




missing, but his keys and his wallet were still on his dresser. The dryer was 
full of clean baby clothes, socks the size of tea bags. I turned on the radio 
and washed dishes in the cramped little kitchen and tried to lend a little or­
der to their messy lives. If Nicholas had been my son, I would not have put 
him in the care of an idiot uncle. I wouldn’t have let him live in a crummy 
little apartment in West Garfield Park.

Aleksy must have called Mrs. Anderssen and she must have called 
Eddie. There was a knock on Aleksy’s apartment door. I slid back the dead 
bolt, and Eddie elbowed past me into the living room, craning his neck to 
look into the kitchen, the dinette area. “How did you get out of the hospi­
tal?” I wanted to know, but he didn’t answer me.

“I’m going to kill him,” he said. “Where is he?” He checked the 
bedrooms, opened the closet doors, even pushed back the shower curtain, 
then he stood in front of me and stared down his long nose at me. “Where’s 
Fabian?” he asked. “Did he shake him? Did he drop him? Did he hit him? 
Did he bang his head?” Eddie gripped my upper arm and squeezed until my 
hand went numb. Dex said that Eddie had held Michael Pelleire by his hair 
and bashed his head against the edge of a porcelain sink until he stopped 
struggling.

“I don’t know,” I said. Eddie went to the crib and touched the yel­
low baby blanket with his big-knuckled hands.

“Fucking bitch,” he said. “Fucking Polack whore.” Then he told
me.

Eddie had overheard Michael Pelleire boast to his friends that night 
at the Matador Bar that he was fucking another man’s fiance. “She can’t get 
enough of it,” Michael Pelleire had said. “She wants it all the time.” Eddie 
had waited until Michael Pelleire got up to pee and then he’d followed him 
into the men’s room. He didn’t say a word; he just locked the door, and 
hit Michael Pelleire from behind as he stood in front of the urinal with his 
penis in his hand. Eddie’d been saving up that first blow for three days, ever 
since Irena told him that she didn’t want to get married anymore and that 
she wasn’t even sure that the baby was his.
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“It could be yours,” she said. “I won’t know until I see if it grows 
up big and dumb.” It had taken everything in him not to kill her. He didn’t 
know who else the father could be, if it wasn’t Michael Pelleire— and he 
didn’t think it was now. Maybe it was Fabian. Why did Fabian act like the 
child’s father? It could be anyone. Maybe Irena seduced Eddie because she’d 
already known she was pregnant. Eddie didn’t know.

At the funeral, Irena wore dark sunglasses and hugged one of 
Nicholas’s teddy bears throughout the ceremony. Luis sat on one side of her 
and Aleksy on the other. Luis would take Irena to Costa Rica a week after 
the funeral and after that we’d only hear about her from Aleksy when she 
got married, then when she had a daughter. The police had apprehended 
Eddie after he’d wandered through the backyards of several West Garfield 
Park homes trying cellar locks and twisting back door handles. He’d run 
from them, resisted arrest, but two of the cops tackled him to the ground 
and eventually he ended up back at HartGrove. Eddie’s doctors didn’t let 
him out for Nicholas’s funeral. Instead HartGrove doubled their security in 
the outdoor smoking area where Eddie’d escaped over a ten-foot wall. Ed­
die’s mother was at the funeral. Again, she sat in the back pew. Fabian didn’t 
show up. The cops had an APB out on him for a few months. “They’ll never 
find him,” Dex said. “I bet he put rocks in his pockets and walked to the 
bottom of Lake Michigan.” I preferred to imagine that he had left Chicago, 
and that he was living incognito in California, somewhere warm and far 
away.

The doctors had done a post-mortem examination on baby 
Nicholas and concluded that the cause of death was bacterial meningitis. 
The funeral was closed casket. Irena deferred to Aleksy who said they never 
had open caskets in Poland. But the funeral director let Irena look inside 
the three-foot wooden box. Nicholas wore a stitched-up incision— from the 
back of one ear, over the crown of his head, across his fontanel, and then 
down behind the other ear where they’d pulled away his scalp and then 
opened up his skull with an electric saw. His christening gown covered the
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