hidden away, but put somewhere he wouldn’t stumble
upon, somewhere he’d have to ask her where it was, as if
she were protecting it from him. When he imagined hav-
ing sex with his wife again, he pictured the milky ghost of
his penis, entering her swirling, snowy womb as if on the
monitor at the doctor’s office. It looked very cold in there.

He thought of the results. If they got them the baby
would be normal, or the baby would not. Issue settled. But
he couldn’t do it, couldn’t ask for the tests.

All he could think of was the old physics line:

How can you know the fate of Schrodinger’s cat without
looking in the box?

Throw it in the river. If it floats, the cat’s a witch.

He wanted that box to stay shut.

“But why?” his wife implored.

He couldn’t tell her.

Why, why, why, like steps, receding.

Not because if the baby was normal, it would make
things worse (though it would).

But because, even if the baby wasn’t, it wouldn’t make
things better. He didn’t want to be relieved of this shame,
when it was all he could feel, all he was allowed to. All he
had left to remember her by.

That was why.

Because the baby was already dead.

There was a chance the baby was normal. There was
a chance—tiny and miraculous—that they had killed
their baby.
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Here was a thing about numbers, he thought for years after.
The chance of a flipped coin coming up heads a hundred
times is a half times a half times a half one hundred times.
Astronomical. But on one flip, the first or the hundredth,
the chances of heads are still just 50-50. The coin doesn’t
care how it’s fallen ninety-nine times before. The coin
doesn’t give a fuck. That’s what it is to be random. That’s
what chance is.
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