
Engrossed by the sketches of the palatial, modern house I was designing for a new client, I heard a 

vibration coming from somewhere on my desk’s surface.  

“What’s up Marc?” I greeted to the other end of my smartphone. 

“We waitin’ for you, mayne. Where you at?” 

I glanced at the time clock on my Macbook and suddenly realized I was 20 minutes late and counting for 

my monthly pow-wow with the guys. 

“Nah, I was actually just packing up. I’ll be there in like 30 minutes,” I lied. 

“30 minutes from now this place will be all bridge and tunnel,” my best friend quipped. “Look, the girls 

are already at the house. I’ll just give Summer a call and meet you over there.” 

I groaned at the thought of having guests in my home. There was a chill in that house that couldn’t be 

warmed by brotherly love. I complied with Marcus’s imposition and slumped down in my executive 

chair. 

Summer and I were headed into the 5
th
 year of marriage. It was her supple lips and well-defined hourglass 

shape that initially wooed me. Out of an undergraduate population of 8,500, Summer was the only one 

that truly moved me. Our accelerated love story had been dictated by time’s circumstances. 

My mother had been diagnosed with cervical cancer on the eve of my senior year at Seton Hall. The 

revelation devastated me in a way that only Summer understood. Every hospital visit, every doctor’s 

appointment, and every holiday where my mother had no energy to put on her smiling mask, Summer 

stepped in. She was the glue that held together so many of my broken pieces in their proper places. When 

I got the phone call that my mother had passed away, I cried into Summer’s bosom. Only the rhythmic 

heaving of her chest consoled me through that moment. A week later as they lowered my mother’s body 

into the earth, Summer’s assuring grip of my hand let me know that she’d never leave me. Thick or thin, 

we would be okay as long as she never let my hand dangle free. 

I blankly stared at the picture frame on my desk; its heart shape holding the excitement from our wedding 

day. Despite the stereotypes of young, black, successful men, I wasn’t nervous at all. For so long, it was 

Summer and me. The anticipation of a life fulfilled with her was a motivating force. The morning of our 

wedding day we’d sat down for our last breakfast as two individuals. 

“Julian, you’re my best friend. I could never have imagined our lives would turn out so….so,” 

“Right. Perfect. Amazing?” I interjected. “Babe, we have had a great run. But you know what the best 

thing is about marrying you today?” The softness of her uniquely light brown eyes awaited my promise. 

“This is just the beginning of a new race.” 

The nearly 5 year old picture was now unfamiliar to me. Our clueless smiles were like the stock photo 

that comes with the frame. Packing up my drawings and logging out of my work station, I wondered how 

could I have been so blind to the lie those eyes held for so long. 



Trudging up the winding driveway to our house, I noticed that Marcus had beaten me there. In his 

backseat was a not-yet-used infant carrier. As I got closer to my front door, I could hear cooing and baby 

giggles faintly through the window. With a deep sigh, I stuck the key inside the lock. A turn to open the 

door and my facial expression simultaneously turned upward. 

“You brought the baby over? That’s what’s up! I haven’t seen my godson since he was born,” I 

exclaimed. 

Marcus’s wife, Carolyn, was gently rocking my 6 month old godson as he let out high pitched gurgles of 

glee. Marcus got up to greet me with our usual “bro” embrace and playfully patted me down. I was 

always the husky one out of our group of friends. Though lately, spending less time at home with 

Summer meant more time in the gym. 

“I thought it was going to be all of us,” I said, noticing that the living room lacked the rambunctiousness 

of our other two friends. 

 “You know single dudes hate doing the wife and kids thing. So it’s just me, you, and the ladies. And little 

Caleb.” 

Marcus slid playfully over the polished hardwood to scoop his son up, who was clearly fighting against 

the predictable wave of sleep. I retreated to the kitchen, in search of my faithful bottle of Avion tequila. 

“You drank it all on Sunday,” Summer said behind me. I hadn’t acknowledged her upon my arrival, yet 

she was hot on my heels.  

“So why didn’t you pick up another bottle?” 

“If it was important to you, you would’ve remembered it while you were out,” she coldly answered. 

Summer had become increasingly haughty in the last few months. Her reasons confounded me 

considering she was the one who had betrayed me. I turned around to face my wife, the woman I vowed 

to love forever in front of God and our closest friends, with such disdain. 

“Keep it up with the sarcasm. I am trying. Trying to not do what I usually do, but…” 

“You’re trying what Julian?! To talk to me? To have a fucking conversation?” 

“Lower your voice. Our company ain’t deaf,” I hissed. 

“To have a conversation with your wife, you have to try?” Her question dangled in the air’s thickness, as I 

settled on a leftover bottle of Hennessy White. “You can’t punish me forever, J.” 

“Oh, I can’t, huh?” She wasn’t the only one who could have an acrimonious tongue. 

Summer sashayed towards me the way she had always done when I wasn’t happy with her. But this time 

was different. She knew that I no longer trusted her. My distrust blended into disinterest in her honest 

efforts to appease me. I pushed passed her and re-joined our friends in the living room. 

I watched in envy as my best friend beamed over his new family. Marcus, being the more desirable, taller, 

athletic, and more charismatic out of our group, had been instantly smitten with Carolyn. I introduced the 



two after Carolyn had had her fun with me. I met Carolyn when she transferred from Charlotte to my high 

school. Being the go-to peer counselor for the transferred underclassmen, I was assigned to show her the 

ropes of our rigid Bensonhurst neighborhood. Her southern chastity made her an easy target for the 

savages in the athletic department. Yet ironically, it was my non-threatening disposition that brought out 

her inner lynx. Instead of coaxing her out of the Southern charmed ways, she wound up showing me quite 

a few things of the mattress variety. 

Marcus’s hubris couldn’t handle knowing that I’d defiled the love of his life before he did. He had been 

my ace for the better half of our 20s, so I had no problem taking that secret to my final resting place. 

Doting on young Caleb, Carolyn broke the ice by asking me a question she knew would make me 

uncomfortable. 

“So are you still ‘too focused’ to start planting some seeds, Jules?” 

I squeezed the half-full glass of vodka in my hand so tightly that I was waiting for a shard to spurt a red 

river in my hand. Having children was always a desire of mine. I never wanted Summer and me to be one 

of those couples that didn’t get to experience being a dynamic duo. We traveled often and had hosted a 

bevy of parties in our new custom home; yet now I was ready for an extra echo among these four walls. 

All the while that page had been left blank in Summer’s book. 

“You’d have to ask your girl,” I gestured in Summer’s direction across the room. She remained mute and 

expressionless, intently focused on the news ticker. 

“Summer? Girl, I know you’re ready to pop out a little J by now. You guys are doing very well for 

yourselves, so I know it’s not that.” 

I took a long swig, emptying my glass and returned to the kitchen for a refill. Marcus, sometimes an 

astute reader of body language, watched my exit and then joined me. We stood in an awkward silence as I 

got another glass out of the cabinet and filled them both up. 

“It’s never gonna happen, bruh,” I quietly divulged. 

“What?” 

“Kids. A family. It’s not going to happen for us.” I handed him the glass of cognac, which he looked at, 

then placed on the counter top behind him. 

“J, don’t you think you’ve logged in enough of your life at the office? Ya’ll are about to beat the 5 year 

curse. A new baby is the next step.” 

“Marcus you’re not listening!” I let out an exasperated sigh. “It’s not me, it’s her. Summer…she…she 

can’t have children.” 

“I don’t understand,” he quizzed. 

“The bitch can’t have kids. Ever! Her shit is broken, Marc. Did you understand that?” That truth bellowed 

throughout the spacious first floor. Baby Caleb’s whimpers cut through the intensity of what I’d just 



revealed. Hurt, embarrassed, and irritated, I hurled my empty glass against the tiled flooring and stormed 

upstairs. 

I hid in the shower, allowing my tears to flow aimlessly into the current of steaming hot water. My wife 

could not give me what I wanted. The weight of her secret had come crushing down on me like Berlin’s 

bricks. Images of the day played in my mind intermittently like an 8mm film strip.  

She had summoned me home at about 2:00pm that day six months ago. Her voice wavered as she spoke. 

Summer never sounded like that. My foot on the gas pedal wasn’t heavy enough as I weaved in and out of 

traffic on the Jersey Turnpike. My thoughts raced, expecting her to tell me that my hope of being a father 

was on the brink. We’d been voraciously trying and she had been hinting at some big news. This had to 

be it. There was no way that she couldn’t be pregnant by now, right? 

As I burst through the front door, Summer was seated on the stairs. I could tell she’d been crying but had 

quickly pulled herself together for me; as she always did. I sat down next to her and gingerly pushed her 

hair back from her face. 

“Whatever it is babe, we’ll get through it. It’s okay,” I said, kissing her forehead. With that, she collapsed 

into my arms inconsolably. No words were ever spoken because she knew I knew. After what seemed like 

forever and a day, she pushed away and spoke. 

“J, I have to be honest with you. But you have to promise me that it won’t change anything.” 

“I’ve never lied to you and today’s no different. Whatever it is…” 

“I’m not pregnant,” she blurted out. The air left my lungs for a few paces, struggling to process what my 

wife was telling me. 

“Are we not doing it enough? Because you know you can always drop by the office for a quickie or we 

can…” 

“Listen to me. Julian, listen to what I’m saying. I’m not going to be able to have children. At all.” 

“You…how could you…?” I stammered. My heart and my mind were conflicting between 

disappointment and pure rage. “How long have you known this?” 

Summer’s now-elusive gaze answered that question for me. 

I backed into the foyer. I wanted no parts of Summer’s touch. I couldn’t believe how effortlessly she lied 

to me. Had been lying to me. Knowing that children were always a part of the plan she agreed to, I was 

stunned at why or how she rationalized hiding this from me. That bombshell was definitely the catalyst to 

our destruction. 

Turning off the water and allowing that painful memory to disappear down the drain along with some of 

my angst, I emerged from the shower to meet her pensive glare. I knew I shouldn’t have involved our 

friends in our business. Though, I wasn’t going to take responsibility for Summer’s embarrassment; not 

after how she had made a fool of me for years. 

“I want you to leave,” she said through pursed lips.  



“Okay. I’ll grab some things and a few suits for the rest of the week,” I agreed.  

She left me to stir in the bathroom. I think she expected me to want to stay. But the more I sat with the 

news of Summer’s barren womb, the less I wanted to feign what was left of our marriage. The pink 

elephant in the room was that Summer had come to a fork in the road of her own life. Rather than clue me 

in on what was going on inside of her, she forced us to walk down two completely different paths. When I 

finally found her again, she was too badly bruised for me to make her whole. After that dreadful day in 

the foyer, I got the feeling that her infertility was not her fault. Had she just come to me from the 

beginning, my reaction may have been different. What I never got the chance to tell her was that part of 

me was actually mad at myself for not seeing that something was missing all along.  

*** 

I paused for a moment in my car, watching the snowflakes cascade over the wide open space of the 

cemetery. The radio was playing a song that was a mainstay in my childhood every Christmas since I was 

old enough to sing along. Donny Hathaway’s velvety crooning carried my mind to a place of bittersweet 

joy.  

Though it had been two years since I visited my mother’s grave, it was always easy to find her. Her 

granite headstone was sandwiched between two oak trees. I remembered her explanation for that 

particular plot; “I came here with nothing and the first thing that was truly mine was a tire swing your 

grandfather built just for me. These trees will always be a place of refuge, just as my tire swing was.” 

Recalling the disappointments of my own life in the last 12 months, I could relate to the nostalgia my 

mother wanted to feel; even if it was in her afterlife. 

Summer and I finalized our divorce last year after my outburst in front of our friends. With no prenuptial 

agreement, she got to keep the house and I even gave her an extra $10,000 until she could re-enter the 

work force. I hadn’t seen her all year, so it was a complete shock to find her here. Today. At my mother’s 

grave. 

Approaching the row of headstones, I bent down and placed the bouquet of white peonies in front of my 

mother’s. I ran my fingers over the part of the writing that mattered; December 24, 1963. 

“I’m surprised to see you here,” Summer quietly mumbled.  

“Guess her spirit drew me, you know? What are you doing here?” I asked over my shoulder.  

“We used to always come out for your mom’s birthday, Julian. I wanted to ask why you didn’t come last 

year, but you stopped taking my calls. It was always our thing so I thought you’d at least let us keep that.” 

“It’s never been easy for me out here, talking to the ground and all. Then you kicked me out and the 

divorce…”  

“I cared for her a great deal too. So coming out here for her birthday and Mother’s day was never about 

us. Believe it or not, J, your mother helped me through a lot. Things I could never talk to you about,” 

Summer said wistfully. I stood up, dusting the snow off and turning to face her.  



I looked into her eyes, for once not as my adversary, but as someone I used to love. Lost in those burnt 

sienna colored eyes, I felt my heart quiver again. Summer had not changed that much, but something in 

her eyes felt new. Our eyes locked and I knew I still loved her, in spite of what had brought us to a bitter 

end. 

“Did she know? About you know…” I asked, breaking the awkward silence. Even after all this time, I 

couldn’t bring myself to mention Summer’s fatal flaw by its proper name. 

“She did. The funny thing is she didn’t want me to tell you. Only because she knew how important 

children and being a dad was to you.” 

“That doesn’t even make sense. I mean, she was my mother. Why didn’t she tell me then?” 

“Because she loved you. We were in love and she knew that when she left this place, I’d continue to love 

you; unconditionally and limitlessly like she did. She put a lot of faith in that you’d never see me as 

anyone unworthy of that same love, no matter what I couldn’t do for you.” She stopped for a moment, 

glancing down at my mother’s headstone. “I loved you when it hurt me, Julian. You have no idea what 

that’s like.” 

“The hell does that mean? This is crazy, man. One of ya’ll still should’ve told me.” I grumbled, rubbing 

my temples. 

Summer bent down appearing like she’d recently pulled a muscle or something. I offered her my hand, as 

she tearfully kissed the frozen headstone. She rose up, steadying herself and leaned into me for a friendly 

hug. The aroma of her Cashmere Mist jogged the memory of the night I had asked her to be my co-pilot 

for life. Wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her closer, I could feel that she gained weight in 

her midsection. Yet it was all protruding from the front of her body. The oversized peacoat couldn’t hide 

the fact that Summer was pregnant. 

She pulled away, leaving a soft kiss upon my jawline. Before she could depart, I grasped her hand firmly. 

I knew that my eyes were saying to her what my heart was shrieking. Please don’t go!  

While I was frozen in time, I watched Summer mouthed “I have to go”. The further she walked away 

from me, the harder the tears fell. And with the gust of wind that bit my uncovered ears and neck, my 

season of loneliness was in full swing. 

 

 

 


