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 Allessandra
looked at herself in the mirror. She had spent two hours on her
appearance this morning, and she still looked dreadful. She wanted
to just give up.

But that simply wasn't acceptable in her social
circle. No matter how old, no matter how sick, no matter how tired
of life she was, Allessandra couldn't leave the house -- or even
the bedroom -- without making herself up.

Her hair was straw-like, brittle, gray,
dehydrated and frazzled, and threadbare. She wanted to run her
fingers through her hair like she used to when she was young and
vibrant. That had been so long ago. She had had skin of pure creamy
brown then too; it was now sallow and sagging. She put her wig on.
It made her look better, and it covered up that hair, but it made
her feel like she wasn't herself.

"Nonna, I need to borrow the car
today," said Joey, who came into her bedroom and snorted like he
was annoyed she didn't already know that.

"What are you telling me for?" She plucked out
a straight eyebrow hair. When did her eyebrows start getting
denser?

He shifted his weight on his feet. He was
portly and acne-ridden, but he carried himself like he thought he
was hot shit. Allessandra was annoyed by her grandson. She knew
perfectly well why he was telling her he needed the car, instead of
just taking it.

"Cuz I need Bradley." He shrugged as though it
didn't matter.

She grimaced at him and gritted his teeth.
"Fine. He needs to be back by four for my doctor's
appointment."

As Joey walked away, he said, "Vinnie's
working today." Joey left without another word.

Allessandra was floored. She was stricken with
dizziness. She wasn't sure if she should spend more or less time on
her appearance since Vinnie would be here. Less, she told herself,
of course. It wasn't like she wanted to seduce him.
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