I don't know why people always look down when they talk through
a telephone, but they always do. You have to remember to look up at the person you're
talking to.
I always remember now, because he's in jail and I love his eyes and every time I
see him I'm afraid I'll never see him again. So I pick up the phone as soon as I get there
and I just hold it and I keep looking up at him.
So, when I said, "–Alonzo–?" he looked down and then he looked up and he
smiled and he held the phone and he waited.
I hope that nobody has ever had to look at anybody they love through glass.
And I didn't say it the way I meant to say it. I meant to say it in a very offhand
way, so he wouldn't be too upset, so he'd understand that I was saying it without any kind
of accusation in my heart.
You see: I know him. He's very proud, and he worries a lot, and, when I think
about it, I know – he doesn't – that that's the biggest reason he's in jail. He worries too
much already, I don't want him to worry about me. In fact, I didn't want to say what I had
to say. But I know I had to say it. He had to know.
And I thought, too, that when he got over being worried, when he was lying by
himself at night, when he was all by himself, in the very deepest part of himself, maybe,
when he thought about it, he'd be glad. And that might help him.
I said, "Alonzo, were going to have a baby."
I looked at him. I know I smiled. His face looked as though it were plunging into
water. I couldn't touch him. I wanted so to touch him. I smiled again and my hands got
wet on the phone and then for a moment I couldn't see him at all and I shook my head
and my face was wet and I said, "I'm glad. I'm glad. Don't you worry. I'm glad."
But he was far away from me now, all by himself. I waited for him to come back.
I could see it flash across his face: my baby? I knew that he would think that. I don't
mean that he doubted me: but a man thinks that. And for those few seconds while he was
out there by himself, away from me, the baby was the only real thing in the world, more
real than the person, more real than me.
I should have said already: we're not married. That means more to him than it
does to me, but I understand how he feels. We were going to get married, but then he
went to jail.
Fonny is twenty-two. I am nineteen.
He asked the ridiculous question: "Are you sure?"
"No. I ain't sure. I'm just trying to mess with your mind."
Then he grinned. He grinned because, then, he knew.
'What we going to do?" he asked me – just like a little boy.
"Well, we ain't going to drown it. So, I guess we'll have to raise it "
Fonny threw back his head, and laughed, he laughed till tears come down his face.
So, then, I felt that the first part, that I'd been so frightened of, would be all right.

