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Dedication 



Calamity is the perfect glass wherein  
we truly see and know ourselves.
—S !"  W!## !$%  D$&'($()



E&!' *!+,'- .* $ /%$##, silver-framed photo and wiped away 
invisible dust. The groom towered over the groomsmen, his 
hair windblown without any wind, his smile slightly askew, big 
blue eyes staring and pensive. She knew it all too well, but the 
tug of  familiarity was not déjà vu. Evie had been there before, 
decades earlier, with the same groom. But in this picture she 
was not the bride. 

No one noticed Evie put back the photo or swish her hand 
on her pant leg, pretending now to wipe o0  the non-existent 
dust. She walked through the crowd toward the 1oor-to-ceiling 
window.  No one noticed her do that, either. Burgundy velour 
curtains tied back with thick black tassels framed a six-foot 
imitation pine tree. Hallmark ornaments masquerading as 
heirlooms dangled from its branches. Gold tinsel fringe and 
shiny red balls sparkled. It all seemed out of  place, yet Evie 
knew it belonged. Probably more than she did. 

Evie shook her head to clear an internal fog. It didn’t work, 
but certain thoughts were clear no matter how few hours she’d 
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slept, and no matter how her head throbbed a low, steady beat. 
Her ex-husband had died.  Her children had no father. And if  
she were still married, she would be a widow.  

Evie accepted the fact that she and Richard no longer 
shared the same happily-ever-after, but she assumed that they 
would move forward with grace and goodwill. So what if  the 
grace was all her doing. She and Richard would share their 
children’s Bar and Bat Mitzvah, proms, graduations, weddings, 
and grandchildren. They’d have di0erent partners, of  course--
di0erent homes. They’d be positioned at opposite ends of  the 
same long, holiday tables, but they would continue to share Sam 
and Sophie’s milestones. After their divorce three years ago, it 
took Evie a full year to 2nd her footing, twelve long months, 
to believe deep down she had a strong-enough foundation to 
create a new, full life.  And then, she created it.  

Now the building blocks were scattered again.  
She looked across the room at Nicole who, within four 

years, had been Richard’s mistress, his wife, and now his widow. 
It wasn’t hard to imagine how she felt. The blood would have 
left her extremities. Her stomach would be in her throat. Her 
heart would ache for touch as her head searched for answers. 
No doubt she’d be nursing a cocktail of  anger, sadness, and 
shock. Evie knew all this because she had mourned the same 
loss, but she had done it when Richard was alive.  

 Nicole sat bare-footed on a low, wooden bench customary 
for sitting Shiva. She slumped, arms at her sides, hair in disarray. 
Her daze extended beyond her personal space and touched 
everyone in the room. Nicole was thirty, 2fteen years younger 
than Evie, but the circles under Nicole’s eyes stretched to mid-
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cheek. She wore no make-up and her skin was sallow without 
the bene2t of  foundation or blush. Every mirror in the house 
was covered with a white sheet. Shiva was for mourning, and 
prayer, and yes, food, but vanity was forbidden. And while 
Nicole wasn’t Jewish—she was respecting Jewish customs in 
the home she’d shared with Richard. Evie hated to admit it, 
but she admired the e0ort, despite the plastic cranberry and 
popcorn garland hanging above a stack of  yarmulkes. 

Evie sat on the couch, a black leather casualty of  divorce, 
and stroked the worn cushion until it burned. During the young 
married years, the couch was the only furniture in Evie and 
Richard’s living room.  During the young parenting years, she 
and Richard sat on the couch, legs intertwined, each holding 
one of  their twins.  During the recent turbulent years Richard 
sat at one end of  the couch, Evie at the other, each leaning 
toward the farthest wall, two arms lengths and vacant miles 
between them.  Why had she let Richard take the couch? The 
couch was a timeline, a testament, a tribute.  

Or maybe it was just a couch.  
Evie’s stomach growled. The Shiva food remained 

untouched.  Soon the pickles would lose their sheen, slices of  
lox would curl at the edges, and the tuna salad would sour. So 
people hovered, waiting for some o3cial signal it was Time To 
Eat. Only then would they soothe their psyches with the time-
honored Jewish death fare. 

 “Everyone, please have something to eat,” Nicole said 
through a sni4e, and the crowd began grazing. She lifted six-
month-old Luca from his bouncy seat and drew him to her 
chest. Nicole’s words and motions were 1uid, as if  rehearsed.  


