A Girl At Last – by Mort Zakarin
I was on a three day pass from the Air Corps base in Dalhart, Texas, where I served as a musician.  The year was 1944.  The trains didn’t always run on time in those days, and I’d been sitting for over four hours at the railway station in Amarillo.  Having nothing better to do, I wrote this little remembrance…
A GIRL AT LAST
When I was eleven years old, my parents, Charlie and Sally (Sarah) Zakarin, and my two brothers and I lived on New Jersey Avenue in the East New York section of Brooklyn.  Irving was three years older than I, and Norman was six years younger.
It was the summer of 1937, and my mother had finally given birth to a girl, my sister Sharon.  My father picked up mother and baby at the hospital.  Aunt Mollie, who lived in the same apartment house as we did, came with him to help.  She sat in the back seat of my father’s six-year-old Ford, holding the baby.

As they drove home, Mollie remarked that the baby had a fair complexion, just like her own kids.  My mother laughed and thought my aunt wasn’t seeing right, because my new sister was dark, just like us boys.
They finally arrived, and we three, anxiously waiting to see our new sister, jumped for joy.  Mother took the baby from my aunt, looked and screamed, “This is not my baby!”  Well, all hell broke loose.  The baby started to cry and wet the diaper.  Feeling the wetness, my mother settled down and started to change it.  What she found was a boy who had just been circumcised.  This was too much to bear.  Mother screamed again and fell on her bed, crying.

Since we didn’t own a telephone, my father ran to the corner candy store and called the hospital.  We three boys, seeing my mother cry, did the same.

It seemed like forever before Dad returned.  When he did, he told us that the hospital had discovered the mistake and that a nurse was being dispatched in a taxi with our baby.

We all waited, looking out the window, and as the cab arrived, a summer rain storm started, with thunder and lightning.  My father tried to calm mother, who was pacing.  My aunt was holding and cooing to the baby boy.  Since she had only girls, I wondered if she would have liked to keep the child.  Anyway, we three huddled in a corner, frightened, not knowing what would happen next.  We just tried to stay out of everyone’s way.
At last the rain stopped.  In came the nurse, with our little sister, a bracelet on her wrist that said Baby Zakarin.

The nurse left with the boy.  My aunt left, empty handed.  The storm outside and the one inside had stopped.  Our world returned to normal, except our family was now three boys, and A GIRL AT LAST.  
Many thanks to Mort Zakarin!
