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MADELINE

“What’s diborce?”; asked Madeline. Four years old, waiting for the next bus out of town.

“The opposite of marriage,” says her mother, Lucille, lighting a “sigret.”

Madeline sits on a battered suitcase at an isolated Greyhound station in the middle of a wasted New Jersey afternoon, quivery waves rising off a sea of dust. Humid. The air like glue. She devours her ice-cream cone with utter focus, fingers enameled with vanilla. A tiny hairline crack of blue throbs at her temple from the cold, her silky blonde hair matted to her chin.

“What’s marriage?”

“Marriage is … marriage is…” Lucille is momentarily baffled and irritated. “Well it’s where two people find out they don’t belong together.” She places her red lips around the butt of her Pall Mall and takes an unending drag.

Madeline never sees her mother in any memory without her long, slender, manicured fingers latched onto a cigarette. Or in real life for that matter. For here comes Lucille Arlene Fairchild now preceded by a delicately thumb-flicked ash. She is unexpected and uninvited, crimped in a two-piece Ann Taylor serious-for-when-you-haven’t-been-speaking-to-your-daughter ensemble. Madeline sits at a table in a café she visits regularly, and before she can open her mouth, Lucille makes herself welcome, plops in the chair opposite her.

“Here’s the deal.” Lucille pulls deeply from her Pall Mall Light, without a hint of greeting after months of silence. “You’re not gettin’ any younger, sugarplum. And there comes a point of no return, and if you don’t mind my sayin’, you’re already half a wheel down in some seriously subterranean grooves.”

“Lucille. Why are you here? We’re not even speaking. Are we?” Madeline knows perfectly well why her mother is here. To discuss Anthony. His proposal.

“Ice tea?” Madeline desperately asks a passing waiter.

“Bloody Mary,” Lucille adds. “So?”

“I don’t know. Look I’ve got an important interview in an hour that I’m trying to prepare for.” She can tell this is a gnat on Lucille’s radar. All she’s concerned about is her issue at hand. Madeline trails off, “I just… I just don’t know.”

“What’s not to know? You’ve been doinkin’ around for seven years now, you’re perfectly compatible, you look delicious together, and Tony’s… Tony’s a damn fine catch.”

“I really don’t want to discuss this anymore.” Madeline wants so much to grab her mother’s cigarette, but she has quit, she’s gone without for five days now, and she refuses to have Lucille be the reason she takes it back up.

The waiter sets their drinks before them.

“Anyway,” Lucille barely waits for the waiter to finish before she relaunches her attack. “Whatever it is you’re waitin’ for, well, darlin’ it’s an illusion. But that’s where you live, isn’t it? You simply aren’t happy unless you’re baskin’ in some fairy-tale story in your head. Didn’t you learn enough about reality livin’ with me? Seein’ what I went through?” Lucille’s voice laces with defensive apology. “Didn’t it get through?”

“Maybe it did,” Madeline’s upper lip tremors. “Maybe that’s the problem.”

Madeline wanders back a moment to that Fourth of July weekend.


Her wrists clutched by Lucille as she is snapped from a nap on the couch. “We’re leavin’,” is the sum of Lucille’s explanation. Bags packed, Lucille hauls her daughter out the door, never to see Stanley again. But she likes Stanley. Sitting in the stifling heat the road gets all wavery and dreamlike. Madeline takes pudgy fingers and squishes her eyes to further distort the opticals until Lucille slaps Madeline’s hands from her face.




“I wanna go home,” Madeline whines.




“Well, darly girl, that just ain’t gonna happen, so just be good and eat your cone.” Madeline realizes in that moment, Lucille’s gift of ice cream has been nothing more than a sticky bribe. She wants to go home. She wants Stanley to pick her up in his lumberjack arms and hold her while she watches cartoons. But her mother just keeps waiting for the bus, talking to herself and smoking.



“Look, what is it you want from me?” Madeline asks, unable to endure her mother’s ardent perfume or the alluring swirls of smoke.

“A promise.”

“What?”

“A promise that you’ll really consider Tony’s proposal this time, Madeline.” Lucille’s voice catches. “Don’t… you know… fabricate someone better out there in that fantasy-land you live in.”

Madeline glances at her mother as she reviews the menu, a bemused grin at the corners of Lucille’s mouth as she nonchalantly lights another cigarette.

*    *    *

As Madeline waits in the simmering cavalcade of rush hour traffic on Route 405, of two things she is utterly certain: that her life has become a metaphor, and that metaphor is not becoming to her life. An incongruity has developed. There is the life she leads in her head and the one she is actually living. Case in point: When she got the call that her tape submission had made it to the interview process, she had envisioned a movie-star version of herself trading witty bon mots over tea with the producer and landing the job. Instead, it’s taken her an entire week to prepare for an interrogation that will last thirty minutes. For days she has researched, rehearsed notes, spent hours picking out the right outfit. She now sits in her Lexus enduring a familiar sense of entrapment. Ninety-seven minutes and counting, she suffers with the rest of L.A.’s rush hour in a stage-one smog alert, car phone burning in her ear. “Can I put you on hold?”

Madeline has been on hold all her life. What were a few more minutes in a life bred of waiting, embued with tick-tocking seconds, flashes of slow-burning anxiety? After all, she lives in a city that exists in an advanced state of “on hold” —  where becoming an overnight sensation takes you only twenty years.

On the other end of the line, the receptionist returns and Madeline informs her that she’s running late for her interview. It’s my mother’s fault, she wants to add.

When she finally arrives, she is swiftly ushered into a cramped room with four other applicants, all qualified directors from the indie film scene vying to forge their vision for the documentary “Divorce —  Fad or Infection?” All hip, all happening, all male. All waiting for their interviews with one Tracy Eggemeier, a brittle, thorny-haired Brooklynite who barks into the phone with an edgy, “Do I need to know you?” attitude.

Madeline is led into the producer’s office to sit before Ms. Eggemeier, whose flyaway hair is smashed down by a telephone headset. Madeline is about to introduce herself when she realizes Ms. Eggemeier is on the line.

“Hey…” Ms. Eggemeier finally summons her performance. “Madeline uh… Fairchild?”

“Yes. That would be me.”

“Great résumé. Loved Brutal Streets. Kids. God, unbelievable! Good production value. So. Tell me. What can you bring to this?”

“Well —” Madeline begins, but Eggemeier’s not listening.

“What do you mean you can’t get the footage! I don’t friggin’ believe this…!” she rampages into the mouthpiece. “Screw this shit! This town! Run by frikkin’ morons.” Ms. Eggemeier slams down the phone. “Okay… where were we?”

Madeline blinks, then realizes Ms. Eggemeier’s Prozac has popped into gear as she displays a pleasantly glazed smile. Madeline whips into her professional-but-personally-warm facade, traces of “don’t mess with me” wed to “look Ms. Eggemeier, I love what I do. I give it a thousand percent. I’m not married, so my hours are my own.”

“Ever been?” Ms. Eggemeier kinks her overworked neck with every question.

“What?”

“Married?”

“Well… no.

“So, what makes you an expert on divorce?”

Madeline presents an impressive résumé of personal experience. After all, how many other applicants had survived Lucille’s four disastrous marriages? Madeline had witnessed firsthand the baselessness of legal partnering. She can infuse this documentary with a personal tone that will make it more pointed, edgier. She not only can deliver the statistical research that will document the erosion of the marital union, but will also persuade the viewer that divorce has become the by-product of the technological revolution, the brainchild of free time. It has to do with options. Options were making conjugal bliss transient, and therefore obsolete. She would not shy away from the truth. She would reveal marriage for the sham that it is.

“Maybe you should do a doc on your mother,” Ms. Eggemeier jokes as she jerks her head.

“Believe me I have.” About a trillion times.

“Great. I gotta coupla more interviews.” Tracy offers her hand again. “But I like your work. And you’re a woman.”

Madeline considers this last statement as she winds her car over Laurel Canyon into Beverly Hills. She supposes she should be happy for the reverse discrimination and congratulates herself on a fine performance. She begins to feel the bliss that enters and takes over her body every time she anticipates a new project. And then the thrill suddenly fades as her thoughts sink into the issue of divorce and Lucille.


Lucille pulling on her Pall Mall, the red-tipped fire snapping as she inhales, Lucille swatting at the air with the bus schedule to cool herself as her ashes drift to Madeline’s forehead, anointing her into ritual, a ritual that will become the cornerstone of Lucille’s and Madeline’s lives, one marriage after another; a sacrament of abandonment, a pledge of noncommitment.



She muddles around in the glove compartment. Finds her stash. Trembling as much from shame as pleasure, she attacks an almost broken Marlboro Light. Long inhale. Ahhhhh. Thinks back to when her mother taught her how to smoke. How Anthony hates that she smokes. How she will be meeting him in a few short minutes for their regular Thursday night dinner. Ostensibly with some sort of an answer to his proposal.

She drives while attempting a quick review of makeup needs, shifts her gaze, adjusts the rearview mirror to inspect her reflection, makes a note to visit the salon. Soon. Her thick, shoulder-length auburn hair no longer hides the gray. She focuses on her own eyes a moment. Only for a moment, then deeper into the hazel brown that appears green when she is aroused. On to her cheekbones, temples, having to admit the delicate indications of aging are making progress. “Smart eyes,” her mother has said in kinder moments. “And by the way, you’ve got very smoochable lips, Maddy, but you don’t draw enough attention to them. There’s a thing called lipstick, you know? You can buy it at your local Nordstrom.” This from Lucille, who’s had a love affair with the oh-so-subtle Crimson Caresse for years.

“Look, she’s just jealous,” defends Mickey, her best friend and most earnest ally in the battle of the ageless mother-daughter schism. “You’re one of the three women who can get away without makeup in this town. Poor Lucille hasn’t seen the light of day under that Kabuki theater mascara in years!”

Lucille’s commentary was endless, if not about makeup, then something else. “Have you put on a few Danish?” “Is that PMS bloat or did you do To Thai For last night?” “That insomniac thing, sweetie? Oh, I hate when the eyes get all puffy and bug out like those little pug dogs.” No one could say her mother wasn’t colorful when she whipped in for the jugular with the precision of a pitbull.


“… why if Stanley hadn’t turned out to be a such a no-good cheap son of a bitch lily-bellied lizard, we wouldn’t be in this pickle without a pot to piddle in. But don’t you worry, sugarbear, I won’t make the same mistake.”

“What’s mistake?”

“Mistake is marryin’ down. Always marry up, sugardoll, and we’ll both be happy.”



Well, her mother may have never made the same mistake twice. But she was forever repeating the error of her ways.

*    *    *

Irony being what it is, Madeline had met Anthony at an early nineties Southern California wedding. The betrothed shared their vows on the beach right before sunset, the bride wearing a white sari and her African-American groom clad in a white “toga-meets-Sumo wrestling thing” as Mickey described it. Even as she stood and watched from a respectable distance, Madeline felt her throat tighten as strains from Yanni spiked to a crescendo. Of course, as soon as the “spell” of the ceremony was over, she came back to herself and whispered to Mickey, “Oh my God, how embarrassing.”

Anthony Davis had seemed as nervous and extraordinarily out of place as she felt, and Madeline found his ability to turn both obstacles around sweetly endearing. He was the best man, and he caught her eye as he made a self-deprecating speech about the inadequacies of most men, their impotence in a culture that defined masculinity in ways other than “singing” to their partner, and that Kindu could teach them all a thing or two. He concluded that romance took unique forms in the face of love, and he wished them all happiness, with the footnote that when it came time for the new addition to their family, they should not forget his practice.

A doctor. Hmmm, Madeline thought. Interesting. But was she really interested?

He approached her later, eyes smiling in recognition.

“Hi. I didn’t know you were going to be here,” he said. She knew him?

“Yes… I, uhm, I worked with Elaine last summer.”

“I know.”

Now she felt foolish. Okay, where had she met him?

“You interviewed me at the youth clinic for your film.”

Oh, my God. Yes. “But you —”

He stroked his jaw. “Yes, I looked like Paul Bunyan then.”

“And didn’t you have glasses?”

“Contacts.”

A makeover. So men did it too. And Madeline liked that about him.

“Would you like to dance?”

They danced several songs, and then his pager went off. They exchanged numbers.

He didn’t call for several weeks, and when he did they went out to dinner. He apologized for the delay and then haltingly revealed that he was at the end of a messy breakup and that the night after the wedding he and his now-ex had made one last attempt.

“I’m sorry.” Madeline said.

“Don’t be. It was never meant to be.

” “Then why were you in it?”

“It… it was easy. Starting a new practice takes everything you’ve got.” Anthony smiled lamely. He was vulnerable, and Madeline’s heart went out to him.

They dated for three months, on and off. He was busy, she had started a new project. There was never a desperate need to see one another, but still, there was a sense of warmth and eagerness when he called. A sense that Anthony was a good man, a kind man, a man that was functional, professional, all the things you are trained to look for. “Marriage material,” as Lucille immediately assessed him.

When they still hadn’t gone to bed after a scad of dates, Madeline couldn’t figure out who was lacking in desire, if Anthony was still torn up about his ex, or if she was simply too preoccupied to have a libido. “Maybe he just doesn’t shine your shoes,” Mickey supplied. But she did want to go to bed with him. And in fact was motivated enough to attempt to seduce him.

She dressed in her sexiest cocktail dress, placed candles for strategic ambient lighting, turned on Grover Washington, and even, in a domestic fit, made dinner. He arrived with flowers, a bottle of wine. They chatted about nothing. Were nervous. Both knew this was “the night.” Madeline lit candles. They sat and she briefly wondered why he wasn’t blowing them out, grasping her to him, overriding her seduction with his own, why he wasn’t taking her in his arms in a Clark Gable “I’m gonna kiss ya, and I’m gonna kiss ya hard” embrace.

They finished dinner, and she brought out dessert, a New York cheesecake. He had two pieces. She made coffee. It was one o’clock and Madeline realized this simply wasn’t going to happen. She was disappointed. She simply couldn’t figure out whether it was his rejection of her seduction, which then would prove what she already knew — that she was no Mata Hari —  or rejection simply of her person. When he put his blazer on and she walked to the door with him, he finally turned.

“Madeline.” An afterthought muddled with urgency.

“Yes?”

“I… I’d really like to go to bed with you.”

“Well… ,” What are you waiting for? came to mind, but instead she sweetly said, “That… that would be nice.” Nice?

He smiled, shyly. Took her hand, diffidently, then pulled her his way. He kissed her gently, delicately, and then asked for her bathroom.

“Look,” Mickey summed it up later, “anyone who’s willing to sit through your chicken tetrazzini is not a good bet.”

On her way into the restaurant Madeline reminds herself it has been seven years. And after seven years she is still late and he is still early. She can see him fidgeting with his silverware, lining the pieces up, then relining them, faintly annoyed. It has been one of many bones of contention, but after seven years they have learned to compromise. Compromise: The illogical assumption that two diverse minds will find harmony by giving up the things they love and sweeping under the rug the by-products of deprivation and resentment.

Madeline and Anthony have become brilliant tacticians in maneuvering around his propensity to merge and her need for autonomy. She watches football with him, even though she believes it defeats the fact that Homo sapiens possesses a thumb. In exchange, he goes to foreign films with her. He dines at her favorite Italian restaurant for dinner and they meet for sushi the next day for lunch. It’s worked all these years.

He jumps up at her arrival, assists her with her chair, still a gentleman after all this time, still considerate to a point. When he returns to his seat he knocks the table askew, spilling his water glass, reminding Madeline that he is a large man. He has always possessed a certain brutish charm that Madeline was at first compelled by. But as time went on, she began wishing his interior could be as expansive as his exterior, that he might suddenly become Gérard Depardieu.

Dinner chat is the usual fare. Light-topic hors d’oeuvres. Anthony complains about the traffic. The heat. Then he taps his fingers against the table. Manically.

“Anything wrong?” she finally asks.

“Absolutely not.” He flags down a waiter and orders champagne.

“I’m impressed,” she teases him. “What are we celebrating?”

“Good news. No, not good. Great news!”

Madeline forges an expression of anticipation, fearful she already knows his good news.

“We got a serious buyer —  for the whole practice.” Anthony waits for Madeline to rejoice. “A very serious buyer.” In his excitement his fingers tap the side of his champagne glass until she fears it might shatter. He then nervously enumerates all the possibilities this sale would bring, and then inevitably heads into that most dangerous of territory for Madeline: The future… Divert the focus. She begins to chatter about her interview.

“Madeline!” Anthony snaps a hand to her wrist. “I’m really happy that you find a documentary about divorce so exciting, but you’re obviously not hearing a word I’m saying. We’ve finally sold it! You know what that means?”

A rhetorical question, for of course she knew what it meant. It meant that he would be returning to his hometown in Virginia to settle into his brother’s slow but steady practice to do what he’s always dreamed of doing —  writing a novel. She has forever encouraged his writing. He’s very talented. Precise. He’s sparingly perfect, whereas her writing is “uber-verbose,” as Mickey has annoyingly pointed out a number of times while editing proposals and letters.

“So?”

“Oh…” Madeline sits thinking carefully how to phrase absolutely nothing. “Yeah… that’s…”

“Jesus!”

“I’m happy. For you.” Madeline adds quickly. “I really am.”

“For me?”

“For everyone.”

“Everyone?”

“Yeah, your partners —  I’m sure Liz and Jim are thrilled and I know Jack’s wanted to do this —”

“Madeline. Cut the bullshit, okay? Look.” Anthony’s upper lip beads with mist and Madeline aches for his discomfort. “This isn’t how I planned to do this.” His brows raise, cocker spaniel sad, as he timidly pulls a ring box from his blazer pocket. “Here.”

Oh, God, Anthony. Not again.

“This is it, Madeline. I mean this is really the final go-round.” He takes a deep breath. “Will you marry —”

She reaches over and puts a finger to his lips. “Let’s not do this in here, okay?”

*    *    *

As they walk to his car in the parking lot, Madeline isn’t sure who she wants to save more, herself from having to give Anthony an answer or Anthony from hearing it. Will you marry me? The words every woman dreams of from the time she is old enough to understand them. Four simple words strung together that will change your entire life. Forever. Two pronouns conjugating a verb, eventually begetting proper nouns. White picket fences. Children’s car seats. Long summer shadows over barbecue grills. College tuition. Yes, it was all so very perfect. Except she felt lost and conspicuously out of place.

“Anthony —”

“Look. Can you just not answer right away? I mean, this is different. I mean it isn’t different that I’m asking you to marry me again, but it’s different in that this is it, Madeline. I’m leaving. It’ll take us three months or so to wrap things up with the sale. And then I’m gone.” A fine lacing of desperation threads into his argument. “There’s a reason we’ve stuck it out this long… and I think that says something. Besides. We’re not getting any younger, you know?”

Madeline is all too familiar with this concept —  her thirty-eighth birthday looms ahead of her. Thirty-seven is one thing. It’s almost next to thirty-five, which still ostensibly means you’re in your thirties, which means you’re thirty-something and therefore young. Thirty-eight is right next to forty, which means you’ve just spiraled into middle age.

Anthony is still pleading his case. “I’m flying out this weekend to start looking for property. I was hoping you could go with me.” Pressure. Madeline was not so good with pressure unless it was a deadline. She was amazing at deadlines. Just not this one.

*    *    *

Madeline whips into the gravel drive, nearly bumping into Mickey’s car. Madeline has told Mickey to pull her car all the way forward so that when she zooms in like a maniac there will be no collision. But she will forgive her for the millionth time because Mickey Kensington is her soul mate, her best and dearest friend, who knows Madeline perhaps better than Madeline knows herself. A trust-fund baby who is a provocative study in contrasts, Mickey dresses like a conservative librarian but can be as wild as a bawdy sailor, and her fierce intelligence can turn to childlike innocence over anything sentimental.

That Mickey, a successful television producer, has returned to Madeline’s home means she has just wrapped her latest show, Sex, Lies, and Mythology, an exploration of all the ancient myths, old wives’ tales, and sexual lore surrounding the interaction between men and women throughout the ages. Now that she is on hiatus, she does what she always does: takes up residence in Madeline’s domicile until she finds a new project. She prefers it to her own Spanish Revival mansion — “the quaint clutter, the sloppy warmth of it all.” With each new break she attaches to a new hobby. This time it’s international cuisine. When Madeline walks in, Mickey is cooking mounds of spaghetti in the kitchen.

“It smells like Il Trattario’s in here,” Madeline says.

“Think I need more garlic?” Mickey sticks a wooden spoon under Madeline’s nose.

“Are we having company?” Madeline peers at gallons of red sauce.

“No. I like it for leftovers… you know, all fried up real hard.”

“I take it you’re back,” Madeline teases.

“Well, I thought a second phone line wouldn’t be a bad idea.”

Madeline sighs, looks at her friend. “Anthony asked me to marry him.…”

“Again? What a sad sack o’ glutton.” Mickey shakes her head. “Speaking of which, guess who is getting married again. Janice Woodbury.” Mickey leans toward Madeline with yet another offering of her sauce.

“Oh, God, you’re kidding me.”

Madeline burns herself. “Damn!” She can’t believe that Janice Woodbury is going to walk down the aisle again. Her third time and she’s only thirty-six.

“So what did you say to him?”

“Say? I guess I didn’t really say very much.” Madeline can’t understand why making this decision is so difficult, except that the “forever” part always gets in her way. Forever sounds like saying “I do,” and then walking on Jell-O for the rest of her life. Yes, divorce is always an option. She knows this only too well. But it isn’t her style. Madeline hasn’t married in thirty-seven years with good reason. She hasn’t found anyone she believes she could tolerate until death returned them to their natural state of autonomy.

“By the way, you got a special delivery. Two huge boxes —  I had the UPS guy dump them in the living room.” Mickey says as she experiments with more seasoning.

But Madeline isn’t listening. She’s puzzling over Janice getting married again. About the ridiculous vows that had become more meaningless as divorce became more commonplace. Not to mention oodles of nuptial dollars and the big business it has all become: bridal gowns, tuxes, limos, big church weddings with a “fab reception” afterwards, glittering festivities, triumphant organ music, throwing the bouquet and flinging the garter. And what about all the many friends she’d held in her arms —  lonely midnight vigils, and daylong drinking sessions, as promises were broken time and time again?

“Hey. Let’s open the boxes. I’ve been waiting all afternoon.” Mickey’s childlike urgency shatters Madeline’s thoughts. She grabs Madeline’s hand and yanks her to the two huge boxes in the center of the living room.

“Come on,” Mickey encourages as she snips apart the packing tape and waits.

Madeline reluctantly opens the first box and picks up an envelope taped to the top of plastic bubble wrap.


Dear Madeline,

You don’t know me, but I am related to you by my good and enduring relationship with Jandy Fairchild, your grandmother. I promised her when the time came I would leave these items to you, for you to do with as you please. You are the last remaining female Fairchild and, as such, they belong to you. I only hope they give you as much pleasure as they gave your grandmother and myself.

My sincerest best wishes,

Eve Craine



“Eve who?”

“Eve Craine.”

“Who’s she?”

“I have absolutely no earthly clue.” Madeline ponders a moment. “My grandmother —  the Jandy Fairchild she’s talking about —  died when I was nine. Yet another subject Lucille and I never talk about.”

She taps long fingers against her chin, glances at Mickey, releases a deep sigh, then unravels the packing paper. She bends and reaches into its depths, and from the box she removes an exquisitely beautiful and elaborately detailed dress. Rich, pure satin fills the body, while silk accents and fine laces line the bodice, the sleeves, and the veil with the most intricate, and now fragile, detail work either has ever seen. Both are too stunned to say a word for several moments.

*    *    *

A wedding dress.

“What the hell am I supposed to do with this?”

“Usually, one gets married in it.”

“Great, Mickey. You think this is a sign?”

“I think it’s a wedding dress. Sometimes a cigar is just a cigar, Madeline.”

“No… something’s going on here.” She paces, distracted. Distraught. “What the hell is some woman I’ve never even heard of doing sending me this —  this unbelievable family heirloom?”

Mickey wades through the contents of the other box, which contains a carefully wrapped walnut hope chest, hand-engraved and dating as far back as the late 1700s.

“Hey this is trè;s antique, babe,” Mickey points out, as Madeline lights a cigarette and studies the contents of her inheritance.

“You do see the irony here, don’t you?” Madeline asks.

“Oh, you mean that Anthony’s asked you to marry him for the umpteenth time? That you’re like doing this doc on divorce? That your desire to have a wedding dress ranks right up there with being tied to an anthill and spread with jelly? Is there any other polysemy I’m missing here?”

“Oh, don’t do your idiot savant thing,” says Madeline, frustrated. Mickey was blessed with a photographic memory and had even read Roget’s Thesaurus one summer while bored. Her litanies were incredibly entertaining over double martinis, but right now were simply irritating.

“Oh, I know. How about that you’re the most cynical and jaded woman on the West Coast and hey —” Mickey was already rifling through what appeared to be newspapers, letters, journals in the hope chest. “There’s a lotta stuff in here.”

“Stuff? Certainly you can do better than that.”

“Hereditament, paraphernalia, memorabilia, archives, conjugal ana.”

“Stop!” Madeline pauses a moment, “Ana?”

“‘A collection of anecdotes or interesting information about a person or place,’ Webster’s, thank you very much. In this case wedding ana. Personally, I don’t think the timing could be any better.”

“What do you mean?”

“Take a look at it, Madeline.” Mickey shoves the hope chest under Madeline’s nose. “Perhaps on your quest to exploit the great American tragedy of divorce, it might give you some balance,”
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