Last May, a portable crib collapsed in a Lincoln Park day-
care center, strangling 16-month-old Danny Keysar. His
grieving parents deemed it a freak accident—until they
learned that the crib had heen recalled by the manufacturer
five years earlier. Struggling to understand what had hap-
pened to their son, they uncovered a flawed system ill
prepared to prevent another tragic death

HER WAY HOME FROM WORK ONE DAY LAST
spring, Linda Ginzel steered her car toward the
Sweet Tots daycare center in Lincoln Park,
where her son Daniel had spent the day. The date
was May 12, 1998, and there were several hours
of sunlight left in what had been a beautiful after-
noon. The moment she turned onto Wright-
wood Avenue, Linda noticed five or six police
cars. The closer she got, the more she worried.

Linda stopped, got out of her car, and walked up the steps. Before she could
knock on the door, a police officer greeted her.

“What'’s going on?” she asked.

“A child has been involved in an accident.”

“Here? In thishouse?” she asked, her voice jumping almost an octave.

“Yes, and you need to go to the hospital.”

“I need to go to the hospital? | need to go?”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“It was myson?”

Another officer put his arm around Linda’s shoulder and asked if she want-
ed a ride. She said OK. The first cop said Linda’s husband, Boaz Keysar, was
waiting at the hospital. The short drive to Children’s Memorial seemed sur-
real, as if it were unfolding in slow motion. The officer made small talk in an
effort to distract Linda and keep her calm. “So, you teach at the University of
Chicago, huh?” he asked.

The next thing she remembers is the voice of the doctor: “We did every-
thing we could,” he said.

“Can | see my baby?” she asked.

62 CHICAGO NOVEMBER 1998

photography by jeanne hilary

Ely Keysar hugs
_ his haby brother

in happier times.
Opposite: The crib that
killed Danny Keysar
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How Danny Died

B0

A nurse led her into a room =

with a long table, a rocking
chair, and a heat lamp.

O%u can hold him as long

as you like,O the nurse said,

handing her Danny®s body in the sam

kind of pink-and-blue-striped blanket in
which heOd been wrapped 16 months a

12 days earlier, when he was born. Bog

stood nearby.
Linda took the nurse at her word
when she said she could hold her baby

long as she liked, and she decided st

would spend the night, if not longer. She

unwrapped the blanket and rubbed the

lint from between DannyOs toes.

OOh, | should have given him a bat
last night,O she thought.

She caressed his legs and rubbed
belly and lifted his hand to her cheek. For
half a second she thought she felt his han
move against her skin. She spoke to hin
She told him she was sorry he would nev
er get to grow up, that he wouldnCt get t

see his brother, Ely, again, and on and on,

until the nurse finally interrupted.
OYu can hold him as long as you
like,O she said, Obut soon youOll neec
say goodbye.O
Linda hadn®t thought about that. The
heat lamp had done its job for a while
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dbut now DannyOs body was growing co

- were turning blue. She would have to sa
0 goodbye. So Linda wrapped him back uf
in the blanket. The nurse cut a lock of
Danny®&hair and gave it to her.

OThat was his first haircut,0 she tol
1 the nurse. And she cried.

home from Children®s Memorial and

1.and hard, and his fingernails and lips

bor® house. They spent the rest of the
evening trying to explain to the four-
yearold that his brother had died.

OAt least he won®t bite us anymore,O
Ely said.

When Linda and Boaz asked if he
wanted a bedtime story or a song before
he went to sleep, Ely said he wanted a
story. A story about how Danny died.

Linda and Raie&tory many
times that night, not only to Ely, but also
to their friends, their parents, and their
brothers and sisters. It had been a freak
accident, they said. Danny had spent the
day with Anna, his daycare provider. He
had somehow strangled when his
portable crib collapsed, turning the hori-
zontal side rail into a V-shaped wedge
that squeezed his throat.

Olt was just an accident,0 DannyOs tear-
ful parents repeated to everyone they
talked to that night. ONo one knows why
it happened.O

But the next morning, the story be-
came more complicated, and, if possible,
S JTOrE | painful. Boaz was out making ar-
range ents for the funeral. Linda an-

mb;um

her own, and one who has not yet died.

swered a knock on the front door of their
home and found a television crew on the
steps. The reporter asked her if she want-
ed to comment on the death of her baby.

OAnd why is this news?0 she asked.

Oltan unusual incident,O replied the
reporter.

Linda told the reporter to come back
later and gently closed the door.

Later she would learn that it wasnOt so
unusualNbut it was news: The crib in
which her child died had been recalled by
the manufacturer and the government

iile ytstue earlier after it had killed four
children. Danny was number five.
d

v In Jewish traditieisome-

) one dies, the family sits at home for seven
days of mourning, and for seven days
their friends and relatives bring food and

d keep the mourners company. They refer
to this process as sitting shiva. In some

Linda and Boaz made the short walk cases, sitting shiva can be redemptive, ful-

filling, and even warmly amusing. Fami-

picked up Ely, who had been at a neigh

- lies spend long hours together telling sto-



