
I left the basket on the step.
I left the baby in a basket on the step. 
I left my baby on the step.
I left my baby girl on the doorstep of some rich person’s house.
I left my baby girl, and she was crying, mouth agape like a cave or an ocean or the world. 
I left my baby girl, and she was silent, and as I walked away she peered over the wicker, her dark eyes caves or oceans or worlds.
But no—she was days old, not strong enough to raise her head to watch me go. So did she look up into the sky? Did she see the sun? Clouds? It couldn’t have been clouds; I wouldn’t have deserted her in the promise of rain. It must have been the sun she saw; but would I have left her gazing up into blinding brightness? No, that is not something I would do.
*   *   *
I left my baby girl on the step.
I left her but returned, at a run, to pick her up. She beamed, all gums, up into my face, and I realized I could never leave her.
I left her and neither slowed nor turned. I walked a mile to the subway and rode it three more miles, and each mile was an added abandonment I didn’t feel. One could say I left my baby with abandon.
The three miles went slowly. I wept, wet splotches pooling on my chest. Hot at first, then cold.
I did not weep at all—my eyes so dry perhaps it was I who stared upward, as I disappeared into the shadows, bewildered by the sun.
*   *   *
The baby girl on the step was left by me. She was left yellow-skinned in a yellow basket, and the porch she was left on was red. 
The baby girl on the step was left. She was wrapped in three blankets—red, blue, and black—on a yellow porch. 
The baby on the porch was wrapped in a blanket that might have been red. The basket was black and the porch, white.
*   *   *
The baby girl had no name. I couldn’t match her being to an abstraction because she was an abstraction to me, an idea my brain could hold or discard, a concept I didn’t believe in.
And now every image I have of her is conjured. There was no basket or blanket or porch. There were no colors, no black-tufted head. There is only a nameless notion. I reach for bricks to build my memories, and my fingers find air. Can I breathe it?

