotten her priorities straight and listed them so tightly

that there was little room for adjustment.The wave came over her again, and she leaned over

the toilet.She couldn’t be pregnant!As if in answer, that stranger settling on her consciousness

seemed to say, Of course you can.She went to the sink and cupped water in her hand, drank

some, and splashed the rest on her face. Her makeup wasn’t waterproof, so she set about

trying to blot it and repair it, but it was no use. At least her hair still looked decent. The teachers

at the school had never seen Tory when she looked less than her best. Beauty and control

were both near the top of her priority list, and today she seemed to be losing her grip on

both.The worst part of the nausea was gone, though she still felt the queasiness lurking

somewhere in the back of her mind. She forced herself to head back to her kids.Spencer had

engaged the poor, bedraggled teacher in conversation, and was telling her about his mother

getting sick all over his friend’s bathroom. She supposed that, in Spencer’s mind, that wasn’t a



patent lie, for he’d probably misinterpreted the Lysol exchange. But she found it hard to look

the teacher in the eye as she took her kids’ hands.“Are you all right, Tory?” the teacher asked.“I

don’t know what’s wrong with me,” she said on a laugh. “Just not feeling my best.”“I’ve thought

you were getting too skinny lately,” the teacher said. “You’ve always been thin, but you’re even

thinner than usual. My friend started losing weight like that and found out she had stomach

cancer.”Tory tried to plaster a pleasant look on her face, and fought the urge to thank the

woman for her cheery optimism. “I watch my weight, that’s all.” She took each child by the

hand. “I probably just have a stomach virus. Either that, or I’m pregnant.”She couldn’t believe

she had said the words out loud, and as the teacher’s pointy eyebrows shot up, Tory began to

laugh, as if that was the funniest thing she’d ever said. The woman joined in with as much mirth

as Sarah and Abraham must have had upon hearing of Sarah’s pregnancy.Fortunately, her kids

were fighting at the time, because Spencer was certain that Brittany had gotten their mother’s

good hand, and he wanted to trade. Brittany never did anything Spencer asked without a fight,

even when she knew that one hand was as good as the other. Neither of them heard the

explosive word that had rolled off her tongue like a prophecy.She got them both to the car,

belted them in, and sat with the car idling as she tried to decide if she needed to run back in for

one last round with the toilet. As she did, she tried to count back to her last period. Was it late?

She had it written down, she thought. On the calendar in the kitchen, she always used little

dots to indicate her cycle. She could count up the weeks.But as she drove, she began to feel

that loss of control again. Her well-planned life was tipping a little on its axis. She and Barry

had planned for both Brittany and Spencer. They hadn’t planned for a surprise. Tory didn’t like

surprises, and she didn’t like disruptions to her schedule. She had her days planned down to

the moment. Brittany could tie her shoes, and Spencer could make his own peanut butter

sandwich. She didn’t have the heart to start over with an infant.The nausea seemed to subside

as she blew the air conditioning into her face, despite the fact that Brittany and Spencer

complained about being cold. Usually, she deferred to them, but today she had no choice. By

the time they pulled into their driveway, she was feeling better.She got out of the car and

helped her children out, then went straight for that calendar.She counted the weeks—one, two,

three, four, five…She shook her head. That couldn’t be right. She would have realized it.…six,

seven, eight, nine…She stood there for a long moment, gaping at the calendar weeks, while

Brittany and Spencer began to fight over whether to watch reruns of Full House or Saved by

the Bell.How could this be? How could she have missed an entire period without realizing it?

The answer came to her suddenly. Joseph.Her first missed period had been during the worst

part of Joseph’s illness, before they had found a heart. He had been dying, and Tory had hung

on with Brenda. She and Sylvia and Cathy, her other neighbors, had been steeped in grief and

worry, not to mention the stress of trying to raise money to pay the medical bills. As Joseph

slipped away, Tory’s period must have slipped her mind.Now she had missed another one.She

stood there with her mouth open, counting the weeks over and over, wondering if she had just

forgotten to mark the calendar. But she knew it wasn’t an oversight. All the signs pointed to

pregnancy.But it couldn’t be! She and Barry hadn’t planned to have more kids. She was thirty-

five years old, and their family was complete. Could she really be pregnant?“Everybody back in

the car!” she yelled, desperately trying to take back the reins of her life. “We have to go to the

drugstore.”“Can I get a Darth Vader?” Spencer asked, seizing on his mother’s obvious

distraction.“Yes.”“I want M&M’s,” Brittany shouted.“Okay.”As she grabbed her purse and headed

back out to the car, she checked off her list in her mind. Action figure, M&M’s…And the fastest

pregnancy test she could find.CHAPTER TwoCathy didn’t give Tory’s nausea another thought

as she finished up the load of laundry she had folded during her lunch hour. She tripped over



Mark’s backpack as she was taking a stack of folded clothes to his room. Since he was

supposed to be at school, and she was quite sure that they hadn’t had any kind of seventh

grade holiday, she was baffled. She unzipped it and saw a couple of textbooks, several dirty,

dog-eared folders, three pencils, a sharpener, and pencil shavings on the bottom of the bag,

along with other filthy substances she didn’t want to examine too closely. His lunch was

smashed in a sack between his English and history books. He obviously hadn’t changed

backpacks or decided not to use it today. Everything he needed was in here.Had those

adolescent hormones so flooded his brain that he had forgotten to take it? Had he not noticed,

when he got on the bus this morning, that he was empty-handed? She sighed, conceding to

herself that she was about to enter the twilight zone of teenagehood with him. It was too soon.

She didn’t know if she could survive it with a third child. Rick and Annie had already driven her

to the brink of insanity.She picked up the backpack, wondering if they made textbooks out of

cement these days, since the pack was so heavy that no normal backbone could support it. No

wonder he hadn’t wanted to carry it. But it was after lunch by now. Hadn’t he noticed that it was

missing? Why hadn’t he called her and asked her to bring it to him?She got into her pickup and

dropped the backpack on the seat. Maybe all her admonitions to her children that they’d better

be in serious physical jeopardy to call her at the clinic had finally gotten through. But it seemed

unlikely that he would heed her warnings now. This was the same kid who had called her

during his lunchtime last week and asked her to bring him a Snickers bar before fifth period

because he needed it to bribe his teacher. She remembered shouting something about how

Mrs. Jefferson’s dying cat was more important than a stupid Snickers bar, and that if he’d done

his homework he wouldn’t have to worry about bribing teachers. He had slammed the phone

down, as if she had done him wrong.Now, just a few days later, he was too considerate to call

her about his backpack? She didn’t think so.She got to the school, parked in front of the door,

and flung the backpack over her shoulder. Trudging along like a hiker carrying a VW on her

back, she made her way to the office.The overworked office worker looked up at her as she

came in. “May I help you?”“Yeah,” she said, out of breath as she slid the backpack off and

dropped it onto the counter. “These things weigh a ton. They ought to put wheels on them or

something. Our kids are all going to grow up bent over like ninety-year-old men.” She saw that

the lady was in no mood for her humor. “Uh…I need to send this to Mark Flaherty, seventh

grade.”The woman turned to her computer to look up Mark’s schedule, then lowered her

glasses and peered at Cathy over the top of them. “Mark is absent today.”“No,” she said,

leaning across the counter to look on the screen. “He’s here. He just forgot his backpack.”The

woman looked at the screen again. “Sorry. He’s been marked absent in every class.”Cathy’s

mouth fell open. Had he been kidnapped on the way to the bus stop, or had he deliberately cut

school? “Would you do me a favor?” she asked. “Would you look up his friends? Andy Whitehill

and Tad Norris? Are they here?”She typed their names in, then shook her head. “No, I’m afraid

they’re absent, too.”Her face grew hot. She wondered if smoke was coming out of her ears. Any

minute now the top of her head would blow off. “So you’re telling me that my son and those two

are playing hookey?”“They’re not here,” the woman said, smiling now, as if she finally heard

something that amused her.“Well, don’t you people call parents when kids don’t show up? I

mean, what if he’d been kidnapped or something? They’d have made it to Memphis by

now.”“You’re supposed to call us,” the woman said. “If your child is going to be out, you’re

supposed to call by nine.”“But if he’s not supposed to be out, and I don’t call, what then?”“Then

he’s marked unexcused.”“Well, if he’s dead, it doesn’t really matter if it’s unexcused, does it?”

she asked, raising her voice more with each word. “As some kidnapper hauls my child across

the country, it’s not really relevant if he gets zeroes on his assignments!”The woman removed



her glasses and gave her a disgusted look. “Mrs. Flaherty, don’t you think you’re overreacting a

little? Your son obviously skipped school with his friends. Instead of blaming us, why don’t you

go look for him? I suggest you try the homes of the other two boys. They’re probably

there.”Flinging the backpack back over her shoulder, she trudged back out to her car. She was

perspiring as she flew to the home of one of the boys. Looking up, she saw that one of the

upstairs windows was open and smoke was drifting from it. Someone was home, and they

were smoking enough to fill a saloon in Marlboro Country.She went to the door and rang the

bell, then banged on the door like someone with authority. She wasn’t sure if that would help or

not. Authority might be just the thing to keep them from answering the door.She heard

footsteps on the stairs, heard someone say, “It’s your mother, man!” Then more footsteps…

After several moments, Andy opened the door. He was faking sickness. He squinted his eyes

as if she had gotten him out of bed, and wore an expression that was a perfect counterfeit of

the one Tory had worn earlier. “Oh…hi, Dr. Flaherty. What are you doing here?”She crossed

her arms. “You should really join the drama club, Andy. Your talents are wasted

here.”“Huh?”She sighed with disgust. “I’m looking for Mark. I know he’s here.”“No,” he said. “I’m

sick, and nobody’s here.”She was getting tired of this, so she pushed open the door and bolted

past him into the house. “Mark Flaherty!” she called upstairs. “I know you’re here. Get down

here immediately! You don’t want me to come after you.”Slowly, Mark emerged from the room

upstairs. He came down the stairs, reeking of cigarette smoke. “Hi, Mom.”“Get in the car.” She

waited as her son rushed out of the house, then turned back to the boy who lived there. “Get

one of your parents on the telephone, Andy. They need to know about this.” She looked

upstairs and raised her voice again. “And Tad, you’d better get down here and when Andy’s

finished, you can call yours.”“But Mrs. Flaherty…I really am sick,” Andy whined. “It’s not my fault

Mark and Tad came over here.”“Just call them.”She spoke to both sets of parents—neither of

whom knew their kids weren’t at school—and prayed that they would do something about it,

instead of just shaking their fingers at their wayward sons. Then she went back out to her car.

Mark looked as if he feared for his life. As she started the car and popped it in reverse, he

turned his round, innocent eyes to her.“Mom, I’m sorry. I’ll never do that again.”“Got that right.”

She glanced over at him. “You were smoking, too, weren’t you?”“We were just playing around. I

didn’t even inhale.”“Oh, now there’s an original thought.” She turned right at the red

light.“Where are we going?”“Back to school,” she said.“Mom, you can’t take me there. There’s

only forty-five minutes left till the bell rings.”“You got unexcused absences in every class, but by

golly, you will not get one in your algebra class. You’re going to go to that school and face that

principal with what you’ve done, and then you’re going to go to that class and learn something.

Am I making myself clear?”“Yes, ma’am.”“And then you’re going to come home and learn

something.”“What? Are you going to ground me from breathing oxygen for a month?”“Worse.

And frankly, Mark, I need time to think about it. I’ll have figured it out by the time you get

home.”“Well, how bad is it gonna be? Will I be better off running away from home?”“Don’t even

think about it. I’ll hunt you down and find you.”“You know, they’ll probably suspend me for

cutting school. You realize that, don’t you? That you might be responsible for getting me

suspended?”“I’m not responsible, Mark, you are. And I’m willing to let you suffer whatever

consequences you’ve brought on yourself. I don’t like it, and it makes me so mad that I can

hear my heart beating in my ears…” She swallowed and tried to calm her voice. “But that’s the

way it goes, and I want this to be such an unpleasant memory for you that you never want to

repeat it.”“I’m already there.”“Oh, no,” she said. “Not by a long shot. You have a long way to go,

kiddo.”CHAPTER ThreeBrenda Dodd went from sanitizing her bathroom to interviewing for the

job she had been praying she could get, but she worried that she smelled of Lysol as she



stepped into the busy room. It was a telemarketing firm, and she looked around and saw

dozens of people sitting in cubicles with headsets on, talking to people who didn’t want to be

bothered.She swallowed back her trepidation and, clutching her purse, looked for someone

who seemed to be in charge. She saw a real office, with four walls and a ceiling, at the back

corner of the room, so she cut across the floor. Everyone was talking at once. How could they

hear themselves think?She reached the door. Peering in, she saw a disheveled man sitting at a

desk behind a mound of paperwork. She knocked.“Yeah,” the man said without looking up.She

stepped into the doorway. “Uh…I’m Brenda Dodd. I spoke to you on the phone?” When he still

didn’t look up, she added, “I’m here for the job interview?”He finally looked up at her and

gestured toward a chair. “Have a seat.”He turned back to the computer he’d been typing on,

and got a scowl on his face. “Give me a break!” he bit out, then shot to his feet and headed to

the door. Without saying a word about where he was going, he burst out into the workroom.

She watched through the door as he raced to one of the cubicles and bent over to chew

someone out. She couldn’t hear what he was saying, but it was clear from the look on his face

that he was livid.The young woman he had verbally assaulted winced and began to clear her

desk. He kept railing behind her, and finally, she abandoned the rest of her personal items and

took off for the door.Brenda’s heart sank.He came back in and took his seat, still angry. His

face was red, and she wondered if he had high blood pressure and ulcers. “So…what did you

say your name was?” he demanded.“Brenda Dodd,” she said, trying to smile.“And why, exactly,

do you think I’d want to hire you?”She didn’t know if that was a deliberate insult, or one of those

psychological employers questions designed to see what she was made of. She sat straighter,

and clutched her purse more tightly. “Because I’m good with people, and I’m diligent and hard-

working. I need a job I can do at night when my husband isn’t working, because one of my

children had a heart transplant not too long ago, and I need to be there for him during the

day.”“Uh-huh,” he said, looking down at something that she assumed was the application she

had sent in earlier. It was clear he had little interest in her problems. “Any experience?”She had

decided on the way here that she wouldn’t let her stay-at-home-mom status get in the way of

this. “Yes, lots. I’ve been an educator, a health care provider, a bookkeeper, an administrator,

an interior designer, a chef, and an executive assistant.”He frowned and looked up at her. “You

must not stay at anything very long.”Her smile broadened. “Actually, I’ve been doing all of them

at the same time for thirteen years.”She could see the struggle on his face to picture a job that

encompassed all of those things. “Well, then you may be overqualified to work here,” he said.

“The last thing I need is some over-educated bonehead—”“Oh, I’m not over-educated,” she cut

in, realizing she had made herself look too good. “Really. I don’t even have a degree.”“Then

where did you work all those years?” he asked, flipping through her application. “Says here you

were a housewife…” His voice faded off, and he looked up at her as the light dawned. “Wait a

minute. You were being cute, weren’t you? Making yourself out to be some kind of genius when

all you are is a lousy housewife.”Her smile crashed. She thought of defending herself, telling

him that she had not overstated her qualifications, that she had home-schooled her four

children until this year, that she had nursed her child when he was at death’s door, that she had

managed the bills and the finances in their home, that she cooked and cleaned and decorated

on a shoestring, that she was her husband’s biggest supporter and helpmeet. But this man

would not be impressed.She got up and smoothed out the creases on her skirt. Her voice

trembled as she said, “Mr. Berkley, I don’t think I want this job after all. I’m sorry I wasted your

time.” She started to the door, her knuckles turning white as she clutched her purse.“Wait,” he

said.She didn’t know why she stopped, but she did, and slowly turned around.“Sit down,” he

ordered.She hesitated.“Come on,” he said impatiently. “If you come back in here and sit down,



you’ve got the job.”Her eyebrows shot up. She wasn’t sure if the emotion flooding through her

was relief or dread. Slowly, she went back to the chair and sat down.“I don’t care if you were a

housewife or a princess in Peru. Can you work seven to midnight?”“Yes,” she said. “But…who

do we call that late? I mean, aren’t people in bed?”“We reserve our West Coast calls for the

later hours, since they’re three hours earlier.”“What exactly are you selling here?” she

asked.“Lots of things. We have a number of accounts. We sell everything from magazine

subscriptions to diet programs. When can you start?”“Uh…well, maybe tonight.”“All right,” he

said. “Report here at seven. I’ll get you set up before I leave for the day. And don’t be late. I

hate people who are late.”As she headed back out to her car, Brenda tried to tell herself that

she was excited about her new job. It would bring much needed income into the household,

and take some of the pressure off of David, who made furniture for a living. She would be there

all day for Joseph, and still get to spend three and a half hours with Leah, Rachel, and Daniel

before she had to report to work. She and David could make up their time together on

weekends. It would all work out.But as she got back into her minivan, she sat there for a

moment, making a valiant effort not to cry. When she was certain she had her emotions under

control, she started the car and headed home. She wished Sylvia was still living in Cedar

Circle. This was one of those times when she would have called her neighbor and asked her to

pray. But Sylvia was in Nicaragua, working as a missionary. Noble work. Purposeful work.

Godordained work.She wondered what Sylvia would say about Brenda reentering the work

force this way. She would probably blame herself because she and Tory and Cathy hadn’t

raised more money to pay Joseph’s hospital bills. The truth was that her friends had raised

more than enough to pay for Joseph’s transplant. But now the costs of the drugs he took, the

frequent visits back to the doctor, and the weekly biopsies to head off his rejection of the heart

were phenomenal. She had wondered more than once over the last few weeks if they had done

the right thing when they took their house off the market. Maybe they should have sold it after

all.But as she began to sink into depression, she began to sing the soft, clear chorus of “I Love

You, Lord.” As always, her spirits rose back to bearable heights. She was blessed, she thought.

Joseph was alive. Her other children were safe and healthy. David, though an unbeliever, was a

wonderful father and an attentive husband. And now she had a job.Yes, she told herself as she

headed up the mountain to Cedar Circle. She was blessed, indeed.CHAPTER FourThe

secondhand car that Harry had insisted on buying for Sylvia in León, Nicaragua, was a 1975

Fiat Berlina that sounded like a lawn mower and drove in fits and starts. The morning they had

bought it, the back window had fallen out and shattered on the backseat. They had not been

able to get the glass to replace it, so they had taped plastic across the hole with duct tape to

keep out the rain.She wished it wasn’t the rainy season in Nicaragua. If it weren’t, she might

not have had so much trouble getting around. Her windshield wipers didn’t work, and despite

all the duct tape, there was a leak somewhere that caused a puddle to form in the backseat

every time she took the car out in the rain.She found the university, which was her main

landmark in her directions to the restaurant, since the Nicaraguans weren’t big on addresses.

The restaurant where she was meeting another American missionary couple was a half block

north. She found it with little trouble, located a place to park the car, and got out.A child about

the age of Joseph Dodd, her little nine-year-old neighbor back home, approached the car,

soaking wet from the rain and carrying a dead chicken. In Spanish, he asked her if she wanted

to buy it, but she shook her head and thanked him. She wished she spoke more Spanish. She

missed talking to children, hearing their funny little thoughts, laughing at their antics. The

children here were no different than they were in Tennessee. Except they were much more

conscious about money, because they had to help their families make a living.The child



spouted out some more Spanish, then in broken English, asked, “Watch your car?”She had

been through this every time she had parked the car, so she knew what he wanted. “Si,” she

said. “You watch my car.” Clutching the dead chicken, which she knew he would sell before she

returned, the child leaned possessively against her car.It was a ritual that had taken some

getting used to. She had learned the hard way to allow someone to “watch her car,” when her

side mirror and all four hubcaps had been stolen off the car the first time she’d parked it. She

learned quickly that, if someone offered to car sit, you had to let them, or they would rob you

blind. Then when you returned, you had to pay them something before getting in. Sometimes

the person watching the car when she returned wasn’t the same person she’d started with. But

she had to pay them nonetheless.She hurried up to the La Cueva del León and saw that the

young couple was already there waiting. She rushed in, and the Andersons got to their feet.

“I’m so sorry I’m late,” she said. “I still get so lost here. And my windshield wipers don’t

work.”“Don’t worry about it,” Julie Anderson said as they sat back down. She was a slight

woman with short blonde hair and big brown eyes. Her husband, Jeb, was about five-eight and

round, but had a jolly face that was always lit up in a smile. Sylvia had heard that children loved

him.She ordered puntas de filete a la jalapena, then settled back, trying to get comfortable with

the couple she had been praying for. They had come here strictly on faith with hardly any

support at all, and seemed to lack any clear direction for their ministry. Yet they had resisted

joining with her and Harry, as if they were certain that God wanted them working elsewhere in

the city.“I’m sorry Harry couldn’t be here. He’s so busy with the clinic. You wouldn’t believe the

number of people he sees each day. I’ve been staying real busy myself, just checking up on his

sickest patients. You know, if you wanted to come help out, there’s tremendous ministry

opportunity. We need more people to visit the patients at home, to make sure they’re taking

their medicine and doing all right. It really builds trust. We’ve seen dozens of people come to

Christ already. And Pastor Jim is doing a great job with them.”Julie looked at her husband, then

Jeb leaned on the table. “That’s what we wanted to talk to you about,” he said. “We feel like

we’ve gotten our marching orders from God. We have a plan now.”Sylvia had visited with them

a couple of other times and had been amazed at the number of things they had tried in their

missionary work. Their work seemed to be constantly unsuccessful, yet they didn’t lose heart.

She had encouraged them to develop a ministry plan, since they seemed to be going in too

many directions. “Great,” she said. “What is it?”“We’re going to start a school,” Julie said.“A

school?”“Yes, a Christian school,” Jeb said. “We’re both teachers, and we know other Christian

teachers in the States who are trying to raise their support right now so they can come join

us.”“We figured it was a great way to reach the little ones,” Julie said, “and then possibly reach

their families through them. And we were wondering if you would be interested in teaching

there with us.”Sylvia’s eyes widened. “But I can hardly even speak Spanish. I couldn’t

communicate with them. And I don’t have a teaching degree.”“You don’t have to have one,” Julie

said. “And the kids need to learn English. You could teach them that.”“Think about it, Sylvia,”

Jeb said. “While you’re teaching them English, you can also teach them the Bible. And we

know how you love kids…”She had to admit that she liked the idea. Even while she had urged

Julie and Jeb to get a plan, she’d found herself lacking one. Harry’s mission was clear. Hers

had been a little hazier, especially since she was still learning the language.“Well, where do

you plan to have this school?”“Here in León. We found an old building over near San Felipe

Church. It used to be a warehouse of some kind, but we were able to buy it with the money our

church sent us. We’ve finished cleaning it out, and we’re about to start painting the classrooms.

There won’t be many at first, but we figure we’ll grow.”“Well, it sounds wonderful. But didn’t your

church send you that money to live on?”“They wanted us to use it for God’s work,” Julie said.



“God will meet our needs, but we felt very clearly that the Lord wanted us to use it for the

school.”Sylvia had her own thoughts on the difference between walking in faith and demanding

miracles. She had learned the hard way that God could not be manipulated.Julie leaned

forward, locking eyes with Sylvia. “Do you think Dr. Harry would let us promote the school

through his clinic? We need to be able to talk to the families, convince them that this would be

good for their children…”“Well, I don’t know. Harry doesn’t like to bombard his patients with too

much at once. His main goal is to meet their physical needs, so that they can hear the gospel.

If they’re getting too many messages at the same time, it might make it harder for them to listen

to his message about Jesus.”“But we’re all in this together for the same purpose,” Jeb said.

“Whether we get them to your little church or to our little school, Jesus is lifted up.”Sylvia tried

to banish her negative thoughts. These two needed encouragement, but she wasn’t sure she

had any to offer. “How many students do you have signed up so far?”Jeb and Julie exchanged

looks again. “Well…none.”“None at all?”“Well, no. But we have faith that God is working in this.

We know he told us to do this. The building practically fell into our hands, and we’ve had

supplies like paint and the tools we’ve needed fall into our laps. Our church back home is

collecting textbooks already…”“But you don’t have one child yet? And you’ve spent all this

money on this building?”“We’re calling it The Ark,” Jeb said. “We’re building this school on faith.

We’re being obedient, even if it looks crazy. We know God is in this, Sylvia.”Sylvia tried not to

dash their hopes with her practical wisdom. She loved seeing faith like theirs, but part of her

couldn’t help worrying that their dreams would be destroyed in the next few months. Things

worked very slowly around here, and they could pour all of their time, money, and energy into

something that was doomed to failure. If God had really told them to do this, that was one

thing, but she feared it was one of those times when a missionary, so desperate to see God’s

results in their lives, heard his own voice and attributed it to God. They would need students,

teachers, materials, lesson plans…Too many things would have to come together to make this

work.Still, she promised she would talk to Harry and see what they could do.As she headed

back out into the warm rain, she looked up at the hills surrounding León, lined with houses with

red-tiled roofs. She missed the different kind of hills surrounding her home in Breezewood. She

missed the ease of life and the things she could take for granted. She missed feeling purpose

and certainty in her life, as she had as a young mother with children at home. She feared she

might never know that kind of purpose again.She wondered if Brenda and Cathy and Tory were

all right. She could sure use one of their round-porch discussions right now. It would be heaven

to sit on her porch with her neighbors, sipping sweet tea and talking about their children and

their husbands and their churches. She longed for Brenda’s vibrant optimism, for Cathy’s sharp

wit, for Tory’s honest faith.Oh, how she missed them.She couldn’t wait to get home and send

them an e-mail, just to touch base. Maybe her latest stories would remind them how blessed

they were.CHAPTER FiveThe pregnancy test couldn’t be used until the next morning, so Tory

hid it under her pillow and decided not to tell Barry until she was sure. But as Tory cooked

supper and Barry helped Brittany with her homework, Spencer broadcast her secret.

“Mommy’s been perjecting all over the place,” he said. “At Joseph’s house, at Britty’s

school…”“Perjecting?” Barry asked, mildly amused. “What do you mean, perjecting?”“You

know. Gettin’ sick. Perjectine barfing.”“Projectile?” Barry asked, shooting Tory a look. “Tory, are

you okay?”She drew in a deep breath and looked wearily at her son. “Spencer, where do you

get these words? He must have used six synonyms for vomiting today.”“He gets it from

Nickelodeon,” Brittany said.Barry nodded agreement. “It’s one of their favorite subjects.”“I told

you we needed to get rid of television.”“So is it true?” Barry asked. “Have you been sick?”She

shrugged. “Must be a stomach virus. I don’t know.”“I thought you looked a little pale.” He got up



and came to the stove. “Here, let me finish cooking. You don’t need to be standing over this if

you’re sick.”“Yeah, I’m probably spreading germs, anyway,” she said. She couldn’t believe she

was rooting for germs, when she spent so much time blasting Lysol on anything that could

breed them.He kissed her cheek. “Go sit down.”“I’m fine,” she said as she headed out of the

room. “Really. By tomorrow, I’ll be as good as new.” But even as she said the words, she knew

it wasn’t true.Later that night, Barry read the kids a chapter of Charlotte’s Web, while Tory

cleaned the kitchen until it shined. She worried as she worked. When she was finished, she

went to tuck them in, and wondered what it would be like to have a third little one demanding a

glass of water, another kiss good night, a better hug, and a night-light that didn’t cast

shadows.When she finally made it back to her bedroom, Barry was changing into a pair of

sweatpants and a T-shirt. “How do you feel?” he asked.“Okay, right now,” she said. “It just hits

me, all of a sudden.”“How long have you been doing this?”“Just today. I’ve been kind of queasy

for a few days,” she said, downplaying it as much as she could. “It always passed.”She tried to

keep her eyes averted, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her to face him. Sliding his arms

around her, he looked down at her with amused eyes. “You’re not pregnant, are you?”She

couldn’t help grinning back. If she said yes, Barry wouldn’t see it as a tragedy. “The thought has

occurred to me.”He kept grinning down at her, as if trying to decide if she was serious. “Are you

late?”“Maybe a little.”His grin faded. “How late? One week? Two?”She swallowed hard. “About…

urn…nine weeks, as far as I can tell.”He dropped his arms and stepped back. “Nine weeks?

Tory!”“I know,” she said, clutching her head. “It’s so stupid not to realize I’d already missed one.

My last period should have been around the time Joseph was so sick. I must have been so

distracted that I didn’t realize I was late. And I’ve been really busy with the kids and the writing.

I just didn’t realize—”“Okay.” He grabbed his keys off of the dresser. “That’s it. I’m going to buy

a pregnancy test. How late is Walmart open?”“No need, Barry,” she said, stopping him. “I beat

you to it.” She went around the bed and got the box out from under her pillow.The reality of it

seemed to knock the wind out of him. He sank down on the bed, looking a little shell-shocked.

“You really think you could be, don’t you?”“What if I am?” she asked him. “This will be the first

one we didn’t plan for. Can we still be happy about it?”He seemed to think that over, and slowly

a smile returned to his face. “Of course we can. I’m just so…stunned. You never mentioned that

you were late, or that you felt bad…But yes, we can be happy about it. Of course we can be

happy about it.” He laughed then, a sound that filled her with relief. He reached out to pull her

onto his lap. “We can be very happy about it.”“But I’ll turn into a cow again, and I’ll waddle like a

duck…”He stroked her hair behind her ear. “Tory, both times, you were the best-looking

pregnant woman I’d ever seen. You never waddled like a duck. You gained all of twenty pounds

on each baby, and lost it in the first six months. The doctor was yelling at me for not making

you eat more.”“I would have gained more if I hadn’t had such bad morning sickness.” She

sighed. “Barry, I don’t know if I’m ready to go through all that again. And my writing is going so

well. How will I ever write if there’s a new baby to take care of?”“You can make time if you really

want to.”“That’s the thing,” she said. “If I have a new baby, I won’t really want to write. It takes so

much energy to take care of a baby.” Her face flushed pink at the thought, and she gave in to a

smile. “A baby…” she said with awe. “Barry, another little baby.” Her smile faded again, and she

closed her eyes. “Oh, no. A baby.”“Tory, stop worrying. It’s out of your control. Either you are, or

you aren’t. If we have another baby, it’s because God wants us to. End of story.”She couldn’t

help laughing softly. “You’re right. And if I am, I’m sure I’ll be happy.”He chuckled against her

ear. “Happy? You’ll be thrilled. You’ll probably cry if the test is negative.”She knew that was true.

There was some part of her that hoped it was positive. “What about you? How will you feel?”“I’ll

feel like the luckiest guy in the world,” he said. “A new baby. It’s about the best thing I can think



of.”“Even if we don’t have an extra bedroom? Even if we don’t have time?”“We’ll build on. And

since when did anyone really have time for a baby? Once it comes, you laugh that you ever

thought it was something you had to fit in. It just takes over.”“But Spencer and Britty have

already taken over.”“So we’ll have three little tyrants, instead of two. We’ll love it.”Still grinning,

she opened the box of the pregnancy test and read the instructions. “It says that we can do the

test the first thing in the morning. The results will be ready in ten minutes.”“So just get some

rest and don’t worry about it until morning.”But Tory knew that she would worry all night. This

wasn’t the kind of thing she could shift to the back of her mind. If that test was positive, their

lives would never be the same.CHAPTER SixIf it turns blue, it’s positive.” The words seemed

frightening to Tory as she stood facing her husband in the bedroom the next morning. The

children were still sleeping. She had deliberately risen early with hopes of putting her fears to

rest before breakfast.Barry looked down at his watch. “Eight minutes left.”“What if we get a

false answer? How do we know we can trust this test?”“I trust it,” he said. “They’re pretty

accurate. It was right the last couple of times.”“And what if it’s clear?” she asked, frowning. “I

thought about it all night. A little baby.” Her eyes misted over, and she swallowed hard.“If it’s

clear, you’ll cry a little and go on.”“And if it’s blue?”He grinned. “You’ll cry a little and go on.”“So

it’s a lose-lose situation.”“Win-win, is what I was thinking.”“Okay, so that vial is either half full or

half empty…with either clear or blue liquid.” She clutched her head with both hands. “Why am I

so nervous?”“Because you don’t know what you want. Decide if you want it to be blue or

clear.”“What do you want?” she asked.He grinned. “Blue, I think.”A matching grin tiptoed across

her face. “I think I do, too.”He looked at his watch again. “Five more minutes.”“If it’s going to

turn, do you think it would have turned a little by now?”He got up. “I’m going to look.”“No!” she

said, grabbing his arm to stop him. “No, I don’t want to know.”“Well, I do!”“I changed my mind,”

she said, as if her wishes could change the test’s results. “I want it to be clear.”“Maybe it is.”She

fell back on the bed with a bounce. “No, I want blue.” She threw her hands over her face. “I

don’t know.”“You don’t have to make up your mind,” he said, laughing and bouncing down next

to her. “It’s either blue or clear. Simple as that.” Rolling to his side, he grinned down at her. “This

is kind of fun, isn’t it? In the next five minutes, we could be a family of five.”“Or not.”He checked

his watch. “Two more minutes.”She grinned. “One, two, three…”Chuckling, he joined in, and

they counted together. When they reached a hundred twenty, they both launched off the bed

and headed for the bathroom, giggling and almost knocking each other down in the

process.Barry reached it first, but didn’t look. “Are you ready?”“Show me,” she whispered,

throwing her hands over her face.She peaked through her fingers. He was grinning as he held

up the vial. The bluest liquid she had ever seen seemed to glow from it like neon. Tears pushed

into her eyes, and a gale of laughter almost blew her over. Barry started to laugh, too, and

setting the vial down, pulled her into his arms. “We’re pregnant,” he said in a voice soft and

high-pitched.“We’re pregnant,” she agreed, shaking her head, unable to wipe the smile off her

face.“Will he be like Spencer, or like Britty?”“She’ll be altogether different,” Tory said. “Not like

either one of them. This baby will be one of a kind.”CHAPTER SevenSeveral days later, Barry

went with Tory for her first prenatal visit. He had been humming and grinning ever since they’d

learned about the baby, but she had convinced him to keep it quiet until the doctor confirmed

that the at-home test was accurate. She didn’t want the kids getting all excited if it turned out to

be a mistake. Still, he had gone up to the attic and gotten down the maternity clothes and all

the baby clothes they had put away, and had begun drawing up plans to build an extra room

onto their house. She hid all the clothes from the children, and shushed Barry over and over so

he wouldn’t give it away. But the blood test she took confirmed her pregnancy in a matter of

minutes, and the ultrasound showed a tiny little fetus with a strong heartbeat. They couldn’t



have been more thrilled if it had been their first child.Dr. Grentwell sat down and began going

over the routine for prenatal care. They listened, holding hands, nodding as he spoke, for none

of this was new to them. The doctor was a painfully thin man who looked as if he needed

medical care himself, and he spoke like a flight attendant who’d made the same speech five

thousand times. As he spoke, he jotted prescriptions for prenatal vitamins, which Tory already

had, and nausea pills, which she had no intentions of taking.“You realize, don’t you, that we

consider someone of your age to be at a higher risk in pregnancy than a younger woman?” he

asked in a matter-of-fact monotone.Tory bristled. “Someone of my age?”“Well, you just turned

thirty-five. The risk of chromosomal problems in the baby is higher, and we recommend that all

of our obstetric patients who will be thirty-five or older at the birth of their babies have a CVS or

an amniocentesis. It’s a little early for an amnio, but since you’re ten weeks, we could go ahead

and do the CVS.”“What’s a CVS?” Tory asked.“Chorionic villi sampling is a relatively new

procedure, where we get samples of tissue from the placenta. Those cells are fetal cells, so we

can culture them. In a week to ten days, we can determine the chromosomal makeup of those

cells.”Tory thought that over for a moment. “Do I have to have that test? What if I opt out?”“You

certainly have that option.”“No,” Barry said. “We need to have it done. She’s a worrier, and if we

don’t know, she’ll worry about it the whole pregnancy, just based on what you said about

women over thirty-five. I’d rather rule out that kind of problem from the start. Besides, if there’s

something wrong, I want to know.”“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “Even if something was wrong, I

would never terminate a pregnancy.”“A lot of women say that,” Dr. Grentwell said, tapping his

pencil against his pad. “But I recommend the test, because if your baby has Down’s Syndrome

or another chromosomal defect, it might take you several months to prepare yourself. Not only

that, it’s helpful if we know there could be problems when the baby comes, so we’re prepared

to treat them.”He stood up, and Tory noted that the man needed a wife to tell him that his pants

were pulled up too high, and that his limegreen shirt didn’t quite match the army-green pants

he wore under his lab coat. His brown socks made her wonder if he was color blind.“So what

do you think?” Barry asked, nudging her. “You know there’s nothing wrong. But you also know

that you’ll obsess about it for the next six months if you don’t rule it out.”She sighed. “Okay,

we’ll do it.”The man sat back down then, his bony elbows on his bony knees, and began his

next rote speech on the minor risks involved with the procedure.CHAPTER EightTory wasn’t

sure if it was intuition that something was wrong, or just her melancholy personalty clinging to

all of the worst possibilities, but something in the back of her mind still kept her from telling their

families or friends that she was pregnant. She asked Barry to wait until the results on the CVS

were back. At first, he had argued that she was borrowing trouble, that there was nothing to

fear, but when he saw how serious she was, he had agreed.Perhaps it was the fact that Barry

had an autistic brother who had been totally disabled since birth that made her suspect the

worst. She’d had the niggling fear of having a baby like Nathan with both of her other

pregnancies, even though the doctors had assured her that autism was not genetic. But they

had never considered her high risk before. The fact that they did now gave her unprecedented

fears that she couldn’t quite assuage.The two weeks crept by like decades, and Tory tried to

assure herself that thirty-five-year-old women had babies all the time. Women in their forties

had children without problems.Still, some distant worry in the back of her mind—as well as the

nausea becoming a routine in her life—prevented her from abandoning herself entirely to the

joys of pregnancy.When the results were finally in, the doctor asked them to come in to the

office. As the receptionist explained, he never gave these results over the phone. It was a game

he played, Barry said. Carry the drama out as far as you can, make the couple sweat, so that

when you finally found out everything was fine, you’d appreciate it all the more.He wanted to



throttle the doctor, and so did she. But they made the appointment and went in together, and

sat stiffly in his office, waiting for the brittle man to come in and end the drama for them.But the

drama continued as he took his place behind his desk, frowned down at the file in front of him,

clasped his skinny fingers, and brought his big, bloodshot eyes up to them. He looked as if he’d

been up all night delivering a baby. She thought of offering him some eye drops.Shoving his

glasses up on his nose, he looked at the file again. “I’m afraid there’s bad news.”Tory’s heart

crashed like a glass that had slipped from her hand. She thought for a moment that she hadn’t

heard him right, but then she was certain she had. She wanted to cry out that it was

impossible, that there was nothing wrong with her baby. But she couldn’t manage to find her

voice.“Bad news?” she heard Barry ask, as if the doctor had just uttered something so absurd

that it couldn’t be believed.“Yes. The fetal cells showed an extra chromosome.”Both of them

stared at him, stunned into silence, as several moments ticked by. Finally, Tory managed to

swallow the lump in her throat. “What does that mean, Doctor?”Dr. Grentwell took off his

glasses and rubbed his eyes, then focused on Barry and Tory again. “It means that your baby

has Down’s Syndrome.”“No.” The word came out unbidden, and Tory began to shake her head.

She turned to Barry, her expression pleading for intervention. But it seemed that the life was

slowly bleeding out of him as he focused on some invisible spot in the air.“Are you sure this

isn’t a mistake?” he asked in an incredulous whisper.The doctor opened his hands.

“Unfortunately, yes. This test is conclusive.”“But…I’ve never had a history in my family,” Tory

said. “There’s nobody in my family who’s ever had a child with Down’s Syndrome. And I’m still

of child-bearing age.” It was as if the right combination of facts could change the test’s results.

If the man just understood her history, her genes…The doctor shook his head. “I wish I could

tell you what causes this, but I can’t. Sometimes it’s genetic, sometimes it’s age, sometimes it’s

completely inexplicable. All I know is that there are different degrees of illness, and some

children with DS can function very well in life.”“And some of them can’t.” Barry’s face was dull

as he stared accusingly across the desk at the doctor.“That’s right,” Dr. Grentwell said. “Some

of them can’t.”“Well, what can we do about it?” Tory demanded. “There must be something.

Some kind of surgery. They do all kinds of things now. They can fix this, can’t they?”“No,” he

said, and she saw the compassion in his eyes, despite the fatigue and the thick glasses he had

shoved back on. “There’s no cure for this. No treatment in utero. Or even after birth, for that

matter. We can treat any problems the baby may have, such as heart problems, eye problems,

respiratory infections, gastrointestinal abnormalities. But we can’t take away that extra

chromosome. We can’t change what the baby is.”Tears began to burn in her eyes, and rage

rose to her face. “But that’s not fair!” she said through her teeth. “They can do almost anything.

Heart transplants, genetic mapping…Cloning, for heaven’s sake! Why can’t they do something

about a little baby with one extra chromosome?”“They just can’t yet.” She knew Dr. Grentwell,

in his yellow shirt and blue seersucker pants, was unequipped to deal with choosing his

wardrobe, much less handling an angry mother. They probably didn’t teach emotional shock

management in medical school.“They just can’t yet,” she repeated through thin lips. She turned

to Barry again, beginning to sob. “Barry, did you hear that?”But Barry didn’t move. He didn’t

look at her, didn’t look at the doctor, didn’t answer. With a deep crease on his pale brow, he

stared straight ahead.Dr. Grentwell shifted uncomfortably. “I know this is difficult for you.”She

wanted to scream out that “difficult” was what you called your senior year of college. It was

getting through thirty minutes of traffic in fifteen. It was waiting for the results of a CVS.This

wasn’t difficult. It was cruel. It was agonizing. It was impossible.He leaned forward, steepling his

bony fingers. “There are some options we should discuss.”Her hope rose on delicate wings.

Tory wiped her face with a trembling hand.Barry seemed to snap out of his reverie, and looked



at the doctor. “Options?” he asked. “Like what?”“Well, families who find out they have children

like this choose to do different things. Some choose to put the baby up for adoption. There are

families who take these children.”“That’s not a viable option,” Tory said, as if he was

insane.“Another option,” the doctor continued, “is putting them in a school after a few

years.”“You mean to live?” she asked.“Yes.”“That’s not a school, it’s an institution.”“There are

some very good ones,” he said. “They take excellent care of children with special needs, and

they’re a great relief to the families.”Those burning tears came faster. She grabbed a Kleenex

from the doctor’s desk and shoved it against her nose. How many grieving mothers had

needed tissues from that box?“What else?” Barry asked.“The third option is to have the baby

and make the best of it. A lot of families are enriched by a Down’s Syndrome child. These

children can be happy, and they bring joy into a lot of hearts. But they can be disruptive and

have severe medical problems. It all depends on the family and the degree of retardation.”Barry

bent forward, dropping his face into his hands. Tory knew he was thinking of his brother, sitting

in a wheelchair all his life, staring out at something no one else could see.“And then there’s the

fourth option,” the doctor said quietly.They both looked up at him, this time with dull, hopeless

eyes, but Tory prayed that this one would be the miracle that would turn their fortune around,

and change the destiny of this baby inside her.“That fourth option, of course, is

abortion.”“Abortion?” Tory spat the word out as if it had burned her mouth. “How can you even

suggest such a thing? A man who delivers babies…I asked that before I came to you. They

said you didn’t do abortions—”“I don’t do them myself,” he said, “but I could refer you to

someone. I just thought it was important that I give you all of your options, because that is one

of them.”Tory turned to Barry, horrified. “Did you hear that?”Barry’s eyes were still vacant.

“Yeah, I heard it.”She got up and jerked her purse off of the floor. “I’m not going to abort my

baby, Doctor, no matter what’s wrong with it.”“That’s certainly your choice.”Tory grabbed the

door and started through it. Barry hesitated a moment, then slowly got up and followed her like

a robot whose limbs were almost too heavy to operate.Dr. Grentwell stopped them. “Wait.

There is one more thing we didn’t discuss.”Tory turned back, but Barry just stopped next to her,

his hands in his pockets and his troubled eyes fixed on the wall.“Do you want to know the sex

of the baby?”Somehow, it seemed vitally important to think of this child as a boy or a girl, and

not as one of “these children.” “Yes,” she said, without asking Barry. “Tell me.”
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