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MY NAME IS Eli Fineman. I am a Bulgarian Holocaust
survivor, a childless man, and a dabbler in the stock market. Eli is a Hebrew name. It means to elevate. Since I am
a loafer by nature, I must push myself to make the effort.
So at sixty-two, after a lifetime of shirking my academic requirements, I finally received my Bachelor of Arts
degree from Brooklyn College. Today, at seventy-two, I
am proud to say that I am an educated man. Most people
respect me for it but I am not bothered one bit by those
who scoff and ask, “Eli, what will you do with a degree in
philosophy and a minor in Ancient Roman Civilization?”
I say that it is not so much what I have learned, but that I
have learned to learn.
Oddly, if you look into my accounts, you will find
three million dollars. I earned it doing this and that, but my
money is not who I am. When I step back to look at my life, I
see a rich man who has nothing, an educated man who knows
little, and an old man who will carry the green of youth into
the grave – which may or may not be soon with my diabetes.
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But who knows? On Wednesday I will have my cataracts
removed. Perhaps on Thursday someone will find a cure for
my other ailments.
I will be happy to recover my vision, although there
are some things I am able to see that cannot be perceived with
the eye. I can look inside of people. Sometimes it is a good
thing, and other times it can get a man into trouble. When I
looked inside of Rose, I found a little of both.
From the first minute I saw her at the Kings Highway
Senior Center, I lost interest in other women. She was round,
substantial, not easy to be broken. Years of labor showed on
her broad, olive hands. Her thick, sturdy fingers clutched a
purse tightly to her body. With the other hand, she passed
around delicacies from her kitchen. Her eyes, oh her eyes,
were so expressive, so full of thoughts that other women hide.
When Rose walked into the room, everything shifted – one
way or the other.
Rose enjoyed telling people what to do. She would
stop everything to help them, but heaven forbid if they didn’t
follow her advice! She was what Americans call a tough bird:
cantankerous and opinionated. Anyone with the courage to
disagree with her made her Italian temper flare and her beautiful eyes roll straight back into her head.
I knew right away that she didn’t like me, but I could
see it was nothing personal. I didn’t impose. I stayed on the
edge of the social circle, enjoying the sight of her perfect Roman nose in profile, and waited patiently for her to get used to
me. To be honest, I already had a girlfriend who happened to
be visiting her ex-husband in Florida. The short story is that my
girlfriend did not love me. I knew it because she gave me only
dry kisses. It was not a surprise when she called long-distance
to tell me goodbye. By then, it did not matter. Rose occupied
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all of my thoughts.
Rose came to the Senior Center often. Each day I
would take a seat by the window so I would be the first to see
her, but when she came through the door, I would change my
face to look surprised. It took many months for the two of
us to become familiar, using Rose’s definition of familiarity:
the freedom to call anyone, for any reason, an idiot or worse.
After she called me an idiot – and much worse – quite
a few times, I asked her to lunch. She said no. When she finally
said yes, I went home and changed into my one-hundred-twenty dollar pants and a forty-five dollar shirt. I walked two blocks
to get from my apartment to her house on Avenue P and East
10th Street and rang the doorbell. She did not invite me in. I
took her to eat Shish Kabob at the Greek restaurant on King’s
Highway, and to make conversation, I told her how much I
had paid for my clothes. I was trying to impress her.
“Forty-five dollars for a shirt?” she said, her teeth
buried in a chunk of slightly overcooked lamb. I was afraid
she would swallow the wooden stick. “Aw, that’s moronic. You
don’t know how to shop. I could get that shirt for ten dollars.”
“Really? You should take me shopping sometime.”
She smiled at me then, and her dark eyes brightened
into shining half moons. “Okay, I’ll take ya next week,” she
said, and she didn’t call me names for the rest of the evening.
After our shopping excursion, I took Rose to lunch
almost every day for the next six months. The first time I asked
her out to dinner, she said no. When she finally said yes, I took
her to an expensive restaurant on Ocean Parkway. She looked
at the menu for a long time. I said, “What’s the matter, Rose?
Do you not see something you like?
She wrinkled her nose. “The prices are ridiculous!”
I reached across the table and patted her hand. “Rose,”
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(I loved to say her name) “I am a rich man. Ignore the prices.
I want you to order anything you want, anything at all.” I was
determined to impress her.
“But it’s twenty-six dollars for a strip steak. I could
make us both rib eyes for six-fifty.”
“Well then, you must invite me to your house for dinner. For now, pick something. If you like the steak, order it.”
She said, “Nah, I’m not that hungry. I’ll just have an
appetizer.”
She ordered the appetizer and I ordered the steak.
When the food came, she ate everything on my plate. I ate
the appetizer. After that, I didn’t take her to the restaurant on
Ocean Parkway unless it was a special occasion.
On one particular afternoon, I took Rose to lunch at
the Jewish deli. By that time we were extremely familiar –
Rose’s kind of familiar – which made it acceptable for her to
buy clothes for me with my money and without my presence.
Rose and I stood in front of the deli case at Adelman’s, and after
I decided in favor of the herring with cream sauce instead of
a pastrami sandwich, I pointed to some of my favorite foods
and asked Rose, “Do you like kreplach? Do you like latkes?”
After I had made many suggestions, she said in a loud
voice, “Boy oh boy! You like all that Jew food, huh?”
“Rose,” I said. “Please. Have some respect.” It was
the first time I ever said anything like this to her.
In a louder voice, she asked, “What? I can’t say Jew
food?”
The customers twisted their heads to look at us.
“Rose,” I whispered, “I want you to be quiet or I am going to
leave you here by yourself.”
She put one hand on her ample hip. “You think I don’t
know how to get home? You’re an idiot. Go ahead, you wanna
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leave? Leave.”
Lenny, behind the counter, shook his head. I gave up
our spot to the next person in line. “Rose,” I put a trembling
hand on her forearm. “Please stop it. I am asking you for the
last time.” My voice was below a whisper.
“Hey Mister,” she shook my hand off her arm. “Don’t
you dare tell me what to do.” Now she was screaming. “So
what if I said Jew food? Big deal! You’re a Jew. It’s not a bad
word.”
I didn’t want to leave her there, but I did. There are
some things a man should not have to put up with, even for
love.
Yes, I loved her. I admit it. I loved her even as I turned
my back and left her standing at the counter in Adelman’s.
I loved her when I returned to my apartment hungry, with
nothing in my refrigerator but moldy leftover shish kabob.
I was miserable, but I did not call her – and I knew
that Rome would fall again before she called me. Rose never
apologized for anything. She was always right! So what’s to
apologize?
I didn’t go to the Senior Center for two days. My
friends called to see if I was sick. My heart was sick but I
didn’t say so. I said I was taking a break, that I had things to
do. To tell you the truth, I had no idea what to do. I forgot that
I was an educated man.
On the third day, I woke up and asked myself what
Cicero would do. Would he lock himself in his apartment for
three days? Would he forget to brush his teeth? Of course not!
He would examine the problem from every perspective. He
would acknowledge more than one truth.
Rose, she did not know what she was saying. She
never looked death in the face through barbed wire. She never
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heard the word Jew spat from the mouth of a Nazi. She was
an ignorant woman who never left Brooklyn. The word Jew,
in her mouth, had no connection to those atrocities. She meant
no harm and I had no right to be angry with her.
I brushed my teeth and put on the ten-dollar shirt and
eighteen-dollar pants that Rose had picked out for me on our
first shopping trip. By then, I knew how to impress her. When
I walked out of my apartment, the ground felt solid beneath
my feet. I felt like a much younger man.
When Rose came to the door, she squeezed her eyes
into tiny slits and said, “What are you doing here?” but I could
see with my inside eye that she missed me.
I stood on the bottom step of the stoop, feeling like
Romeo, and said, “Rose, I am an idiot. Get your coat. Come
with me to Adelman’s to eat Jew food.”
It was good to see her standing in front of the deli case.
I suggested the gefilte fish, but she ordered the cheese blintzes.
I chose a table for us in the back corner of the restaurant. “So
Rose, you like all this Jew food?” I whispered as she put her
hand in my plate and broke off a piece of my knish.
Her eyes couldn’t decide whether they wanted to
twinkle or burn a hole through my head. She said, “Hey you!
Don’t start in with me.” And then she told me that Waldbaum’s
had chicken breasts on sale for ninety-nine cents a pound –
boneless – and by the way, she had signed us up for the dance
contest at the Senior Center.
When I walked her home, she didn’t invite me in,
but when I turned to go she said, “Wait a minute. You look
like an idiot with that hat. Come back here and let me fix it.”
She reached up to twist my cap and kissed me – a big wet
one – right on the lips.

AFTER FORTY-EIGHT YEARS of being my mother’s
daughter, I could count on two things: She was always
right, and she was never wrong. I, on the other hand, was
wrong from the moment of conception. My mother interpreted morning sickness as my failed but determined
effort to claw my way out of the womb through her throat.
As if my kicking and squirming two weeks past her due
date wasn’t inconvenient enough, she alleged that I specifically planned my arrival to coincide with the biggest
snowstorm to hit New York in twenty years.
To hear my mother tell it, she almost gave birth to me
in the lobby of the apartment building across the street from
Brooklyn Community Hospital. The Blizzard of ‘52 was so
blinding, she said, that my retard of a father couldn’t tell the
difference between his ass and the hospital. Her water broke on
the grey marble floor of the vestibule, while my father stood in
front of a large brass doorbell panel, speculating about whose
bell to ring. Even in her delicate condition, my mother had
to be the one to figure it out and drag my father across Kings
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Highway through a huge snowdrift, which made her amniotic
fluid-soaked Peds freeze over solid.
She spent the next thirty-six hours in the labor room
desperately ready to give birth while I, in accordance with
my prenatal agenda to afflict her with as many contractions
as possible, stubbornly refused to make my debut. I had to be
forcibly removed with forceps. The tug of war left two angry
black and blue marks on my chubby little cheeks, a dark presentiment of things to come.
It didn’t occur to my mother that my birth might have
been just as traumatic for me as it had been for her. The whole
ordeal brought her to one conclusion: I was a difficult child.
Immediately, I became a project to be undertaken. To that end,
and without my father’s input, she made an anxious attempt
to trick destiny into endowing me with desirable traits; she
gave me her middle name. Gloria Rose D’Orsi appeared on
my birth certificate, but before the ink dried, I’d somehow
earned the undocumented subtitle Trouble with a capital “T.”
Having started off on the wrong foot, I would never
make it to the right one. Despite sharing a common name, the
only trait I would inherit from my mother was her strong will.
Rejecting all of her efforts to turn me into a robotic version of
her, I became a wild horse that would not be broken. But oh
how she tried! Neither incessant screaming nor increasingly
brutal beatings would succeed in eliminating my congenital
wrongness.
When I was eight, my mother bore a second child, a
boy, with only seventeen, count ‘em, seventeen contractions.
She took great pride in her ability to intimidate and manipulate
my younger brother, and her success proved that achieving
ultimate authority was possible. Thereafter she approached my
upbringing with twice the determination to whip me, literally,
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into shape. As my brother grew more compliant, I grew tougher
and focused obsessively on a singular goal: escape.
Durable and resilient, I counted the years until high
school graduation and managed to suffer through one semester
of college before I quit and opted for an illustrious career as
a receptionist in Manhattan’s diamond district. After one last
motherly beating, which dislocated my shoulder but failed to
convince me to go back to school, I used my first paycheck
to move into a grimy basement apartment in Brighton Beach,
my roommate a complete stranger I had met in the subway on
my way home from work.
Escaping is the worst thing a victim can do to an
abuser. Luckily, shock and denial are the first stages in the
many layers of separation. My mother opted to let life itself
bring me to my senses. She was completely convinced that,
after I’d spent a few weeks on the streets (during which she
would step over what would surely be my limp and starving
body without so much as a offering me a well-chewed piece
of gum), I’d quickly come to see the harsh reality of the world
and come crawling back to the comfort of random beatings
and regular clouts to the head. For a woman who was one
hundred percent certain that she was right and everyone else
was wrong, it was a severe blow to the ego to find me at the
door six months later – happy, healthy, and loving every minute
of my meager but exhilarating existence.
“Hi Mom. Is Ricky here? I thought I might take him
out for pizza.”
If not for my quick reflexes, she would have broken
my nose with the heavy wooden door. “Okay then,” I said as
I backed down a step on the stoop.
Having witnessed my less than cordial homecoming,
the next-door neighbors, Italian immigrants Joe and Marie,
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called to me from their porch. “Gloria! Vieni qua and have a
cup of coffee.”
As I turned to go, my mother re-opened the door executing an unnecessary choke-hold on my nine-year-old brother.
“Say good-bye to your sister,” she instructed. “You won’t be
seeing her again until she comes to her senses.” Ricky waved
with subdued enthusiasm as she stepped in front of him and
shooed him back into the house. She spat on the step I had
previously occupied. “Don’t come back here.”
I was fairly convinced by the door-slamming and
spitting that my mother had opted to skip guilt and regret and
move on to the next phases of grief: anger and vengeance.
Marie unlatched the front gate, and enfolded me in her
arms. Her housedress smelled like Genoa salami from Joe’s
Grocery, their family business around the corner. My mouth
watered. I had quickly discovered that a dozen eggs was the
cheapest way to buy a week of dinners on my salary.
Marie broke the embrace and held me at arm’s length.
“Look at you so skinny, sit! I fix you some lunch.”
I sat across from Joe, who looked at me in that “poor
kid” way, as he’d done so many times during the sixteen years
that we’d been neighbors.
“I’ve been banished from the homestead,” I shared
with him, loud enough for Marie to hear from the kitchen.
Shaking his bald head, Joe poured a steaming cup of
coffee from the bottomless Farberware percolator and placed
it in front of me. ”So much trouble with your mama,” Joe said.
“Maybe you try again.”
Marie emerged from the kitchen with a mountain of
fresh cold-cuts. “Mangia!” she urged me to eat as she hacked
off a large chunk of fresh Italian bread and slathered it with
mayonnaise. She perched her petite frame on the edge of the
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divan. “Give mama some time. Maybe she gets used to it.”
Reveling in the empathy typical of sane adults who
knew my mother, I whined. “I’ll be lucky if that happens
before Ricky reaches retirement age. What have I ever done
that’s been so wrong?”
After much patting and assurance that I had been a
typical kid, they sent me off with a foot-long salami and a
loaf of Italian bread. As I walked to the Coney Island Avenue
bus stop, I strained to hear the fading sound of Joe and Marie
singing the brindisi from La Traviata.
One might have expected me to heed my mother’s
ominous warning to be gone, but I found it perversely rewarding to make random visits to taunt her with evidence of my
successful independence. Plus, I wanted to see my brother.
To that end, when she’d open the door to the tune of “What
are you doing here?” I’d respond by innocently announcing
this or that turn of events, meant to illustrate my maturity and
ostensibly lure her with the possibility of my succumbing to
her point of view. I did what I had to do.
During brief periods of reconciliation, I paid for the
privilege by submitting to an inordinate amount of meticulous scrutiny designed to determine if, and to what extent, I
had righted myself. Invariably, it was never enough. Nothing
short of a comprehensive recantation of every self-motivated
opinion, coupled with an unquestioning espousal of all her
narrow-minded beliefs, would be acceptable. When it became evident that I had no intention of acting on any of her
insufferable iterations of unsolicited advice, she’d re-banish
me until the next time.
In 1971, a friend introduced me to Alan, an incredibly nice but ultimately unexciting Jewish boy. I was weary
of dating Vito, the macho Italian waiter from Bensonhurst
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who, despite my natural aversion, persisted in trying to stick
his dick in my mouth. Alan, who nearly swooned on the first
date when I let him cop a feel, really looked good to me. After
sex on our second date, I actually used one of the fifty-million
homemaking skills my mother had foisted upon me to whip
up a tray of home-made lasagna. Alan proposed marriage
over leftovers on the following day, and we embarked on
a thirteen-day engagement period, during which we barely
managed to emerge from the bedroom long enough to hook
up the necessary paperwork.
Without enlightening either set of parents (not that I
could claim a complete set since my father had escaped years
earlier) Al and I drove down to Lancaster, South Carolina in
his black Volkswagen Beetle. In a civil ceremony, officiated
by a justice of the peace with a rare medical condition that
caused the side of his head to rest permanently on top of his
left shoulder, we tied the knot. Our financial situation was such
that the elopement doubled as a honeymoon.
A week after the ceremony, we dropped in on my
mother. “Hi Mom, remember me? That’s good because I’d
like you to meet Alan – my husband.”
Four years and two babies later, my mother and I
maintained an edgy but continuous reconciliation. It ended on
the fourth of July in the year of the bicentennial, when I came
to the conclusion that the pyrotechnics were more exciting
than my marriage.
“He was decent,” my mother said in parting. “Why
did you leave him?”
“He was boring,” I said flatly. “I need some excitement.” On the surface, it might have been true, but I didn’t
understand the deeper roots of my impulsive decision. Like my
mother, I too would be a single parent with two children, but I
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would do it better. I would do it right. I resolved that Melissa
and Matt would have a happy mother with a fun exciting life, a
mother who wouldn’t drag them, bruised and battered, through
the cesspool of her own miserable existence.
“You’re a jackass, and you’ll get no help from me,”
Mom said, relying on the same unsuccessful strategy she’d
used when I left home. “Let’s just see how goddamn exciting
it is to raise two babies by yourself.” By her standards, she
made an excellent point, but she underestimated me. In fact,
I underestimated myself.
I had no idea that I would choose a spontaneous transition from heterosexuality to radical lesbian feminism as the
more interesting option. The shift was not the result of a deeply
repressed sexual preference. Neither did it blossom from an
extraordinary emotional affinity for women. Indeed, I was
not particularly political, nor was I necessarily unimpressed
with men. I simply needed an adrenaline rush – at least that’s
how it started.
Part of the allure of switching my sexual preference
came from the staggering amount of attention I received just
saying the word. Lesbian. The sound of it pealed like a schoolyard bell meant to freeze the activity of everyone within earshot
and focus them on the source. A single utterance elicited a
thrilling range of reactions, from surprise to shock, to disgust,
to astonishment, to unbridled curiosity.
Overnight, I doubled and tripled my appeal. Men
found me sexier than ever, lesbians were lined up at my door,
old friends thought me quirky and fascinating, and my progressive new friends praised me for my open-mindedness
and flexibility. As an added bonus, the nine million flaws my
mother had spent her life trying to eradicate magically paled
in comparison to this one overwhelming development. When
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she heard the news through the family grapevine, she instantly lifted me out of banishment in order to attempt to rid me
of my perversion and undo the damage I would indubitably
inflict upon Melissa and Matt, or as she referred to them:
Those Poor Kids.
“Your mother’s a weirdo.” It’s how she’d start the
conversation.
“Why, Grandma?”
“Because girls shouldn’t be with other girls, that’s
why.”
“Yes they should. We like Toni. She takes us to the
movies.”
“Your father should be taking you to the movies.”
“He takes us to Gramma Flo’s house. She lets us stay
up late.”
Five years later, I moved on to my next relationship.
The names changed, but for Melissa and Matt the conversation
remained essentially the same.
“Your mother’s a weirdo.”
“We know, Grandma. You told us.”
“When is she going to find a nice man and settle
down?”
“She found Maxine. Max is even more fun than Toni.”
And on it went. It took five more years for my mother
to realize that her attempt to narrow the beautiful open minds
of my children would bear no fruit. In the winter of 1989,
she gave up and banished all three of us. It was just as well. I
was single again and my growing obsession with C.E. Ross,
a high-profile corporate executive from Westchester, left little
time for family drama.
I met C.E., nee Claire Ellen, through an ad in the
Woman Seeking Woman section of the Village Voice: “Sales
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Executive by day, Insaniac by night.” C.E. single-handedly
eradicated the word ordinary from my vocabulary. The workhard, play-hard, hard-drinking, hard-loving, self-proclaimed
hedonist spun my world around like a Tilt-a-Whirl. The bad
news: she had the unique ability to morph back and forth between breathtaking romantic and irate alcoholic in the middle
of a sentence.
It didn’t stop me. It took seven years, three therapists
(hers, mine, and ours), a twenty-four-step recovery program
(twelve each), a cross-country move, and fierce, teeth-gritting
tenacity to make it work. It was worth it. At the end of a long,
hard road, C.E. turned back into Claire Ellen and became the
love of my life.

QUIETLY, RICKY TURNED the key in the lock of his
tiny, fourteen-year-old, starter house on Mill Avenue and
tiptoed across the floor in order not to wake Linda and the
kids. Here it was, close to midnight. He’d be at it again
at seven in the morning. He grabbed a couple of Ex-Lax
out of the cabinet and washed them down with a Miller Light. Between working overtime and tending to his
aging mother, he didn’t have time to crap, forget about
spending quality time with his family.
A part of him envied his less ambitious friends who
didn’t give a damn about bettering themselves – guys who
never raised their hands for overtime, who blew their money
at the bar and spent weekends in front of the tube, who didn’t
care if their kids grew up in a crappy neighborhood in a shitty
school district. But Ricky wasn’t one of those guys. He’d been
with the same company laying telephone cable for twenty
years, racking up hours and inching his way up the pay scale.
It finally paid off. He’d accumulated enough money to put a
down payment on a home he could be proud of. It would be
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only a matter of months before he’d be free of the shithole his
family called home, and it wouldn’t be soon enough.
Too bad Linda’s father wasn’t alive to see it. It still
stung to remember the Finkelsteins’ strained look of distaste
when, after a clandestine courtship all through high school,
Linda finally introduced Ricky as her boyfriend. They responded by sending Linda to an out-of-state college hoping
that she’d forget about “the shaygetz with the motorcycle”
and snag a nice, educated, Jewish husband.
Devastated, Ricky took a job right out of high school
while Linda obediently dated other guys. Four years later, with
diploma in hand, Linda returned home to Brooklyn, hopped
on the back of Ricky’s Harley, and rode off with him into the
sunset. Well, that was the version Ricky liked to remember.
The reality was that they waited five more years, lived with
their parents to save money, sold the motorcycle and added
the money to the down payment on their first house.
The Finkelsteins were not happy to hear of their
daughter’s impending marriage, but Linda was in love and
there was nothing to be done about it. Ricky didn’t hold it
against them. Hell, if Linda had been his daughter, he probably
would’ve felt the same way. She was the perfect combination
of brains and beauty. Sometimes, even he didn’t understand
what Linda saw in him. He felt like Billy Joel to Christie
Brinkley, living his own weird version of the pop tune. But
what Ricky lacked in education and class, he made up for in
temperament and stability. He could charm a rattlesnake and,
little by little, Linda’s parents had warmed up to him.
Ricky leaned over to pull off his work boots and slid
his smelly feet into a pair of mangy green slippers. Too tired
to take a shower but too wired to go to sleep, he sat down at
the small desk in the corner of the kitchen and fired up his
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computer. His reflection momentarily assaulted him in the
blank screen. Shit! He was forty years old but he looked fifty
– receding hairline, dark circles and bags under his eyes, and
that damn double chin. His life would be the death of him.
Instant Messenger loaded itself and his sister’s screen
name appeared in his buddy list. He shut down the program.
He didn’t have the energy for anything deep, the kind of conversation Glory frequently favored. Instead, he looked through
his email, deleted the spam, and clicked on one of a dozen
forwards from his friends. Q: Why do farts stink? A: So deaf
people can enjoy them. Funny.
Linda, in her bare feet, crept up silently behind him
and put her hand on his shoulder.
“Jeez, you scared me!” he barked, spinning around
in the chair.
“Shhh,” she hissed, putting a finger to her lips and
helping herself to his lap. “How’s your mother?”
He closed his eyes and pressed his forehead between
Linda’s breasts. “Same shit, baby, different day. I bust my ass
to get over there after work and all she can do is complain.”
Ricky put on his mother-voice, croaking and raspy. “How
very nice of you to finally come and see me. When are you
going do this, do that, do the other thing?” Changing back to
his standard Brooklyn accent, “She makes me do things that
don’t even need to be done. Is it really necessary for me to
organize the spice rack?”
Linda gently patted the back of his head as if he were
one of the children. “Did you talk to her doctor?”
“When was I supposed to do that, Linda? I worked
until eight o’clock.” Ricky didn’t mean to be snappy, so he
changed his tone. “Eli talked to him. He said it’s not good.
She has congestive heart failure.”
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“Oh, no! What are they going to do?”
“They’re trying to control it with medicine. You should
have seen the small drugstore on the end table. Eli had me
sitting in front of her stash for an hour, explaining every single
medication in detail: ACE inhibitors to regulate blood pressure, Digitalis to make her heart contract harder, water pills
for her ankles, vasodilators to enlarge her arteries. He went
on and on and on.”
“Did you mention that we’re looking for a house?”
Ricky grabbed his recently acquired reading glasses
off the desk and put them on his face to stare at his wife with
emphasis. “Are you insane? That’s all I need is for my mother
to find out we’re moving to Long Island.”
“What’s the big deal? It’s only an hour away, and who
knows how long the company will keep you in Brooklyn until
you qualify for the transfer.”
“There ya go,” Ricky mocked. “I’m sure my mother
will be just as reasonable.”
Linda rolled her eyes. “She’s going to find out sooner
or later and she’ll be mad at both of us for not telling her.”
Ricky hated that his wife often had to experience the
repercussions of his mother’s demanding nature. “I know
what you’re saying, but either way, we’re going to hang on
the cross. I’d rather deal with it later. You know her. My aunt
Tessie moved out of Brooklyn forty years ago and she still
calls her The Loner. Seriously Linda, she’ll never get over it,
and I don’t have the stamina to put up with that kind of shit a
minute longer than necessary. Let’s just wait until it’s definite.”
Ricky kept one arm around his wife and powered down the
computer with his free hand. “What’s going on with the kids?”
“The usual: Ashley’s an angel and Alexander is driving me nuts. He fell asleep twenty minutes ago, after twirling
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around the house like a dust storm. Every time I tried to put
him in bed, he screamed his head off and woke up Ashley, so
I let him run around until he passed out on the rug.”
“See? That’s what happens when you don’t put your
foot down from the beginning. He knows you’ll let him get
away with it.”
“Yeah, well I’m not going to listen to him howl for
three hours. You put your foot down.”
Linda rose abruptly from Ricky’s lap, but he held on
to her wrist and pulled her back toward him. “Don’t get mad,”
he said, puckering up and kissing any part of her body he could
reach as she tried to squirm out of his grasp. “If you don’t give
me a kiss, I’m going to wake up Alexander.”
“No,” Linda pouted. “I don’t want to kiss you.”
“Okay then.” Ricky opened his mouth wide and threatened to scream.
Linda plopped back down on his lap and clasped her
hand over his mouth. “Don’t you dare, you nut-job!”
“Kiss me then. Hurry up.” He nibbled on her fingers.
Linda giggled and gave him a Turner Classic movie
kiss. “There. Are you happy?” she asked, popping up and
managing to elude his grasp. “Now come to bed.”

