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I 

 

 

yan Quinn parked his sedan beside the barn, reached to the backseat for the bouquet of 

white lilies, and climbed out.  He crossed the gravel driveway toward the side entrance of 

the house, and he could see his wife standing in the sunroom.  She was looking at the field of 

pallid prairie grass beyond their home.  She stood backlit against the late sky, cradling her shape. 

They lived in the Village of Wayne, a western suburb of Chicago landlocked by 

thousands of acres of Forest Preserve.  The clapboard homes predated the great fire, their 

authenticity protected by gray-haired men in tweed jackets presiding over historic code.  There 

were less than two thousand residents spread throughout the village on large parcels.  It was home 

to lovers of farms, of horses. 

Poncho stood dancing on his hind legs beyond the shadow of the screen door.  Ryan 

scratched the Border Terrier on the head and patted him twice on the ribs.  Then he made his way 

down the long hallway toward the kitchen, placing his keys and cell phone atop the Shaker table.   

Kathy had moved to the kitchen.  She stood staring out the window.  Her dark hair was 

braided.  Her hands pressed against her lower back.  She was wearing one of his old Oxfords with 

gray leggings.  “In here,” she said. 

 He set the lilies on the island and moved behind her, wrapping his arms around her and 

their nameless child.  “To see you from behind.” 

“Don’t,” she said.  “Please.  I feel like a house.” 

He kissed her neck.  “How’s the baby Q?” 

R 
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 Kathy touched her stomach.  “Quiet,” she said.  “Which is a relief after this morning’s 

chorus line.” 

 Together they stood at the window watching a woman move across the distant prairie on 

horseback, cantering along one of the bridal trails.   

 “Did you get everything resolved with that client?” she said. 

 “It’s always hurry up and wait with those people.” 

 “Can we please not talk about waiting?”  

 He tamed a strand of hair that lay against the pale skin of her neck and tucked it behind 

her ear.  “I was thinking about going for a run,” he said.  “Would you mind?” 

 “No, but take Poncho.  The poor dog’s been cooped up for months.” 

 Ryan looked toward the hallway.  “Ponch.”   

There was a muted thud from the front of the house and the click of nails across the 

hardwood floors as Poncho trotted into the kitchen with his ears cocked. 

“What do you say, hyena breath?  You up for a run?” 

 The dog sat quickly, biting at the air above his head as if snapping at flies. 

 Ryan scooped him off the floor.  “That’s my boy,” he said, tousling Poncho’s ears.  “We 

won’t be more than an hour.” 

 Kathy didn’t respond.  Her attention was focused through the window.  “This woman’s 

going to kill herself,” she said.  “Right in front of my eyes.” 

 Ryan set the dog on the floor and looked at the distant rider.  Then he looked at his wife.  

“What’s wrong, Kath?” 

 “That’s way too much horse.” 

 “With you.” 

 “Nothing.” 

 “Something.” 

 “I miss it,” she said softly.  
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 He studied her.  He studied her phantom reflection in the windowpane.  “We talked about 

you going back,” he said.  “Didn’t we?  Once we have a chance to catch our breath.” 

 She nodded. 

 “Then what’s bothering you?” 

 She turned and took the lilies from the counter and brought them to the sink together with 

a pair of kitchen shears.  “Thank you for the flowers,” she said. 

 “Talk to me, Kath.” 

“I’m fine,” she said, starting the faucet.  “Go for your run.” 

 

Ryan changed into running clothes and laced his sneakers.  Then he walked through the house 

and into the nursery.  The room was empty save his toolbox.  The floor registers were covered in 

plastic, the trim masked with painter’s tape.  Ryan knelt beside the window seat and reached for 

the carpenter’s level.  He set the level atop the seat and slid it inch by inch over the surface, 

staring at the vial of yellow liquid and the bubble that lay centered within.  Then he lowered the 

level to the old plank flooring where he knelt, watching the bubble drift and disappear into the 

corner of the vial.  “Showed your crooked ass,” he whispered. 

 “Please don’t curse at our house,” Kathy said, stepping into the doorway.  “What if he 

heard you?” 

 “This old bastard lost his hearing a long time ago.” 

Kathy looked toward the window seat.  “You did a nice job.  I meant to tell you.” 

 “It’s what you imagined?” 

 “It’s perfect.” 

Ryan slid his hand over the front panel.  “I’ll sand it one last time tonight,” he said.  “We 

can paint this weekend.” 

“Did you see what I left inside?” 
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 Ryan shook his head and swung open the seat.  The long piano hinge chirped and the 

sharp aroma of cedar burst into the room.  There was a box at the bottom of the chest.  It was a 

box from a department store with a yellow bow on its lid. 

“Open it,” she said. 

He lifted the box from the chest and removed the lid.  Folded inside was a quilt.  It was 

white with various patterned triangles cut from old clothing. 

“For our little angel,” she said. 

“You made this?” 

She touched her stomach.  “I’ve had some time on my hands.” 

Ryan didn’t take his eyes off the quilt.  “I love it.” 

“And you said your wife couldn’t sew.” 

“I said you couldn’t iron.” 

Kathy grinned.  She looked to the window.  “It’s getting dark.  You should go.”  She 

turned from the nursery. 

“Kath, wait.” 

She stopped and looked at him. 

Ryan smiled, hefting the quilt in his hand.  “Our little angel.” 

“Go,” she said.  “Before you run off a cliff.” 

   

Ryan and Poncho left the house and jogged down the gravel driveway, turning onto the sidewalk 

and moving toward the elementary school.  Poncho was unleashed and loping at his feet.  The 

wind was warm and unabated.  It smelled of wet chimney smoke.  As they neared the school, 

Ryan saw one of his neighbors standing in his front lawn pushing his daughter on a rope swing.  

When the girl saw them, she leapt from the swing and ran toward the street with her arms spread 

and called for the dog.  Still on pace, Poncho looked up. 

 “Go on.” 
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 Poncho sprinted off and leapt through the hedges into their yard.  He ran wide, sweeping 

circles with his rump tucked as the girl chased, laughing and stumbling.  Ryan stopped and shook 

hands with his neighbor.   

 “What do you think,” the man said, “we out of this yet?” 

 “They’re calling for snow on Thursday.” 

 “You’re kidding me?” 

 “Up to four inches,” Ryan said, pointing to a flowerbed of thin green shoots.  “Those are 

in for a rude awakening.” 

 “Yeah, I have idealists for tulips.  Abby, don’t grab at Poncho’s tail.” 

 “She’s fine.” 

 The man grinned as he watched Poncho trot alongside his daughter.  “He’s going to be 

great with the baby,” the man said. 

 “Poncho’s our little guardian.” 

 “When’s Kathy due?” 

 “Five weeks from tomorrow.” 

 “You know what you’re having?” 

 Ryan smiled, backpedaling down the sidewalk.  “We want to be surprised.” 

 “Oh, don’t you worry about that,” the man laughed. 

 Ryan wished him a good night and picked up a jog, rolling his tongue and blowing a 

piercing whistle that pulled Poncho from his playful gallop with Abby. 

Together, Ryan and Poncho turned into the elementary school playground and jogged 

across the baseball diamond.  They slipped through a break in the left field fence and entered the 

shadowed forest.  They ran the narrow foot trail, past marshland that was veiled in dusk.  A pair 

of geese cranked across the gunmetal sky.  When the geese had passed, Ryan could hear only his 

breathing and his shoes against the trail and, beyond all that, a grainy quietude. 
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Thoughts of Kathy filled his mind as he ran.  With news of the pregnancy, their motives 

had aligned in delicate preparation.  Gone were troubling and restless issues of recent years; 

initiation fees at country clubs, black sand beaches they might visit, investment property or 

investment steed.  All they wanted now was to hone their love and shun all else.  Their child was 

everything.           

 Poncho fell back to a walk.  Then he planted his paws on the trail and barked.  Ryan 

turned, backpedaling slowly.  “What?” 

Poncho sat.  He bit at the air.   

Ryan looked around at the coming darkness, his eyes thinning as he panned the shadows 

of the marsh.  He wiped the sweat from his face with the bottom of his shirt and walked back 

toward Poncho, patting the dog on the ribs as he picked up into a jog.  “You’re right,” he said.  

“Sorry.  I was daydreaming.”   

 

Night had all but fallen when he slipped through the left field fence and crossed the baseball 

diamond to the street.  He jogged the sidewalk to their house, slowing to a walk with his fingers 

laced above his head.  His heart was pounding.  He turned into the driveway and stopped.  All the 

lights of the house were on.  Music was leaking through the walls.  He lowered his arms slowly.  

“What the hell?” 

Ryan ran to the side entrance and pushed inside with Poncho at his heels.  “Kath?” 

He moved quickly down the hallway and into the living room.  The television was on, the 

volume maxed.  “Where are you?”   

He turned and jogged into their bedroom.  He stopped.  Kathy was seated on the edge of 

the mattress.  She’d taken off her shirt, and she sat in her bra staring down at her stomach.  The 

quilt lay on the bed beside her.  Classical music was blaring on the stereo.   

“What are you doing?” he said. 

She raised her hand, never lifting her eyes from her belly. 
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Ryan could see granola bar wrappers on the nightstand alongside a sweating glass of ice.  

He grabbed the remote for the stereo and muted the sound.  “Hey.  You’re freaking me out.” 

She looked up.  A single tear rolled down her cheek.  “Get your keys,” she whispered. 

Ryan dropped to his knees.  He took her pale face in her hands.  “What’s wrong?”  He 

watched her eyes blink wildly as she searched the room.  “Kath.  Talk to me.”    

She grabbed a handful of his shirt.  “The baby isn’t moving,” she cried. 

 “What?” 

 “Something’s wrong with the baby!” 

 

Ryan bundled her in the car and took off, the headlights sweeping through the lawn as the car 

sped from the driveway, spraying gravel.  The engine whined.  Ryan yanked the gearshift down 

into second and stomped the gas.  He could see Kathy squirming in her seat.  An awful feeling of 

nausea gripped his stomach.  “When was the last time you felt something?” he said. 

 She cupped her forehead.  “I don’t know,” she cried. 

 “Think, Kath.  Please.” 

 “After lunch.  Two.  Oh, God.” 

Ryan threw the gearshift up into third.  He stretched over the console and pressed his 

hand on Kathy’s stomach, his eyes scanning the road.  “Come on,” he said.  “Where are you?”   

He could feel nothing, only the engine rattling the chassis.  He pulled his hand from her 

stomach and slammed the gearshift into fourth. 

 

*** 

 

“Tell us we’re okay,” Ryan said.   

He stood at Kathy’s side where she lay on the exam table, their fingers laced white.  The 

doctor sat staring at the monitor as she slid the wand over Kathy’s slick skin. 
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Ryan looked to the doctor.  “For the love of God, say something.” 

The doctor didn’t answer.  Her eyes tightened as she studied the screen.  She shifted her 

weight on the stool and pulled the wand down the side of Kathy’s stomach.  Then her eyes closed 

completely, the wand lowered slowly into her lap. 

“No!” Kathy screamed. 

“I’m sorry,” The doctor whispered. 

Ryan pointed at the monitor.  “Check it again.” 

The doctor sank her shoulders.  “There’s no heartbeat, Ryan.” 

He slammed his fist down on the bedside table.  “Check it again!” 

 

High levels of Pitocin were administered to induce labor, and in the early hours of that next day 

their still child was born into the world.  Ryan pulled his surgical mask off his face as he watched 

the doctor raise the baby from his wife.  He’d imagined the moment to be erupting with healthy 

screaming and joyful tears but there was none of that.  There was only the silence and the stillness 

of the child’s limbs that hung loosely from the doctor’s grip. 

Ryan turned to Kathy.  He kissed her tears.  “Are you okay?” 

“I wanted this baby,” she said, crying. 

 “I know.” 

 “Please believe me, I wanted this.” 

The nurses caged their eyes as they moved quickly around the examination table.  Then 

the doctor lifted the swaddled child and turned to face them.  “It’s a girl,” she said.   

Kathy stretched out her arms, flexing her fingers.  She took her daughter and pressed her 

tightly against her chest.  She kissed the top of her head.  “I’ll love you forever,” she said.  She 

looked at Ryan.  “Take her,” she cried, tears streaming down her cheek.  “God help me I can’t do 

this.” 
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Ryan took his daughter and carried her to the corner of the room.  Through the 

swaddling, he felt the warmth she’d only borrowed from her weeping mother, the child’s face so 

calm and perfectly untouched beneath the hood of folded blanket.  “Open your eyes,” he said.  

“Please God, just look at me and breathe.”   

 The doctor placed her hand on his shoulder.  “Have you given any thought to a name?”  

Ryan never turned.  “Our daughter’s name is Addison Quinn.” 

 The doctor wrote on her clipboard.  She looked up.  “Is there a middle name?”  

Ryan didn’t respond to the doctor as he walked further into the corner.  He studied his 

daughter, slowly rocking the bundle of diminishing warmth.  “We were going to call you Addie,” 

he whispered.   

  

Later that morning, Ryan stood at the far end of the hospital corridor with doctor and priest.  The 

doctor cleared her throat.  “There was a knot in the umbilical cord,” she said. 

 Ryan looked down the corridor, wincing. 

 “It most likely formed in the early stages of the pregnancy.” 

 “And what?” he said.  “Grew tighter with time?” 

“There was no way to know, Ryan.” 

 The priest put his arm around his shoulders, but Ryan shrugged him off and stepped 

away.  He stood with his hands on his hips, staring at the floor.  The doctor and priest watched 

him, waiting for him to say something.  Ryan looked up at the priest.  “I want her baptized.” 

“Of course,” the man said. 

 Ryan pointed at him.  “Today.” 

The priest nodded.   

Ryan turned and walked away. 

When he entered the hospital room, he closed the door slowly behind him and stood in 

the darkness watching Kathy sleep.  He noticed something on the floor beside her bed.  He 



11 
 

walked over to it and squatted.  The quilt she’d made lay in a crumpled heap.  Ryan took it off the 

floor.  He kissed the top of Kathy’s head and raised the hospital blanket to her shoulders.  Then 

he folded the quilt and carried it out of the room. 

 

Ryan stepped inside the hospital’s chapel and stood in the doorway studying the empty pews.  He 

reached and switched off the lights.  In the soft glow of the red altar glass, he dropped into a seat 

in front.  He looked down at the quilt where he held it in his lap.  His grip tightened around the 

fabric.  When he closed his eyes, he could see her.  Not as the still infant he held swaddled, but as 

a child.  Brown curls.  Blue eyes.  Familiar.  A perfect reflection of Kathy.  A picture he’d seen 

hanging in her father’s den.  She was running through the waters of some faraway coastal sunset, 

laughing as the waves lapped against her legs. Her hands were lost in the sleeves of her little gray 

sweatshirt, the bottom edges so dark with wet.  She looked at him and smiled.  The salt was heavy 

in the ocean air and the setting sun coppered her face.   

 Ryan’s body trembled as he slid off the pew to his knees.  He looked at the altar glass.  

“How dare you take her from us,” he hissed.   

He pushed the quilt against his face.  “How dare you!” 

 


