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one

The minute the cab door slams shut behind me at JFK, the hair on my arms stands on end and my heart beats double-time. My palms are coated in sweat, and not just because it’s a sweltering day in late June. I wipe my hands on my vintage white Levi’s, grip the handle of my suitcase, and take in the travelers pulling luggage out of taxis and steering kids through the airport’s revolving door. I don’t know exactly what I’m looking for, but I’m banking on the hope that I’ll know it when I see it.

I take my sweet time entering my name and flight number into the kiosk’s touch screen, hoping to meet someone, until I feel someone’s presence a polite few feet behind me. As the machine prints out my boarding pass, I sneak a glance over my shoulder. I was right—there is a man there. Holding hands with another man. I offer a self-conscious smile.

“Sorry, almost done,” I promise.

Going through security takes ten times longer than the Zara checkout line on a Saturday afternoon. But I don’t mind the wait today. My flight isn’t for another two hours, and I can use this idle time to scope out attractive people who happen to be passing through Terminal 5 on the morning of Friday, June 24, 2022.

My eyes skim over the couples and families ahead of me, pausing at the men who appear to be alone or traveling with friends. Near the front, there’s a group of bleary-eyed frat bros. Too young. Further down the line, a man in a tie-dyed tank top and bun totes a hiking backpack (not my type), and another in a T-shirt and headphones nods vacantly along to a beat. I watch him for a moment until he reaches up to adjust an earbud, revealing a wedding band. Everyone shuffles through the line until, eventually, I make it to the TSA officer. He looks like he’s my age. Crooked nose, white teeth, no ring. I hand him my boarding pass and driver’s license. He studies my picture—taken around the time I graduated from the Fashion Institute of Technology, in the thick of my retro phase: heavy on the eyeliner, hair teased sky-high—and flicks his dark eyes up to meet mine. I wait for a spark, a sign, something.

“You’re all set.” He hands the materials back to me, gesturing for the person behind me to step forward. “Next!”

None of this is my typical experience. I usually skid into the airport with less than an hour to spare, late from packing, overthinking, and re-packing. But this is the day. My day. I’ve been fantasizing about it for nearly half my life.

I heave a sigh. For all the countless times I’ve imagined today, I never considered how it would test my patience. I’ve waited thirteen years for my life to change, but a minute longer might break me.

My nerves are thanks to my grandmother Gloria. She always insisted that my twin sister, Rae, and I call her Gloria, not Grandma, because she refuses to feel old. (Two technicalities: One, her real name is actually Gladys, but nobody’s dared call her that since she was old enough to jettison that clunker. And two, she is ninety years old.) In 1955, straight out of secretarial school, she got a splashy job working at an ad agency in Manhattan. She adored it—not only the gig, which gave her work assisting important people and a salary of $92 per week, but the lifestyle: date nights with ad men at shows on Broadway, beautiful restaurants and boutiques on Madison Avenue, pocket money to buy pearls at Fortunoff, cigarettes on Central Park benches, city air. A life completely different from the one she grew up with across the East River in Brooklyn. If she got married, she’d be expected to get pregnant and give up working. So, she broke off one engagement to a nice but boring lawyer, then broke off a second one to a handsome but bland doctor. And then it happened.

The vision came to her on a lunch break with her fellow secretaries. She was enjoying a pastrami sandwich on rye and listening to Annette Lyons gossip when her vision blurred. She felt dizzy and warm, like she was floating in a hot bath: disorienting, but not unpleasant. She saw herself—not as she was, sitting in the red vinyl deli booth in her favorite cardigan trimmed with rhinestone buttons—but holding hands with a man, looking deliriously happy. She couldn’t see his face. Then the voice came, soft at first, then loud and full of static, like a blaring radio tuned to the wrong frequency. June 1, 1958. She didn’t know why, but she was certain that was the date she would meet the man she was meant to be with. As quickly as the feeling came on, it vanished.

Sure enough, three months later on June 1, she met Raymond Meyer at her friend Janet Weisberger’s dinner party. They were married within the year. He was a man worth giving up a job for, Gloria said. They bought an apartment on the Upper East Side within walking distance of Central Park, and he truly didn’t mind that she preferred to spend her days strolling Museum Mile and reading in cafés to keeping the house and preparing hot dinners. She felt vindicated that she had held out for a husband who was smitten with her exactly the way she was. He never wanted to tamp down her sharp tongue or her creative mind.

If the vision had only happened once, she might have written it off as a coincidence. But the images kept coming: she forecasted her brothers and sister meeting their matches, and then a handful of cousins, and her own daughter and son, and then my sister, Rae, and then me.

Gloria has seen it all coming: Her sixty-four-year-old aunt finding true romance with the woman who moved in next door after decades of an unhappy marriage to a man; my cousin Evan kissing a girl on the playground in preschool and marrying her twenty years later; even Rae meeting her boyfriend—soon-to-be fiancé—during her freshman year of college. She’s never been wrong.

Today, Friday, June 24, 2022, is my day. Gloria has known the date since I was a little girl, but didn’t reveal it until I was sixteen and completely crushed that Kyle Washington asked Michaela Francis to homecoming instead of me. She wanted me to know life had more in store for me than just a date to a high school dance. I’ve imagined this day in countless ways over the years: At sixteen, I fantasized about bumping into a beautiful French man on the Pont des Arts, the love lock bridge in Paris; at twenty-two, I dreamed about styling a cover shoot for a magazine and falling for whichever heartthrob celebrity’s pants I was cuffing; at twenty-five, I got honest with myself and figured I’d probably swipe across my future husband on a dating app. But now, at twenty-nine, it seems none of those scenarios was right.

It was only last month that Rae’s boyfriend, Max, asked our family to secretly fly to Maine to watch him propose. He wanted to ask on Clifton College’s campus, where they first met, in front of both their families. (He’s a sap like that.) But his choice of today means half my day will be spent traveling. I doubt he realized his proposal would overlap with the biggest day of my life, and I didn’t want to put a damper on his plans, especially given how long they’d been in motion—he and my twin sister have been together for eleven years, after all. And anyway, fate doesn’t care if I’m in an airport or 30,000 feet up: it’ll find me no matter what.

After I run my baggage through the scanners and slip my purple, block-heeled sandals back on, I take a long, slow stroll toward Gate 53, stopping every chance I get. I dip into Starbucks to order a cappuccino, buy Vogue and New York magazine at Hudson News, browse the racks of “I [image: heart emoji] NY” T-shirts at a gift shop. I scan for eligible bachelors, but each store is frustratingly empty. It turns out, 9 a.m. on a weekday isn’t a popular time to travel. I briefly consider sitting down at the darkened bar to order a drink. Don’t people always hit on each other at airport bars? But I’d hope my destined date doesn’t imbibe before noon.

I futz with my cuticles—a nervous habit I have no right to indulge in, considering what portion of my income I spend on maintaining a flawless red manicure. I need to relax. But I can’t.

I duck into a restroom to touch up my hair and face. The heat has made my hot roller curls fall flat. I revive them with a mini comb and a travel-sized bottle of hairspray I keep tucked in my purse. It’s moments like these that make me grateful to be a stylist who’s picked up a few tips and tricks from hair gurus and makeup artists on photoshoots over the years.

I swipe on a heavy coat of lip balm and reapply red lipstick on top of it. (All you need to know about MAC’s Ruby Woo red is that Rihanna swears by it, and I hope that explains why I’ve worn it every day for the past ten years.) I dab a rollerball of Tom Ford Tobacco Vanille on my inner wrists. Gloria would approve. She’s always reminiscing about the days when air travel was considered the height of glamour.

I took great care in choosing my outfit today. Since I didn’t know what kind of person I’d meet—what he’d like best—I had no choice but to dress to my own tastes. I knew this would be the right move: Grandpa Ray loved Gloria exactly as she was, too. I have on my favorite jeans, a sweetly feminine blouse, my black leather jacket that feels like a second skin, a printed silk scarf swirled with red to match my lips and nails, and Gloria’s own pearl bracelet, the one she had given me on my eighteenth birthday.

The woman washing her hands in the adjacent sink eyes me curiously. She’s dressed casually in leggings and a T-shirt; her face is bare and her hair is in a lopsided ponytail.

“Hot date?” she asks, grinning.

I can’t help but beam. “Something like that, yeah.”

I finally take a seat at Gate 53. My knee bounces as I open the family group text, catching up on the chatter. Our parents secretly traveled from Westchester and New York City to Maine already. Rae thinks she’s there to visit friends who settled down in Portland.

Has it happened yet???? Rae wrote in our group chat with Shireen, our best friend since we were babies in playgroup together.

As inseparable kids, we called ourselves the triplets. Shireen always felt more like family than a friend; we were constantly helping ourselves to snacks straight out of each other’s kitchens. Even after we scattered to different colleges, the three of us reunited for a study abroad semester in Paris (Rae had wanted to go to Buenos Aires, but Shireen wanted to practice her French and I wanted to live in the fashion capital of the world—we out-voted her two to one). These days, Shireen works in the New York office of a French executive search company. She’s the only friend we’ve told about Gloria’s gift.


Wishing you good luck, not that you need it. Whoever this man is doesn’t know how ridiculously lucky he is to have you in his life.

Ahhhhhhhhhh

How are you feeling?!

Nervous. No sightings yet.

He’ll show up. And if not, *I’ll* marry you.



We’ve had this contingency plan in place ever since the Kyle Washington fiasco. She was dumped by Isaac Berman the same week.


Love you.



She shoots back a flurry of heart emojis as the gate agent makes an announcement that passengers in my section of the plane can begin boarding. I take a final look around the waiting area. There are families who look like they’re heading off to summer camp, couples with sunglasses perched atop their heads for vacation, and a smattering of women (not for me) and older men (again, no). If there are no real prospects for me here, maybe that means my match lives in Maine. Wouldn’t it be awful if I bumped into a coed at Clifton and found out that is supposed to be my match? I don’t have the patience to date a college student. I’d like kids in five years; we’d be on different time lines. And anyway, I like my outfit too much to risk splattering beer all over it.

There’s another flicker of fear that’s more painful to consider. Maybe there’s nobody coming for me because I already met the love of my life—not earlier today, but three years ago, when I bumped into Jonah at The Strand, the famed bookstore near Union Square. We were both browsing for photography books: I was hunting down fashion photographer Richard Avedon’s work and he was looking for inspiration for his own photography. Back then, I had a strict “no relationships” rule. What was the point of getting too involved when I knew my soulmate was waiting just a few years down the road? But when he asked for my number, I gave it to him. I never meant to fall in love, but it happened anyway, in tantalizing increments: at the West Village wine bar where we had our first date; then outside that night, huddled under the awning of a bodega to kiss as rainwater soaked his oversized wool sweater; on long walks with his camera slung around his neck; in diners on Sundays as we split hefty omelets stuffed with lox. I couldn’t tell Jonah about Gloria’s prophecy. How was I supposed to tell my ultra-logical, atheist boyfriend who scoffed when I read my horoscope that I was destined to want someone else even more?

I forced myself to break up with him six months ago, thinking I’d have just enough time to heal before my date rolled around. If only I knew then how raw and shattered I’d still feel now. At my lowest points, I worry I was too superstitious, too quick to blindly believe in something close to magic. Too hasty in my decision to leave Jonah.

So, I have to have faith in the prophecy. I’ve given up too much not to believe in it. Gloria has never been wrong. I cling to her guidance even more closely than our other family members do. We’re kindred spirits. My favorite childhood memories are of playing dress-up in her closet while she told stories about each piece: trying on long strands of turquoise beads that Grandpa Raymond bought her in Hawaii, shrugging on the fabulous sequined jacket she wore to Mom’s second wedding, stepping into the too-big slingback pumps she wears to the ballet. She trusted me with the secret ingredient that makes her dirty martinis so spectacular (I’ll never tell) and took me to Paris for a week in high school when Rae was busy with soccer camp. Gloria wouldn’t mess up—not ever, and certainly not for me.

“This is the final boarding call for flight 1224 to Portland, Maine,” the agent announces.

My chest feels tight as I roll my suitcase toward the gangway. The flight attendant scans my boarding pass. I walk down the narrow passage, step over the threshold onto the plane, and find my seat, 11A. The New York–Portland shuttle is small enough that there are only four seats per row. If nothing else is in my favor today so far, I’m grateful to at least have a window seat. Seeing my city from above always reminds me of how many joyful experiences I’ve crammed into a few small square miles.

I stow my carry-on in the overhead compartment, pull out a magazine, and rest my purse on the aisle seat next to me. Flipping through the pages will calm me down. I’ve barely made it past the ads and the editor’s letter when I hear a deep voice.

“Excuse me, do you mind moving your purse? I believe this is my seat.”

Ocean-blue eyes. High cheekbones. A mess of dark blond hair. I look up to find the most handsome man I’ve ever seen in my life—right on schedule.
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The man standing in the aisle offers an apologetic smile, like he’s sorry he has to cram all six-foot-plus of him into the narrow airplane seat next to me. I stash my purse under the seat in front of me.

“Thanks.” His voice is rich, deep, and a little gritty.

“No problem,” I manage to respond. I’m not usually the type to chat with strangers on planes, but today, I wouldn’t dream of closing myself off to that possibility.

This is a man I would have noticed at the airport. He must have arrived just after me.

He has a straight nose, full lips, and his hair sticks up like he’s run his hands through it a few too many times today. He reaches up to close the overhead compartment and a sliver of flat stomach peeks out from the hem of his black T-shirt. The edges of his tattoos creep down his wrists, jutting out from his denim jacket. I don’t mean to gawk—I snap my gaze back to my magazine, but I can’t focus on any of the words in front of me.

“That’s this week’s issue?” He nods at the cover of New York magazine.

I flip it shut. It’s easier to make eye contact with the actress on the front instead of the man to my left, although I’m grateful he made the first move.

“Yeah.”

“I’m in there, you know.”

“Are you serious?”

He takes a casual sip from his water bottle. “Page forty-seven.”

Who is this man? In all the various iterations I’ve dreamed up over the years, I never imagined my soulmate would look like he belongs on a Calvin Klein billboard in Times Square. I riffle through New York until I find the right page. There are thumbnail photos of a half dozen bands, each accompanied by a block of text about their upcoming gigs.

“Here?” I ask.

He taps a photo of four guys and a girl posing with a guitar and a drum kit. I look closer, and sure enough, there he is. According to the magazine, he’s Theo Larsen, the frontman of an up-and-coming indie rock band called The Supersonics. They have a series of shows at venues around Manhattan and Brooklyn this summer, and they’re working on a new album, out next year.

“Impressive,” I say tightly.

I’m too nervous to gush. He’s probably used to winning women over.

His modest smile is a little uneven. It’s charming. “Thank you.”

“What do you play?”

“I sing and play guitar.”

That explains the voice.

“And I teach kids’ music lessons on the side, too. We aren’t selling out Madison Square Garden any time soon. But we perform at some amazing venues and we’re getting press like this, so I’m psyched.”

“That’s awesome,” I say, softened by his enthusiasm. The mental image of him helping tiny humans pick at a guitar is adorable. “I still kind of pinch myself when I see my work in magazines, too.”

He snaps his fingers. “I thought I recognized you from this issue, too. The supermodel on page sixty-eight?”

He flashes me a playful grin and my breath catches. No wonder he gets invited to pose for magazines. That smile could sell out newsstands.

“No, not at all,” I laugh. “I’m a stylist. I’ve worked on a few shoots for New York and I style some celebrities and regular folks, too, for red carpets and events.”

“That’s fantastic. And it explains all of this,” he says, gesturing to my outfit.

His eyes flick ever so slightly up and down, like he notices more than just my clothes. I blush.

“All of what?”

“You look like the coolest person on the plane.”

I’m conscious of how narrow the armrest is between us. His knee brushes against mine so subtly that I wouldn’t have noticed were my senses not on such high alert. I smile to hide my butterflies.

“Professional hazard.”

Whatever panic I had felt earlier at the airport has simmered into a giddy sense of ease. I like flirting with him.

He holds my gaze. “And what, may I ask, is the name of the coolest person on the plane?”

“Edie.” I extend a hand.

His handshake is firm. I pray he can’t feel my pulse racing.

“Theo. Pleasure to meet you.”

Edie and Theo. Theo and Edie. I like the sound of that, like a creative power couple—maybe photographed by New York a few years down the road in our artfully decorated Brooklyn brownstone. The walls would be lined with framed shoots I’ve styled and The Supersonics’ vinyl records, and a kid or two could toddle around in the OshKosh overalls I’ve always found so precious. My earliest attempts at styling were for my baby dolls, fussing over their clothes and pushing them in toy strollers as Mom and Gloria cooed over my efforts. I’ve always wanted to be a mom.

We’re interrupted by the safety demonstration. The flight attendants sweep the cabin to ensure passengers have their seat belts fastened. The plane rumbles down the runway and takes off smoothly. I lace my fingers together and watch New York City grow miniature. Whenever Mom, Rae, and I fly anywhere, we hold hands for takeoff and landing; this doesn’t feel the same on my own.

“I’m sure you’d like to get back to your magazine,” Theo says politely. “I’ll leave you to it.”

He pulls a pair of headphones from the canvas backpack by his feet—real headphones, the kind that fit over his ears. They’re cognac leather and look expensive, like what you’d buy if you really cared about audio quality. He thumbs through his phone to select a song.

I had been so immersed in our banter that it hadn’t even occurred to me that it could end. From the moment he sat down, I assumed I knew what would unfold: We’d get to know each other over the duration of the hour-long flight, and right after landing, he’d ask for my number. We’d go on a date. Then another. And another. He’d tell me about his bandmates, his hidden talents, his go-to take-out spot, the TV show he can recite word for word thanks to so many repeat viewings, the existential questions that keep him up at night. There’s an excitement in wanting to know everything about someone. Maybe I’ll wind up discovering everything, bit by bit, over the next months and years and decades. But for now, a few more morsels of information will have to do. I have to keep the conversation going.

“You’re not distracting me,” I rush to say. I flip the magazine shut. “I like talking to you.”

He stops scrolling and pulls the headphones an inch off one ear. He gives me a bemused look. “Yeah?”

I cast around for a subject. “So, are you from New York or Portland?”

He tugs the headphones down around his neck. “My family’s in Maine, but I live in New York. For now, anyway.”

I’m intrigued about where he’d want to go next, but asking feels inappropriate.

“I’m from New York, too. Well, originally, I’m from Westchester—I grew up in Mount Kisco. My mom and stepdad are still there.”

This is more information than he probably cares to receive; I’m rambling because I’m nervous. But he listens and doesn’t look bored, so I throw out another question.

“You’re going home to see family?”

“It’s my dad’s sixtieth birthday. There’s going to be a big party. You?”

“I’m going to surprise my twin sister.”

She’s usually the one to surprise me. She’s always had more than enough energy for the two of us, pushing me into hiking trips and white-water rafting adventures, music festivals and sunrise silent raves. In return, I’ve convinced her (and Max) to live a mere three blocks from me in Brooklyn and introduced her to the best of our neighborhood. I’m not much of a cook, so I can raid her kitchen whenever I like—Max is a fantastic home chef. On the few occasions she has to wear something nicer than scrubs or sweats, I find her in my closet, sifting through my dresses like we’re teens in adjoining bedrooms again. We call the stretch of Grand Street between us—packed with a bodega, a nail salon, a plant shop, a lingerie boutique, a dim sum restaurant, and a terribly delicious cocktail bar—our hallway.

“What’s the surprise for?”

“Her boyfriend is finally proposing. The whole family’s flying in to celebrate.”

“Aw, that’s sweet.”

“They’ve been together for eleven years. College sweethearts.”

Rae didn’t want to get married until after she finished med school and got settled into her residency.

“Wow. It took her all these years to ultimately decide he was the one?”

I suppress a laugh. He couldn’t be further from the truth. “Nah, they’ve been smitten since they met.”

He whistles. His eye contact falters. “Well, that’s very sweet. I’ll keep that in mind as inspiration the next time I’m trudging through dating apps.”

It’s hard to imagine that someone like Theo would have a tough time dating.

“I’ve never really spent much time on the apps,” I admit. I’ve never seen the point of putting myself through that if I know something good is guaranteed around the corner. “But I think the lesson I’ve learned from watching my sister’s relationship is that sometimes, you just know when you’ve met someone special.”

“Well, an early congrats to the happy couple.” He lifts his water bottle like he’s making a toast.

“I’ll tell them you said so.” If only he knew how serious I was. I pivot to a new subject to keep the conversation flowing. “Do you write your own songs?”

“Of course. No shade to musicians who perform covers, but I love the challenge of translating emotions into music and lyrics. I think I’m pretty good at it, too.”

“What do you write songs about?”

“Well, that’s a personal question, Edie.” He raises an eyebrow and looks down at his lap, briefly flustered.

Did I cross a line? “It’s too personal to ask about music you belt out onstage in public?” I ask, surprised.

He tilts his head like he’s trying to figure out the best way to explain it. “People can read whatever they want into the lyrics, and they do. But they start off meaning a lot to me, and I’m not exactly in the habit of divulging all the messy details of my life to beautiful strangers I meet on planes.” He holds my gaze steady as his words sink in.

“You’re shameless,” I accuse him. I can feel my cheeks turning Ruby Woo red.

He grins. “I have a song called ‘Shameless,’ believe it or not. It was the first song I ever wrote. I was sixteen and completely infatuated with my girlfriend at boarding school.”

The prospect of him—this sexy, confident musician—being infatuated with anyone makes my stomach flip. It makes me wonder if, some day, he’ll talk about me that way.

“Before I wrote music, I wrote—please don’t roll your eyes at this—poetry. Really awful poetry,” he continues. “One night, some guys and I got our hands on a bottle of coconut rum, and I wound up wasted in my underwear, reciting the sonnets—oh yeah, I wrote her sonnets—outside her dorm window. I got suspended from school for that.”

“Because the poetry was so terrible,” I joke.

He laughs. The sound lights up my insides like gold. I didn’t mean to sass him like that; that kind of playful banter was a hallmark of my relationship with Jonah. I didn’t realize until this moment how much I missed it.

“Because I broke about a thousand school rules—drinking, curfew, nudity—but yeah, probably that, too. I got sent home and wound up writing this song about being shamelessly in love,” he explains, putting the phrase in air quotes. His blue eyes sparkle at the memory. “Of course, she dumped me over Facebook chat like a week later, but still.”

I pretend to scrutinize the magazine in my lap. “It seems they forgot to publish that detail.”

“Thank god for that.” He shakes his head.

I actually read the clip in full now. One line in particular makes me perk up. “You’re playing at Baby’s All Right?”

“Yeah, and Mercury Lounge, Brooklyn Bowl, Rockwood Music Hall…”

“Baby’s All Right is fantastic,” I interrupt. “I live a few blocks away.”

“In Williamsburg?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

“I’m not far—Bushwick. But I’m in your neighborhood all the time. Maybe we’ve bumped into each other.”

“No,” I say, a little too confidently.

If we’d run into each other earlier, then today wouldn’t be my day, or he wouldn’t be my match.

“How can you be so sure?”

I shrug him off. “I’d remember someone like you, that’s all.”

He ruffles up his hair with his hand and grins down at his lap, like I’ve made him nervous. It’s very endearing.

We spend the next hour or so talking about our corner of Brooklyn: shows we’ve seen at Baby’s All Right, horror stories from our respective apartment hunts. Unbidden, I see flashes of what could be our future together: Saturday afternoons flicking through racks of thrifted clothing at L Train Vintage, singing along with the crowd at The Supersonics’ gigs, regular trips to Portland together on flights just like this one to see his family. A big Brooklyn wedding in a converted warehouse, all exposed brick dripping with green vines and chandeliers. A rock star melting over a tiny toddler one day. I barely know him, but after a lifetime of wondering who my match would be, even the smallest morsels of information are intoxicating.

There’s a ding over the loudspeaker. The pilot announces we’re descending. It’s not long until landing.

When we reach the gate, Theo stands and lets me out of the row before him.

“Ladies first,” he says, helping me with my luggage.

He has one more minute to ask me for my number while we file out of the airplane. I know I could ask him, but I’ve always imagined my match sweeping me off my feet. I pictured him as someone forward, confident.

We make it into the airport. I feel rattled with nerves at the prospect of him following me to the exit, where my parents are waiting. But then, he waves—the most friend-zoned gesture known to man.

“It’s been nice chatting with you, Edie,” he says, walking toward the men’s restroom.

I do a double take. This isn’t how it’s supposed to go.

“Wait, what?” I feel jolted out of a daydream.

Theo cocks his head. “Everything okay?”

Maybe I misread the entire situation. Hadn’t he called me beautiful? Cool? Fantastic?

“Uh, yeah. Have a great visit with your family,” I say lamely.

He gives me another wave and disappears inside the restroom.

For a moment, I feel stunned. Frozen to the spot. I check my phone’s calendar to confirm that today is, indeed, Friday, June 24, 2022. It is—I have an all-day event titled, “THE DAY!!!” so I haven’t gotten the date wrong. And it’s not like Gloria can be wrong, either. As I make my way through the airport, past the signs for lighthouse sightseeing tours and local lobster restaurants, I know two things.

First, and most important, Theo Larsen may very well be the love of my life.

And second, I shouldn’t have let him walk away.
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My family is waiting for me at baggage claim. Mom lights up when she spots me; there’s nothing more I want in this moment than to crumple into her arms so that she can hug me, stroke my hair, and reassure me that everything is going to work out.

She must know how I feel. Her date was August 27, 2000, the year she turned forty. She didn’t believe in Gloria’s powers, so she married her college boyfriend, Barry, shortly after graduation. But within weeks, she discovered he had a nasty temper and a terrible habit of lying about everything from his finances to his fidelity. So, she filed for divorce and, after her dad’s death in 1992, decided she could make peace with being single if she could at least have a baby. Her longtime best friend Kevin donated sperm; one turkey baster and nine months later, Rae and I showed up. Sure enough, she and a stranger named Allen reached for the same The Talented Mr. Ripley VHS tape at Blockbuster on a Sunday night in 2000. He raised us like we were his own.

“Good to see you,” Allen says, ruffling my hair in a dad-like way.

I instinctively pull back so he doesn’t ruin the curls.

“She’s all primped up for her big day,” Mom warns him. “Don’t mess it up.”

She rolls her eyes affectionately and gives me a hug. If I had to guess, she probably met Allen while still wearing business-casual slacks and loafers straight from her accounting office, with her hair wound up in a claw clip. Not so romantic—and yet, obviously, it didn’t matter.

Then there’s Pops—Kevin—and his partner, Rocco. Gloria predicted their 2003 meet-cute at a karaoke bar, too. I dive into Pops’ hug. We’ve never lived under the same roof, but Rae and I often went to Pops and Rocco’s house for dinners and sleepovers. We’re family. I get my strong eyebrows and round face from him. Rae inherited more of Mom’s looks, down to the hazel flecks in her fierce brown eyes and her square chin.

Next, I spot Gloria. I bend to kiss her cheek, and she grabs my arm. She has regal posture, even in the uncomfortable airport chair, gripping the top of a glossy black cane with manicured hands. Her age shows in her white shock of hair and deeply lined face, but her eyes are still bright and sharp under the elegantly oversized glasses she’s worn since the ’70s. They gleam like the pearls around her neck.

“You’d wear open-toed shoes on a flight?” she asks, raising one disapproving eyebrow.

She has a thing about sandals. She thinks they’re only appropriate on the beach.

“Easier to slip on and off at security.”

“But bare feet on a dirty airport floor?” She grimaces.

“How’s this—let’s all do pedicures this weekend?”

I’ve never seen her nails without a shiny coat of pearlescent polish.

“If there’s time, of course.” She fingers the scarf around my neck. “Meet anyone special yet?”

“Maybe. I’ll tell you all about it—but later,” I promise. I don’t want to dwell on Theo walking away. “Let’s go surprise Rae. Max will kill us if we’re late.”



An hour later, the six of us are packed into a Clifton College sorority house bedroom, sitting three each on a pair of twin extra-long beds that belong to students here for summer classes. There’s an Audrey Hepburn poster Scotch-taped to the door and a dresser drawer hanging open to reveal a sea of going-out tops. We snuck into the once-white shingled house quickly to avoid being caught by Rae, who’s somewhere nearby amid the rolling green hills that make up campus.

We’re here because this building’s backyard abuts the frat house where Rae and Max met on September 26, 2011. He wanted to propose on the spot where they had their first conversation, a second-floor balcony. That’s why we’re camped out here—looking out this bedroom window, we can sneakily watch and take photos. The girls who live here—Addie and Vanessa—linger in the doorway, eager to watch this all go down.

Gloria looks at the decor with amusement. “You know, I paid forty dollars a semester for tuition when I was a student,” she tells the girls.

Their jaws drop.

“Can we come in?” someone asks.

Addie and Vanessa part to usher in another group. I recognize Max’s parents, Dale and Cindy, and his sister, Alana. They live in Illinois, so we aren’t all together very often, but we’ve met a handful of times over the years—like when Max and Rae graduated from Clifton and when we all pitched in to help them move to the city. The two sets of families greet one another in a flurry of hugs. From here on out, we’ll all be one big extended family.

“C’mere, c’mere.” Mom beckons us all toward the window. “They’ll be out there any second now!”

“Can one of you take the photos?” Cindy asks me and Alana. “I don’t trust myself with this.”

“On it.” I position my phone by the window.

“Shhhh, here they come,” Dale whispers.

A nervous hush falls over the room. Maine weather is temperamental, but Max and Rae got lucky with a beautiful day: fat white clouds hang in a bold blue sky, and the maple tree in the yard lends soft shade over the balcony. Max must have paid some college kids to clean it up because it actually looks nice. From what I remember of my Clifton visits, the balcony was covered in broken lawn furniture with Solo cups left out on the railing. But today, there’s even a healthy-looking potted plant in one corner.

Rae opens the faded white door and steps outside. She’s dressed for a casual day running around to see friends, not one of the most romantic moments of her life—shorts, a T-shirt, and sneakers, with her light brown hair pulled up in a high ponytail—but she isn’t the type of person to care about that. Max follows her onto the deck and flashes a jittery, enthusiastic grin our way. Rae, oblivious, leans onto the railing, and looks around the yard.

“Boy, they cleaned up around here,” she says.

I’m grateful we’re within earshot.

“It’s beautiful,” Max agrees. “But I still have a soft spot for the first time we were out here.”

“He doesn’t look nervous,” Dale whispers.

“He knows she’ll say yes,” Gloria murmurs.

Mom shushes all of them. “Quiet, I want to watch.”

Rae gives him a nervous side-eye, like she’s suddenly piecing together why they’re standing there.

“Do you remember the night we met here?” Max asks.

“Oh my god,” Rae says, giggling. “You’re such a sap. Of course.”

“I couldn’t believe my luck that you approached me,” Max recalls.

I can. Rae was initially crushed when Gloria predicted her date. She got her prophecy very young—she was just thirteen at the time, and the date was five years away, barely a month into her freshman year of college. She dreaded what the prediction would mean for her life’s path, and it made her skeptical. She asked Gloria endless questions in an attempt to find a loophole to the magic. She was afraid that settling down young would be boring, that it’d curb her zest for chasing down adventures, or that it would affect her dream of going to medical school. Rae has been a fiery nightmare since infancy, when she began flinging herself out of the crib. The reveal of the prophecy only made her more intense. That’s why she spent that first month at Clifton blatantly hitting on every man she saw. (“I have to cram an entire lifetime of sexual experiences into four-and-a-half weeks!” she moaned.)

Flirting with cute strangers was right up Rae’s alley when she met Max. He never would’ve had the guts to make the first move on someone as vivacious as Rae.

“I had to bring you back here because there’s something very important I need to ask you,” he continues.

He presses a kiss to her temple and takes her by the hand, leading her a few steps away from the railing. This means I can get a better shot. I start snapping away.

Max swipes the ring box from his pocket and sinks down onto one knee. Rae claps her hands to her mouth. I’m surprised to feel a lump welling up in my throat as my vision goes blurry with tears.

“I’ve been a very lucky man to spend these past eleven years by your side. I love your endless energy, your fierce loyalty to the people you care about, and the way you’ve helped me grow into a better man,” he says, pausing as his composure breaks.

Rae is already saying “yes” and nodding ferociously, which only makes Max laugh.

“I’m going to finish proposing to you now, if that’s all right,” he says, grinning and wiping the corners of his eyes beneath his glasses.

She doubles over to laugh and straightens up again, smoothing a hand over her hair.

“Sorry, yes, keep going.”

Classic Rae.

“You make every single day an adventure. I want to have adventures with you for the rest of our lives. I love you. Rachel Amelia Meyer, my Rae of sunshine, will you marry me?”

“Yes, of course, oh my god, yes! Oh my god, oh my god.”

He slips the ring I helped him pick out onto her finger, then shoots up to stand and kiss her. I snap another billion photos with the urgency of a fashion photographer attempting to nail the September cover of Vogue.

We all erupt into loud cheers. Rae stops kissing her new fiancé and turns to the source of the noise, shrieking when she sees us.

“What!” she screams. “What are you all doing here?”

She covers her face with her hands again, and even from across the yard, I can see her shake with happy sobs. Max wraps her up into a hug and she cries even harder.

“He nailed it,” Pops says.

“Let’s go,” Mom says, misty-eyed.

We file out of the sorority house. Gloria ushers us all in front of her so she can take the stairs at her own pace.

“You catch up to them,” she tells me. “I’m savoring my stroll through this beautiful house.”

She’s in amazing shape for ninety years old, but her high heels now have a permanent spot in the back of her closet, and she rarely travels other than to see family in Florida once a year. While most older Jewish New Yorkers wind up spending winters in Boca Raton, if not moving down south permanently, she’s always balked at the idea of leaving Manhattan. She says too much sunshine makes you soft. But she wouldn’t miss this moment.

The newly engaged lovebirds have made their way downstairs, too, and we meet in the middle of the lawn for a raucous group hug.

“I can’t believe you’re all here,” Rae sputters.

The parents all take turns squeezing their kids and their future in-laws. I wait as patiently as I can, the grass tickling my ankles. Finally, when Rae is free, I fling myself at her, wrapping my arms around her and burying my face into her neck.

“I’m so happy for you,” I say. “You and Max are going to have the best damn life together.”

“I know.” She sounds awestruck.

We’ve always known this. Gloria’s prediction warps relationships in strange ways. There’s no will-they-or-won’t-they tension. Instead, it’s when will they. How will they. There’s no question of whether or not a couple will ignite sparks, or if they can succeed in making their relationship work. They will.

“I’m so happy, I could puke,” she says. Her cheeks are flushed pink. “I knew this would be an amazing moment, but… it’s even better than I expected.”

A weird thrill washes over me: Will Rae and I switch places a few years from now when it’s my turn to get engaged? Will Theo be the guy down on one knee? I cut myself off from this train of thought. This is Rae’s moment—I don’t need to dwell on myself right now.

Gloria interrupts our hug by asking to see Rae’s ring. I guided Max toward a round-cut solitaire diamond in a low-profile, platinum setting that wouldn’t snag on her latex gloves at work.

“I know you took an oath—do no harm, et cetera—but you could put an eye out with that thing,” she says mischievously.

Rae squeals. “No! It’s stunning.”

Gloria taps her hand reassuringly. “It’s a knockout. The boy’s got good taste.”

She grips my hand and whispers an aside to me so subtly, I could’ve missed it. “And I know where he gets his good taste from.”

“She approves!” Rae calls over to Max.

He jogs over to give Gloria a hug. Max’s own grandparents have been gone a long time, and so she’s become something of a surrogate grandmother to him over the years. She calls him to hear about his work at the lab and trade recipes.

Cindy, Rocco, and Allen are already batting around wedding venue ideas, while Dale and Kevin kvell over Max’s speech. Mom and Alana tag-team the task of organizing Rae and Max into position for a few more photos, and then just a few more, and then—wait—no, they promise, these are the last ones.

“Edie, we look great, right?” Rae asks, exasperated. “Back me up here.”

“Mom, think you’ve gotten enough shots?” I ask.

“Oh, I know I’m going overboard,” she sighs. “But what a special day.”

Gloria smirks and glows with pride. “I told you it would be.”
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