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"J T rom the start, I didn't like lying in my 
§—i mother's belly. Enough! When it got 

JL warm, I twisted around, curled up and 
lay sti l l . . . . 

But, five months later, when I felt alive, I was 
really very unhappy, fed up with the whole thing! 
It was especially tiresome lying in the dark all the 
time and I protested. But who heard me? I didn't 
know how to shout. One day, 1 wondered if 
perhaps that wasn't how to do it and I started 
looking for a way out. 

I just wanted to get out. 
After pondering a long time, it occurred to me 

that the best idea would be to start fighting with 
my Mama. I began throwing myself around, 
turning cartwheels, often jabbing her in the side; 
I didn't let up but it didn't do any good. I simply 
gave myself a bad name so that when, for 
instance, I'd grow tired of lying on one side and 
try turning over, just to make myself a little more 
comfortable, she'd start complaining. In short, 
why should I lie here cooking up something, it 
didn't do any good — I had to lie there the whole 
nine months — understand? — the whole period. 

Well (not having any other choice), I consoled 
myself: I'll simply start later! Just as soon as they 
let me out into God's world, I'll know what I 
have to do.. .Of course, I'll be an honored guest, 
I have a lot of reasons to think so. First of all, 
because of what I often heard my Mama tell 
some woman who (as I later found out) was my 
Grandma: 

Grandma comes in and smiles at Mama. She 
looks happy — probably because her daughter 
has come through it all right. She doesn't even 
look at me. 

"Mazal tov, dear daughter!" 
"Mazal tov, may we enjoy good fortune!" 
Mama smiles too but not at me. 
"Of course, I would have been happier if it 

were a boy',' says Mama. Grandmother winks 
roguishly with a half-closed eye and consoles 
her: 

"No problem, boys will also come...! ' 
I listen to all that and it is very sad for me to be 

alive. How come I was born if all the joy wasn't 
because of me! I'm already bored to death. Oh, 
how I want to go back to the other world. 

All of a sudden, I feel a strange cold over my 
body. I am jolted out of my thoughts; I feel 
myself clamped in two big, plump hands, which 
pick me up. I shake all over. Could it be — a 
dreadful idea occurs to me — is she going to stuff 
me back in for another nine months? Brrrr! I 
shudder at the very thought. 

But my head spins, everything is whirling 
before my eyes, I feel completely wet, tiny as I 
am! Am I in a stream? But a stream is cool, 
pleasant, even nice. But this doesn't interest me 
as much as the idea of what the two big, clumsy 
hands want to do with me. I am completely at 
their mercy. 

"It does hurt a little but I almost don't feel it)' 
Mama would say. "I'm glad! I was so scared I 
was barren. A trifle? It's already two years since 
the wedding and you don't see or hear anything 
. . . Minka the barren woman also said she would 
yet have children. And why should I be surer of 
it?" 
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