On the next day, as promised, Ethan was at my:
door at seven. He rang the bell and | opened the
door to him. He was wearing a suit and tie, an
unusual outfit for someone who was going to take
care of a baby. But since he looked moody, | didn't
bother to comment on it.

“Oh, hi! You came!” | exclaimed to him.

He was still upset with our conversation last night.
He grunted and said: “Of course, | told you that |
would be here.”

“So... do you want to come in?" | offered to him.

But he simply shook his head and said: “Thank
you, but no. | must go back home as soon as
possible. | have meetings to attend while | take
care of Michael.

| nodded at him and said: “All right. Here is the
baby," and handled him to Ethan.

Ethan nodded and mumbled "0 L
end of the day '
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Without a baby to take care, | got to the café on
time. It wasn't the opening time — Lucy had left
home a few hours before me to open the shop —

but it was still early, the most busy hour for the
cafe.

When | opened the door and the bell rang, Lucy
looked at me from the register and smiled. “Oh,
you arrived! Come on!” She said, and soon |
crossed to the other side of the counter. | started
washing the cups and utensils. | was with my
hands busy and full of dishwashers when my
phone buzzed. | ignored the first call, but less than
five minutes later, my phone was buzzing again.

| dried my hands and picked it up. | had a couple
of lost calls from Ethan. | returned the call
immediately. He would probably want to talk
about Michael.

“There you are!" Ethan exclaimed relie




attendmg to hlS needs “OK one scoop, of warm
water. You mix and test it in your hand for
temperature, ok?" | told him.

“Thanks,” he murmured and hung up.

"|s everything okay?” Lucy asked me.

“Yes, it's just Ethan's inability to make a baby
bottle” | explained to her.

Lucy shook her head and said: “Maybe this
experience turns him useful for once."

| made a face. “Don’t be mean!” | exclaimed.

She shrugged and said: “It's just an opinion.” After
that, she left the kitchen again.

When | finished the cups, | started to serve the
tables. It was quite simple. The hardest part was
to balance a huge tray with a lot of orders at the
same time. The café was packed wuth people




fb than Mo hours.

“Hey, Ethan. What's going on now?" | asked him.

“Michael is crying, and | don't know why,” Ethan
simply told me.

| should know that it would be something like this.

“Did you try to put him down for a nap?” | asked
him.

“Yeah, he was fussing too much. He doesn't look
tired,” he told me.

Of course, he was tired. It was time for a nap, |
thought to myself. “Is he in pain? Maybe cramps
or something like that?” | asked him.

“l don't think so...” Ethan told me.
“Did you check on his diaper?” | asked him.

Ethan stopped for a moment and said: “Waita
minute. | need my both hands for that.”
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=il éﬁéd out loud and said: “Well, at least now

- you know that is it. Good luck with that," | told him
and hung up.

After attending tables for a little while, | changed
places at the register, and guess what? Ethan
called me again. Actually, Ethan called me so
many times on that day that | lost count of them.
When we finally finished the peak time, | was
exhausted, both due to the job itself but also
because of Ethan. | went to throw out the trash
from this morning on the alley dumpster when he
called me for the umpteenth time that morning. |
was already nervous about visiting the alley again
after the last time when Tess died, and that was
like the last straw.

“What is it this time, Ethan? | swear, | received
more calls from you than from the people in the
café this morning!” | exclaimed to him.

“Well, I'm sorry if I'm bothering you, Hannah, but
you should know that | can't take care of a baby!"
he exclaimed back at me. '




"I think I'll really do that. Bye, Hannah," he told me
annoyed. After that, he hung up on me.

| threw the trash down the dumpster with all the
anger that | could muster. “Damn it!” | screamed.

“Hey, honey, are you okay?” Lucy asked me
worriedly.

| looked at her with angry tears in my eyes and

mumbled: “I don't know, Lucy. Ethan decided to
drive me crazy today. He is with Michael and is
calling me all the time because he simply can't

take care of a less-than-an-year-old baby!" | told
her.

‘Do you think it was a mistake for you to come
back...?" Lucy asked me uncertainly. | knew that
she wanted me back because the café needed
me, but at the same time with the depression and
the trauma, she was definitely taking it easy on

me. ;’:‘i:iii{.;i"!
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~ Atthe end of my shift, | went straight to Ethan's. |
| knocked on his door, but nobody answered it. |
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““Yep, | think that neither of us had a good day
today,” | mumbled alone. It was for Ethan, but he
was asleep.

Taking care of a baby isn't the easiest task in the
world, especially if you are not completely present
in this baby's life. | knew that Ethan would

eventually learn, but right now it would be hard on
all of us.

If this would be hard on all of us, why then |
couldn’t ignore the guilt that was forming in my
chest for the situation that | found in Ethan's
apartment today?
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