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This one is for the baby in the belly. 
I love you so much already.

 

losing love is like a window in your heart,
everybody sees you’re blown apart.

—Paul Simon
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CHAPTER
Thirty-one

There’s a staccato clicking sound in my head.

Like a troupe of tiny, uncoordinated tap dancers performing on my brain.

The choppy, aggravating CLICK-clack-CLICK is interrupted when Eddie says “First I’ma find that fucker Manny and I’ma grab him by his greasy hair and BASH BASH BASH his fuckin’ head against the sidewalk till I can feel his squishy brains oozing through my fingers … then I’m thinkin’ Burger King.”

Eddie’s crazy.

I look at him, bewildered and cautious. “Huh?”

“You assed me what I’m up to today, Doc.”

I rub my head. “No … I didn’t.”

“Yeah, Doc! You just did!”

“Okay, okay,” I say, trying to temper his agitation, which tends to flare up with little provocation. This little shit named Manny Pedí had fucked us over pretty badly a few days prior, and Eddie was still on the warpath. “Maybe I’ll join you for the Burger King portion of that itinerary, Eddie.”

“Done dealio, Doc,” says Eddie, with nice consonance and a smack on my shoulder. My name is Bobby. Flopkowski. But no one has called me that in a long time. Everyone out here just calls me Doc, and that’s because I’m a doctor. Or, I was a doctor. A long time ago. In my last life.

I was a lot of things.

I was a husband. I was a father. I was happy.

I don’t like to think about it.

“You know, Doc,” Eddie continues, scratching his chin, some sure-to-be-peculiar notion percolating. “Check this out.” Here we go, I thought. “Okay. The word ‘homeless’ is fuckin’ bullshit, right? I mean, yeah, we don’t have a home. Okay. Fine. I git that. Whateva. Okay? But—here—look at this.” Eddie fishes around for something in the deep front pocket of his long, dingy overcoat, and I watch him, wondering where this is going, glad, at least, that he’d moved on from the Manny rage.

To call Eddie and I complete opposites would not be an exaggeration. Eddie is an enormous beast of a man. He’s got to be almost seven feet tall, and I figure he topples the scales at about 350. He has dark brown skin as rough and tough as sequoia bark, and a shaved head like a wrecking ball. His muscles look like they were sculpted out of stone. He’s got a gnarled scar that runs like railroad tracks on a raised relief map, from the corner of his right eye to the corner of his mouth on the same side, which he sustained in a knife fight when he was ten years old. They call him “Coastal Eddie” because he won’t go more than a few blocks away from the beach. He has his reasons, and he doesn’t discuss them. He’s the toughest, strongest, scariest man I’ve ever known, and he’s my best friend in the world and my protector. Me, I’m a fairly diminutive white guy, and although I’m certainly much tougher than I once was, I don’t hold a candle to Eddie. No one does.

Eventually Eddie pulls out a pack of gum from his bottomless pocket. He holds it up for me and points to the tiny writing on the side, his finger twice the thickness of the little green package. “Sugar-freeeee. Okay? See where I’m going wit this, Doc?”

“Mmmm, no.”

“Says sugar-FREE. Not sugar-LESS. It’s free of sugar, right? No sugar. Sugar-less has less sugar, right? And, it’s not like we have less of a home! We have no fuckin’ home! Okay? None! Right? So I’d really, like, appreciate it if people would start calling us ‘homefree’ instead of ‘homeless.’ You wit me, Doc?”

I suck some air through my teeth and make a doubtful clicking sound out of the corner of my mouth. It’s my job to poke holes in Eddie’s various ramblings and postulations while walking the very fine line between breezy conversational Eddie and I-might-snap-and-rip-your-face-off-your-head Eddie.

“What, Doc? What’s the problem?”

I get a lot more slack with Eddie than anyone else seems to get. I think maybe it’s because I’m a doctor. But more likely it’s because I saved his life once. I like these conversations because when Eddie talks to me the clicking noise in my head seems to disappear.

“Well, shoot, Eddie, that doesn’t really hold up, man.”

“Whaddaya mean, Doc?”

“I mean, look, the word ‘less,’ when used at the end of a word, means ‘without.’ Not ‘a smaller amount of.’”

“Nah, Doc. Less! It means … you know, less.”

“Not in that case, Eddie. And sugarless gum has no sugar.”

“Nah.”

“Eddie—I’m telling you, bud. Yes.”

Eddie stops and thinks. He scratches his scruffy chin some more. You might think Eddie was dumb upon first meeting him. Men of his monstrous size tend to give that impression. But Eddie’s not dumb at all. In fact, in my time with him, he’s made some brilliant, keen observations about life that completely dropped my jaw. This, however, isn’t one of those moments.

Finally he says, “Prove it, Doc.”

“Okay, well … ‘worthless’ means ‘without worth.’ ‘Hopeless’—without hope. Speechless! ‘Without words.’”

Eddie sort of nods his head and smiles a bit. “Damn, Doc. You good.”

“And anyway, Eddie, ‘home free’ doesn’t exactly sum up our lives too accurately.”

“Aw hell, Doc,” says Eddie with a flourish of his thick hand. “This ain’t so bad.”

We sit there in silence for a while, watching the sunrise over the Pacific Ocean. Hearing the sounds. Smelling the smells. Two homeless guys, enjoying the morning.

[image: image]

I have to admit, Eddie was right. Not about the sugarless gum thing, of course, but that most of the time, being homeless here in Santa Monica isn’t so bad. The cops don’t harass the non-drugging/non-drinking/non-crazy guys like us. It rarely rains. Up until a few days ago and the whole Manny debacle, we had a pretty nifty four-man tent that we set up each night—usually on the beach—to house the two of us and our assorted gear. We’ve worked out deals with a few of the finer eating establishments in the area, whereby they give us leftover food that would normally go in the Dumpster in exchange for us making sure that no vagrants beg/sleep/defecate/urinate outside of their restaurants. Sometimes I even give free medical advice to the busboys and dishwashers. Everybody wins. Heck, I probably eat at the Ivy more than some Hollywood starlets. I get mine to go.

We actually don’t even look like homeless guys. We wash our clothes often. We shower daily down by the beach where most people just wash the sand off their feet. I’m much thinner than I was when I was a normal denizen of society, and my beard is longer and grayer, but aside from that, I don’t think you’d know I was homeless unless I told you so. What I’m trying to say is, I’m not one of these homeless wack jobs, running around in my own filth talking to myself or screaming at the sky. Trust me, I know wack jobs. My father, though he wasn’t homeless, was pretty much off his rocker, so I’m pretty sensitive about avoiding that fate at all costs.

I’m just a normal guy. With no home.

Of course, walking the streets as what amounts to a vagabond, you can’t help but sometimes feel like a flea on a bald head; it’s hard to blend in.

Before they were destroyed by Manny, all of my worldly possessions fit into one small suitcase on wheels. Several changes of clean clothes, a toiletry kit (toothbrush/paste, soap, shampoo, deodorant, sunscreen), several books, a top-notch first aid kit, a Leatherman tool, a bottle for water, a flashlight, a lighter, two towels (which are the most useful things in my case—as I learned from Douglas Adams—a towel can be used as a washcloth, a pillow, a blanket, a napkin, a handkerchief, a place mat, to sit on, lie on, stand on, sleep on, filter water through, as an extra layer for warmth, a bandage, or a tourniquet. I could use it for shade, to carry things, to wrap things in for safety. I could put a rock in it and use it as a weapon. Mostly, though, I just used it to dry myself off). I also had a great sleeping bag that was given to me by an old friend, the same one who gave me the tent. And finally, the most important of my possessions: a small blue stuffed bear that I gave to my son on the day he was born (that I swear still smells like him), and a manuscript for a novel that was written by my father. Oh, and a gun (we’ll get to that later). These things were all I had, and they were all I needed. There is a quote by the Roman philosopher Seneca that goes, “What difference does it make how much you have? What you do not have amounts to much more.” That’s my accidental and undesired credo.

I’ve learned to live like this, over the years. Better put, I’ve learned to survive like this. Do I miss having a home? Sure I do. Nowadays more than ever. I miss the smell of my house. I miss having a refrigerator full of food. I miss waking up in a bed. I miss the doorbell ringing. I miss watching TV on the couch with my feet up on the ottoman. I miss strolling through the house at night to turn all the lights off. I miss the feeling of homeness. But these are all things I’ve managed to live without. A vital part of me died when I lost my wife and my child. The part that worried. The part that loved. The part that needed life’s little luxuries. My life is simple now, for better or worse.

At least that’s what I would have said before this morning.

It started out like most days. Eddie and I woke up, watched the sun rise, and hiked up to the Pacific Palisades, a few miles from Santa Monica. Well, I went to the Palisades. Eddie, giving credence to his nickname, stayed on the beach. He was pretty agitated all morning about Manny. I needed to get away for a while.

This small group of black, crow-like birds had been circling above us since we’d awakened, incessantly swooping and caw-caw-cawing. Eddie was on edge, mumbling that the birds were an omen, a harbinger of bad things to come. I don’t believe in omens, and I’d thought the worst had already come for me, but I was shaken up by the events of a few days ago, so the crows sort of freaked me out, too.

As I walked up from the beach to the Palisades, the clicking in my head returned. I tried to ignore it by whistling a song. Sometimes that works. I looked up and whistled and watched the birds circling. They were so high in the sky that they looked more like flies. I started to get dizzy so I had to look back down at the road. I saw something quick and small and dark skitter across my path and into some brush. I walked and whistled and tried to ignore the CLICK-clack-CLICKING that reverberated in between my ears.

I’d recently made friends with a café owner in Palisades Village who’d been giving me free breakfast every day out of the goodness of her heart. Her name is Cecilia. She has long silver hair, remarkably flawless skin for a woman of her age, blue eyes, and always a fresh flower behind her ear. She’s one of the kindest, most genuine people I’ve ever met. Her café is called Café Emily, named after her only daughter. Cecilia sits and chats with me. She is fascinated by my stories. She tells me about her life as a surfer girl in the mid-’70s in Malibu. We are like old friends.

We chatted today. After all the craziness of a few days ago, I was pleased for the company. I was halfway through my scrambled eggs, telling her about what Manny had done and what he’d said, when I saw someone cross the street; someone who caught my eye.

Made me do a double take.

Stop talking.

Drop my fork.

Someone who would change absolutely everything.



CHAPTER
One

Ava and I met at a bar mitzvah in 1990, on the dance floor, during the song “Gonna Make You Sweat (Everybody Dance Now)” by C+C Music Factory. I was twenty-eight, in med school, and fully adorned in party swag: a plastic yellow bowler hat, a green plastic lei, and neon-armed sunglasses. She was twenty-six, a waitress at a nightclub, and wearing green, purple, yellow, and black plastic leis, the same neon-sided sunglasses (hers had hot-pink arms, mine had green), and she was playing an inflatable plastic saxophone, though there was no saxophone nor any other instrument in the song. I was there with my girlfriend of the time (an immature, bumptious spoiled brat whom I was no longer into and wasn’t sure why I’d ever been in the first place), who was best friends with the older sister of the bar mitzvah boy (well, I suppose he was technically a man by that point in the celebration), and Ava was there with her boyfriend, who was the older brother of said boy-man. Her boyfriend and my girlfriend were doing shots at the bar, which left Ava and me all by our lonesome.

Being that we were the only two in our demographic on the entire dance floor (everyone else either thirteen or fifty-five), we naturally gravitated toward each other. That’s the official story, anyway. The truth is, I was sitting at a table by myself, downing vodka sodas, ready to go home, when I spotted her dancing with a crowd of horny thirteen-year-olds. When I say she was dancing with them, what I mean is, she was dancing and they were swarming her like bees at the hive, practically humping her legs. I wasn’t much of a dancer, but when I saw her, I forgot all about that. I awkwardly boogied my way in her direction, decorating myself en route with the obligatory bar mitzvah dance floor peacockery, and we locked eyes. Without words, we flirted. I mocked her for dancing with the boys, and then began dancing with the thirteen-year-old girls. This went on for several minutes, each of us pretending to bask in the attention of our young groupies, in an unspoken competition for who could garner the bigger fan club. Finally, the boys began to grow more aggressive as the rapper in the song threatened to “make us sweat till we bleeeeeed,” and she signaled to me with her eyes that she could use a rescue. I grabbed a plastic lei from a dancer, lassoed her, and reeled her in.

“Thank you, Superman,” were the first words she ever spoke to me, as the song changed to “Pump Up the Jam” by Technotronic.

“Ahem, didn’t you see the glasses?” I asked, intending to make a Clark Kent joke.

“What?” she shouted over the music, dancing way better than I ever could.

“I said, I’M CLARK KENT!” I wiggled the neon-armed glasses to try to emphasize my point, but the music was very, very loud.

“WHAT?” She was smiling and doing the Running Man and I didn’t care that my extemporaneous little joke didn’t work. I was smitten.

We danced and flirted and laughed for one more song (“Poison,” Bel Biv DeVoe), but were rudely interrupted by her big, ugly, drunken boyfriend when the song “Nothing Compares 2 U” by Sinéad O’Connor came on. The wobbly jerkoff wanted his girlfriend back for the slow dance, and so it was back to my annoying girlfriend and my vodka sodas. As I stepped away I caught a glimpse of disappointment on Ava’s face. At least that’s what I told myself.

When I returned to my table, my girlfriend immediately started gossiping into my ear, and I pretended to listen, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off of Ava. She had the most amazing blue eyes and wheat-colored, stick-straight hair. I remember admiring how remarkably clean and shiny it looked. Like straight out of a shampoo commercial. I knew it must smell like strawberries or some other mouthwatering, fruity thing. I soon caught her stealing glances at me in return. Her boyfriend was very drunk. He was hanging all over her, and he kept trying to dip her and spin her and she wasn’t enjoying herself. And then it happened—the thing that changed the course of the rest of my life:

He vomited on the dance floor.

I couldn’t have planned it better if I’d spiked his glass with ipecac. (I swear I didn’t.) It was terrific. She was hit with some shrapnel from his puke explosion, and so while he was rushed to the bathroom, much to my girlfriend’s chagrin, I moved in with some (vodka) soda water and a napkin.

“You guys were like Ginger Rogers and Fred Astaire out there. What happened?” I asked her as I wiped her dress with the wet cloth.

“Yeah, more like Ginger Rogers and Fred A-barf,” she snarled.

“Oof. That was a terrible joke,” I said with a smile, pulling back the napkin from her dress as if I were horrified.

“Dude, I just got vommed on. Maybe my sense of humor would be sharper if I weren’t slathered in blown chunks.” She grabbed my hand that held the napkin and said, “Dab, don’t rub.” I swear I felt electricity course through my body.

“You been firin’ off jokes like that all night? Fred A-barf? I think I just figured out what made him sick.”

She slapped my knee playfully. We were quiet for a moment while I dabbed away at the brown orange flecks on her dress. I could feel my girlfriend shooting eye-daggers at me. I didn’t give a shit. “Thanks for cleaning me up,” she eventually said. “Doug would never do that.”

“It’s my pleasure. Consider it retribution for not laughing at my dancing.”

“Who said I wasn’t laughing at your dancing?”

“Oh.” I curled my lower lip and gave her my best sad face.

“Sorry. Your dancing needs a li’l work,” she said with a cute smile.

“Least my dancing didn’t make anyone throw up,” I retorted.

She slapped me playfully again, harder this time, and formed her mouth into a mock-offended O shape.

“So—Doug—he’s your boyfriend?” I asked, changing the subject, looking down at her stained dress and nervously scrubbing a bit harder than I probably needed to.

“Yeah, kinda,” she said, sounding disappointed. “I’m pretty over him.”

I could relate. This was my opportunity. I stood up and extended my hand. “I’m Bobby.”

She smiled and rose, almost to my height. “I’m Ava.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Ava.”

“Likewise, Bobby.”

“When you dump Fred A-barf, maybe you’d like to go out sometime?”

“I would like that very much. Maybe dance lessons?”

“Maybe dance lessons,” I conceded.

We were married four years later. 



CHAPTER
Two

I don’t want to spew a saccharine, cloying fairy tale, but our life was pretty perfect for a long time. We got married right after I graduated from USC med school, had a small wedding at a restaurant in the valley, and settled into a little studio apartment in the Silver Lake area while I did my residency at a nearby hospital. Ava got a job as a hostess at a local restaurant that served a strange mix of Indian food and haute French cuisine. Most nights we ate whatever she could bring home. We didn’t have a lot of money those first few years, and we were both working like dogs, but somehow it was okay. It was better than okay. Ava was the only family I’d had in a long time. Both of my folks died when I was pretty young, so I was anxious to start a family of my own, and Ava was, too. As corny as it may sound, we were so stupidly in love that at the end of each gruesome day, once we were together, we forgot about everything else, and we were happy.

When I think about that time in my life, it all blends into one warm, comfortable, safe blanket of memories. Sure, life was a bit of a struggle, but we were always raising our glasses and toasting to how damned lucky we were. Ava had this one toast she always said: “May our only pain be champagne.” That was Ava in a nutshell back then; so positive, so full of good cheer and optimism. Or maybe I’m just looking back through rose-colored glasses. I don’t know. It seems to me now that everything was as uncomplicated and sublime as a champagne toast.

Life took on a fairly pleasant cadence, and before I knew it, my residency was finished. I was fortunate enough during my three-year stint to befriend a fellow resident named Richard Sapp—“Dicky” to everyone who knew him for more than five minutes. Six foot four, perma-tan, great teeth, athletic build, and the angular, sharp-featured face and flawlessly side-slicked hair of a ’50s movie star. Dicky was a total stud. The life of the party. A smart, boisterous (okay—obnoxious), handsome, super-spoiled rich kid from Bel-Air whose father was the head cardiothoracic surgeon at Cedars-Sinai Medical Center in Beverly Hills. You have to be pretty confident to pull off a nickname like “Dicky.” When I asked him once why he didn’t do his residency at his father’s hospital instead of at the decidedly less spectacular Silver Lake General where we were stuck, he said that he didn’t want to be given any advantages over anyone else. This, as he drove me home in the $100,000 Porsche Turbo his dad bought him when he got into med school.

Dicky and I were … different. In contrast to his GQ good looks and thick wallet, I was poor, not particularly tall, pale, and good-but-not-great-looking. He was loud, I was low-key. He was a partier, I was a studier. On paper we shouldn’t have been friends. If I wasn’t so giddily satisfied with my life at that time I probably would have been insanely jealous of him. Thing is, I was leaps and bounds smarter, and so he liked to stick by me because I was the sharpest one in our group, and also the least nerdy, aside from him. The only thing we had in common was that we both wanted to go into pediatrics. For me, it wasn’t so bad being best buds with a guy like Dicky. Just by virtue of being near him I had access to things I’d never been exposed to before: vacations, lavish parties, beautiful women (though I never dabbled, it didn’t hurt to look), nice cars, big houses. He was a magnet for these things. Not to mention he was a loyal friend and a pretty damned good doctor.

A few weeks before we finished our residency, I was sitting in the hospital cafeteria, halfway through a truly appalling plate of “meat loaf” and “mashed potatoes,” when I saw Dicky galloping toward me with a goofy smile.

“Dr. Floppy!” (That’s what Dicky called me back then. Very professional, and also very clever.) “Dude! Wait till you hear this shit!” he said as he plopped down across from me. “Ready? So I’ve been talking to my father about where to go from here.”

“Uh-huh?” I said as I powered down some impossibly dry meat loaf.

“Yeah, dude. And he made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.”

“Oh yeah?” I said, finally able to swallow. “Was Luca Brasi there?”

“Funny. No—”

“Lemme guess. You’re gonna go work at Cedars?”

“No, dude. Pff. Much better than that,” he said, a smile smeared all over his face like cake frosting on the cheeks of a child. I thought he was going to say something ridiculous, like his father chose him to head up the new pediatric wing he was going to build at our hospital or something.

“Okay, you going to tell me? Or can I get back to my meat loaf?”

He looked at my food and shivered. “Listen—two words, motherfucker: Private. Motherfucking. Practice.”

“That’s three, arguably four words, but wow! That’s great!” I reached over the table and held my fist out so he could give it a bump. “Which practice?” If you join the right one, private practice is a great way to make money and live a somewhat normal life as a doctor. I was sure with his father’s connections, he’d be joining the right one.

“No, no. Not joining one, Floppy. Starting one. My dad is funding it. One of the older docs at his hospital, this guy Tobias Stenzler, is gonna go in with me. And guess what, fucker? I told them you’re the best doctor in our group and they want you to come along, too!”

“Me?! Are you serious?” I almost choked on an especially rocky bite of mashed potato.

“Does the pope shit in the woods?”

“Private practice?!”

“Our own private pediatric practice,” he said, while making the “moolah” sign with his fingers. “Get this, Flop: we’ll pay you a hundred fifty grand the first year, plus a piece of every patient.” He smiled big, and raised his hands, palms up. “Whaddaya think?”

“A hundred fif—what do I think?” I asked, my smile so big it was starting to hurt my face. We high-fived and hugged and jumped up and down and I nearly had to go to the restroom to vomit up my meat loaf.

And so it went. A few months later we opened up shop in a nice office in Brentwood, replete with a fish tank and real plants in the waiting room. Great location, wealthy clientele. Business picked up quickly and soon we were making good money. Very good money. Ava was able to quit her job, and we moved out of our crappy studio and bought a pretty nice little two-bedroom house in West Hollywood. We started to feel like a real married couple. Like grown-ups! 



CHAPTER
Three

By 1998, thanks to a write-up in Los Angeles magazine’s Best of L.A. issue, business was booming. Dicky had been cited in the article as one of the “Hottest Bachelors in the City,” and from that moment on, we couldn’t curtail the flood of patients pouring into our office. Every hot little mama on the Westside and her runny-nosed two-year-old wanted an appointment with the studly Dr. Sapp. I played good cop to his stud cop—the friendly doctor everyone referred to simply as “Dr. Bobby.” Mostly, he handled horny mommies, and I handled worried daddies. Or, as Dicky loved to put it in his patently brash way: “I handle the hotties with tykes, you handle the daddies and dykes.” We were a good fit.

Ava and I had already moved out of our little house in West Hollywood to bigger digs in Beverly Hills. The new house was a dream come true: five bedrooms, a gym, big country kitchen, a billiards room, hot tub, built-in BBQ, three-car garage, and a half basketball court. Not bad for a poor kid from Brooklyn.

We fell into a routine at home. I woke up early every day, ate breakfast with Ava, went to the office for eight, nine, sometimes ten, eleven hours, came home, ate dinner with Ava, and went to bed. Ava, now jobless, had been spending most of her time designing and decorating our new home. We spent the weekends together, mostly at places like Pottery Barn or Crate and Barrel. I watched football on Sundays. She took cooking classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays, pottery classes on Wednesdays. We played tennis every Saturday. She bought a Mercedes, I bought a BMW. We were young, wealthy, and had the world by the short and curlies.

Inevitably, after about a year, once our home was finally complete, Ava was bored. I gradually found our conversations veering more and more often toward the ancient art of baby makin’. Truth is, despite the exaggerated dread I affected every time the subject came up (just to bust Ava’s cute little chops), the baby talk didn’t bother me. We were both really excited about the idea. I’d always said I wouldn’t even consider it until we could afford it, and now we could afford it. Heck, we could afford fifty of ’em.

Baby making, as it turned out, was a lot of fun. Once we decided to go for it, we really went for it with gusto. We did it in the morning, we did it in the evening. Sometimes I’d pop home for a quick one during lunch. Some people say that they get tired of all the sex in the pursuit of a baby. Those people are nuts. I felt like a lottery winner. Sure, I couldn’t wait for a baby, but for the time being, I was enjoying all the makin’.

“Honey, we need to talk,” Ava told me somberly one night as I walked through the front door after work, about two months after we decided to start trying. The look on her face felt like a punch in the gut, but in my typical way, I tried to keep it light.

“You’re finally leaving me for Dicky?” We had a running joke that she was desperately in love with Dicky when in reality she had an intense dislike for him. She found his spoiled, loud, womanizing ways highly offensive and utterly unattractive.

“Yes. And also, I’m going to take a large fork and stick it into my eyeball and then pluck it out and eat it.”

“Ouch.”

“Yah. No. Honey, this is serious.” My stomach dropped. The look on her face wasn’t a joke.

“Is everything okay?”

She looked down at the floor, seeming to be working up the courage to tell me something terrible. Her chest heaved with the weight of what she was about to tell me. I went to her and grabbed her hands, which hung at her sides. She didn’t look up. I swallowed hard, and prepared myself.

“Ava?” I finally asked.

She looked up at me … and smiled. And I knew.

I think Ava changed at that very moment. It was like the smile that stretched across her face lit a candle within her that glowed for the next nine months straight.

“We did it?”

“We did it! I’m pregnant! We’re pregnant!” she said, and I picked her up and spun her around right there in the foyer.

We stopped spinning, and I looked her in the eyes. “Is it Dicky’s?”

“No, honey,” she said. “You made this one all by yourself.”

“Dammit. It coulda been such a handsome kid.”

She grabbed my face and got serious. “This is gonna be the most beautiful, luckiest kid in the whole world.”

“That’s the truth. You’re gonna be the best mommy Beverly Hills has ever seen.”

We kissed. And then I held her as tightly as I could, my eyes closed, savoring the moment.

“Is it real, Bobby? Is this really happening?” she whispered to the side of my head.

“Yes, baby. It’s real. It’s reeeeeally happening.”

“We are so lucky.”

And she was right.

At least for a while.



CHAPTER
Four

Jack Benjamin Flopkowski entered the world on August 30th, 2000, weighing in at seven pounds, two ounces. I remember the first time I saw him, thinking that his tiny fingers looked like mealworms. In retrospect, that doesn’t sound all that adorable, but man, it sure seemed precious at the time.
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