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You’d have to be Rich or Dumb

My English friend calls it “feeling broody”.  Rather unflattering imagery—me, sitting on an egg?  Another friend looks alarmed when I bring it up.  Then the classic comment, “You’ve got to stop some time.”  Reasonable advice.  No one can have children endlessly.   But when you reach the critical stage, how do you talk yourself out of another?  Just one more?  I need to know.  Now.

For me the critical stage is when the youngest child reaches, oh, age 2 years 8 months.  He or she has grown out of clothing twice her age, appreciates Angelica more than Mommy, and can be easily pictured arguing with me over home work assignments if you squint hard.

I know every  conceivable argument in the books for stopping the production line.  Financial stability, bedroom shortages, morning sickness for 19 weeks, nights where you’d sell the child for five straight hours of sleep.  Still, this feeling doesn’t want to budge.  The feeling we’re not quite complete.

I’m reading a romantic novel (as opposed to a romance) and all I get out of the beautiful prose is that they had five kids.   They lived happily ever after.  I see Oprah interviewing a fascinating author.  He sticks in my mind later not because of his work, but because he is the father of twelve.  My adrenalin begins to rush as I realize he looks fabulous and is a famous author.   Maybe lots of kids is the key to a successful writing career?   Then red lights flash before my eyes as I recognize the warning signs: hopes flying high, logic thrown out the window, grasping for any evidence in my favor.  I’ve got it bad.   I decide it is time to see how my husband reacts to the concept of expanding the family.

Taking the mature and sensitive approach, I hold my birth control pills over the kitchen garbage pail as I say to him, “ I think we should have another baby, don’t you?”  I barely got a glance in my direction.  Mumbling  this time, “Well, my prescription is about to run out anyway.”  No response. Strike one.

Realizing I was too blasé about a very serious topic, my next attempt was even more subtle.  We’re all glued to a Johnny Bravo rerun, “Hey kids, don’t you think we should have another baby?”  

 
“No w-a-a-a-y!”  Oldest daughter.


“No way.”   Two-year-old, whose thoughtful opinions tend to be an echo of her sister.


 “I don’t know.” Son, then a hearty, “Maybe.”

My husband gets a slightly relieved look in his eye, gives me a reproachful look.  Strike two. Luckily I remember this is a family, not a democracy.  

If you read carefully you discovered we already have gone overboard by society’s standards and force not one, not two, but three children on the public everywhere we go.  We have three heirs to the Evans estate, three bodies to carry on the heritage and character  of their parents. Three kids is still within the realm of reasonable to most folks.  But admit it, you’re thinking, “Four, who would want four?”  Four is only by mistake.  Four is unnecessarily masochistic.  To sum it up, you’d have to be rich or dumb to have more than three kids.  I pride myself on being neither.  By a longshot.  

What do you do when your hormones are weedling, “What is one more?”   Just one more.  What could it hurt?   When offspring #4 gets to that ‘certain age’, wouldn’t that same refrain be heard in my head?  I’ve got to overcome the urge long enough for it to go away.   No one I ask seems to be able to explain how they managed to stop the procreation process, how they came to terms with the finality of it all.   Mostly I get puzzled looks.   Being DONE is a tough state to arrive at for me.   I hear the Dragnet theme and feel I might as well measure myself for a hearing aid.     

About six months ago I was trying to convince my husband to have “the operation”.   At the time he was arguing for just one more baby.   We probably won’t have any more.  We’ll probably do the practical thing and concentrate on the three kids frantically fighting for attention here in front of me.   Probably.

Postscript: I wrote this in early 1998. We decided definitely not to have more children. While on the birth control pill Julia Claire was conceived. She was born in March of 1999. Someone knew I wasn’t listening….

