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How does a man become pregnant? This is the situation in which Pete Skivins finds himself. 


But perhaps an even better question to start with is this: how does a man know he’s pregnant?


For Pete Skivins, pregnancy is not an easy discovery. Although not athletically inclined, he has always been on the thin, slouchy side. At thirty-eight, he has made no caloric adjustments or stabs at physical activity beyond what it took to get him to his job at the Zue, the neighborhood bar and musical revue where local bands shot to life like bright flowers and then withered. And yet he notices, in the mornings as he is shaving, the way his belly begins to creep slightly over the elastic of his waistband. He attributes it to his slowing metabolism, his extra shot of whiskey when he comes home from work. He begins getting off the bus one stop further from the bar at nights. 


But then there is the sickness, a stomach-emptying retch that begins to overtake him while he is showering in the afternoon after he wakes. He wonders whether he has an ulcer, a gastric disturbance, cancer. Antacids are useless; at the clinic, he gets a prescription for Prilosec. But, after a month, his stomach seems to get bigger, so much that he hooks his jeans up under it and wears baggier t-shirts. Eventually, the vomiting stops. 


It could be cancer; his liver could be pickled, or maybe his kidneys are ready to shut down for good. Pete Skivins has decided, with irritated resignation, that he will head to the clinic tomorrow and face the bad cover-band music of his life, complete with doctor that looks like Huey Lewis. 


But then he feels something, just below his belly button, kicking. 

