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After the Unspeakable

AtT:30onadJanua ingi
ALT: ry eveningin 1988, she wal
go fl‘;?l;ldfs house, past an ancient and grimy hm1§f:ghgirl}gfrmom
Iig:i; 4 ieno_:;natory, I‘t,hmk that's what it was. You COL;.]d see tl:
ihe sid; : fggr;ngasmm from her third-floor living room on the
hisedioh Orsr;?;t‘;’e aln_d every now and then a basketball
A m . . . L
goneb,d:ﬂ‘]ire’s ot i ook :1 ; :{gmed that. Now the building’s
aybe she hadn’t reached ;;h
s e reformatory whe
B::grs:lr;c} ;rdas f‘a;ther dm!m the block, walking along ?h:heemn]:: <
el 2 u}cla ion parking lot past the frosty, chain-link f‘encey
elementa{:; :c }?0\:;3.; ;n :he %ther side of Ingleside in front of thf;
.The i
Bt ruthis, she never told me, never got that
B
prese::: ‘rf'l:arrt; s}}::rc?rr?:sddam the strelet, and in her hand is a
d, a ceramie, latticework b !
supp.ose_d to put over a lit candle to create a fe { OE‘V] i
b eling of coziness
Coming the other way i
y is a man. He's nervo
i;?;glze; ?}19 ]fe'es the dark glint of his gun. She ;:easr;gn\:];i:k};i
, all she's got. 1
e, got. He doesn’t want the ceramic latticework
Sheh i i
mwardehe?-s tav]vo rings, one wﬂ;h a ruby that she slyly turns in
i h; f‘nt;; and in the _mght he doesn’t notice it. But the
i ‘:B er ga}t married in, her father who died of lymph
‘ was fourteen, he
ring gafalller father's. He lets her k“t::gtist.t SR SUES
3 wa]lethat Zs her behind an outerop of the gigantic old building,
e Zwes out and around a short stairway leading dovw.r‘nl
g oor kwlth no knob, the kind of door somebody
Lt he.r getrzr;: he:r}lm.ler %et down on her knees. After that he
skl ey ands and knees, and I don’t know if he
ISti-lse very cold outside, forty below. Windchill
ey alr.ll.:;: :ll';l: ,earthenware_bowl offtoone sidé so it won't get
ey igone, she picks it up. There’s still the instinct
= ordinau:y '11;') itup. Or maybe she just needs to do something
.To continue on her way with this gift from her friend.

roommates and call
her around the block to the Osteopathi

special effort to get a woman to
the woman when sh
what'd ya expect, ya

i inal swabare uncomfortable

but no surprise.
her fingernails, and when it
The thoroughness mi
by the many way$ inw
in her clothing.
gkin, four blurry
leavings under her nails,

before she dials St. Lo

ainsther chest. Shetellsher
o come soon after and drive
¢ Hospital. They malke a
be with her, a police officer, but
5 with victims: well
easant enough, is

withitcradled ag

She goeshome
s the police, wh

e arrives is like most cop
dumbshit? The doctor, pl

s her mouth and scrapes
< all over they take her clothes too.
ght impress her if she weren't so repulsed

hich her rapist is still with her, His hair
His fingerprints phntagraphed on the film of her
bruises forming on her upper arm. His ugly

inside her.
h and then another

When she gets home she takes a batl
uis, where I'm in graduate school.

* " *

'm asleep when she calls,but I wake up fast when Thearher
voice. She asks how 1 am, which seems astonishing now, but
didn’t then. Areyou sitting down, she asks, and she tellsme she's

been raped.
T'm shaking and dizzy with fever—that’s how I am:just fine,
by comparison—so there’s no question of my driving up immedi-
ately. 1 go up the next day instead, a five-hour journey in my
freezing car. Thinking mostly, Shit. Shit ghit shit.
1 catch her coming out of class and we hold each other, our

parkas rustling as people push past us. Later, she is funny and
wry and I think everything will be okay.

* k%

We are out walking the dog together, up Ingleside near 53rd,
across the street from where it happened. A man passes. She
looks him over closely whilel watch her for a sign of recognition.
It's not him. She sighs and says, “I feel like Chicago is one big

checklist.”

She’s keeping the detective asked.

her eyes peeled, just as
1 squad took her out for about forty minutes,

Lastnight,a tactica

L e e e
———=







