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Unexpected Joy


It was night, but not an average one. There was rain, humidity and unbearable cold. There was a stench in the air and a sense of discomfort in the room. My mother, younger sister and I filled the room watching a sitcom “Friends”. This was a normal thing that that was done on a daily basis. I sat in the love seat next to the door, while they sat on the settee. We looked at each other in a way as if something had to be said, but there continued to be stillness and silence. Inattentive to my surroundings, but still hearing the thunder and lightning from the thunderstorm I thought over and over about the silence. We looked at each other then again and turned away. Utter silence now as the TV went down in volume and my mother spoke words. “How was your day?” That broke the ice, but it was still peculiar because for hours we had all been in the house with each other. Something had to give. Thinking in my head “Why now speak?, What was on her mind?, Had something bad happened?” These questions and many others crammed my head. Overwhelmed by the vocalization I immediately answered, “I had a good day, it was the same as usual, and you?” She looked and put her head down saying, “It was fine”, but there was a quiver in her voice when she spoke. Once more I turned and contemplated my next question. Just as I got up the nerve to ask her, the phone rang. I got up and walked into my room hoping that upon my return she would have a reason for the awkwardness that had filled our normally humble home. After a couple of minutes I would say about two to five I walked back out and asked who it was. She replied back odd thing, “It was the hospital.” Instantaneously, I got scared and thought that there was bad news. My heart began to flutter and pound harder as I panicked. “Why is the hospital calling?”  I asked.” I twisted toward my sister who looked startled and disturbed. She replied, “They called to tell me that I was pregnant.” In my head I screamed and asked over and over how and why you, why us? Heated and pissed I stormed out of the room and slammed my door. She tried to talk to me, but I didn’t want to hear anything she had to say. I cried and cried for hours upon hours asking myself again why. A couple of days had passed by and still there had been no communication between the two of us. I spoke to no one and went to school and acted as if everything was okay. For weeks I covered up the mar and the ache holding it in until one day she talked to me and apologized. She apologized as if she did something wrong, but all the while it was me who was in the wrong. I had been selfish and thinking of no one but myself. At the time I did not care about how she felt or what she was going through. I was frustrated. I apologized and cried again, telling her that all the time I was erroneous. She forgave me and we got on with our lives for the next couple of months. Soon it was time for the delivery day and all those feelings that I felt were stirred up again. I became selfish and uncaring all over, but I pushed my feelings aside to enjoy the day and birth of my brother. This unexpected event at the time was not a joy, but a pain, a thorn in my side. At the time everything was not clear. I did not know how we were going to make it or if we could even survive. I hated the thought of there being another baby in our house. The selfishness consumed me and got the best of me. I am now glad though when I look back and see that this unexpected, unplanned baby brought us closer together. If it had not been for him then I would still be ungrateful today. Everything happens for a reason and I am glad I got the chance again to appreciate life. 
