Harvey fic one

All caveats and acknowledgements here—he ain’t mine, never will be, I’m just borrowing him for a while!  With big thanks to the Dead Room, particularly Mel and Jo—here’s a PerryPerk y’all!

***   ***    ***    ****   ***   ***   ***  ***   ***   ***   ***   ***   ***

Harvey Leek didn’t mind working late at the Special Investigations Unit.  He happened to like his boss and coworkers, liked his job, and was never bored at work.

This night, though, Harvey was nervous and edgy.  His curly hair was mangled from his restless hands running through it, and his partner was amused to see Harvey biting his lip and cursing at his flatscreen monitor.

“Damn it!”

Evan Cortez came over and leaned on Harvey’s desk.  “Lose another solitaire game?”

Harvey didn’t bother to look up.  “Whatever.  I can’t get this database to—damn!”  Harvey smacked his desk with his fist.  Evan went behind Leek and pulled his chair back from the desk.

“What are you doing?” Harvey asked, turning to look at Evan with an annoyed stare.

“You’re going home, bro.  It’s six, and I know you have a date with Jerry’s um, babysitter.”

Harvey gasped, looked at his watch, and leapt up.   Evan laughed at his friend’s haste, stepping back out of his way.  “Jesus, I almost forgot! I knew I was nervous about something…” He put his jacket on quickly and gathered up his beret and tie.  “Ev, can you just shut me down here?  I’d love ya,” he said, smiling at Evan with that innocent Leek grin.

“No problem.  Have fun—hey, why you so nervous?  I thought you two been dating for a while.”

Harvey nodded.  “Well, yeah… but you know, with Jerry there tonight, I don’t know, I get nervous.  Maybe I think he’ll walk in on us or something,” he said with a grin.  Evan laughed.

“Yeah, well, I don’t think you have anything to worry about.  Relax brother!  Have a good night.”

“Thanks man. I’ll see you Monday.”

Harvey sped off in his Ranchero, occasionally looking in the rearview mirror to play with his unruly curls.  He finally made a little disgusted sound and concentrated on his driving.


When Harvey had discovered he was a father, he had been first shocked, then intrigued, and then he had embraced the idea with the total devotion that marked his work and his love of the Grateful Dead.  Anna had been hesitant to allow their son to go with him, until Harvey’s patient persistence wore her down and Harvey began to take Jerry on alternate weekends.  

He found himself completely captivated by his son, by his broad curiosity, his smiles, and by the fact that everything Jerry saw was so new to the boy.  Harvey wondered at his son while he played with him on the floor, and tried to remember what it was like to be innocent.

Leek shook his head with a smile as he pulled up to his house.  He looked at the house and was happy to see the lights on in Jerry’s bedroom.  Sheila was probably reading to him again.

He opened the door and turned on the hall light.  “Hey, daddy’s home!”

Sheila came down the stairs with a finger to her lips.  “He just fell asleep, will you be quiet?”

Harvey smiled.  “Hello to you too,” he said, and pulled her to him for a lingering kiss.  He breathed her clean smell in deeply and sighed when they broke the kiss.  “Missed you.  How’s my boy?”

“Missed you too.  He’s fine.  Oh—earlier he was trying to sing along to an Allman Brothers song!”

Harvey laughed and walked with Sheila into the kitchen, their arms around each other’s waists.  “Well, we’ll have to nip that in the bud.   Hey, I was thinking we’d order out—I’m sorry I’m late, I got caught up in this database thing, and Evan had to drag me out…”

He stopped speaking when he came into the kitchen.  Sheila had laid out a huge salad and some cheese and bread, with a big white candle in the center of Harvey’s well-worn kitchen table.  

“Wow.”

“I thought you might want to order out, and I figured well… since I didn’t have to go to the shop today I’d make something for us.”

Harvey turned to her with wide eyes.  “You don’t have to go to work tonight?”

Sheila leaned in and kissed him lightly.  “Nope.  I’m all yours.”

A grin spread on Harvey’s face.  “Oh boy.  And you say Jerry’s sleeping?”

“He wore himself out playing earlier.”

“Whoa-ho.  Sweet.  Hey, come on let’s eat.  Oh, I’m gonna go up and look in on Jerry.  Sometimes I feel I’m gonna forget what he looks like if I don’t see him as soon as I get in—he’s growing so fast!”

He ran quietly up the stairs, picking up one of Jerry’s soft toy blocks on the way into the room.  His son lay peacefully on his bed, his loud tie-dye overalls clashing with his beige teddy bear sheets.  Harvey knelt by the bed and just watched Jerry for while, breathing in the same air as his son and smiling.

“Sleep tight, baby boy,” Harvey said, brushing Jerry’s hair back from his face and giving him a light kiss.  Then he was out the door with one glance back, loosening his tie and taking off his vest and jacket on the way down the stairs.

Harvey noticed for the second time how comfortable he was around Sheila as they ate and laughed.  He didn’t even mind that it was a cold dinner.

“Harve, you’re being so good not mentioning there’s nothing hot!”

“Well, you know, it’s not that big a thing to me. It’s really great, really.  Hey—do you wanna, you know—stay tonight?”

He had said this last as quickly as he could, worried she’d turn him down.  He knew she normally didn’t want to stay too late the weekends he had Jerry, though he wasn’t sure why.

Sheila smiled over her wine glass at him.  She reached over and took his hand.  “Do you want me to?”

“Well—yeah, I do.  Yes.”

“With Jerry--?”

“I don’t think we’ll necessarily wake him, up, huh?  I can turn down the music and we can hang out downstairs.  Besides—baby, I’m really happy you’re here.  Please stay?”

Sheila could never resist her boyfriend’s earnestness, and laughed.  She leaned over and kissed him, softly at first and then harder.  Harvey hummed deep in his throat and shifted around the table to hug Sheila tightly.

“Niiice dessert,” he whispered.  They both laughed.

“Let me get the dishes,” Sheila said, and Harvey shook his head.

“No.  They can wait until later, or tomorrow, whenever.  Come into the room with me and let’s kick back with some music, whatsay?”

“If you’re sure…”

Harvey looked closely into her eyes and kissed her again.  “Baby, I’ve never been so sure of anything.”

They walked into his music room, carrying the wine and glasses, and sat on the sofa, lights on low and music playing softly.  They sat cuddled next to each other in comfort, drinking the wine and smiling at each other.  They had moved onto kissing during a wonderfully jamming “Dark Star” from a Winterland show when Harvey jumped up.

“Harvey?” Sheila asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry—I want to get the monitor from my room, in case I fall asleep here… sorry, babe,” he said with an apologetic look.  He hesitated briefly until he saw her smile, then bolted on lithe feet up the stairs and grabbed the baby monitor from his bedside table.  Harvey peeked in once more at the sleeping Jerry and padded back down the stairs.  He collapsed next to Sheila on the sofa with a smile, putting the monitor on the coffee table.

“And I’m back!  Missed you…”

They kissed all the way through “Dark Star” and Harvey felt the music lifting him up, aided by the wine.  They stretched out on the sofa, Harvey underneath, as the tape flipped over, hands moving with a relaxed pleasure over bodies.  He felt meltingly good.

Sheila kissed her way down Harvey’s neck, moving the necklace out of the way as she played her tongue along his collarbone.  Harvey moaned and tilted his head back as he ran his hands down Sheila’s back.  She continued to trace his collar, finally reaching up and unbuttoning his shirt slowly.  He leaned up enough to shed the button-down, giving her time to pull her sweater off, exposing a deliciously sheer tank top underneath.  

Before he leaned back he tugged his shirt out of his pants and reached his hands under the back of her tank.  Sheila leaned on him and they collapsed with a laugh back onto the sofa.  Harvey sighed when he felt her working his shirt up, and gasped with wide eyes when she followed her hands lifting his shirt up his body with her practiced tongue.

“Oh baby… that’s—that’s just so…”

His thought was abandoned as she shoved his shirt up his chest and playfully flicked at his nipple with her tongue.  Harvey shuddered and pulled her up for a long kiss.  He desperately wanted the whole night to go on like this but was also aware that if she did much more of that it’d be all over.  

As their tongues touched and slid around, Harvey pulled Sheila’s tank up and she raised her arms to take it off.  He smiled at her beauty and kissed her shoulder, her neck, and the smooth expanse of skin that swelled into her breasts.  She smiled and returned the favor, pulling Harvey’s shirt off.  They allowed the sensation of naked body on naked body to sink in, and then dove into each other.

Harvey felt his mind whirling as they moved, he responding to her delicate touches and she reveling in his body.  She found his kindness and gentleness to be contrasted by his eagerness for her, and it excited her greatly.  

Harvey Leek thought of himself as fairly gentle and kind, but he wasn’t aware of how his gentle kissing and licking was getting to Sheila.  They had switched places and Harvey was kissing the flat tanned skin of her belly, carefully working his way down, hands caressing her body, when Sheila pulled him up with fierceness.

“What?” he asked, eyes glazed.  He saw her own eyes were dark with lust.  *For Me?* Harvey wondered.

“If you don’t stop that…”

“Do you want me to stop?” he asked breathlessly, his own heart pounding with intolerable passion.

Sheila cut him off with a kiss and fumbled at his pants zipper.  Harvey helped as they kissed, pushing his pants down.  He was trying to get up and take them all the way off when Sheila pulled him close.

“No.  Don’t move,” she said.  She guided his hands to her shorts, and he quickly pushed them down, gently caressing her through her underwear before pushing those down too.  She pushed them off all the way with one foot and smiled up at Harvey.

“You’re so beautiful,” Harvey whispered, barely controlling his body’s impulse to move.  He really wanted to enjoy this.

“So are you,” Sheila said, and moved up toward him.  

Harvey moved with her and felt everything just fall in place—even the music was playing just for them.  They kissed as they moved, both energized beyond comprehension and as in love with each other as they had ever been.  Harvey felt it was just the perfect, ideal moment.

His pants were hampering his motions, so without withdrawing they shifted so he was underneath and Sheila could move more easily.  Harvey loved being able to look up at her, her face as flushed and excited as his.  

He heard her breath coming rough and hard, mingling with his own groans.  The groans became gasps and Harvey pulled Sheila to him hard, body straining with his release.  Sheila came herself a moment later, Harvey’s deft fingers assisting.

He was smiling broadly and trying to get his breath back when he realized he was still hearing Sheila struggle for breath.  It sounded odd, and Harvey swallowed and spoke softly.

“Hey, you okay? That was fabulous,” he whispered.  Sheila looked up at him with a smile, and Harvey realized it wasn’t her who was breathing oddly.  At that moment, the sound stopped.

“Oh—oh no, oh God please no!”  Harvey fell off the sofa, awkwardly pulling his pants up and starting up the stairs.  Sheila, shocked, pulled Harvey’s shirt on and followed him.  

She heard him trip going up, curse, and launch himself up the stairs again.  He was yelling his son’s name out, she heard, and heard a yell die in Harvey’s throat as she came into Jerry’s room.

Harvey was kneeling, panic-stricken, by Jerry’s bed, looking in his son’s unresponsive eyes, hands shaking.  He turned red and wet eyes to Sheila when she came up to him.

“Oh god, oh, oh, call—call 911, now!  Please, oh god Jerry…”

Sheila grabbed the phone in the room and dialed.  Harvey pulled the blanket over Jerry and picked him up.  Sheila was shocked to see his body was limp.  “What happened?”

Harvey looked completely lost and was death-white.  “He was—he was turned over, on his stomach… he wasn’t breathing!  That’s—that’s what I heard, Jesus, I thought—I thought—“

He stopped, tears streaming down his face as Sheila gave the operator their information.  She hung up and tried to take Jerry from Harvey.

“No!”

“Harvey, I know child CPR.  Let me help, please, honey.”


“Sheila, he’s my son, please… what did I do, god?”  

Sheila managed to get Harvey to put Jerry back down and she concentrated on giving the boy CPR.  She was pleased to note he hadn’t gone cold, but a tinge of blue was on his lips and he was cooler than normal.  Harvey paced back and forth, crying uncontrollably, and finally picked up the phone.

“Yeah?”

“Evan!”

Across town, Evan Cortez stood up from his bed immediately, knowing that whatever was going on with his partner wasn’t good.  “Harvey? What’s wrong?”  Even while he waited for an answer he was reaching for his jeans.

“Evan, it’s Jerry—Jesus Christ!  He—he, I don’t know, he’s not breathing, oh god, Evan!”

Evan felt his body cool.  He held the phone against his shoulder as he pulled on his jeans and grabbed a shirt.  “Did you call 911?”

“Yeah, and Sheila’s doing CPR, but Evan… my son!”  

Harvey collapsed against the wall and slid down until he was sitting, watching through blurry eyes his girlfriend trying to save his son.  He had never in his entire life felt more helpless.”

“Harvey!”

He mechanically brought the phone up.  “Yeah?”

“I’m coming over.  They’ll take him to Mercy, right?”

“I—I think so…”

“Okay. If you’re not there I’ll see you at the hospital.  Keep it together, man.  I’ll be there.”

“Okay.” 

“All right.”

“Evan?” Leek whispered.

Cortez heard the tiny voice across the phone lines.  “Yeah?”

“He’s going to die, isn’t he?”

Evan shouted into the phone.  “Harvey, get OFF your ass and stop saying things like that!  He’s your son, he’s a fighter—he’ll be fine!  Now go look for the ambulance.  I’m coming.”  He hung up, grabbed his jacket, and bolted out the door, picking up his cell phone as he went.

Evan put in a call to their boss.  He knew Nash Bridges might be out, so he called the cell and prayed as he sped to Harvey’s place.

“Bridges,” came the short answer.  Harvey could hear a ball game in the background.

“Boss, it’s Evan.”

“Evan, I’m watching the game.  What’s up?”  Bridges sat in his overstuffed chair and groaned.  He didn’t want to go back to work tonight.  He already had his old t-shirt and boxers on for sleeping.

“Harvey called.  Something happened to Jerry.  He’s—he doesn’t sound very good.”

Nash sat up in his chair and cleared his head.  “Are you on your way?”

“Yeah.  I’m really worried about Harvey.  I’m trying to get there before the ambulance so I can take Harvey with me.”

Bridges stood and went to his room for a pair of pants.  “Okay.  Look, I’m gonna come down too.  Jesus, if anything happens to that boy—“

“I know.  Hey, I’m here.  Talk to you later, okay?  They’ll probably go to Mercy.”

“Right.”  Bridges hung up, changed into the jeans, and bolted down to the ‘Cuda. *Please don’t let anything happen to that child* he thought as he started the car.

At Harvey’s, Evan had just jumped out of the car and was running up the stairs when he tripped over Harvey sitting on the stairs, head in hands.  “Harvey?”

Evan was shocked when Harvey raised his head.  He barely noticed Harvey wasn’t wearing a shirt.  What he noticed was the hollow, lost look in his partner’s eyes.  

“Evan?”

And Harvey burst into tears again.  Evan sat next to him, arm around his shoulder, making soothing sounds.  He couldn’t get Harvey to say anything else until the ambulance whine reached them.

“Harve, they’re here.  We need to move,” he said quietly.

“God,” Harvey said, and allowed Evan to help him stand.    He couldn’t speak well enough to direct them so Evan sent them up the stairs to Jerry’s room.  He wanted to go up after them but Harvey seemed to be made of stone.

“Harvey, maybe we should go inside.  You need to put a shirt on, brother.”

Harvey stared at Evan uncomprehendingly.  “I—I have one. Inside.  It’s—it’s, uh…”

Evan took his jacket off and draped it over Harvey’s shoulders as his partner struggled to complete a sentence.  He decided he would just stand with Harvey until he decided to move.

Leek stood frighteningly still, only his terribly shaking hands revealing his emotions.  His eyes were still wet but the tears had stopped.  He stared at the ground and tried very hard not to think.

Evan watched the EMTs go in and out, and when Nash arrived they were bringing Jerry out.  Cortez saw before Harvey did the pallor of Jerry’s face and the obscene oxygen mask over his mouth and quickly turned Harvey away from the scene.

Harvey came alive then, but fortunately his view of Jerry was blocked when Nash came up.  “Boss?”

“Harvey, Evan called me.  They’re taking him to Mercy.  Looks like she’s going with him,” Bridges said.  He and Evan barely managed to hold Harvey back when he tried to bolt down the stairs.

“Sheila!  Wait!  Jerry, hey!”  he screamed, struggling in his friends’ grip.  “Let me go!”

Sheila looked back at Harvey with a pale face before getting into the ambulance.  One of the EMTs came and tried to tell Harvey they had to rush Jerry to Mercy, but when he noticed the man wasn’t listening, he told Nash instead.  Nash nodded and said they’d be right behind them.

“Goddamn it!  Let me go!  Jerry!”

“Harvey, calm down!  Hey!  Don’t make me hit you,” Evan threatened.  He was surprised at how strong Harvey was, and then thought that if his son was on the way to the hospital he’d be kicking ass to go as well.

“Son of a –“

“All right, bubba, enough!”  Nash brought his fist back just enough to wake Harvey up and popped the inspector square on the nose.  Evan grimaced as blood shot from Harvey’s nose, but he caught the man before he fell.

“Jesus, Nash!” Evan said, but realized it had been necessary.  He watched Harvey, who was bent over and holding his nose.

“Harvey, I’m sorry.  But we gotta get your head back on, bubba.  We gotta go.”

In his pain and anger, Harvey was barely hearing anything that was said.  He was furious at Nash—and then he realized it was better to be angry than to feel as helpless as he had.

Harvey straightened up and wiped the blood from his face, sniffing a little.  “All right.  Okay.  I’ll give you that one, boss.  So—could someone grab my shirt from the music room and lock the door?  Ev, can you drive?”

Evan was pleased his partner was recovering his wits.  “You know it.  Let me get the shirt and I’ll lock up.”  He ran into the house, leaving Harvey and Nash looking at each other.

Nash had felt terrible the minute he’d felt his fist connect with Harvey’s face.  *How long have I known him?*  he wondered.

Leek knew his boss felt terrible.  His face felt terrible as well, but he was thankful Nash had cared enough to try and shake him out of his shock.  “Hey Nash.  It’s okay, man.  I guess maybe I needed it.”

“You know I’d never—“

“I know.  Hey—thanks, Evan.”  Harvey pulled on his button-down and did a couple of buttons up.  “Okay.”

“I’ll be behind you,” Bridges said, and they set off to the hospital.

*    *        *        *       *        *       * 

Harvey was quiet and stared ahead as Evan screeched through the streets to Mercy Hospital.  Evan looked over worriedly at his partner as he drove, but had to keep his attention on the road.  He didn’t notice, then, that Harvey had bitten his lip through by the time they got to the ER entrance.

Harvey was reanimated then and ran inside, scanning the ER until he saw Sheila sitting in a corner.  He went over and sat next to her.

“Tell me he’s not dead,” he said flatly, knowing she would.

Sheila looked up, stood, and hugged Harvey tightly, noting briefly the redness where Nash had hit him.  “No.  He’s not.  They have him in Intensive Care right now.”

Harvey’s body lost all energy then and Sheila had to help him into the chair next to her.  He felt tears spring to his eyes again as he looked at her.  “Thank you god, thank you,” he whispered.  

Evan walked up then.  “Is he going to be okay?” he asked Sheila.  He smiled when she nodded.  “Wonderful.”

“Where’s his doctor?” Harvey asked.  “What did they say?”

Sheila sighed.  “Harvey, he stopped breathing for a while.  Maybe he turned onto his stomach, and somehow—“

“What—are you saying he almost suffocated in his *bed*?” Harvey asked, appalled.

“Harvey, all I’m saying is he stopped breathing for a while—I don’t know if it was SIDS, or whatever.  But he’s going to be okay.”

Harvey felt a sickness in his stomach, fired by anger at the cosmic injustice of a world where a healthy baby boy would just stop breathing for no reason.  He stood up, opened and closed his mouth a few times, and made for the exit, Evan following. 

He managed to get out the doors before he leaned over and vomited.  He felt strength leave him and collapsed to his knees, Evan just missing catching his arm.  Harvey leaned on one arm on the ground, stomach spinning, trying to vomit whatever it was he had in his stomach out so he could stand again.  The sour taste of wine made him retch again, this time drily.

Evan was bent over Harvey when Nash walked up to them.  He took in the ill man on the ground and Evan’s worry, and sighed.  He knew it was going to be a long road for Harvey.

“Evan,” Bridges said quietly.  Evan stood up, face pained.

“Hey.  He’s, uh, feeling pretty sick.”

“I can see. Do we know anything?”

“Yeah.  Looks like Jerry just— stopped breathing.  Sheila knew CPR, though.  They think he’ll be fine.”

Nash sighed in relief.  “Wonderful!”

A groan brought their attention back to Harvey, who was struggling to stand.  They helped him up on either side and leaned him against the outer wall.

“Thanks,” he said, spitting the sourness from his mouth.

“It’s okay.  You able to walk?” Nash asked.  Harvey nodded.  “Let’s go in then.”

Nash, Evan, Harvey, and Sheila all sat in a quiet row while they waited for more information.  Harvey kept worrying his hands, and broke his lip open again gnawing on it. 

Just when Nash thought Harvey had reached maximum stress, he was shocked to see Anna entering the ER.  He stood up and Harvey, noticing, looked around and saw his son’s mother coming toward him in fury mode.

Harvey stood waiting for the blow, and was only surprised that Anna hit him just once.  Nash leapt up to intercept the next hard slap but as quickly as Anna’s rage at seeing Harvey had come, it left her.  

“Anna,” Harvey whispered, and then they collapsed into each other’s arms and cried quietly for a few moments.  Evan, Bridges, and Sheila sat awkwardly, trying not to watch.

When they untangled themselves Harvey took Anna’s arm and walked her a little bit away from the group.  “I’m glad you got here so fast,” he said quietly.  Anna wiped the tears from her face and looked at her son’s father.  She wondered why blood was trickling from his nose—she didn’t think she’d hit him that hard.

“They told me he’s fine—is he, Harvey?”

Harvey nodded quickly.  “Yes.  I’ve been waiting to hear more, but I know he’s going to be fine.”

“What—what happened?  And how did it happen?”  Anna was trying not to condemn Harvey as a father, but she just didn’t trust him completely.  She knew it might be wrong, but she couldn’t help it.

Harvey shrugged helplessly.  “I don’t know… they said he just stopped breathing.  He was on his stomach when I went in and found him.  He just—I don’t know.”

“Didn’t you hear him?  I know you have a monitor!”

With that, Harvey remembered with pain that he indeed *should* have heard Jerry gasping for breath earlier, but he’d been—occupied.  He had no idea when Jerry had started to struggle to breathe, but he knew, felt it viscerally, that he and Sheila had been having sex when it had happened.

“Anna, I—I wasn’t, I mean, I couldn’t hear it—um, Jesus.  I didn’t hear it at first.  I heard it, I ran up, and it’s gonna be okay.  All right?”  Harvey tried not to look at Anna’s face when he said this.  To her credit, and thankfully for Harvey, she glared at him, looked away, and went to sit several seats away from Bridges.

Harvey turned to watch her go, sighed, and went back to sit between Evan and Sheila.  The group was quiet and nervous for another half hour before a tired-looking doctor came out and looked around.  Seeing Sheila, he came over and stood in front of the group.

Harvey and Evan stood, and Anna came over to stand next to them.  The doctor raised a curious brow and turned to Harvey and Evan.

“Uh, which of you are the parents?  Of, um—“ he consulted his chart, “—Jerry Robert Leek?”

Harvey nodded his head.  “Uh, I’m his father—this is his mother,” he said, gesturing to Anna.  “What’s happened?”

The doctor drew Harvey and Anna away from the group.  Evan watched worriedly, glancing at Nash.  Bridges was also wearing a concerned look.

“Well, it looks like Jerry’s going to be fine.  He did stop breathing for a while, but—uh, the woman over there did an outstanding job of CPR on him.  I don’t think anything has been damaged—“

“What—do you mean his brain?” Harvey asked, feeling appalled.  He felt Anna grab his arm tightly.

“Yes—of course, we won’t know everything right now, but as far as I can tell—Jerry’s responsive, moving around well, and he’s very cute.  I think he’s going to be perfectly fine.”

“But—why did he stop breathing?  What happened?”  Anna asked.  She, like Harvey, desperately wanted to understand what had occurred, angry at the world and its quirky humor.

The doctor sighed.  “According to the woman, he was on his stomach when he was found.  He could have simply rolled over too far, and snarled in his blanket, or he could have just—stopped breathing.  It’s rare, but kids this young sometimes do suffer from sleep apnea, though usually not bad enough to stop breathing for a significant length of time.”

“Apnea?  Like when you just wake up having to catch your breath?” Harvey asked.

“Yes.  But as I said, we aren’t entirely sure how it happened.  You got him here in great time, and he’s in wonderful shape.  Focus on that, if you can.  Would you like to see him?”

Both of them nodded, and as they followed the doctor past the group waiting anxiously, Harvey nodded to Sheila.  “He’s fine,” he whispered as he went past.

Inside the double doors of the ER, the doctor steered them past the IC unit and beyond a second set of doors to a suite of rooms.  Jerry was lying quietly in a hospital bed, asleep, and looking not at all like a boy who had nearly died.  The doctor tactfully withdrew to allow Harvey and Anna a moment.

Harvey immediately took hold of one of Jerry’s tiny hands and held it, appreciating the warmth and softness of it as if Jerry was a newborn.  Anna brushed Jerry’s hair softly, whispering soothing sounds to him, and to herself.  She had been rocked to the core when she’d been woken by the phone call, enraged the whole way to the hospital, and furious up until the moment she’d hit Harvey.  Then, when she saw his pained face, she had been overwhelmed by fear.  That fear had only dissipated when she saw Jerry.

“Hey little man… you look really, really good.  I’m so happy to see you, you know that Jer?  I mean—I love you, baby boy.  I love you,” Harvey said gently to Jerry, who stirred a little in his sleep as Harvey squeezed his tiny hand.  Harvey looked up at Anna, and noted she had tears in her eyes as well.

“He looks good,” she said.  Harvey nodded, wiping tears from his eyes.  “He really does.”

“Yeah.  He’s a strong kid.  Thank god.”

“Harvey?”

“Yes?”

“I’m sorry,” Anna said.  Harvey looked up at her briefly, then shrugged. 

“It’s okay.  I deserved it,” he said, trying not to fall back into despair now that he’d seen his son alive and well.  “You were upset. So was I.”

“Harvey, you didn’t deserve it.  You didn’t try to kill Jerry—you don’t think I thought that, do you?” Anna asked, suddenly shocked.

“No—no, of course not.  I just—well, I feel guilty.  You know, you think everything’s fine, he’s asleep, nothing can happen—and boom.  Next thing you know, you’re in the hospital.”

“Well—I was scared.  And I still—you know we’re still working out things about Jerry. It’s—I mean, I trust you, Harvey, I know you’d never hurt him… but part of me still wonders why you didn’t hear him at first.”

Harvey blanched.  “I—I know.  It’s just—I don’t get it either.  I’m so sorry it happened… never, never in a million years would I hurt Jerry.  Never, please believe that,” he said with quiet desperation.  Harvey was terrified Anna would take Jerry away from him forever.

Anna straightened up.  “I know.  Let’s leave it alone for a while.  Come on… I know Nash and Evan and—Sheila?—would like to know what’s up with Jer.”

Evan had been trying to make comforting talk with Sheila, who had tried to be polite.  Nash was quiet and concerned, knowing Harvey’s life had come to revolve around his son, and he recognized the feeling—Caitlin remained his focus in life.

“Evan,” Bridges said.  Cortez leaned over.

“Yeah boss?”

“When this all folds out tonight, I’m not sure Harvey should be alone.”

“Uh, yeah.  But I think we should talk to Harve, right?”

“Yeah—“

At that moment Harvey and Anna came out.  Sheila, Bridges, and Evan all stood, bracing themselves in their own ways.

“It’s—it’s all right.  Jerry’s fine. He’ll be fine,” Harvey said.  A collective breath was released and Evan gave Harvey a back-slapping hug.

“Man, that is awesome, brother.  Awesome!”

“Fantastic, Harvey,” Nash added, smiling broadly.

Harvey turned to Sheila and gave her a broad smile.  “And thank you.  You saved his life.  I can’t—I cannot thank you enough,” he stuttered, then swept her up in a lingering embrace.  When they released each other, Harvey turned to Anna.

“Anna, I know you know Sheila, but this is Sheila Dell—she’s the one who did CPR on Jerry, saved him.”

Anna smiled sincerely at Sheila.  “I know—and thank you, really.”

Nash smiled.  “Well, man, I can’t tell you how happy I am.  Do you—are they releasing Jerry tonight?  Are they keeping him?”

Harvey nodded.  “They want to keep him one night.  Anna is going to stay with him overnight and I’m going to come back at five so she can go to work, then I’ll check him out.  Right?” Harvey asked, looking at Anna.

“Yes.  There isn’t much space in his room, so we thought just one of us should stay.”

Evan filed away the fact that Harvey wasn’t staying for another day.  “Excellent.  Hey Harvey, do you wanna come over by my place for the night?  I’m closer to the hospital anyway.  I’d be happy to drive you over in the morning.”

“Ev, that’s really nice, but I think—I mean, I should get home.  Get some stuff for Jerry…”  Harvey was looking at Sheila oddly, trying to divine her intent.

Sheila finally spoke up.  “Hey Harvey, maybe Evan’s right.  It is closer, and Jerry won’t need anything in the morning.  You’ll be taking him right home.  You should try to get as much sleep as you can.”

Evan blessed Sheila’s quick reading of the situation.  “Yeah, come on, brother.  I won’t steal all the blankets.”

Harvey knew he was being played, but was trying not be annoyed by it.  He knew all his friends had only the best intentions.  “All right… Sheesh.  Anna, are you sure you’re not going to need anything?”

“I’ll be fine.  Get some sleep, and I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Okay… I guess.”

After a few minutes of discussion, it was determined Nash would take Sheila home, after a stop at Harvey’s, and Evan and Harvey would go to Evan’s apartment for the night.  They parted well, but Harvey had a nagging doubt about everything in his head.  He held it to himself for the drive to Evan’s apartment.

*       *         *        *        *         *         *         *          *        *          *         *          * 

Nash looked over at Sheila a few times during the drive to Harvey’s apartment, wondering about her and Harvey.  She noticed him looking at her once and laughed.

“Why don’t you ask me?” she said, surprising Nash.

“Ask you what?”

“What Harvey and I were doing tonight while Jerry was dying.”

Nash gasped slightly, struck hard by Sheila’s bluntness.  “I wasn’t—“

“Yes you were.  All of you were—maybe not Evan, but he loves Harvey so blindly he’d never think about it.”

“Sheila, honestly—“

“Well, wonder.  Harvey is an excellent father, a very responsible father, and Jerry’s fine. If your kid had died in bed, you’d have wondered what you were doing while it was happening as well, and there would have been nothing you could do.  Nothing about this is Harvey’s fault, in spite of what even he might think.  So do me a favor and leave it alone, all right?”

Nash was stunned.  He drove the rest of the way quietly, feeling properly chastised and oddly nervous.  He had of course wondered what Harvey had been doing, knowing he had a baby monitor he was obsessive about, but hadn’t remotely considered Harvey was in any way at fault.  He was shocked at Sheila’s powerful defense of Harve, though Nash thought it unnecessary.  Nash wondered just what effect this whole thing would have on Harvey after all.

*         *           *           *           *          *          *          *         *           *           *           *

On the drive to his apartment, Evan Cortez kept a tight rein on his curiosity.  He didn’t doubt Harvey’s parenting abilities, but he did wonder what it was about the event that made his partner worry his hands and run them through his hair nervously.

Once inside the apartment, Evan went to his room and retrieved a workout shirt from his dresser, bringing it into the living room where Harvey was collapsed on his futon.  He tossed it on his partner, who looked up with exhausted eyes.

“Don’t sleep in those clothes.  You got puke on ‘em.  Take a shower, and I’ll find you a pair of shorts or something.”  Evan sat in his chair, facing Harvey.

Harvey picked the shirt up.  “Thanks.  I’m surprised you have a shirt I can wear.”

Evan snorted.  “You aren’t that much bigger than I am.”

“It’s all muscle.”

“Ha ha.  Now take a shower.  I already have tonight.”

“’kay.”  Harvey got up and headed to the bathroom, pausing once to look back.  “Evan?”

“Harve?”

“Thanks, brother.”

As Harvey went into the shower, Evan breathed, “No problem.”

Harvey was pleased to get under the hot water, feeling suddenly sticky and sweaty.  As he washed himself off, humming “Wharf Rat” under his breath, he suddenly became aware of the fact he was sweaty and sticky for reasons beyond fear.  Harvey recalled the action preceding his horrible realization of his son suffocating with clarity, and suddenly he felt nauseous.  He leaned against the wall and let the water run down him, trying to shake off the guilt that began to form around his heart.

He tried to block the emotions, tried to keep himself steady, but Harvey was overwhelmed with guilt, fear, and self-loathing.  He bent over, resting his hands on his knees, and let himself cry, keeping the sobs muffled, feeling nothing could ever clean away the hate he felt for himself.

When the water ran cold Harvey straightened up, sighed, and turned his red face into the water until he felt near normal.  He turned off the water, stepped out, and dried off, very quietly, not looking in the mirror.  Wrapping the towel around his waist, he walked into the bedroom where Evan was looking in his closet.

“Hey bro,” Harvey said, standing and watching with dripping hair.  Evan rummaged around some more in the closet before turning.

“Hey Harvey—here, I found you some shorts. Try ‘em on.”

Harvey caught the shorts and sat down on the bed to tug them on.  They slid on easily and he stood and whipped the towel off.  “Ta-da.  Thanks.”

“Lookin’ good.  Hey—do you want something to drink before you crash?  Beer?”

Harvey considered.  “You know—yeah. I’ll take one.”

In the living room, Harvey and Evan sat with their beers, both trying to relax into the uncomfortableness of the moment.  Harvey sat with Evan’s “Beach Party” ragged workout shirt on, Evan in his undershirt and boxer shorts.

“I feel like I’m in college again, man,” Harvey said with a smile.

“Ah.  Never been.”

“It was a scene, man.  A scene.”

They were silent for a moment and then Evan, wondering if Harvey was waiting for him to ask, asked:

“Hey Harvey, you and Sheila—it’s pretty serious, right?”

Harvey looked carefully at his partner.  “What do you mean?”

Evan laughed.  “Come on, Harvey, serious.  Like, you know, serious.”

“Evan—no, okay.  I guess, yeah, well, it’s pretty serious.   It’s serious.”

“Hey, that’s great man.  Right?”

Harvey sighed.  “Yeah.  It’s—it’s nice, you know?  Nice.”

Several moments of silence followed.  Harvey cleared his throat a few times and Evan was nearing the end of his patience when Harvey spoke again.

“Evan, I need to tell someone something.”

Evan sat up.  “You know I’m here for you, bro.  If you want to tell me, that is.”  He had the feeling Harvey was on the edge of something important and unsure how Evan would take it.  Evan cleared his mind and concentrated on his partner completely, ready for whatever might come.
Harvey looked up from his beer to see Evan watching his attentively.  He shifted, still considering how to approach the topic, then plunged ahead.

“While we were at the hospital, you know, I was waiting for someone to ask me what happened—no, I mean why I didn’t hear Jerry, when I was obviously home at the time.  I mean, the baby monitor was right there with us, man.”

Cortez nodded his head but his mind stuck on one point—*did he just say us?*  “Yeah, right, man.  I dunno—I think I was more worried about how Jerry was gonna make out.”

Leek nodded.  “Right.  But Anna asked me.”

“And what did you say?”

Harvey opened his mouth to speak, stopped, and sat up with a sigh.  “I told her I just didn’t hear it.  I mean, it could’ve happened to anyone.”

Evan considered.  “But it happened to you, Harve.”  He knew then that Harvey was holding something big inside, something he was afraid to admit.

Harvey shuddered slightly.  “It happened to Jerry.  Jesus, Ev—I don’t know what I would’ve done if Sheila hadn’t been there.  I was so panicked, man.  Like not functional panicked.”  Cortez took this in, sighed inwardly, and cut to the chase.

“So, Harvey—what is it you were doing?  I mean because man, you’ve got something you wanna say and you’re not saying it.  I know you too well.  And you know me.  I’m not gonna judge anything you do.  How many times have you saved my ass and not ragged me about it later?”

The older man looked up in surprise.  He did trust Evan, did believe Evan was a good friend who would do anything he could for Harvey—and hadn’t Harvey led Evan into asking him the question?  Leek cursed his subconscious.

There was silence for almost a minute between them, the unanswered question hanging in the air.  With something akin to terror, Harvey watched Evan watching him, trying to gauge how true Evan’s words were-- *can he really not judge me on this?* Leek wondered.  And as Cortez steadily returned his look, Harvey decided he had to believe.

“I didn’t hear the monitor at first because Sheila and I—we were making love.”  Harvey said it steadily but quickly, before his mind could censor him again.  He leaned back and waited for Evan’s reaction.

Cortez leaned back as well, thoughtfully took a sip of his beer, and tilted his head, mulling Harvey’s confession over—for that was how Evan thought Harvey saw it.

Evan didn’t have much understanding of fatherhood, and not much more of relationships, but he thought that Harvey was taking too much to heart and for no reason.  “Can I ask you something?” he said.

“Sure, brother.”

“When you take a shower, do you take the monitor into the bathroom with you?”

“Uh—no, not really.”

“When you run your blender or wear your headphones to listen to music, do you always have your monitor with you when Jerry’s there?”

“No, Evan, I—

“Okay.  Have you ever stepped outside and left Jerry alone in the house for a minute or so, to check the mail or anything?”

“Evan, of course, I mean—

“So Harvey, you don’t, and hell, you can’t, keep 24/7 tabs on Jerry when he’s with you.  In a heartbeat, man, something can happen.  Tell you what—no, listen to me!”

Harvey had stood while Evan spoke, angrily frowning.  “No,man, you don’t know what you’re talking about!  He’s my *son*, Evan, I’m *responsible* for him!  I’m supposed to take care of him, I’m his father!”

Evan stood as well.  “Harvey, you ain’t god, and you ain’t perfect, man!  Say you had heard Jerry, and say you went hauling up the stairs and tripped and broke your skull open.  Or you got there as soon as you heard it, and god forbid, it was too late.  WHAT DIDN’T YOU DO?” Evan yelled, going chest-to-chest with Harvey.  “Tell me what more you would’ve done to save Jerry’s life. Huh?”
“Don’t—Evan, man, you don’t get it—

“Harvey, I get that the best, most honest and real man I know, who loves his son more than his own life, doesn’t think he saved his son’s life.  That somehow you made it happen, that hell, you went up there and shoved Jerry’s face into the blankets yourself!  That’s bullshit, man!”

And then Evan stopped, for Harvey had gone pale and stumbled back a step when he had mentioned shoving Jerry’s face into his bed.  Harvey took another step back until he hit the futon and sat heavily.  His eyes filled with tears and he sobbed loudly.  Evan felt horrible and sat quickly next to him.

“Oh Harve, I’m sorry man—I didn’t mean to say that.”

Harvey’s one hand was covering his eyes, trying to force the tears back, while the other, beer bottle still in hand, pushed at Evan.  “Man, no, just—no.” 

“Harvey, please.  Don’t—brother, please don’t.  I was just trying to—hell, I don’t know what I was trying.  Harvey!” Evan pleaded.  Leek took a deep breath and turned wet eyes to Evan.

“Evan—my son almost died!  It’s not fuckin’ fair, he didn’t DO anything!  God, what kind of world is this?” Harvey asked in pain and rage.  “What kind of fucking GOD would do that, Evan?  Jerry—Jesus!”

Evan pulled Harvey to him then in a tight embrace, feeling the man shake with anger and fear, and understood that it wasn’t himself Harvey really blamed—it was that there was no one to blame and he just couldn’t accept that.

“Harvey, I know, man.  Shhh… I wish I could find a fucker to hurt for this—but there’s no one to blame.  You’re gonna hurt about this for a while.  But brother—you didn’t do anything wrong.”  Evan whispered these words over and over as Harvey cried on his shoulder.  “I’ll be here as long as you need, man, just—do what you have to.”

Leek held tightly to his partner, hating how scared and helpless he felt, and hating the realization there was no rhyme or reason for what had happened to Jerry.  Through his pain, though, he was happy Evan was there to listen to him, and far down, back in his mind where he could barely feel it, was a thankfulness for Sheila and that everything had turned out well.
*          *             *              *              *             *               *

Across town, Sheila Dell struggled out of a fitful sleep to grab her phone.  “Yeah, hello?”

“Sheila, it’s Harvey—did I wake you?”  Leek was on his cell phone outside on the fire escape of Evan’s apartment, his blanket wrapped around his shoulders as he sat on the metal.  It was four-thirty in the morning.

“Harvey?  Yes, I was sleeping—what is it, baby?”  Sheila sat up and turned on her bedside lamp.  She noted the time and tried to wake up.  “Are you okay, Harvey?”

“I’m good, I think.  Sorry I woke you. I just—I needed to tell you something.”

“Yes?”

“Sheila, I didn’t thank you for saving my son’s life.  I’m sorry about that.  Thank you, from my heart.  What you did was a miracle.”

Across the phone lines Sheila could make out the depth and sincerity of Harvey’s voice and it brought a lump to her throat.  “Harvey, of course—I’m just glad Jerry’s going to be fine.”

Harvey shook his head.  “No, man—I really just—thank you so much. Thanks.  I’m sorry if I didn’t seem particularly grateful, but you did me the greatest favor of my life.  I love you,” he finished, hoping she wouldn’t think he said it because of what she’d done.

“I—Harvey, thank you.  But I did it because it had to be done, and I like Jerry, a lot.  And I love you.  Are you okay now, honey?”

Leek sighed.  “I think so.  I’m at Evan’s.  I had a kind of mini-meltdown, but he talked me through it.  I wasn’t seeing things very clearly.”
“He’s a good friend.  Did you—did you talk about what we were doing?”  Sheila hated how clumsy that sounded, but didn’t know how to phrase it.

“Yes.  He made some excellent points about it, though for a while I wanted to strangle him for *how* he was making the points… We talked about it.”

“Good—and you don’t feel guilty about it all?”

Harvey chuckled.  “Of course I do, but I know I shouldn’t  It’s going to take me a while to get my head just around the fact Jerry almost died, and maybe a while longer before I process my own guilt.  But Sheila—I want you to know that nothing’s made me want you any less. I love you, and I want to be with you.  If that’s okay.”

Sheila winced.  She loved Harvey but had a difficult time reconciling the man she knew well as a good man with the one who lapsed into periods of guilt and self-loathing about himself.  She couldn’t understand why Harvey didn’t see the great good in his own personality and how special he was.  “Harvey—“

“Yeah baby?”  Harvey waited for the other shoe that was perpetually waiting to drop on his life and squash his hopes.

“Shut up.  I love you and I want to be with *you*.  Get used to that. Okay?”

“I—wow. Yeah, baby, I hear you.  Thanks!”  Harvey felt goofily happy.  “I really—man, I love you , Sheila.”

“Now, Harvey, I’m going to go back to bed.  You’ll call me later and tell me how Jerry is?”

“Of course.  Sweet dreams, baby. I love you.”

“Love you too—get back to bed.”

When they hung up, Harvey sat and watched the night sky from the fire escape, huddled in the blanket.  He still felt raw, and very nervous, but he was thinking that maybe he’d broken through something in himself, something he had been hiding away.  He knew his mind was a weird place with dips and valleys that hid things he was trying to forget or couldn’t remember if he wanted to keep functioning, but the more Harvey thought about it, the more he believed he was getting to a point personally where he could deal with himself in a better, less self-hating manner.  Besides—he knew the next day it would be better, and better the day after that. *That’s how it always is*, he thought.
With all that spinning in his head, Harvey hummed a little under his voice as he sat and waited for the sun, as the time neared when he’d go get Jerry.  As he did at times of great grief and joy in his life, he turned to a fundamental part of himself as he whispered a song:

Walk out of any doorway
Feel your way like the day before
Maybe you'll find direction
Around some corner where it's been waiting to meet you
What do you want me to do
To watch for you while you're sleeping?
Then please don't be surprised when you find me dreaming too
End-

Lyrics for “Box of Rain” by Robert Hunter
