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    Preface




    Chamberlain is a college town of about 20,000 people when college is in session and about 15,000 in August, located somewhere in mid-America. It has 20,000 stories. Here are a few of them.


  




  

    Luther Welles




    People in Chamberlain wondered why Julie Meadows, who worked in the Welles Stationery Store, had bandages on her wrists. She wore them as if they were diamond bracelets. Nobody ever discovered the reason.




    The town of Chamberlain had been named for a hero of Gettysburg – a Union hero, of course – and had been settled by the families of veterans of the Grand Army of the Republic. George Welles, who had been wounded at Vicksburg, established his stationery store on the corner of Main and Front streets, in the heart of the community; he believed that the town had a future as a commercial and educational center and that a vendor of office and school supplies would prosper. He was right in the main; though the population never exceeded twenty thousand, Chamberlain became the county seat and was possessed of both public and parochial school systems.




    At George Welles’s death the store devolved to his son, Thomas, who maintained a reputation for shrewdness and integrity. As the town advanced, Thomas became one of the founders of the Chamberlain Golf and Country Club and a director of the First National Bank of Chamberlain; he built what in those days was considered a mansion on a rise – the landscape around Chamberlain could hardly be said to have hills – north of town. His wife was the daughter of the proprietor of the Chamberlain Hotel, also a First National director. An invitation to the Welles’s parties was the signal that one had been accepted into the highest echelons of the town’s society.




    The sole drawback to the Welles’ dominance of Chamberlain social life was that George and Thomas Welles were Missouri Synod Lutherans, and in accordance with the customs of the day, Thomas’s wife joined her husband’s church. Roughly one-third of Chamberlain was Catholic; another third was Methodist; and the remaining third was Baptist. The remainder, minuscule as might well be imagined, was divided between tiny Lutheran and Episcopal congregations, and the solitary Norwegian Lutheran in town attended the Missouri Synod church, called the Messiah Lutheran Church, out of loneliness.




    Thomas Welles was not a man given to defiant gestures, but it must have been a tiny streak of perversity in him that led him to name his first and only son Luther.




    Luther’s parents raised him as though he were the heir to a throne, not a stationery store. He was a beautiful child, with blond ringlets and blue eyes. He had but to express a want and it was fulfilled; indeed, fulfillment was heaped upon him even when he wanted nothing. At the appropriate age he was sent to Grant Elementary School, where he first learned that there were adults in the world who were not as speedy at meeting his needs as his parents were.




    Unfortunately, he learned very little else. His teachers came to dread the monthly parent-teacher conferences at which Luther’s mother, who was the perennial President of the Grant PTA, sweetly and politely accused them of dereliction of duty in not finding the magic formula which would allow Luther to make acceptable scores on his tests. And annually the weary teachers who had spent nine months in a classroom with Luther passed him on to the next rung of the educational ladder.




    Moreover, Luther was little better at acquiring social skills. He expected deference from his classmates, and in its absence was prone to resort to violence. This brought his father, who by this time was also President of the Chamberlain School Board, into conferences at which it was concluded that the other child was always in the wrong and that the teacher who had schoolyard duty that day was weak in enforcing discipline.




    Luther’s academic experience at Chamberlain Junior High School was little better, and his mother, who had graduated to the presidency of the Junior High PTA, found even more of her time spent in conferences; students of this age have six teachers a day instead of one. Luther’s physicality, however, found an outlet in the kind of sporting events which American junior high schools provide to train boys in the skills they will need when they go on to high school athletics. Because Luther was truly proficient in sports, he now began to win ungrudging admiration from his male peers, and the fights – and his father’s visits to the school – became fewer. By ninth grade, indeed, he had been elected vice-president of his class.




    It was in high school that Luther began to come into his own. He excelled at nearly every athletic ability in which Chamberlain High School fielded a team – football, basketball, baseball, and track. As a sophomore, it is true, he was not first string in team sports, though he ranked ahead of some juniors and even seniors in all of them. But in track, even as a tenth-grader, he starred. He set school records in four events.




    In order to remain eligible for these sports, it was necessary for Luther to achieve certain grade levels in his classes. This provided him with the motivation to study hard enough to rise to mediocrity. His mother, now President of the High School PTA, still bullyragged his teachers, but more from force of habit than from any expectation that she could get his grades raised beyond the minimum required for eligibility.




    Because of his speed and agility, Luther’s junior year found him starting for Chamberlain High at halfback; he was able both to carry the ball on the ground and to catch it in the air and accounted by himself for nearly half the touchdowns scored by his team that season. Then in the wintertime, when sports in the Great Plains move indoors out of the snow, Luther started at forward for the basketball team and scored more than a third of all the points. Because of his strong arm, he was stationed at third base on the baseball team; he accounted for two double plays and achieved a batting average of .327.




    Whether because of his undoubted good looks, with blue eyes and curly blond hair, or his athletic prowess, Luther as a junior was becoming popular with the girls. As soon as he was of driving age, his parents bought him a red Mustang convertible – that year’s hot car – and the vehicle was seen on Chamberlain’s lovers lanes every Friday and Saturday night, usually with a different girl in the passenger’s seat each time.




    Luther was in his element as a senior. The throwing arm he had demonstrated on the diamond earned him the spot as first-string quarterback on the gridiron. In addition, he was voted Homecoming King. Since by now he was the tallest boy on the basketball team, he became its center. At the Valentine’s Day ball, he was crowned Sweetheart King. And since last year’s pitcher had graduated, Luther was put on the mound for the baseball team. Perhaps his crowning achievement was his discovery that the grade average he had maintained to secure his sports eligibility was adequate for entrance into the nearest campus of the state university, located in the county seat farther west.




    Through the four years of college Luther marched inexorably. Because of overlapping seasons it was necessary for him to select his sports, and he chose football in the fall and baseball in the spring. He pledged Tau Kappa Delta and even as a freshman was voted Sweetheart King by Delta Xi, the Tekes’ sister sorority. He had his first sexual experience with a girl who invited him to one of the sorority parties; but this was not his last, for from that time on he cut a wide swath through the campus’s fair sex. He was elected president of his sophomore, junior, and senior classes; in addition, the Tekes ran him for Student Body Vice President, and he was elected. He majored in Business Administration. Owing to the assistance of some of his fraternity brothers, he graduated with a grade point average of 2.07 on a base 4, where 1.8 was required for a degree.




    Starting with his junior year, Luther’s parents began arranging events at which he would be paired with Lauren Webb, daughter of the President of the First National Bank of Chamberlain. Lauren, a year younger than Luther, had been Homecoming Queen at Chamberlain High School and was regarded as the prettiest girl in town. She had gone away to the main campus of the state university for her education and was majoring in Art History; she was a member of the women’s golf team and had pledged Alpha Gamma Delta.




    Home for spring break during his senior year, Luther asked Lauren to drive with him to Agripolis, a city midway between Chamberlain and the state capitol, to have dinner. Agripolis was about an hour’s drive away for most people, forty-five minutes for Luther. At Agripolis two major highways crossed, and as a result a tourist industry of sorts had grown up; there was a Ramada Inn, a Holiday Inn, a Best Western, a Howard Johnson’s, and four locally owned motels, each of which, except for two of the locally owned ones, had restaurants superior to anything in Chamberlain.




    “Our parents are sure throwing us together,” Luther commented as they crested the on-ramp to the interstate.




    “They sure are,” Lauren agreed.




    “I don’t mind if you don’t,” Luther said.




    “Oh, I don’t mind,” Lauren said. “I was going with a guy at State, but we broke up.”




    There followed ten miles of silence as Luther tried to think of the next thing to say.




    Finally he offered, “Will State have a good football team next fall?”




    “I haven’t the slightest idea,” she said. “I’m more interested in basketball.”




    “I used to play basketball in high school,” he said.




    “I know,” Lauren replied.




    “I’m playing football and baseball now,” he said.




    “I know,” Lauren repeated.




    Another ten miles of silence.




    “I forgot what you said your major was,” Luther admitted.




    “Art History.”




    “Oh.” Perhaps a mile of silence. “Mine’s Bus Ad.”




    “I know.”




    Fifteen miles of silence.




    “Well, here we are,” Luther said, turning onto the offramp that led to Highway 81. The Ramada Inn, his goal, was in sight. He was hoping that the date would develop in such a way that he and Lauren would repair to one of the rooms after the meal.




    He pulled into the motel parking lot and turned off the engine.




    “Well, here we are,” he repeated.




    “Yes,” Lauren agreed. “We certainly are.”




    The lobby was displaying an exhibit of Birger Sandzen paintings on loan from the Sandzen Gallery. The paintings were of Sandzen’s mature period, depicting landscapes from the prairies and mountains portrayed with thick smears of paint. Lauren lingered to examine them, stepping back to gain an overall impression and then moving in close to inspect the brushwork.




    “Pretty,” Luther commented.




    Lauren shot him a glance but said nothing.




    Seated in the dining room, Luther and Lauren looked at the menu.




    “That rib-eye steak looks good to me,” Luther said.




    “I was thinking of maybe the chicken Caesar salad,” Lauren rejoined.




    “Would you like a beer?” Luther asked.




    “Maybe a glass of white wine. Chilled.”




    After the server took their order – Luther wanted his steak medium well – Luther squirmed uncomfortably, trying to think of a conversation topic. “Those paintings in the lobby sure were pretty,” he said.




    “I thought it was interesting the way Sandzen applied to mountain and prairie landscapes some of van Gogh’s techniques,” Lauren said. She pronounced the Dutch painter’s name in the Dutch fashion.




    Silence. Luther’s mind was so intent on trying to find a conversation topic that the effort itself prevented him from thinking of any.




    The server brought their meals. “Would you like some Parmesan on your salad?” he asked Lauren.




    “Please,” she said.




    He operated the grater, sending a snow of shavings onto the salad.




    “That’s enough,” Lauren told him.




    “I’d like some ketchup,” Luther said.




    “Certainly, Sir,” the server replied. He disappeared and returned a few minutes later with a bottle.




    They ate in silence. Luther’s attention was focused equally on his steak and on how he could persuade Lauren to go to bed with him. The former was more nearly well done than the latter.




    As the meal neared termination, the server appeared with menus. “Would you care for some dessert?”




    “I’ll have apple pie with ice cream,” Luther said. “What about you, Lauren?”




    A lengthy period of indecision, studying the menu. “I’d like the chocolate mousse.”




    The dessert ingested, the bill paid, the tip left on the table, Luther had finally given up the idea of enticing Lauren into bed. They entered the car to return to Chamberlain.




    As they began their trek down the interstate, Lauren broke the silence. “Do you like golf?”




    “I’ve never played it.”




    “I love it,” she said definitively.




    There was no further conversation until the car pulled up before the Webb home.




    “Thanks for the dinner,” Lauren said as she exited the car.




    “You’re welcome,” Luther said, emerging from the driver’s side with the intention of walking her to the door. But by the time he had circled the car, she was already halfway up the walk. He stood for a while, watching her retreating back. “What an ass,” he said to himself, referring perhaps to her physical attributes or perhaps to himself.




    It was not an auspicious beginning. But the desires of the Welleses and the Webbs to achieve this union of their offspring, with the goal of seeing grandchildren in whom Luther’s handsomeness and Lauren’s beauty were united, were not to be gainsaid.




    After graduation, Luther took his place in the stationery store. His father urged him to join the Chamberlain Country Club, of which he himself was a member, and arranged Luther’s schedule so that he would have some time first to learn and then to play golf.




    That summer Lauren was home from State, and the parents arranged foursomes including one set of parents and the two young people. Luther’s powerful arm enabled him to make long, though not always accurate, drives, and occasionally Lauren expressed admiration for that. She was more experienced and therefore beat him more often than not, but golf at least gave them a topic of conversation. And as August brought the time when Lauren would return to the university for her senior year, Luther again took her to Agripolis for dinner, and on that occasion they did not return until morning. The parents held their counsel.




    The romance bloomed during Lauren’s senior year, and the wedding, as traditional, was in June. Although the bride was a member of the First Baptist Church, it was held in the Messiah Lutheran Church as a favor to her new parents-in-law. The bride, as traditional, wore white; she chose peach as the color of her bridesmaids’ gowns. The groom, as traditional, had net yet really sobered up from the fraternity bachelor party the night before. The ceremony was traditional, and, as traditional, the bride’s mother cried.




    The couple, as traditional, spent their honeymoon in the Sheridan Hotel in Osage City, a venerable building celebrated throughout the region for its elegance. They spent all three days in the bridal suite, never coming out even for meals, which were supplied by room service. The “Do Not Disturb” sign never left their door and was scrupulously observed by the maids according to instructions which the groom had left, together with a ten-dollar bill, at the front desk. After the couple left, the maids found the bed severely tousled, plates of half-eaten food strewn all over, and an unopened box of condoms in the waste basket.




    It became clear from the outset that Lauren had her own ideas as to what the marriage should be. She joined the Messiah Lutheran Church and volunteered to serve on its Education Committee, planning to introduce aesthetic values into the Sunday School. She and Luther attended the Young Married Class, she regularly and Luther less so. Within less than three months she had been elected its President. In addition, she organized a Wednesday night prayer circle for the class, to which some one-third of its members, chiefly female, came.




    In addition, she volunteered for the Building Committee of the Country Club, to which was assigned the responsibility of selecting the pictures and other decorations of the building. She was vigilant in calling to the attention of the committee any requirements the building had for maintenance and repair, of which there were many because of the more relaxed management style of her predecessor. Within six months she was elected Chairman and had effected a complete reorganization of the pictorial presentations on the walls, replacing the Robert Woodses and Norman Rockwells which had been the darlings of her parents’ generation with the works of the French Impressionist masters – omitting, of course, any nudes. Her reward for achieving this revolution was an accolade of uniform “very nices” from those members who noticed.




    Perhaps the most surprising and galling of the surprises which Lauren introduced into her marital life was that her activities outside the house were so wearying that she was frequently too exhausted to join Luther in the sexual activities that he thought should be his spousal right. Moreover, it turned out that she had returned from their honeymoon, and the three days and nights which had led him to expect a different approach to marriage on her part, pregnant; and as the pregnancy advanced, trimester by trimester, Luaren became increasingly disinterested in the type of activity which had brought it about.




    “Come on, Lauren,” Luther whined. “It’s been two weeks.”




    “Oh, I know, Darling,” she replied, “but I just don’t feel like it. I’m so uncomfortable now that I’m getting big. Besides, I have to get ready for the prayer circle tomorrow night, so I’ll be up late.”




    Julie Meadows was two years younger than Luther. She was a pretty black-haired girl, with the kind of figure that attracts boys; her face was square, with high cheekbones which set off large brown eyes. She had had a crush on Luther when she was a sophomore and he was a senior at Chamberlain High School, but he had not dated her; she was not in his set. Julie had not gone to college; neither her grades nor her inclination pointed her in that direction. She graduated in May and married in June; her husband, Bill, worked in the press room of the Chamberlain Intelligencer. Like most of the young men at that time in that place he drank heavily.




    Before they were married, Julie had enjoyed going out to bars with him. After their marriage, however, she discovered that Bill Meadows preferred going to bars with his workmates after the paper was put to bed, leaving her at home alone. Frequently he was not home for dinner or for many hours after she had finally, in despair, eaten it herself, alone. It was Julie’s fond hope that when she became pregnant Bill would be pleased and would spend some time with her. Instead, her pregnancy enraged him. “I ain’t makin’ enough for the two of us, let alone a kid,” he shouted. He demanded that she get an abortion. She got both an abortion and a divorce.




    Julie got a job as a waitress in the Chamberlain Hotel coffee shop. She had propositions aplenty, and was not averse to acceding to those which offered compensation of one kind or another. But time and tide were running against the downtown hotel business, even in Chamberlain. Along the highway which ran along the north edge of town were built first a Best Western, then a Ramada Inn, then a Holiday Inn, and finally a Howard Johnson’s. The hotel was sold to a developer who turned it into an office building, and Julie was looking for employment.




    Thomas Welles gave it to her. Thomas Welles had an eye for a pretty girl, and Julie was nothing if not that. She drew customers; customers would browse, waiting for her to wait on them, while the older, plainer clerks stood with nothing to do. And Julie did good work for the store; she was pleasant to the customers and learned the layout quickly, so that she could be helpful to those looking for specific items. A few of her coffee shop customers also shopped at the stationery store, but only a few; the clientele was different, and Julie received fewer propositions than before. But once a certain event occurred, that was all right with her, because they served only to distract her from her main goal.




    The certain event was that, upon his graduation from college, Luther came to work in his father’s store. The fire, which Julie had thought had died years ago, she discovered had only been banked. It roared into new life. And, sizing up the graying hair of the other salesclerks, Julie felt she had little competition in a campaign to attract Luther’s attention.




    When Thomas Welles was not looking, Julie would go to Luther to ask him where something was, though she knew the layout of the store better than he. She always thanked him prettily. The awkward times came when he gave her misinformation.




    “The ledger sheets?” he would say. “I think they’re on the east wall, by the third rack.”




    “Oh, I’m so glad I asked you,” she would respond. “Silly me, I thought they were on the back wall, near the cash books.”




    “Oh. Well, now, I’m not really sure.”




    “I’ll look both places,” she assured him.




    The longer Luther felt himself shut out of Lauren’s life, the more his predatory instincts focused on Julie. He quietly arranged it so that their lunch hours fell at the same times; and now that the coffee shop was closed, limiting the number of downtown eating places, it fell often that they both went to the Silver Spoon Restaurant down the block.




    When Luther was the first to arrive, Julie did not join him at his table but seated herself where they could mutually observe each other. And at first, when Julie got there first, Luther ignored her.




    But then the day came when Luther walked up to her table and said, “Can I join you?”




    “Why, certainly, Sir,” she replied demurely. While demureness is by and large a lost art, Julie was determined to cultivate it.




    That first day they ate in silence, communicating only with their eyes.




    But then came the fall Monday when Luther opened the conversation with “How about them Chiefs!”




    Julie was aware that he was referring to the Kansas City professional football team, but she had no idea what the Chiefs had done to call up Luther’s enthusiasm. “Yes,” she said. “How about ‘em!”




    “If they keep playing like they did Sunday afternoon, they’ll have a good shot at the Super Bowl,” Luther pronounced.




    “Do you really think so?” Julie asked.




    She really did not have to say much more during the meal, for Luther gave her virtually a play-by-play account of the game.




    Julie had never paid much attention to professional football, but now she became an aficionado. Every Sunday afternoon and Monday evening the 19-inch television in her one-room basement apartment was tuned to the NFL games of the week. She and Luther began to have lunch together every Monday and Tuesday to discuss the action they had seen the previous days. Luther was charmed both by her knowledge and by her ignorance, for the latter gave him an opportunity to explain things to her.




    It was not long before they ate together on Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays as well, discussing the league standings and the possibilities of the following weekend. It was at about this time that Thomas Welles decided that his son had learned enough about the business that he could retire and thus began to spend less and less time at the store, eventually leaving it entirely up to Luther.




    The birth of Luther’s daughter, named Lori to distinguish her both by spelling and pronunciation from her mother, interrupted their shared lunches briefly, for Luther had responsibilities at home. Soon, however, he discovered that Lauren’s attention was focused so intently on the new arrival, proclaimed by all four grandparents to be the sweetest little girl in the world, that he was excluded from his domestic life even more strictly than before.




    Lauren enrolled in a parenting class, sponsored by Chamberlain Hospital, which met on Monday evenings. Luther excused himself on the grounds that he wanted to watch the games, which occasioned a lecture from his wife. Lori was turned over to the maternal grandparents on those evenings.




    At Friday’s lunch Luther asked Julie, “How would you like to watch the game with me Monday nght?”




    “I’d love to! But what about your wife?”




    “She’s got a parenting class at the hospital.”




    “I see.” Julie waited for him to make the next statement.




    It came after a pause. “It wouldn’t look too good for me to have you over to our place.”




    “No,” she agreed, “it wouldn’t.”




    “I thought maybe I could come over to your place.”




    “It’s not very big.”




    “That’s all right. You do have a television, don’t you?”




    “It’s not very big either.”




    “Where do you live?”




    She told him, and advised him how to find her door, which was at the side of the house.




    Monday after work she laid in a bottle of Old Granddad – she wasn’t sure what Luther drank, but she supposed he did, and this had been one of her ex-husband’s favorites – and straightened things up as best she could. She also changed into clothes which she selected because they would be easy to get out of and scrubbed her face so that she would not leave any telltale lipstick traces.




    He parked a block away, so as to prevent suspicion, glanced around himself furtively as he walked to the house where she lived, went down the steps to the side door as she had instructed him, and knocked.




    She opened the door to let him in.




    He looked her up and down as he entered and found the sight acceptable. The apartment was smaller than he had expected, and so, despite her warning, was the television set. He noted on the coffee table the bottle of Old Granddad and two glasses.




    “Make yourself at home,” Julie said as she took her place on the divan and patted the cushion next to her.




    “Thanks,” said as he followed her advice. “Mind if I take off my coat?”




    “No,” she said. “Just throw it over there,” indicating the room’s only chair.




    She picked up the remote and clicked on the pre-game program; then she poured out whiskey into half of each of the glasses. They toasted each other with “Here’s looking at you” and drank. As they sat watching the program, she edged herself closer to him, until their shoulders were touching.




    By the start of the game their glasses were empty, and Julie refilled them. By the end of the first quarter Luther had his arm around her, and she had her hand on his knee. As the gun ended the first half, they turned to each other and kissed long, hard, and deep.




    There may have been half-time activities, but neither Luther nor Julie could have answered questions over them.




    “Wait!” Julie said. “This folds out into a bed!”




    “I don’t want to take the time!” he panted.




    The game was well into the third quarter when they reclad themselves and resumed their seats on the divan. By game’s end the bottle was empty and both were ready for after-game activities which were not televised.




    Lauren was sitting in the living room, reading a magazine, waiting for him when Luther returned home. “I was surprised to find you gone when I got back,” she said tactfully.




    “I got lonely sitting here by myself, so I went down to a bar and watched the game there,” he said carefully.




    “You had a little too much to drink,” Lauren said, evaluating his fragrance. “I’m surprised they let you drive home.”




    “Oh, I’m all right,” Luther said, enunciating with precision. “It’s late, and I have to be at the store tomorrow. I’m going to bed.”




    “I want to finish this article, and then I’ll join you.”




    He was asleep on top of the bedspread when she entered the bedroom. He had almost but not quite finished undressing.




    The seasons rolled on – football, basketball, baseball. Lauren’s multiplicity of activities gave Luther ample opportunities to visit Julie’s apartment; he bought her cable so that they could watch ESPN. Depending on the availabilities, they watched soccer, skiing, golf, tennis, volleyball, badminton, NASCAR, and Thai kick-boxing.




    Although the frequency of Luther’s visits to the bar to watch sports made Lauren suspicious, both Luther and Julie were discreet and gave her no overt clues to his growing infidelity. And they were scrupulously careful at the store to give no suggestion of their relationship. Luther even changed Julie’s lunch hour so that they would not be seen having lunch together.




    As time went on, Julie began to develop fantasies about the future. Luther became such a regular occupant of her divan that she spun a dream that he was falling in love with her and would leave his wife to marry her. The longer their ESPN-watching continued, the more intense the dream grew.




    At length, during game seven of a closely contested World’s Series, she mustered up the courage to ask, “Luther, when are we going to get married?”




    Luther, closely watching what he thought might turn into a double play, hardly heard her.




    When the action died down, she repeated her question.




    “What?” was his response. “Oh, Julie, I –“ and stopped. How could he look at this pretty girl, this wonderful sex partner, who did things on her divan that Lauren would never have thought of doing in their bed, and tell her that he had no intention of ever marrying her? “I’ve got a lot of things to work out first,” he said. “It’s going to take quite a while.”




    “Oh,” she said. She didn’t really disbelieve him, but she didn’t quite believe him, either.




    “Look at that line drive!” he said enthusiastically, changing the subject as best he could.




    Several weeks later, watching a badminton tournament, Julie raised the issue again.




    “I’ve got a lot of things to work out,” Luther told her more glibly. “It isn’t easy.”




    “What are some of the things?” Julie asked.




    “Oh, a lot of things. I’ve got to work things out with Lauren,” he said. “And then there are my parents. And Lori. And all kinds of things.”




    “I see,” Julie said, seeing more than Luther really wanted her to see.




    Julie brooded over the situation for another several weeks. At length she reached the conclusion that there was only one way to force the issue and Luther: she would omit to take the Pill.




    It was another two months before she missed her period. But then, having taken the irrevocable step, she hesitated to tell Luther. How would he react? After the second omitted menstruation, she decided she had to tell him.




    She waited until the auto race was over. They had put on most of their clothes and were sitting on the divan with his arm around her.




    “Luther, I’m pregnant.”




    “Jesus God!” He released her and took another drink. “Are you sure?”




    “Yes, I’m sure.”




    “You couldn’t be mistaken?”




    “No, I couldn’t be mistaken. I’ve missed two periods already.”




    “Jesus God.”




    “When are we going to be married?” she asked.




    “Oh, God!” Luther rose and began pacing around the one room of the apartment, which was no great distance.




    “I’m going to have your baby,” Julie reminded him.




    “Oh, God.”




    “Luther, what are you going to do? What are we going to do?”




    “Oh, God.”




    “Luther, don’t just keep saying ‘Oh, God.’ What are we going to do?”




    Things, ideas, words were running wildly through Luther’s mind. Finally he said, “Don’t worry, Sweet. I’ll pay for the abortion.”




    It was a blow to her midriff. “Abortion!”




    “I think that’s the only way out, Sweet.” He began to put on his coat. “I’ll make all the arrangements.” Dr. Armbruster was a member of the men’s class at Messiah Lutheran. “So long, Sweet. I’ll let you know what I work out.”
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