Fungi and Foxes  

by

Eyes Right

Augusta, ME – Our waitress (now known in politically correct circles as “our server”) was both pleasant and rather gregarious.  She seemed to be somewhat anxious and a touch inattentive.  As she left the table after serving us our salads, my wife, who is far more observant than I, said, “She’s pregnant, you know.”
I had not noticed.  My wife (who is a nurse with considerable maternity experience from public health) estimated that she was perhaps 5-6 months pregnant, and that she had only recently began to show.   As I tried to recall anything unusual about this young woman who had handed us menus, returned to take our order, then brought us the salads, I came up with mostly a blank.  She had been young, perhaps a college student, and her name was Kelly.  She had a nice smile, was relatively perky (for nine at night in a chain steak house), but nothing else seemed to stand out, so to speak, particularly her shape.  She had not seemed to be particularly thin or heavy, just a normal young woman.  And, as most males, I did not have a clue what her hair color was.
When Kelly returned to ask how we had enjoyed our salads, I did finally notice that she did have either a slightly bulging midriff, or was indeed pregnant.  Once again, as a male, I am reluctant to venture any comment to a woman about being pregnant, lest she not be.  So I simply smiled, and after she left, I said to my wife, “Yes, she does appear to be possibly pregnant.”

When Kelly came to our table to give us our check, she smiled and said, “You know, I’m expecting.”  I do not know what caused this spontaneous declaration, but my wife immediately responded, “Congratulations!  When are you due?”

“In early November.”  (making her at the 6 month mark).  

A short conversation ensued, and when I mentioned to Kelly that we were soon flying to Pensacola, she told us that she had just graduated from the University of West Florida, which is in Pensacola and that she had majored in art history.

“So what brings you to Maine?” I asked.

“I came here to live with my father.  It is working out OK.  My mother is in Florida.  I am so excited and nervous about my upcoming adventure.  I do not know whether it is a boy or a girl, I want to be surprised.”

Kelly’s use of “adventure” in obvious reference to the forthcoming delivery of her baby caused my wife and I to immediately look at each other.

Kelly went on, “You see, I am now interested in science.  I want to work with either fungus or foxes.  That is my new dream.  I think that I will have to learn some biology.  I love fungus, and I love foxes.  I know it sounds crazy, but I know that I want to go into the forests to study one of these, maybe both.  I guess that I will have to go back to school to learn about them, maybe study some biology or something like that.  I think that I can make a living doing this.”

Once again we looked at each other.  This young woman seemed far removed from the reality of her situation.  Here she is in Maine, having recently taken a waitress job in a new location with little probability of raising a child without considerable financial assistance, either from family or others.  She has no interest in pursuing a career in the field of her studies, and now has fantasies about fungi and foxes.  
As we left the restaurant, we both wondered if the father of Kelly’s baby was still in the picture.  She did not mention him at all, and pretty much summed up her entire feelings about becoming a mother by “adventure.”  We left a big tip for the adventuress, and said a prayer for the baby.
I thought you might like to know.
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