
Table of Contents

Crybaby (The Jeff Resnick Mysteries)

Crybaby | A Jeff Resnick Story | By L.L. Bartlett

The Jeff Resnick Mysteries | (Also available as audiobooks)

Short Stories

Dedication

CRYBABY | A Jeff Resnick Story | By L.L. Bartlett
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HAVE DIAPER BAG—WILL TRAVEL!

Jeff Resnick—babysitter? It wasn’t a reference that had ever graced his personal résumé, but when he’s entrusted to care for his brother’s most prized possession—his infant daughter—Jeff is tested in ways he could never have anticipated. With his girlfriend Maggie unavailable, Jeff has only one person he can turn to for advice when his tiny niece falls ill on his watch.
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“You’ve got our cell phone numbers,” my older, half-brother Richard Alpert said, his gaze deadly serious.  “They’ll work until we get to the border. We’ll be out of communication until we get to the hotel.  I left that number, plus the restaurant and theater’s, as well as a list of other emergency numbers on the fridge. And, of course, if worse comes to worst, you can always call 911.”

I let out a long—a very L-O-N-G—breath and nodded.  How many times had he lectured me in the past few weeks about the same thing? Richard and his wife, Brenda, were heading for an overnight in Toronto. As a Christmas gift to her, he’d bought tickets to see the Canadian version of the hottest play on Broadway and my lady, Maggie Brennan, and I were going to be entrusted with Richard’s and Brenda’s most prized possession—you wanted to objectify her in that way—their four-month-old daughter, Elizabeth Ruth.

They called her Betsy, after Richard’s and my mother, but to me she was CP, otherwise known as Cherry Pie. Why? Because before she was even conceived, I knew that little girl was destined to be born and had bought her several little red dresses (in various sizes) decorated with white polka-dots and miniature cherries. You see, almost two years before, I’d been viciously mugged and suffered a serious brain injury. As a consequence, I’m just a little bit psychic. Not that I’d say the ‘p’ word out loud to anyone. To be perfectly correct, I’m empathic—sort of like Councilor Troi from Star Trek. Only, most of the time, my ability is more hit and miss, and sometimes I just know things that I could not know by any other means. 

“It’s not like I don’t know how to take care of a baby,” I told my big brother—the ever-worried physician. Since CP had arrived, I’d spent my fair share of time taking care of that precious little girl. Not only had I changed wet and stinky diapers, but that tiny girl and I had bonded in a very special way, thanks to said head injury.

I worked nights at a local bar called The Whole Nine Yards and often came home after two in the morning. I live in the apartment over the garage on Richard’s property. If I arrive home in the wee hours and see the lights on at the big house, I know CP is having a bad night. That also means her parents are having a bad night. Since I need time to wind down after hours of pouring drinks for thirsty Buffalonians, I use my key to enter the house to relieve a grateful mom and pop from walking the floor.

I rarely worked the more lucrative weekend shifts, so Maggie and I were more than happy to give Richard and Brenda (who also happens to be Maggie’s best friend), a short respite from parenthood. That is, if they would ever leave.

“If we hit the road by ten tomorrow morning, we could be back in time for lunch,” Richard said.

“Wait a minute,” Brenda interrupted. “You mean I don’t get time to shop?”

“I thought you wanted to stop for afternoon tea in Niagara-On-The-Lake on the way home,” I said.

“That, too,” Brenda eagerly agreed.

Richard seemed to squirm in his heavy winter coat. “I don’t want to abuse your generosity. This is a big responsibility,” he told me gravely.

Yes, it was. But Maggie and I were more than qualified to take on the task.

“Go. Enjoy yourselves. And don’t worry. You’ll be gone a little over twenty-four hours. What could possibly happen in that short amount of time?”

Richard opened his mouth as though to give me an extended list of possible disasters, but Brenda leapt forward and clamped a hand over his lips. “Don’t you dare even speculate,” she admonished him.

“You know I’d give my life for CP, but I really don’t think that’s going to be necessary. At least not tonight.”

“Me, either,” Brenda said.

“When’s Maggie going to get here?” Richard asked.

Hey! I was the one who’d changed diapers and walked the floor with CP on many a cold winter’s night. Maggie had a niece and several nephews, but hadn’t had all that much experience with infants. Why did Richard seem to think that her two X chromosomes were more valuable when it came to childcare?

“Don’t worry. Maggie will be here after she gets off work—about five thirty. I’m sure CP and I can manage for the next few hours without her,” I assured him.

His expression was still grave. “Okay,” he said at last. He consulted his watch. “I guess we’d better get going. I’ll just go up and give Betsy a good-night kiss....”

“Oh, no you won’t,” Brenda said. “She’s asleep. I don’t want you waking her. Now let’s go—now!”

Richard still looked skeptical.

“Rich, I know you trust me with your life. Can you give me the benefit of the doubt that I’ll look after CP, too?”

As Richard had once—literally—taken a bullet for me, he had to know I’d do the same for him—and CP. “Yes,” he admitted. “I know you will.” He looked in Brenda’s direction. “Okay. Let’s go.”

“About time, too,” she muttered, then turned to me and leaned up to give my cheek a kiss. “Take care of my girl, Jeffy.”

“I will,” I promised.

“We’ll see you tomorrow,” Richard said.

“I’ll be here.” I followed them to the backdoor and watched them cross the driveway to the garage side door. A minute later, Richard backed out his Mercedes, turning so that the front of the car faced the
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