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Synopsis:	Sylvia’s	Story	

When	Sylvia	Fisher,	63,	walks	in	on	her	husband,	Louis,	having	sex	with	Blanche,	her	

least	favorite	person	in	their	Boca	Raton	retirement	community,	Sylvia	experiences	a	wake-

up	call.		She	is	deeply	unhappy	and	has	been	for	some	time.		The	truth	is,	if	she	could	do	it	

all	over	again,	she	would’ve	lived	in	Manhattan	and	pursued	a	career	as	a	wedding	planner,	

something	she	dabbled	in	awhile	back	and	loved.	

Upon	also	discovering	that	Louis	lost	all	of	their	money	in	a	Ponzi	scheme,	Sylvia	

realizes	now	is	the	time	for	action.		She	ignores	Louis’	pleas	to	stay	and	goes	to	visit	their	

daughter	in	Connecticut,	thinking	Isabel	will	help,	as	she	is	a	career	woman	with	a	family.		

Only	Sylvia’s	daughter	thinks	her	mother	is	delusional	and	should	return	to	Louis.			

But	Sylvia	will	not	be	deterred.		She	and	her	best	friend	from	Florida,	Evie,	a	spry	

and	spunky	70-something-year-old	widow,	move	to	Manhattan	and	restart	their	lives.		

Together,	they	will	live	out	their	version	of	Sex	and	the	City,	their	favorite	television	show,	

and	conquer	the	big	city.		Of	course,	things	aren’t	easy.		Despite	having	some	cash	from	

pawning	her	jewelry,	Sylvia	and	Evie	encounter	the	challenges	of	trying	to	live	in	an	

expensive	city	bursting	with	youth.		But	they	persevere.		Sylvia	calls	upon	an	old	contact	in	

the	wedding	planning	industry,	a	now	successful	woman	named	Verena,	and	ends	up	

proving	herself	worthy	of	the	job	as	Verena’s	second	assistant	by	bonding	with	a	couple	in	

peril,	Dan	and	Ashton.		Their	wedding	is	filled	with	chaos	but	Sylvia	vows	to	make	it	a	

success	despite	challenges.			Along	the	way,	Sylvia	develops	an	unexpected	relationship	

with	the	bride’s	father,	Frank,	who	has	likewise	been	cheated	on	by	his	spouse.			
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Sylvia’s	Story	is	a	story	about	what	it	means	to	take	a	second	chance	at	life	despite	

being	told	that	time’s	up.		It’s	a	story	about	friendship,	love,	family,	and	fabulous	shoes	for	

arthritic	feet.			
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Sylvia’s Story 

 

CHAPTER 12 

 When Isabel used to have panic attacks before her final exams, she would wake me up at 

2am and beg me to sit at the kitchen table and play “Worst Case Scenario.”  The gist of it was 

this:  Start with something bad that’s happened.  Then spitball the very worst things that might 

happen as a result.  Be as apocalyptic as possible.  Apparently, this is supposed to show you that 

what you fear isn’t really so bad.  And so as I stand here in the office kitchen organizing a tray 

with French-press coffee, herbal teas, and sliced fruit from a platter that Miku orders daily, I try 

it out.   

 Bad thing that happened:  Louis took all of my money.   

Worst-case scenario: My paycheck from Verena doesn’t cover my expenses.  Evie’s cash 

runs out and she hasn’t yet found a job.  We’re evicted and forced to return to the hostel.  After a 

week of washing up at Starbucks, we surrender to the hostel’s bathroom.  Evie slips on the slimy 

floor and cracks her head.  She dies.  Devastated, I wander the streets of New York until I’m 

delirious.  I accidentally on-purpose step in front of a subway train and kill myself.  A mother 

and her young daughter witness this.  The young girl is forever scarred and turns to drugs by age 

twelve.  Her parents sell their home to pay for rehab but… 

Ow!  Boiling water splashes my hand.  I’ve overfilled the teapot.  I blow on my fingers.  

Let’s just move on.       

Bad thing that happened:  Ashton is pregnant and I’ve promised not to tell anyone. 

Worst-case scenario:  Verena finds out that I knew and fires me for not telling her.  I have 

no income.  Our cash runs out.  Evie and I are evicted and…  



	 4	

I bite into a grape.  The burst of juice shocks me to a stop.  I will not go down this 

imaginary road to hell again.  I eat another grape.  Let’s try a new game:  Best-case scenario.  

Bad thing that happened:  Frank knows about my dreadful personal life. 

Best-case Scenario:  Frank and I commiserate over cheating spouses and bond. One day, 

at a cake-tasting appointment, I make a witty but not bitter joke about Louis and Frank laughs.  

He offers to take me running.  I meet him at Central Park.  I’m wearing a pair of flattering, matte 

black jogging tights, a silver, sweat-wicking T-shirt, and a pair of the adorable magenta & black 

speckled Nike Zoom’s that I saw in the window of Bloomingdales.  Somehow I have incredible 

endurance.  We’re jogging and chatting and the breeze blows my pontyail out behind me. After a 

couple of miles, we stop and buy one of those giant pretzels from a food vendor.  We sit on a 

park bench to eat.  Frank wipes salt from my chin.  His fingers lightly graze my lips and he leans 

in gently… 

I eat another grape.  My cheeks flame and I feel a flutter of excitement inside my chest.  

“Best-case Scenario” is a much better game.  Of course I don’t actually fancy Frank.  This was 

just a meditative exercise.  I pick up the tray and head towards the conference room.  Back to 

work.  I want to show Verena just how right she was to hire me.    

I exit the kitchen and walk down the hallway.  The tray feels light in my hands and, 

thankfully, the door to the conference room is open just enough so that I can squeeze through 

without rebalancing the tray.  But as soon as I walk in, my excitement evaporates.  On one side 

of the table, Ashton sits next to Verena with her arms crossed.  She flicks her eyes at the 

enormous catalogue of bridal gowns Verena has spread open between them and scowls.   “I don’t 

want to look like a fucking cake-topper.”   
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I blink.  Why is this bridezilla back?  Where did the other Ashton go?  I want to say 

something but remember that Verena is in charge.  I put the tray on the table, take a seat in a 

chair across from them, and wait for a cue before speaking.  

 Ashton glances at me briefly but says nothing.  Verena keeps her attention focused solely 

on Ashton.  “We’re not choosing your specific dress, darling.  I just want to get a sense of the 

shape and style you prefer before we have another appointment.”   

I tilt my head slightly.  Verena is a portrait of patience.  You’d never guess that the 

previous appointments were disasters.  According to the notes, Ashton made the consultant cry at 

the first, had a raging fight with her mother at the second, and stood Verena up at the third.  But 

Verena is completely composed as she flips pages of the catalogue before stopping.  “Oooh!  

This would look dynamite on your lean figure.  Don’t you agree, Sylvia?” 

 Verena turns the picture around.  I peer at a willowy model wearing a skin-tight, trumpet 

gown with a corseted back.  I bite my lip.  Ashton may not gain much weight over the next two 

months, but she’s going to need something that doesn’t feel quite like bondage.    

 “Maybe a dress with more flow,” I suggest. 

“Are you calling me fat?”  Ashton glares. 

My jaw drops.  I find Ashton’s eyes and try to communicate: You are pregnant.  She  

looks away. 

“Ashton,” I say with meaning.  “Remember how we discussed things earlier?” 

“Not really,” she says cooly. 

I blink several times, unsure what to do.  Verena notices and reaches for a piece of 

pineapple.  “What did you discuss earlier, Sylvia?  Catch me up.”  Her tone is casual, but I hear 

an underlining edge.     
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Before I can respond, however, the door opens and Frank enters.  “Sorry about that.  Got 

caught on the phone.  What’d I miss?” 

 Ashton folds her arms.  “Sylvia thinks I’m too chunky to wear a fitted dress.” 

 Frank slides into a chair next to Ashton.  He knits his brow.  “What?” 

 “I certainly do not!” I blurt.  Damn it.  I can’t lose my cool.  But blood pounds in my ears 

as I sit here and look at their faces across the table.  It feels like a parole hearing.  I take a deep 

breath and cling to my mantras: I am captain of this ship.  I have truth on my side.  No one can 

dull my sparkle. 

“Excuse me?”  Verena blinks at me.      

Oops.  I may have muttered that last one aloud.  I quickly clear my throat before 

exhaling.  “Ashton.  I did not, in any way, imply that you were heavy.  That would be 

preposterous.  I merely suggested that you should think about what we discussed earlier.”  

 “So I’m a liar?”  Ashton turns to Verena.  “I’m not getting a good vibe here.  I don’t want 

Sylvia on my wedding.”   

My eyes bulge.  Frank cuts in.  He puts a hand on her arm.  “Honey.  This isn’t you.  I’m 

sure Sylvia is a great wedding planner.”   

Ashton shrugs his arm away.  “How would you know what a ‘great wedding planner’ 

even is?  This is the first day you’ve come to anything.  And that’s only because Mom and I 

aren’t talking.”  Ashton’s eyes start to fill.  “Even when you’re here, you’re not really here.” 

“That’s not fair,” Frank says quietly.   

“Well I don’t think it’s fair that you spent the last twenty minutes outside on the phone.  

And now you’re going to spend the rest of the time looking at your watch every second because 
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you don’t want to be late to one of your stupid running things.  God forbid you give me a one full 

day.  Story of my fucking life, huh?”  Ashton wipes her eyes with her fists, like a child. 

There’s a moment of silence.  I look at Frank.  His ears are bright red as he fiddles with 

his watch, but then catches himself. 

Verena cuts in calmly as though none of this drama were happening.  “Frank, we were 

just looking through this catalogue of dresses.  Would you care to take a peek?”   

She slides the catalogue toward Frank.  Grateful to have something to do, he turns the 

pages.  “These look really nice.  Very white… and fancy.”  His voice is so earnest.   

“I hate them all,” Ashton snaps.   

 “Of course you do,” I say with frustration. 

Frank and Ashton startle.  Verena shoots me a warning look.  But I don’t care.  I may 

have promised Ashton that I’d keep the pregnancy a secret, but I did not promise to pretend it 

doesn’t exist.  Besides, what do I have to lose?  She’s already fired me. 

“Ashton,” I say firmly.  “We both know why you’re having such a hard time with this 

wedding.  And it has nothing to do with your parents and their private lives.”   

Ashton’s face goes white.  She opens her mouth, but I keep going.  “I am very confused.  

Less than an hour ago, I was meeting with a sweet, young woman who had a terrific sense of 

humor.  Where did she go?  I want to plan her wedding.” 

I look at Ashton meaningfully.  But her face is still frozen.  Frank likewise stares at me.  

Even Verena seems lost.  “Sylvia,” she says slowly.  “Again, what are you talking about?” 

 I reach across the table and close the catalogue.  “Big white dresses just aren’t going to 

cut it.  Based on our earlier meeting, I strongly believe that Ashton is a non-traditional bride 

trying to have a traditional wedding.  This is where all these problems and frustrations stem 



	 8	

from.”  I soften my voice and look at Ashton.  “I suspect your mother and mother-in-law have a 

different vision of your wedding.  And you’re trying to please them by ignoring what you want, 

only to find yourself angry and lost.  The Plaza Hotel?  Glorious, but so not you.”  I see Verena’s 

face pale and hastily add, “Of course, we can transform the ballroom into anything we need it to 

be.  But let’s make sure the rest of your wedding details feel authentic.  Starting with the dress.  I 

know your past appointments haven’t gone well, and that’s why we’re here with a catalogue.  

But let’s try again.  My dear friend Reese works at Bergdorff’s.  I’ll ask him to meet us there 

tomorrow morning to shop.” 

Verena interrupts sharply.  “Sylvia.  There’s at least a two-week waiting list for bridal 

appointments in Manhattan.  Let’s not promise anything we can’t confirm.”  

I shake my head.  “That’s my point.  I don’t think we should schedule a bridal 

appointment.  Why limit Ashton to an actual wedding dress when she so clearly wants something 

different?” 

Verena squints slightly.  Ashton stops sniffling and Frank, God bless him, looks just 

utterly confused.  “What do you mean, ‘not an actual wedding dress’?”  he asks.    

I take a breath.  “Reese is the manager of Bergdorff’s Personal Shopping Department.  

He has access to all the latest designer gowns.  So I say, let’s skip wedding dresses and open our 

minds.  J. Mendel, Azzaro, Tadashi Shoji.  Naeem Khan...  So many divine options.  And here’s 

the added bonus – Ashton can wear the dress again in the future.” 

Ashton’s eyes start to brighten.  Verena nods slowly and Frank, well, poor Frank.  He 

stares as though I’m speaking another language.  To be fair, I feel my college-level French 

swirling up over my tongue and can’t help but add,  “And, naturally, we’ll take a look at 

Givenchy, Balmain, Akris.  Tu seras si belle, Ashton.”  I look off into the distance like a great 
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auteur.  “Off the top of my head, I see you in bohemian rapture, something flowing and 

feminine.  Silk chiffon, perhaps a little lace.  Floral applique if it’s done right.  A little beading, a 

tiered skirt.  Something with structure but also, as I said earlier, flowing.”  I make sure to hit this 

last word hard and catch Ashton’s eye.   

This time, she doesn’t glare.  “That sounds really….nice.”  She folds her hands together 

and looks down at her lap.  Her face relaxes and she finally starts to resemble the human being I 

met earlier.  I glance at Verena and see her start to smile.  Even Frank exhales.  Goosebumps 

tickle my forearms.  I did it. 

# 

 Verena smiles at me as we walk back to the office after saying goodbye to Frank and 

Ashton at the elevators.  “That was fucking magic, Sylvia.  No, not magic.  Genius.”   

We enter her private office.  She sits behind her desk and I sit in the lone chair facing her.  

Even when I sit, I feel like I’m floating.   

I try to shrug modestly.  “Oh, please.  It was nothing.” 

 “Nothing?  You did in one day what Molly and I failed to do in six months.”  Verena 

pops open another IBC root beer.  She offers me one.  “No doubt a whiskey moment.  But this is 

all I got.” 

“This will do just fine.”  I take a long drink and fight the urge to kick up my feet.  

Verena’s office now makes sense to me.  Just a desk and a view.  A person could really think in 

here.     

“How’d you come up with the ‘non-traditional’ bride bit?  And don’t tell me it was 

nothing.”  Verena leans forward on her elbows.  “I hate when women don’t take proper credit for 
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their work.  I have yet to hear a man say, ‘Oh it was just an accident that I came up with nuclear 

fusion.’”   

“Well, I didn’t exactly solve nuclear fusion.”  

“So not the point, Sylvia.”  

I smile.  “Trust me.  I feel good about what happened earlier.  It’s all I can do to not call 

my daughter and give her a play-by-play.  I really needed that win.”   

Verena reacts.  I flush.  

Focus, Sylvia.  Let’s not get too personal here.   

I clear my throat.  “It was the benefit of having fresh eyes.  I could see Ashton more 

clearly.”   

“And what did you see?” 

I saw her puking in a toilet after smelling food and thus knew she was pregnant.   

Obviously, I can’t say that.  I shift in my chair. 

 “Everything okay?”  Verena gives me an odd look. 

“I’m just thinking about how to answer.”   

“It’s not a trick question.  This is a learning opportunity for me.” 

I want to tell Verena everything.  But if I betray Ashton’s trust, I’ll never get it back.  

And I must pull off this wedding.  Without my cash cushion, the pressure to succeed so that 

Verena hires me full-time makes my stomach knot. 

 “I saw her canvas tote bag,” I finally say.  “I saw her soap and water skin, product-free 

hair, and workout pants that she’s probably worn since college.” 
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“Right,” Verena agrees.  “I saw all of that, too.  She’s down-to-earth.  And so I once 

suggested we look at a consignment shop for a bridal gown.  She hated that idea.”  Verena 

wrinkles her nose.  “She really hated it.”   

I nod.  “Oh, I bet.  Ashton isn’t a thrift-store girl.” 

Verena leans forward.  “That’s what I mean!  How do you know that?” 

I start to smile.  “Ashton could have easily turned down her parents’ luxury apartment 

and moved to the Bronx or Queens or wherever young people live these days when they can’t 

afford Manhattan.  But Ashton likes a nice life.  Maybe a part of her feels embarrassed by it, but 

she’s not a martyr.  She wants a big wedding. Yet she also wants it to be unique.  More than that, 

she wants it to mean something.  This is a special time for her.”  That was a solid answer.  And 

all of it true.   

But Verena shakes her head.  “How’d you know that she’d want a fancy dress?  That’s 

the part that confuses me.  It’s not like you were talking about going to some new-age designer 

who makes clothes from recycled tires.  By the way, I literally had Molly research that.” 

I giggle.  “Recycled tires?” 

Verena nods grimly.  “I was desperate.” 

I giggle more.  “It’s so creative.  She could wear the seat-belts as straps.” 

Verena starts laughing, too.  “I swear to God, Sylvia, I would’ve put a muffler on a veil 

and streaked Dan and Ashton’s faces with motor oil if it got the job done.  I’d get ahead of the 

press – and their mothers – by releasing a photo-shoot of the wedding as an avant-garde 

statement on marriage in today’s fast-paced world.” 

My eyes are bright.  “So poetic!  ‘Our Journey Together Begins Now.’”    
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Verena snorts.  I nearly spit out my root beer.  We’re both laughing and laughing when 

Verena’s phone buzzes.  She looks at it and rolls her eyes.  “A guy I met at a party is texting to 

see if I want to have dinner.  Is it old-fashioned that I want him to actually call?” 

“I haven’t dated in over forty years so maybe I’m not the one to ask.  I guess it just 

depends – how hungry are you?”      

Verena laughs again.  “Good question.  I’m quite hungry.”  She starts texting back.  “But 

I also have standards.  I’m writing that this is a one-time pass.  All other social inquiries must be 

made via live phone call.” 

“Or postal service.”  I can’t help it.  This is fun.    

Verena nods.  “Yes!  Love it.”   

She types quickly.  I want to lean over to see what she’s writing but catch myself. Despite 

this girlfriend moment, I am her assistant.  In fact, is this my cue to leave?  Or will she dismiss 

me formally?  Unsure, I sit and wait.  Verena’s cheeks flush as she types.  Her lips move as she 

reads aloud to herself.  She looks like a teenager and I can’t help but wonder:  Do I want to date 

again?  Could I date again?  Of course, I’m not even divorced.  That didn’t stop Louis though.   

Goddamn it.  Louis.   

My stomach once again knots.  My cash cushion is gone.  I push my hair out of my face 

and clear my throat.   

I’m about to speak when Verena looks up.  “Sorry, Sylvia.  You can go for the day.  I’m 

looking forward to hearing about tomorrow.”   

“I’ll update you as soon as the appointment is over.  One quick question.”  I force a 

casual tone.  “When are paychecks distributed?”  
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Verena puts down her phone.  “Every two weeks, on Fridays.  Why?  Do you need an 

advance?” 

I blink, taken aback.  “What?” 

Verena takes out a checkbook from her desk.  “I know what it’s like to leave your 

husband.  I’ve done it four times.  How much will tide you over?” 

 I’m about to protest but then stop.  I close my eyes a moment.  “Just the first two weeks 

should be fine.” 

“I’ll give you a month.”  Verena picks up her pen and starts writing. 

“I really don’t need that much –” 

“Are you planning to run off and leave me hanging?”  

“Of course not.”   

“Then take the money.  I trust you.”  Verena hands me the check.  “Besides, after today?  

I need you.” 

“Thank you,” I say quietly. 

“It’s my pleasure.  And I’m happy to help with a loan if things get really bad.  Just ask.” 

I look at Verena’s face and know instantly that she means it.  But there’s only so much I 

can accept.  “This advance is sufficient.  Thank you again.” 

 She nods.  I smile, feeling a rush of gratitude.     
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CHAPTER 13 

Evie narrows her eyes and turns around from her vanity table.  She wears a pale pink 

dressing robe and spritzes Darby Rose perfume on her wrists.  “Careful, Sylvia.  You’re turning 

Verena into a saint.”  

 “She gave me a job, an advance, and then offered me a loan.  Who does that?”   

 “The mafia.” 

 I laugh and cross my leg over my thigh to massage my foot.  It’s just after seven o’clock 

and I’m finally home sitting on Evie’s queen-size bed.  It’s the only proper bedroom in this 

apartment and Evie insisted that if she were to take it, she would pay sixty percent of the rent.  I 

tried to argue, but she was firm.  The bed has a simple, metal frame and the quilt is silver with 

light blue stripes.  There’s a three-drawer dresser that doubles as a nightstand and a child-size 

desk across the room that Evie has transformed into a vanity.  She’s propped a standing face 

mirror on the edge of the desk and sits in a metal folding chair that we found in the basement 

storage area.  She covered the seat with her plushest pashmina and looks like a queen on a throne 

as she turns back around to resume applying her makeup.   

 I watch her in the mirror’s reflection a moment before crossing my other leg to massage 

my other aching foot.  I walked nearly forty blocks after leaving Verena’s office.  I had intended 

to take the bus but wanted to call my bank.  I make a face, remembering the conversation.   

“What if he weren’t my husband?” I asked Jerome, the third manager I was transferred 

to.  “What if he were a stranger who hacked into my account and stole the money?” 

“That would be different, Mrs. Fisher.”  Jerome’s English accent made me feel like a 

schoolgirl who failed long division.  “Then we would call the police and recover your funds as a 

courtesy.” 
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“But you can’t do that now?”  

“This wasn’t a breach of security.  This is a marital dispute.  I strongly suggest you 

contact an attorney.” 

Something rustled in the background on the phone.  I blinked.  “Are you eating?”   

“I beg your pardon?”  But Jerome’s voice was muffled. 

“I can hear you chewing.”  My voice felt tight.  I pictured him sitting at his desk 

devouring something obnoxious like pasta salad with too much vinegar.  I’d be one of the stories 

he’d tell his wife about later.  Some sad woman who didn’t have a clue. 

And so without saying goodbye, I dropped my phone into my purse and walked the rest 

of the way home.  It was chilly and gray outside.  I was still wearing only my bra and blazer but 

welcomed the cool wind on my neck.  Verena had saved me.  Her check was more than money 

for food.  It made me tingle with hope.  Someone believed in me enough to pay me in advance.  I 

kept saying that to myself as I walked and walked, soaking in the city.  I inhaled flowers from a 

corner bodega and the warm, salty air streaming from a pizza parlor.  Once I got downtown, I 

zig-zagged down side streets and tried to count how many vegan bakeries and clothing boutiques 

promised explicitly to be “cruelty free.”  I wondered why we couldn’t all adopt that motto.  

When I finally arrived at the apartment, I was humming.   

I had no reason to feel this way.  Things were still catastrophic:  My cheating husband 

had stolen the money I needed to survive. The advance I had on my paycheck would sustain me 

for this month, but I would be short in another four weeks for my share of the rent as well as 

necessities like food.  In fact, when I recounted everything to Evie, the reality of my situation 

started to sink in, which is where I am now. 
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“Evie,” I say, my voice a little heavier as I shift forward on her bed and put my feet on 

the floor.  “Maybe we shouldn’t go out tonight.” 

“You got a job.  What’s not to celebrate?”  

 “Well, let’s see.  First, I’m going to be broke in a month.  Second, I can’t afford to sue 

Louis to get my money.  Third, the bride whose wedding I’m planning is secretly pregnant and 

may, at any moment, go completely sideways on me, which would end my career before it even 

starts.  Are you applying false eyelashes?”  I’ve never seen Evie apply false anything.   

 “I’m trying them out.”  Evie painstakingly places each “lash” along one eyelid as she 

speaks.  “I was at Sephora today.  They have very good deals, much better than the department 

stores.  Chin up.  All you’ve told me are a list of problems that could happen.  Today, everything 

is perfect.” 

 “Why aren’t you more freaked out?  You don’t even have a job.”  

Evie looks at me.  She wears one set of eyelashes and I have a hard time focusing as she 

talks.  “We have to celebrate the victories.  Today was a good day.”  

 I put my head in my hands.  “In the morning, I’m asking Verena for a loan.” 

“Absolutely not.”  Evie pulls off the eyelashes and blinks a few times before giving me a 

hard look.  “She hasn’t even offered you a full-time position.” 

“This is a trial period.  She needs to know I can do the job.” 

“She wouldn’t have put you on an impossible wedding if she didn’t think you could do 

the job, Sylvia.”  Evie’s about to say something more but makes a face.  She takes a long sip of 

water.  “Sorry.  Bad taste in my mouth.  Where was I?  Right.  It’s wonderful that Verena is 

giving you the opportunity to prove yourself.  Leave it at that.” 

“But she can solve all of my problems.” 
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“No one can solve all your problems.  Isn’t that what brought you to New York in the 

first place?” 

I know Evie’s right.  My shoulders sag.  “What am I doing here?”   

“What are any of us doing here?”  Evie holds my gaze a moment before picking up a 

basket of lipsticks.  She starts opening tubes, looking for the right color.  “Henry and I went 

through our savings paying for Julian’s rehabs.  Ten years of private treatment centers, sobriety 

coaches, wellness retreats.  We paid and paid and then he died.  He left his family with nothing.  

When Henry passed, I tried to give Amanda the life insurance.  She didn’t take it.  I then insisted 

it be used for Oliver’s education.  She relented.  I thought that would mean I could be in their 

life.”  Evie pauses a moment.  “I haven’t heard from them in two hundred and seventy-three 

days.  Money doesn’t solve everything.” 

Evie finally decides on a lipstick.  It’s a deep, ruby red.  As she applies it, I walk over and 

put a hand on my friend’s shoulder.  “I cannot fathom the pain.”  

Evie finds my eyes in the mirror.  “Between my social security and available credit, I had 

enough money to live in Florida.  Here in New York?  Not quite.  But I’m not ‘freaking out’, as 

you asked, because I feel more alive right now than I have in too long a time.  Today, I have 

money for rent, food, and false eyelashes that, in fairness, I’m returning.  So come on.  Get 

dressed.  We must celebrate your first day of employment.” 

I smile a little.  “But we just celebrated getting an apartment yesterday.” 

“You’re goddamn right we did.” 

# 

 It takes us twenty minutes to get to West 9th Street.  Evie insisted we return to Wild One.  

I didn’t think my feet could take another walk and so Evie let me borrow her Hogan sneakers.  
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She got them during an online flash-sale, but I now understand why people might pay $400 for 

sneakers.  I’m walking on a cloud of black patent leather.  I changed out of my crumpled suit 

into black cigarette pants, a cashmere turtleneck the color of sand, and Evie’s shiny black puffer 

jacket.  I’m feeling very rock & roll.  I put my hair in a loose French twist and wear chocolaty 

pink lip-gloss.   

We turn a corner and see the restaurant’s sign.  A line of people spill onto the sidewalk.  I 

stop in my tracks and look at Evie.  She’s wearing red Hogan sneakers, also from the flash-sale, 

white jeans with a thin red belt, and a gold sweater.  She has on a red trench coat and dangling 

earrings.  She taps her cane impatiently on the ground.  

“Let’s go, Sylvia.” 

I gesture to the line.  “We’ll never get in.” 

But Evie doesn’t listen.  She charges forward.  I have no choice but to follow.  People 

make room when they see her cane, and soon we’re at the front of the hostess stand where a 

young woman holds a clipboard.  She looks like a robot from those science fiction movies about 

lonely billionaires who live in dark mansions with man-made supermodels for servants.  Her hair 

is pulled into a severe bun and she wears an ear-mic.  I’m already afraid of her.  But as soon as 

she sees Evie, her eyes flicker with something resembling warmth and she gestures for us to 

follow her inside.  

My mouth hangs open as she leads us through the restaurant, which is packed with the 

same type of crowd as yesterday: Young and beautiful.  Of course, everyone under the age of 

fifty looks young to me.  But Evie and I are definitely the oldest by at least a decade.  Or two.  

Despite all this, the hostess leads us to a table in the center of the restaurant.  It’s the best seat in 
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the house.  Evie slips off her coat, hands it to the hostess, and sits.  In a fog, I do the same.  The 

hostess whisks away our coats and leaves us with menus.   

I stare at Evie over the candle-lit table.  “What just happened?” 

“I came earlier after you texted me about your new job.  Told them we’d be here to 

celebrate.  Surprise.”  Evie hangs her cane on the side of the chair and smiles.  

I smile back, touched, and open the menu.  I see the prices and feel my smile start to slip.  

“I’m not trying to be a buzz-kill,” I start carefully.  “But I can’t spend $18 on a cocktail.  And 

before you argue that we need to celebrate, just being here is celebrating.  Literally inhaling this 

air makes me feel like I’m cartwheeling across the sky.” 

Evie looks at me a moment.  I’m worried she’ll protest but, instead, she picks up her 

water.  “Water is very hydrating, much better for our skin.  Now, what shall we eat?”   

As if on cue, a waiter arrives.  He sets several plates onto our table and explains.  “Toro 

tartare, our signature caviar dish, and a salad of roasted beets, goat cheese foam, and walnuts.  

On the house.  Enjoy.” 

My jaw drops again.  Evie starts to nibble, a smile dancing across her lips.  “This is 

delicious.”   

I stare at her.  “What kind of job did you tell them I had?”  

“Wedding planning.” Evie’s mouth twitches some more.  “And that you were always 

looking for places to cater your more discerning clients’ events.”  

“Evie!”  I nearly choke. 

“I’m kidding.” Evie rolls her eyes playfully.  “I was on a walk and came to ask about a 

reservation.  The owner happened to be here.  He and I hit it off and chatted about life, New 

York, music…  Have you tried the beets?  They’re heavenly.  Now tell me everything.  Start 
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with the bride puking and how she held you hostage in the bathroom.  I love that part.”  Evie 

takes another bite of food and looks at me expectantly. 

“Back up,” I say as I try to read Evie’s face.  “What do you mean you and the manager 

‘hit it off’? Romantically?  And yes.  I just ate a beet.  I officially believe in God now.”   

Evie laughs.  “Oh, please.  The owner is lovely.  From Hong Kong.  A gentleman of a 

certain age who I’m sure only dates women between the ages of thirty-five and fifty, which isn’t 

completely gross but certainly not in my range.  Speaking of, I can’t believe Ashton’s mother is 

dating a 31-year-old poet.  Hmm.  I changed my mind.  That’s my favorite part.  When do you 

meet mom?”  

“I don’t think she and Ashton are talking.”  I sigh.  “Poor girl.  And poor, poor Frank.  I 

can’t imagine what I’d do if Louis were sleeping with someone Isabel’s age.” 

“Would it really upset you that much more?” 

“Wouldn’t it upset you if Henry cheated with someone Julian’s age?”  I cringe.  I didn’t 

mean to bring up Evie’s son.   

But Evie waves it off.  “If Henry were sleeping with a woman our son’s age, I would’ve 

set him on fire.” 

I nod.  “Exactly.” 

Evie holds up a hand.  “I’m not finished.  If Henry were sleeping with anyone besides me, 

I would’ve set him on fire.” 

“I know the feeling.” 

“Do you, Sylvia?”   

I blink.  Evie leans across the table.  “Please don’t take this the wrong way, but you don’t 

seem that upset about Louis and Blanche.  I’m sure you feel betrayed.  I don’t want to minimize 
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it.  And, granted, I’ve only known you since you moved to Boca so I don’t know your history 

together.  But when did you stop loving him?” 

I feel like a gust of wind just knocked me over.  Evie puts down her fork and shakes her 

head.  “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have phrased it like that.” 

“No, it’s okay.  I just… Up until that day with Blanche, I wouldn’t have said that I didn’t 

love him.”  I look off into the distance and let my eyes blur so that all the people become fuzzy.  

“But I do hate scented candles.” 

“Pardon?” 

“Some time back in the ‘80’s, someone must’ve told Louis that women like to be seduced 

by scented candles.  He was always stocking up.  Any time the house started to smell like an 

apocathary, I knew he wanted sex.  Jasmine, rosemary, sandlewood.  Fucking patchouli.”  I make 

a face.  “It was so clichéd.  And if we ever started making love without some honeysuckle 

infusion suffocating us, he’d pause to get a candle and act like he was doing me a favor.  It drove 

me bananas.” 

Evie picks up the candle on the table.  The flame flickers.  She blows it out.   

I laugh.  “Regular candles are okay.” 

“I wasn’t taking any chances.”   

I sigh.  “What makes me sad is that I never told Louis I hated them.  I doubt he’d have 

cared.  But I never really told him anything.  And that’s my fault.” 

Evie takes a bite of beet.  “Careful.  He’s still a prick.  He took your money and is using it 

as a manipulation tactic to bring you back to Florida.” 

I frown.  “He hates not getting what he wants.”  



	 22	

“So do I.  But I’ve learned to handle it without being a complete shithead.  Seriously.  

Fuck Louis and his fucking candles.” 

A young couple next to us looks over with raised eyebrows.  Evie lifts a brow back.  I 

want to laugh but can’t.  A fresh wave of rage runs through me just as the waiter returns with 

another round of food.  “Mahi mahi wonton tacos and grilled octopus, my personal favorite.”  He 

leaves.     

I look at Evie.  My voice is deadpan.  “Just when I was desperate to stab something.”  I 

pierce a piece of octopus and bring it to my lips.  It smells like garlic and charred wood, in a 

good way.   

Evie reaches for her cane.  “You enjoy.  I need to pop to the ladies’ room.”  She gets up 

and walks away.      

As I watch Evie disappear down a side hallway, I viciously chew the octopus but barely 

taste it.  Thinking about Louis taking my money makes me vibrate with anger.  But I cannot let 

him ruin my evening.  I just can’t.  And so I take a long breath, hold it for five seconds, and then 

exhale for a count of ten.  I read somewhere that this breathing technique is how snipers lower 

their heart rate before pulling the trigger.  I do it two more times.  As I push out every last breath, 

my shoulders start to drop and I lose myself in a fantasy: I’m back in Boca.  It’s the middle of the 

night.  There’s no moon.  I slip onto the grounds of BBG wearing black cargo pants, a black T-

shirt, and a black vest with secret compartments for things like a flashlight, various tools, and, of 

course, weapons.  I enter our condo and tip toe into the bedroom.  Louis and Blanche are asleep 

in bed.  They don’t stir as I stand there.  Unsure how to wake them, I go back into the hallway, 

close the bedroom door, and kick it hard.   

It flies open.   
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They bolt upright in bed and gasp as I stand in the doorway like the perfect combination 

of Pam Grier and Angelina Jolie.   

“Oh my God!”  Blanche screeches.   

“Sylvia?”  Louis’ jaw is on the floor.  “You look unbelievable.  Have you been working 

out?” 

I pull out a pistol.  “Give me my fucking money.” 

Louis looks from the gun to my face and nods.  “It’s in my golf bag.” 

“Get it.”  I gesture for him to move.  He obeys.   

Blanche, meanwhile, hugs the covers around her naked body.  “Sylvia,” she starts.  “This 

isn’t what it looks like.” 

“Oh shut up.  You can have him.  All I want is my money.”  I turn my back on her and 

wait for Louis to shuffle through the closet and find the bag.  

He finally does and takes out an envelope.  “It’s all here.”   

I snatch it and count the bills.  He stands there dumbly and runs his hand through his hair.  

It sticks straight up.  He’s wearing boxers and an undershirt.  He’s about to say something when 

Blanche interrupts.  “I’ve called the police!” 

Louis and I look at her.  She’s clutching her cell phone.  I walk over.  She hides under the 

blanket.  Sirens wail in the distance.  Without another word, I escape through the bedroom 

window.  I have a long rope in my vest that I hook around the small balcony railing and then 

propel myself down the side of the building.  Below, a motorcycle waits with a key in the 

ignition.  Louis leans out the window and watches, slackjawed, as I hop on.  Just as I start the 

engine, the opening scales to Gloria Gaynor’s, “I Will Survive,” burst into the air.   
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That’s odd.  I haven’t ever put a soundtrack to my fantasies before.  But I go with it.  In 

fact, I’m now flying on my motorcycle, racing through the night, my cash tucked into a zippered 

pouch inside of my vest.  I feel the weight of it against my chest. 

God, this music is good.   

I blink a few times and realize that it’s not in my head.  It’s in the restaurant.  I look 

around and see people swaying to the melody at their tables.  It’s like a concert.  There’s no 

vocals but we don’t need them.  The piano is vibrant, colorful, full of feeling.  I crane my neck.  

Where’s Evie?  She’d love this.   

I get up and head back towards the bathroom to get her.  But when I make it to the bar 

where the platform and piano are, I stop.   

My eyes bulge.  It’s her.  It’s Evie.  At the piano. 

I put a hand on the bar to steady myself.  Goosebumps shiver up my spine as I watch 

Evie’s fingers fly across the keys.  Her entire body moves while she plays and her eyes are half-

open, half-closed as though she’s in a different world.  It’s like a time machine up there: At the 

piano, Evie is ageless.  

As the song comes to an end, people clap.  Evie smiles and leans into a mic.  “If you’ll 

indulge me, this evening I am dedicating all songs to my roommate, Sylvia, and myself.”  She 

finds me and winks.  “Turns out, we both got jobs today.” 

More applause and good-natured laughter.  People then return to their meals and Evie 

begins to play something contemporary.  In fact, I recognize it as the Coldplay song we heard 

yesterday evening.  I shake my head with awe.  She was right – that other player was total shit.  
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I return to my table and watch Evie play.  I stay completely present.  I don’t need to be 

Pam Grier or Angelina Jolie or any other ass-kicker in tight clothes.  I’m Sylvia Fisher, and for 

the first time in maybe forever, I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be. 

 
 


