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For Kenny, 
It was your crazy idea.  But I made it to the end..  

I couldn’t have without you.
For Elliot, 

I love you; When did you become bigger than I am?
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Chapter 1 

Texas County, Oklahoma 1960 

     The throb of angry rain suddenly became gentle, forgiving the people.  Then a merciful act of 

God: a patch of fresco blue revealed itself from an edgy crack of thick thunderclouds.  Though she 

had never seen church paintings, this seraphic blue reminded Miriam of them.  Maybe there are 

none here, she thought.  The place where she lived was too outlying, too agrarian to have one 

religious icon.  Miriam, although she had grown up all her life in this place of no significance other 

than for raising hogs, could appreciate this special blue.  She imagined a dress of the blue, then 

pumps, a hat, and a matching basket bag.  It all came naturally to her. Miriam had an instinct for 

fashion as she had dressed up her doll from a young age.  Beautiful things in a girly style were her 

passion, although her family could not provide those sorts of luxuries.  So she carried out this 

fascination with fashion wholeheartedly in her imagination.  

 She stood at a small outdoor bus depot, a shabby wooden structure in the middle of nothing, 

where the only things apparent were brown mud roads and remnants of rickety wood platforms 

across the street that had been used only during the Halloween pumpkin sales.  Miriam, a 

seventeen-year-old beauty, looked at the silhouette of faraway mountains.  The outline of the 

mountain range seemed to possessively surround and trap the entire simplicity of this remote little 

pastoral town and the people living here, including Miriam.  It knowingly severed the life inside 

from the rest of the world.   

     Nature must be kindhearted but not poisonous, Miriam tried to convince herself.  Yet to Miriam, 

its nothingness and vastness seemed intentionally dictatorial and hypocritically righteous.  In the 

past when her uncle took her to Tulsa—the second-largest city in Oklahoma, almost 400 miles away

—Miriam had seen white pavement markings.  But she didn't remember where the white markings 

on the road started, how far out from where she lived.  Opportunity to find the answer had finally 
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arrived.  She was going to New York.  Although New York had not been a reality, she was already 

in love with its snazziness, imagining herself shopping, strolling, and giggling with friends along a 

trendy street.     

     It was half past six.  He was already thirty minutes late.  “He” was Henry, a twenty-year-old 

Adonis with a quarter of Indian blood. They were about to elope. 

     Me and Henry . . . I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.  We’ll be together forever, Miriam 

thought.  Monumental as it was, Miriam was set in her path, devoid of hesitation and nostalgia. 

They were in love.  

     By then, the last rays of sun before dusk added more humidity into the already clammy air.  The 

windshield wipers on the sheriff’s car moved, clearing remaining water drizzling down from the 

roof.  It drove by in front of the bus depot once, returned shortly after, and stopped in front of 

Miriam.  A middle-aged female officer stepped out, leaving a young male officer in the driver’s 

seat.   

     “Miss.  Are you Miss Burke?  Miss Miriam Burke?”   

     Miriam immediately knew that their plan to elope was put on hold, at least for the time being. 

     Must be Phoebe, she thought.  Phoebe was her younger sister by fourteen months. She’s always 

jealous of me.  She must have told Mom and Dad on me.  I should never have said anything to her.   

     “Miss, aren’t  you one of the Burkes’ girls?  Your parents are worried about you.” 

     “I’m an adult.” 

     “Not yet, hon, you’re still seventeen, remember.  Now, come with me,” said the officer, 

extending her hand.   

     Although their grand plan was interrupted, being escorted into a sheriff’s car seemed a 

worthwhile experience to Miriam. 

     This upgrades my standing as a free-spirited individualist who meets the status of a future wife 

of Henry, she thought.   
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     Henry, a vegan since fourteen, had been fighting for some “issues.”  She didn't fully understand 

his “issues,” but his principle was, to Miriam, without any doubt, ethically correct all the way.  

Other than Miriam, however, people in the town saw him as an utter weirdo.   

     The female officer sat next to Miriam in the back seat.  The radio kept making a buzzing noise.  

The male officer in the driver’s seat picked up the receiver and spoke into it. 

     “Ready to leave the location.  Over.”   

     The reception was bad, making the voice of the person on the other end nothing more than a 

static sound, perhaps due to the heavy rainstorm with lightning.  As the car cruised around the town,  

approaching the newly built hog farm, Miriam noticed the street was unusually mobbed by people 

and the farm compound was closed off by several fire engines and police cars emitting flashing red 

lights.  The commotion outside was something that the town had never seen.  Miriam curiously 

looked back at the mayhem through the rear window.   

     “Take a river route, Rob,” the female officer instructed her partner.   

     She placed her hand on top of Miriam’s and said, “You’ll be all right.”   

     Her hand was large and masculine, but warm and comforting to Miriam. 
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Chapter 2 

New York City, 2012 

      

     Having experienced this fifty-plus times made no difference to Miriam.  New York the day after 

Christmas was so gray, gloomy, and melancholic that the glow of sunlight didn’t help.  Even this 

beloved city, a cherished American jewel, couldn't escape this day to unwind from its utmost peak 

of charm and energy once a year. 

     Are they coming back from the glamour of the season’s celebrations or are they going through 

the motions?  What a day to have a funeral.  Did he have to go at this time of the year?  Miriam 

thought, gazing along the avenue through the car window. 

     “Mom.  Mom?  Are you all right?”  

     Rose, Miriam’s forty-one-year-old daughter, touched her hand.   

     Coming out of a daydream, Miriam looked at Rose.  

     “Yes, of course.  I was just thinking about something.  Are we there yet?” 

      The black four-door sedan stopped in front of a church on the Upper East Side.  The hearse 

carrying Herbert Day, Miriam’s late husband, had arrived before family members.  

     As Miriam exited the car, two young boys, ages nine and ten, and a younger girl and boy, along 

with a teenage girl, all well-dressed, stood still on the stairs in front of the church door.  They were 

Miriam’s grandchildren.  Miriam’s daughter-in-law, Jen, dutifully helped Miriam get out of the car.   

     The funeral hadn’t been anything noteworthy until a lady in her late fifties sitting in the first row 

on the opposite side of the room from the Days exhibited an overblown show of sorrow.  Holding a 

pink terrycloth handkerchief, Ms. Schmidt, Herbert’s last mistress, howled, almost choking herself.  

Her stout shoulders trembled up and down, and her bellow resonated throughout the cathedral.   The 

brouhaha drew curious attention from the whispering guests.  Her show of sorrow was in the realm 

of slapstick.     
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     “She’s got a nerve,” Jason, Rose’s older brother, who was wearing his customary black 

sunglasses, muttered.   

     “Ben’s taking care of HER situation, right?” Rose responded.   

     Miriam, without changing her stoic face or facing Jason, discreetly kicked the side of his shoe 

with a four-inch heel of her narrow black sling-back pump. 

     Miriam Day, a widow, emitted an alluring aura.  Her glamour was quiet and elegant.  At sixty-

nine, she still had an endless list of men who would gladly give their hearts to her.  As she sat in the 

front row at the funeral of her late husband, her crossed Twiggy-like legs covered with a pair of 

black fishnets were tempting.  Her light cashmere jacket was buttoned up close to her neck, 

enveloping her delicate shoulders.  During this rather dull ceremony, she quietly fiddled with the 

strap of her shoulder bag.  Her aura was nothing comparable to her physical size.  Her features and 

mannerisms were naturally seductive.   

     “I still don’t understand what Dad saw in her,” Jason whispered. 

     “Please,” Miriam mumbled disapprovingly, facing straight forward.   

     Sensing her disapproval, Jason repositioned himself and glanced at his mother.      

     Later in the evening, Jason, Jen, Rose, and Rose’s husband, Matthew, gathered in the kitchen in 

Miriam’s Upper East Side duplex apartment.  Ben, a long-time confidant and a lawyer of the family, 

was among them.  They were still in their black funeral suits, digging into the plates of food served 

on the kitchen table.  Maneuvering around the table was Carla, Miriam’s best friend and the family 

maid of thirty-plus years.  Carla took care of these regular visitors while occasionally exchanging 

secret eye contact with Miriam, who sat right outside the kitchen in the living room.  Miriam 

consciously excluded herself from the others. The conversation among the five adults in the kitchen 

sometimes became heated, but Miriam and Carla stayed outside the exchange, although they were 

far from oblivious to what was being said.  
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     “She had the audacity to sit right in the front seat and throw a show like that.  I can’t believe it.  

Wasn’t it crazy, Mom?” Jason asked. 

     “Ben, you’ve got some ideas to keep her away, I hope,” Matthew joined in. 

     “Yes, true.  We have to make sure she will never come after us in the future.  Never, ” said Rose. 

     “That’s right, Rose.  To that end, I will draft a financial settlement by Tuesday and e-mail it to 

you, Miriam.  OK?  Miriam?  I’ll cc to you guys, too.  Read it over and sleep on it a couple of days 

and let me know what you think of it by Friday.  I can revise the draft over the weekend, if 

necessary.” Ben continued chewing ice cubes from the glass. “Regarding her employment status, I 

have a college friend in Connecticut.  He might be able to help us.  He runs an accounting firm that 

is pretty successful.  And last time I spoke to him, he was looking for a capable secretary, which 

Ms. Schmidt is.  I can ask him if the position is still available.  If it is, it’ll be a perfect situation for 

her and everybody involved.” 

     “Sounds good to me,” said Jason.   

     “Yah, let her stay there for good,” Rose agreed. 

     “He’ll probably arrange a nice and comfortable housing situation for her, too.  The key is to 

make sure she is well enough provided for so that she won’t complain,” Ben added. 

     “So, why don’t we meet on Wednesday again?  No reason to wait until Friday,” Matthew chimed 

in.  “The sooner the better.  I don’t mind if you guys come to our place.  Right, Rose?” 

     “Sure, how about seven o’clock?  Is that OK with you, Mom?  How about you, Jason?” 

     “Yup.  Honey, why don’t we meet at my office at six thirty?” Jason suggested to Jen. 

     “Regarding the settlement with Ms. Schmidt, I must tell you that the amount must be substantial 

enough.  After all, she is someone Herbert cared for, however painful it might have been to you all, 

for the last twenty years.”   

     Listening to Ben, Rose almost choked herself with a piece of rugalach she had been nibbling on.   
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     “Twenty years?  I thought it was the last fourteen years, not twenty.  I didn’t know Daddy and 

SHE had been going at each other that long.  Not that it makes any difference anymore, but . . .” 

     “Twenty years.  Actually, twenty years and three months and seventeen days,” Miriam joined the 

conversation.  “And before that was somebody else.”   

     Everybody in the kitchen stopped and looked at Miriam.   

     “Oh, I’m sorry, Mom.  Twenty or fourteen.  What's the difference?  Really, I know it’s not the 

point.  This is silly.  I’m sorry.”   

     “By the way, I was thinking about going on a cruise.” Miriam, turning to the crowd, changed the 

subject.  “You know Herbert never liked going on long trips, for the reason we all now know.  I 

always wanted to go on a cruise like my friends talked about.  Exotic places in Europe and the 

Middle East and Africa.  Can you imagine?  I’d love to do that.  Now that I’m free to go.”   

     The children in the kitchen were impatient.  

     “Tell her,” Rose mouthed to Jason. 

     “Why me?” Jason mouthed back. 

      Rose’s eyes were set on Jason in her typical commanding manner.  Rolling his eyes, Jason knew 

he had no choice.  It was the way his little sister always was.   

     “Surrender is the story of my life,” he groused. 

     “That sounds wonderful, Mom,” he started.  “When would you like to do that?  We can make an 

arrangement for you as soon as we settle this.” 

     “I think it’s a terrific idea when the weather turns nice, which is . . . maybe sometime in spring.” 

Rose had to speak up now since she didn't trust Jason.  She had to be in control; she was the boss.   

     “Who cares about the weather in New York?  I’ll be in Africa anyway.” 

     “That’s true,” Jason agreed.   

     Rose angrily looked at him. 
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     “You know what?” Miriam said. “I’m ready to leave as soon as possible.  I can leave even 

tomorrow if I have to.  I’ve got nothing to do here.” 

     “Mom, Dad’s just passed. Don’t you want to spend some time together as a family?  I feel lonely 

and lost.  I can’t imagine how you can just get up and go to Africa by yourself at this time of 

sorrow.  We should be together to help each other to go through it,” said Rose.   

     Miriam glanced at her daughter mischievously and continued, “I’ve never seen you get so 

sentimental, Rosie.  And to be honest, your helping me go through this time of sorrow is exactly 

what I do not need now.”   

     Carla and Miriam exchanged knowing signals.   

     “How about we all go on a cruise?  The kids can join us, too.  Grandma will have a blast,” 

Matthew said in his typical docile manner, trying to contribute to the discussion.  “What do you 

think, honey?”   

     Jason interjected, “I like that idea.  That's the best.  Kids’ll love it.  So, after they get off from 

school in June.  Hey, Matthew, you’re a genius sometimes.”   

     “Good, honey, you’re brilliant.  With an advance booking, we should be able to get a great deal.  

You know what?  Don’t you, Jen . . . didn’t you tell me once that you know the man . . . I think he is 

an Indian man who has a travel agency on Lexington?” Rose was quick.   

     “Ah, yes.  You mean Mr. Bandopadhyay.  A very nice man. I’m sure he can put together a nice 

package for us,” Jen tactfully answered. 

     “Right.  Mr. Bando . . . whatever.  You should definitely give him a call, Jen.  Tomorrow first 

thing, please.”  

     “Sure.  I’ll do that tomorrow morning.” 

     Carla cleared the kitchen table, rolling her eyes.   
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     “That’s almost seven months from now.  How do you know I’ll be alive?  Don’t tell me what to 

do.  You spoiled everything.  I’m not going.  That’s it.  Finished,” said Miriam.   

     “Why?  Why, Mom?” asked Rose. 

     Miriam got up and walked toward the stairs.   

     “I’m tired.  Aren’t you tired, too?  Don’t you have things to do tomorrow?  Carla and I’ve had 

enough for the day.  Carla, let’s clean up tomorrow.  It’s been a long day.  Thank you.  You’d better 

go back and rest, too.  It’s getting late.” 

     Everybody felt awkward.  

     “Good night, Mom,” Jason said. “Let me know if you change your mind.  Sleep tight.” 

Witnessing the exchange, Ben hurriedly started packing. “Well, guys, I’m out of here.  I’ll get in 

touch with you on Tuesday.  If you have any questions before that, you know where I am.”       

!15



Chapter 3 

A Gift 

     Jason’s BMW SUV stopped with a jerking motion in the parking lot near the barracks.  There 

were no other vehicles other than one tired old pick-up truck with wire mesh windows and a square-

faced Hyundai sedan.  The dreariness of the place made the cars disappear into the surrounding gray 

background.  Those two beat-up cars were parked at the farthest corner of the lot, indicating they 

didn't belong to visitors but belonged to this place, which seldom had any visitors.  On a gloomy 

early-spring day like this, somewhere in Queens, this dog pound and its entire surroundings gave 

out the desperate air of abandonment, suffering, and death.   

     From the back seat, Rose’s upper body stuck out between the back of two front seats.  She was 

animated.  Seated in the passenger’s seat, Jen kept her usual cordial face on.  She had learned to do 

this no matter how badly Jason and Rose, two years apart, went at each other’s throats.  To Jason, 

his younger sister was too bossy and strong-headed.  To Rose, her older brother was too simple and 

unrefined.  It had been the issue between them since as far back as they remembered.   

     Jason and Rose had agreed to give Miriam a dog for her seventieth birthday, but Jason didn't see 

any wisdom in adopting one from the pound.  Yet Rose insisted they adopt an abandoned dog.   

     “I do agree it is . . . maybe, possibly, in general, a good idea to adopt an abandoned dog, again in 

general, but . . .” he started. 

     “No,” Rose interrupted, cutting Jason off in the middle of his sentence. “It is the best idea.  At 

least a better idea than purchasing a pedigree from a store, which is your idea.  It’s your typical, 

simple, no-thought-involved idea.  I’d also say it’s an immoral thing to do.” 

     “Think about it.  Mom is seventy and with an apartment and everything.  Isn’t it a simple and 

natural thing to do to find a dog that’s already trained?” 
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     “No, that’s wrong.  You are completely wrong.  Mom is also a part-time volunteer at the Humane 

Society.  It is hypocritical for her to own a pedigree.  She’ll work to train the dog.” 

     “Oh, Rose, how come you are always so absolute?  I hate when you get so authoritative and start 

preaching.” 

     “Preaching?  Excuse me.  I’m not authoritative.  I’m simply stating what’s right.  By the way, 

you shouldn’t run the engine while parked.  You must turn it off; it’s environmentally insensitive on 

your part.” 

     “Oh, shit,” Jason snapped. “Excuse my language, but yes, you’re righteous all the way.  You’re 

close-minded.  I can already foresee potential problems by getting Mom an abandoned dog.  Under 

the circumstance, adopting a dog for Mom is not a good idea.” 

     “Well, I don’t think so.  I still think Mom can manage.  We can support her.  She's got four of us 

to help her, plus Carla.”     

     “Come on, Rose.  Who is going to help Mom train a wild dog?  Who knows? Those dogs, ones 

that ended up in the pound, might have a slew of problems to begin with!  And who’s going to clean 

up the mess in her apartment?  Are you?  Will you pick up your lazy butt and visit Mom every day 

to clean up the dog shit?  Plus, Mom doesn’t even know that we’re getting her a dog for her 

birthday, let alone a pedigree or an adopted crazy dog.  We should let her know, or at least we 

should ask her if that’s what she wants.  A dog may or may not be good company.  Depends.”    

     “Jason, if you don’t like the idea so much, why did you agree to come out here today?  Jen and I 

can handle ourselves just fine,” Rose said.  “We’re totally capable of handling things without you, 

Jason.  Now why don’t you please finally turn the engine off and come take a look at the dogs?  I’m 

sure many of them are perfectly adorable.”   

     Rose, without waiting for him, got out of the car.  Jen, as a natural goodwill ambassador, 

encouraged Jason to follow Rose. 
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 “Let’s just see the dogs, honey.  Things will work out fine.  It’s not like we have to take any 

dog.  We can pick and choose.  If we can’t find the right one here, we’ll go somewhere else.  

Adopted dogs can be very kind, and Mom may love the idea.  We all live close by, so Rose and I 

can somehow take turns to help her.  Don’t worry.” 

   

   Birthday 

     

      The start of Daylight Savings Time changed the entire mood in New York.  Winter turned to 

summer instantly.  New Yorkers shed their guarded air and went back to their original free-spirited 

selves.  For those who wanted to feel and boast the only right kind of freedom that they believed  

should exist on the surface of the earth, Central Park was a mecca.  They flaunted the fact they were  

in New York, the center of the universe.  

     For the Days, picnicking on the Great Lawn in the middle of Central Park was a birthday 

tradition, especially for Miriam.  Her birthday was in this breezy, sunny spring.  The women of the 

family, Miriam included, made sure the birthday party was elaborate.  Every detail was planned 

ahead according to the family party manual.  Matthew, as usual, secured the best location, oversaw 

the children, decorated surrounding trees with banners and balloons, and set up picnic tables and 

chairs following the pre-stated instructions. Miriam’s seventieth birthday, her first as a widow, was 

no exception.  Large plates of colorful party food were spread out on the picnic tables.  Her 

grandchildren ran around enjoying the outing and learning to become authentic New Yorkers of the 

next generation.  This time, though, a new rule applied to the occasion—vegetarian dishes only.  It 

was to become a new tradition enforced by Miriam and Carla.  

     “This is great.  Mom, no offense, but I didn’t know you could cook.  All these dishes with only 

vegetables and grains.  Pretty impressive,” Jason said, chewing.   
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     “Don’t talk while you chew, Jason.  I’ve been telling you for decades,” said Miriam, looking at 

him disapprovingly.  

     “You can’t teach an old dog new tricks, right, Jason?” Carla said. 

     “Seriously.  These are delicious.  Are they all your creations?” Rose was impressed, too.  

     “Well, they’re mostly Carla’s.  She magically comes up with dishes every day.  Mock this and 

mock that.  Even mock cheese.  Isn’t this wonderful?  The truth is, we don’t have to rely on animal 

food to live.  In fact, we shouldn’t,” Miriam declared.  

     “How did you end up becoming so New Age-ish all of a sudden?” Jason licked his fingers after 

picking food from the platter.   

     As everybody’s eyes focused on his fingers and the bowl where they’d been, Jen said, “It’s 

healthy, and what Mom is saying is so right.  I also read somewhere vegetarianism is the only 

environmentally sustainable way for mankind to live harmoniously with other species on the earth.  

We should be eating only plants.” 

     “I know.  I agree.  Mom and Jen are absolutely correct.  Maybe we should all become 

vegetarians.  What do you think, Matthew?” Rose asked. 

     “What the heck is going on with this sudden surge of ecomanity?” Jason said. 

     “What did you say?  Eco what?” Ben asked.   

     “Ecomanity.  Shortened version of ‘ecological humanity,’ if there’s a word like that.” 

     “I don’t think so, Jason,” Rose pointed out. “No way.  I always beat you on SAT verbal.  You 

remember?  I've never heard ecomanity.”   

     “Not again, Rose.  Are you still talking about SAT scores?  What’s more important, in my 

opinion, is that I’m working now and you’re not.” 

     “You’re working?  Ever since you graduated from college, you’ve been working for Dad and 

now you succeeded him.  This is called nepotism, if you’ve ever heard the word.”     
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     “Stop that,” Miriam said.  The truth is, I’ve been thinking about animal rights and the cruelty in 

raising animals.  For what?  Only for us to consume 50 billion burgers a year?  What about other 

things?  I admit that I’ve never done anything about it except that I volunteer here and there at the 

ASPCA at my convenience, which is really nothing.  I’ve never had a chance to think deeply about 

it.  I don’t mean to blame Herbert, but you know he wasn’t into that sort of thing at all. And now 

that I’m finally free to think and do anything I want, I decided to change the way I do things.  From 

now on, I am doing things in the way I like and believe.”  

     “Your mom is right.  And one day she recruited me to join and learn together how to cook 

vegetarian food.  And I agreed to it.  That’s how our crusade began,” Carla said.   

     “That’s what we should be doing.  I’d do that if—and I think it’s a long shot—Carol should ever 

agree to it.  I don’t have to eat meat; I’m basically fine with anything as long as I can have 

something on the table.  In my household, that’s the problem.  You know, Carol enjoys nights out 

with her friends and comes back late, forgetting my dinner,” said Ben. 

     “So what do you eat?” Rose asked. 

     “Simple.  I walk over to Townfood.  They’re open till one in the morning and the supermarket is 

usually empty at that time, and they serve any leftover food to me.  It’s convenient.  I don’t have to 

pay, plus the store people are friendly.  I’m a regular.  They know me.  So, I sit down with them 

sometimes till they close the store.  It’s relaxing talking to young people, joking around.  Often I 

give them legal advice, too.  Kind of home away from home, you understand.” 

     “What does Carol say about that?” Miriam asked. 

     “She’s all right with it.  She likes it since I'm taken care of.  She even asks me to bring back the 

leftover food from the store for her breakfast.  By the time I get home, she’s in bed anyway.  Carol 

is happy about the whole arrangement—she doesn’t have to cook.” 

     “That doesn’t sound right.  How is your relationship—you know, well, other things?” Rose 

asked.   
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     “Rose, it’s not a nice thing to ask.  Everybody’s got his own way, you know.  Look at yourself,” 

Miriam said. 

     Matthew interjected, seeing his wife was under attack. “Speaking of animal rights and 

everything, maybe it’s time, you know . . .” 

     “Oh, Matthew, you're sweet.  Jason, you must go get it,” said Rose. 

     It took thirty minutes for Jason to join them again in the park.  He came back with a large box 

with a red ribbon on it.  He handled the solid and heavy box carefully, placing it on one of the 

tables. The children tried to touch and peep inside, giggling around the box.   

     “Guys, don’t.  Don’t touch.  Be careful and gentle, please.  So, are you all ready, everybody?” 

     Responding to Jason’s cue, everybody sang “Happy Birthday.”  A nice thing about New York 

was that strangers could be friendly.  Three other groups of strangers joined, repeating the song 

many times.  Each time the sound became louder and louder, attracting even more singers and a 

larger audience around the Days.  By the time they finally finished singing, there were about 100 

like-minded New Yorkers celebrating Miriam’s seventieth birthday. 

     “Wow, thank you, thank you, thank you everybody.  Please join this happy occasion of my 

mother’s birthday.  By the way, everybody, my mother, right here, her name is Miriam.  Now are 

you ready, Mom?” Jason orchestrated. 

     “Happy birthday, Miriam!” 

     Miriam, in the center of the large group of free-spirited folks, kissed her children and 

grandchildren and thanked the crowd, winking to Carla.   

     “Open!  Open!  Open!  Open!” chanted the crowd. 

     “Thank you.  Oh, my, what is this?  This is the biggest birthday gift I’ve ever received in my 

whole life.” 
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     Miriam untied the ribbon and opened the top lid of the box and took a peek inside.  The box was 

still.  Miriam stepped back and looked at Jason and then Rose.  The crowd remained quiet.  

Suddenly the box started to wobble violently till it toppled over onto the ground.  Out came a dog.  

The crowd again cheered loudly.   

     “Happy birthday, Miriam!” 

     The dog was a medium-sized mutt without any slight identifiable pedigree traits.  It was the type 

of dog that nobody could visualize what its parents looked like.  Its hair was brown with white and 

gray shaggy and dull streaks, and it had skinny legs that were rather long in proportion to its overall 

size.  Shoulder bones protruded, and its angular body made its eyes look disproportionally large.  It 

lacked that famous look that made people coo and bonded dogs and humans immediately.  Instead, 

this dog looked up at Miriam and its surroundings as if they were just yet another person and yet 

another situation to which it must adapt.  Still the dog didn't show that it was scared.  Rather, it 

showed a sense of pride and intensity as if it were a warrior, a survivor, a prizefighter.   

     With Miriam stunned and looking disturbed in the middle of the circle, the cheerful scream of 

“Happy birthday!” quickly disappeared.  One by one, onlookers started to leave.   

     “You promised a little dog with white fluffy hair . . .” one of the grandchildren whined. 

     “He’s a little scared.  Give him time.  Look, he’s nice and calm,” Jen, sensing the tension, 

cheerfully commented.   

     “I like his tail.  How cute it is!  He’s got a nice personality,” said Ben. 

     “What tail?  What personality?” 

     The kids stared at the dog with disgust.   

     “Don’t say that,” Miriam said. “He’s nice. Thank you, everybody.  I like the present.  How nice 

of you to celebrate my birthday with this beautiful present.  It is truly the best present I’ve ever 

received, really the best.” 

     “I’m glad Mom likes the dog.  Isn't it a nice dog?”   

!22



     Finishing the sentence, Rose tried to pick up the dog, only to have it growl.  As Rose retreated, 

Miriam extended her fingers close to its nose and it cautiously sniffed her fingers.   

     “Thank you.  It’s really beautiful.  But I’m sorry.  I can’t live with a dog now.  I have to be 

honest.  Sorry, doggy, it’s not you, necessarily.  Just that I don’t intend to live with any dog, any 

person for that matter, now at this time.  It must go back to where it came from.”    

     “Oh no, Mom, it can’t.  The dog has to stay.  You must take it.”  Rose’s tone was confrontational.  

     “I must live with him?  How can you decide what I can and cannot do?  It is a nice dog, but I at 

this moment do not intend to live with another being that needs my full devotion.  I’ve just gone 

through that, if you remember.” 

     Miriam held back her anger.  Nevertheless, it was clear she was fuming inside.  Jason 

deliberately cleared his throat, glancing and grinning at Rose, who was lost for words and quiet.  

     “Well, in that case, we can’t force Mom to take the dog.  Mom is entitled to choose how to live 

her life.  Rightfully so.  I guess the dog has to go back.  Well, Rose can keep the dog another day or 

two till one of us takes it back to the pound,” Jason said. 

     “Why at my place?” 

     The mood of the party quickly turned somber and the remaining onlookers, feeling awkward, 

hurried to leave the scene.  During these exchanges, Miriam’s five grandchildren, despite their 

initial disappointment at finding an unattractive dog, surrounded it and got acquainted.  One of the 

children overheard the adult conversation and pleaded with Jen, “Can he stay with us, not with Aunt 

Rose?  For another week, Mom?  It’s not fair because we didn’t have a chance to play with him.  

Please, Mom.” 

     Jen, not knowing what to say, signaled to Jason for help. 

     “Not really.  The dog stays with Aunt Rose.  If you want to play with the dog, you can visit Aunt 

Rose.  Who knows? Aunt Rose might fall in love with the dog and she might decide to keep it 

because it’s the right thing to do, to adopt an abandoned dog.  Right, Rose?” 
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     Rose was about to explode, although she suppressed an outburst. 

     “The dog isn’t going to Rose’s, it’s coming to my place.  It’s a beauty.  I was in another world, 

overwhelmed, I guess.  I’ll keep the dog, of course.  You don’t have to come and help me every day, 

either.  Seriously, I don’t want you to come every day, no offense.  Carla and I can manage.  Right, 

Carla?  Very nice of you.  I’m not joking, I love the dog,” said Miriam. 

    Miriam and two of the grandchildren sat in the back seat of the car as Jason drove. Carla was in 

the passenger’s seat.  The dog sat on Miriam’s lap licking the child’s fingers without stopping.   

     “Feels good, Grandma.” 

     “I’m glad that it's your fingers, not mine.” 

     “Do you want to feel it?” 

     “That’s all right, sweetheart.  I’ll pass on that.  Leave it the way it is.  It seems content with what 

it is doing now anyway.  I don’t want to disturb the dog.” 

     Carla looked at Miriam through the vanity mirror and the two exchanged cynical smiles with 

Miriam mouthing, “I can’t believe this.”
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Chapter 4 

Like a Lion  

     At night, Miriam sat on her favorite couch, facing the long granite vanity table.  The apartment 

was located near East End Avenue.  Its elegant living room, dining room, library, even her bedroom 

didn't give Miriam homey comfort.  It was her bathroom where she felt most at ease.  She had spent 

a great part of her life in this cozy private section, sometimes inviting Carla to join her for a sisterly 

talk. 

     It took thirteen years of hard work for Herbert to fulfill his dream of owning this Upper East 

Side apartment.  Commuting to a Manhattan textile company from Hoboken, Herbert, an ambitious, 

entrepreneurial-minded dealmaker, one day hit the jackpot when his boss, the owner of the 

company, decided to sell the uniform division to Herbert, a trusted worker—a disciple, so to speak.  

This pushed Herbert one step closer to the magnate status he aspired to.  Moving his stunning wife 

and two young children into this luxury duplex condo showed how his destiny was steadily shaping 

up.  Then Herbert brought Carla in to help Miriam raise two children and manage daily chores.  For 

another ten years, according to Miriam’s keen intuition, Herbert stayed loyal.  

     Herbert had been charming, charming enough to steal Miriam’s heart.  That was in 1963.  

Miriam, after the failed elopement with Henry, came to New York City by herself and attended a 

vocational school to get a secretarial job.  She was terrible at it, though she somehow managed to 

land a part-time position at the textile company where Herbert worked.  That was how they met.   

 Her story before coming to New York was more painful.  The accident that killed Henry on 

the night they intended to elope was a freak twist of fate.  Henry was a fighter, a principled man, 

standing up for the rights of animals that were treated cruelly at the large farm.  To Henry, for pigs 

to be born and raised only to be slaughtered for human consumption was not justifiable.  He was a 

kind man, but narrow-minded Oklahomans viewed him as a nonconformist, a social misfit.  That 

fateful night, he protested for the last time in front of the newly built large-scale animal farm.  
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Henry called it a hog extermination house.  With a megaphone, bought at the local flea market, 

connected to a small no-frills amplifier and a hand-written banner tied to a tall aluminum pole, he 

was pleading, asking, and preaching when lightning hit the pole.  It was instant.  Henry was 

electrocuted to death.  Miriam was not informed until the kind female officer who took her home on 

that night finally spoke of the tragedy.  So, for Miriam, coming to New York was partly to pay 

homage to Henry.  Once there, Miriam naturally loved the city, despite not being good at the 

secretarial skills she was trying to learn.  

     Then Herbert came into her life when Miriam made a grave clerical mistake.  He calmed down 

the owner, did and said whatever he could to smooth over the mess.  The specifics of what he did, 

Miriam didn’t know.  In the end, they fell in love and married.  Meanwhile, Miriam’s intended 

associate degree was, in the course of things, forgotten. 

     That sweet rescue episode by a young Herbert was a history to Miriam.  Herbert remained a 

prince, dedicated exclusively to Miriam until their two children became teenagers.  Then things 

changed.  There had been a few ladies before finally Ms. Schmidt, his secretary, managed to keep a 

tight rein on him.   

     Ms. Schmidt, unlike Miriam, was a plain-looking lady on the pudgy side.  But she was a capable 

secretary with a completed associate degree.  In fact, she was an alumnus of the same secretary 

school that Miriam had attended; she graduated a decade after Miriam left without a degree.  What 

an irony, she always thought.   

     That’s how Miriam came to build her own sanctuary in her bathroom.  Herbert didn’t care to 

come in, since he had nothing to do with that girly wonderland she created.  However, he happily 

paid for all the furniture, dresses, and other accessories for her.  This generous 400-square-feet 

deluxe corner that Miriam designed was an oasis to her, equipped with every gadget that made her 

feel at home, from a top-of-the-line Cuisinart coffeemaker to her favorite sixteenth-century-inspired 

cabriole sofa.  This was where she came to keep her sanity.  She watched movies, tried on new 
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dresses, read, and even tried writing a mystery novel, with a dream of someday becoming an author.  

But the one thing Miriam loved to do most there was to reminisce about Henry.  With Henry beside 

her in spirit, she felt most loved and merry.   

          

     It was Miriam and the dog’s second night together.  They were seated together side by side on 

the sofa that Miriam cherished.  She was watching a new sci-fi flick on her high-definition laptop.  

She was prepped well with a quick sandwich, composed mostly of lettuce and cucumber, beefed up 

with thick lemon-tinged sesame butter—the type that required a wet towel to eat with.  The phone 

rang and Miriam paused the screen and walked out of the vanity area into her bedroom.   

     “Hello?  Oh, Rose.  Hiya.” 

     “Hi, Mom.  Did you call me?” 

     “Did I?  Oh yes, yes, I did.  I just wanted to thank you for the party and the present.  I am sorry 

for what I said.  I like the present.  It’s special.  I really mean it.” 

      “You’re welcome, Mom.  I’m glad you like it.  To be honest, Jason was against getting a dog 

without asking you first, let alone an abandoned dog.  But I insisted.  I knew it was a good idea.  

I’m really glad things are working out great between you and the dog.  How is the dog really 

doing?” 

     Miriam rolled her eyes, shaking her head.   

     “I knew it was your idea.  You’re the brilliant one.  Well, the dog is doing all right.  We were just 

watching a movie together.  Doesn’t bother me or anything.  Seems okay.” 

     As she talked to Rose, Miriam peeked into the bathroom.  Although partially blocked, the view 

of the room and her sofa was clear in the mirror.  The sesame butter spread on the sofa was mostly 

gone, with some pieces of lettuce and tomato on the floor.  The fabric of her favorite sofa was 

covered with a greasy wet stain that the dog was still licking.  It was too late, and there was nothing 

left to do.  So, instead of rushing to the crime scene, she stayed on the line.  She knew she had a big 
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mess to clean up and it finally meant the death of her dear sofa.  The dog was having a whale of a 

time with her sandwich.  Miriam grabbed a banana-shaped plastic squeezy toy and threw it to the 

dog, which he ignored.   

     “Hey, Dog.  Here.  Look.  Play with that.” 

     “What?” 

     “No, nothing, I've just given a toy to the dog.” 

     “Playing fetch?  You’re really getting along well.  You must be having fun.” 

     The dog took no notice of the toy and kept licking until loud New York sirens were heard.  The 

dog immediately reacted to the noise, abandoned the crime scene, jumped off the sofa, and ran out 

of the bathroom to the bedroom window, barking incessantly and crazily.  The commotion was so 

insane that Miriam couldn’t hear anything.   

     “Mom, Mom . . . are you all right?” 

     “What?  what did you say?  I can hardly hear you.  I can’t hear anything, you know.” 

     “…………” 

     “You know what, Rose?  I have to go, if you’re still there.  I’ll call you when things settle here.  I 

love you.  So long.”  

     The next day, Jen was unpacking a large shopping bag in the kitchen, showing Carla and Miriam 

new toys and treats and other goodies for the dog.  While the three talked, the dog wandered into 

the living room and picked up his leg against the coffee table.  At the sound of precipitation, the 

adults immediately rushed to the scene.   

     “Bad dog!” said Jen, trying to discipline the dog.  “Don’t worry, Mom.  He’s learning.  It’s a 

process, but he’ll quickly learn not to do this if we show him what’s expected.  My father told me 

that every dog would eventually see you as the alpha.” 
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     “How?  It’s an old dog.  We can’t teach an old dog, as you know well, Jen.  You are sleeping 

with a living proof of that.  Look at the damage it’s done,” said Carla.   

     “This is it.  It isn’t working.  Jen, sorry.  It’s not your fault.  I know the real culprit.  But in terms 

of this, Jason was right.  I tried.  I tried to live with him, but you have to know my limitations.  I 

thank you all for your kind intention and even the present itself.  I sincerely believe it’s sweet.  But 

no more.  This is it.  The dog’s got to go.  I’m sorry,” Miriam was stern.   

     “Well, Mom, I understand your frustration.  But I'm afraid this dog can't go back to where he 

was.” 

     “What do you mean?  Can’t the dog simply become an abandoned dog again and be admitted to 

the shelter?  What do you mean he can’t go back?”   

     “Yes, you’re right; he can be admitted.  But, if he goes back, he’ll be euthanized, possibly within 

a day.” 

     “What?  Why?” 

     “He was actually . . . on the day we picked him up at the shelter, he was about to be put to sleep.  

He was one of those dogs that nobody wanted to adopt, and he had been there for too long.  Rose 

thought there was a point in adopting specifically this dog for you.  We also thought there was 

something sad about the dog and you could give him another chance.  You could give him a nice 

home, which he apparently had never had.  The dog was meant to be a gift for you, but at the same 

time, we thought you could give him a gift.” 

     There was silence.  Carla glanced at Miriam, who stayed quiet.  Jen and Carla stood idly waiting 

for the verdict.  Miriam sighed.   

     “Don’t do this to me.  You won.  Once again, I apologize for what I said.  Please ignore what 

happened today, Jen.  But I really do need help in order for me to make it work.” 
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     Dr. Weichevski’s office facing Second Avenue reminded Miriam and Carla of a law office on 

Park Avenue.  An examination table was placed in the middle of the room, which was decorated 

mostly with mahogany.  Any trace of stainless steel was carefully hidden behind the room’s built-in 

furniture.  When Miriam and Carla dragged the dog into the room, the vet was seated behind a large 

executive desk.  He was not wearing a lab coat.  Rather, he looked like a model right out of 

Neiman’s Christmas catalogue.     

     “Is this real?  I hope the dog doesn’t urinate,” Miriam whispered to Carla.   

     “Must have happened before.  Don’t worry.  They’ll understand; they should.  It's still just a vet's 

office.  By the way, did you find out how much they charge?  Maybe it’s not too late.” 

     “A vet is a vet is a vet.  How much more can they charge?  I think it’s okay.”     

     “As long as you say so.  It’s not me.”  

     Two young female assistants helped Miriam and Carla control the dog.  Finally, on the 

examination table, which had a bed with quilted pillowtop, the dog felt at home when he discovered 

the fingers of one of the women.  The dog licked, licked, and licked.   

     “I’m sorry.  You mind?” Miriam asked. 

     “No.  It’s okay.  He’s good,” she said. 

     After examining the dog for a while, the vet started, “I would say he is about five years old.  He 

doesn’t look it, I know.  He looks more like ten or eleven.  That’s because apparently he’s lived 

under harsh conditions.” 

     “Would you say he was abused?” 

      “Strong chance in one way or another.  Look at his teeth.  They’re malformed.  Some are 

missing.  He could have been locked up and chewed the metal cage day in and day out, I’ve seen 

these before.” 

     “Well . . .” 
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     “Do you have any concerns about his behavior?  Many of those abused dogs exhibit disturbing 

behavior, which is not their fault and, of course, we can work to correct it.” 

     “Even an old dog like mine can change?” 

     “Well, he’s not old, first of all.  And yes, he can change.  That’s what we mostly do, help 

wounded dogs and people to heal together.  We work with experienced therapists.” 

     “What exactly do you do?”   

     “We provide those dogs opportunities to re-learn how to trust people.  Our therapists will play 

with them, teach basic skills, correct their bad habits, and help the dogs and the owners establish 

loving relationships.  Certainly, the owner of the dog has to play a big part in this process.” 

     “What do you mean by a ‘big part of the process?’” Miriam asked.  

     “Mrs. Day, it’s better if you come together.  It’s up to you.  If you want to have a nurturing 

relationship with your dog, I would say at least five days a week at the beginning stage for the 

morning session.  And if you’d like, you can attend the afternoon session, too.” 

     “Well, that sounds so involved.  The truth is that I can’t chaperone every day.” 

     “In that case, don’t you worry about that.  On the days you can’t attend, we have a pickup and 

drop-off service.  Just give us a call in advance.” 

     “I see.  I like the idea.  But it’s certainly not cheap, I can imagine.” 

     “I’ve got to admit, no, it is not cheap.  But what you get out of it is more than you pay for.  I 

guarantee that you’ll establish a wholesome relationship with your partner and you’ll be satisfied.  

Oh, also, I forgot to mention a portion of it is covered by insurance.  Again, the result is rewarding.” 

     “Insurance?  Are you talking about insurance for dogs?” Carla jumped in. 

     “Yes, insurance for dogs.  None of the shelter staff mentioned that to you?” 

     “Ah, I was not the one who picked up the dog, as I told you.  This is a gift from my children.” 
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     “That’s right.  Anyway, you should look into it.  I strongly recommend that you buy an insurance 

policy for him.  There are several types.  You should check the coverages and options for each.  

Medical bills for dogs can get expensive.”   

     “Everything is money.  I never heard of therapy for dogs or dog insurance in Oklahoma back in 

the sixties.  Owning dogs was free.  Nowadays a dog costs so much more.  Well, Doctor, thank you.  

This was very informative, but I have to think about it.  I’m sure I’ll see you soon.” 

     As Miriam and Carla were about to leave the room with the dog, the vet stopped them. 

     “By the way, Mrs. Day, what do you call him?” 

     “What?” 

     “What is his name?” 

     “Oh, that.” 

     “You should name him if you haven’t done so yet.  It’s important for a dog to be treated special.  

The first thing to do is to name the dog.  Also, about his urination problem, I recommend that you 

get a dog walker, especially at night and at the early morning hour.  You don’t want your dog to go 

on your rug, do you?  And remember, name him.  It doesn’t cost a cent for that.” 

     “You’re right.  We’ve been calling him ‘Dog’ or ‘It.’  That makes sense.  I will work on that 

today, and a dog walker.  Thank you, Doctor.”  

Later in the Evening 

     The only son of a privileged family living in this Upper East Side condo building, Nathan was a 

polite and respectful sixteen-year-old.  At this stage of his life, he was trying to improve his 

academic resume while studying hard to ace the SAT.  Well-built and handsome, he was mature 

enough to pass as a graduating senior at a college.  Standing at Miriam’s front door, he presented 

her with a plate of apple pie.   
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     “Good evening, Mrs. Day, this is from Mom.  No butter, eggs, or milk, nothing other than apples 

and flour, organic.  No sugar, of course. Mom wanted me to tell you.” 

     “Lovely.  That’s very nice of Harriet.  I always liked your mom’s apple pie.  But that’s when I 

was eating everything.  I didn’t know she could bake an apple pie without sugar.  You’re lucky to 

have a talented mother like her.” 

     “I guess you’re right.  My mom is talented, but so are you, I heard.  The other day, Uncle Jason 

told me about your delicious platters of vegetarian food.” 

     “Tell Harriet we should exchange recipes one day.” 

     As Miriam invited him in and walked through the narrow hallway leading to the kitchen and the 

living room, Nathan examined the photos on the wall.   

     “I remember this, Mrs. Day,” he said, pointing at the photo of the two families on a yacht. “I was 

six or seven at that time.” 

     “Yes, this is you, Nathan. You see this little boy?  We went sailing together.  Didn’t Jason teach 

you how to tie nautical knots that day?  I remember you were quick to learn even then.” 

     As they were two sociably capable adults, it took quite a while for them to proceed a short 

distance; they never lacked interesting topics to talk about.  When they entered the kitchen, the dog,  

which had been sleeping on the floor, jumped up and started humping Nathan’s leg.    

     “My goodness.  I’m sorry, Nathan.  I need a calmer dog, to tell you the truth.” 

     “Oh, no problem.  So this is it.  This guy is the famous one everybody in the building is talking 

about.  He’s cute.” 

     “Come on, Nathan.  I don’t mind you being honest.  I can imagine what they are talking about.  

What do they really say?” 

     Nathan got down close to the dog and rubbed its neck.  The dog rolled over on its back, exposing 

his stomach to let Nathan massage all over his body, totally in ecstasy. 

     “Look at this.  He calmed down.  I’ve never seen him roll over like this.” 

!33



     “He’s a nice fellow.  Very friendly, Mrs. Day.  When a dog rolls over exposing his stomach like 

this, you know he trusts you.” 

     “That’s good news because practically everybody tells me that abandoned dogs won’t trust 

people and that’s one of the major reasons they have behavioral problems.  So, do you think you 

can take the job?” 

     “Sure. Twice a day—once at midnight and once at six in the morning.  Did I get the schedule 

right?  I’m awake at those times.” 

     “Super.  I want to make sure it doesn’t interrupt your study schedule.” 

     “No, not at all.  It’s good to go out sometimes while I study to get fresh air.  In fact, taking him 

out to walk may help my SAT score.” 

     “How is that going?” Miriam filled two glasses with dark-green liquid and served one to Nathan. 

“Here, why don’t you have a seat?”   

     Miriam sat down on the couch first.  Nathan hesitated. “It isn’t kale juice, is it?  I don’t do well 

with it.” 

     “Just think, it helps your studies.  You will probably ace the SAT and be accepted to Harvard.  I 

heard you’re interested in following in your father’s footsteps.  Go ahead, in one shot.” 

     Nathan, clenching his hand, finished the glass.   

     “Good.  So, here is the key to the apartment.  I made an extra set for you.  I trust you.  I may not 

be awake sometimes.  If I don’t answer the door, just come in and take the dog out.  And when you 

come back from the walk, take a glass of kale juice.  I’ll make sure I leave the glass on the kitchen 

table twice a day.” 

     “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Day.  I’m not sure about the juice part, but I’ll try.” 

     “No, not just try.  Take it.  Make it a business.” Miriam charmingly winked at Nathan.   

     “By the way, what should I call him?” 

     Miriam looked at Nathan blankly. 
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     “You haven’t introduced him to me.” 

     “Gosh, I forgot.  That’s exactly what I wanted to ask you today.  Do you have a moment now?  I 

want you to help me name the dog.” 

     “Sure.  But it’s surprising that you’ve managed to live with him for a week without naming him.  

What have you been calling him?” 

     “Well, it never occurred to me until the vet told me to name him.  I didn't see any problems.  But 

now I know I’d better.  Identity and self-respect and the whole bit.” 

     Nathan took out his phone.  “Dog names,” he mumbled. 

     “It doesn’t have to be a dog name.  I mean, if there is such distinction.” 

     Observing Nathan tapping on his phone, Miriam took out her tablet. 

     “Should’ve known.  I could search myself.  Anyway, now that I’ve got you here, I need your 

input since you’re the brain.  I know you are well read, what with Roman and Greek and the 

classics.  Let’s see.  Do you see anything interesting?” 

     “I don’t know what kind you’re looking for.  Anything particular?” 

     “Well, it’s hard to say.” 

     “How about a love theme?  Or, strength, loyalty . . . are you interested in biblical names?  You 

pick.” 

     Placing the tablet on the table, Miriam looked at the dog sleeping on the floor.   

     “Why not give him the name of a great king of the past?” 

     “Like Alex or Henry.  Louis is one.  I guess you don’t want George.” 

     “Oh no, certainly not George.  There is a bad ring to it.  And I’d be embarrassed to call him 

Louis.  Please stay away from French names for him.  Nothing fancy.  It doesn’t fit.” 

     “In that case, would you like a name of one of the characters from The Lion King?” 

     “Right.  I like that.  But he’s no lion—this dog is more like an oversized rat.” 
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     “Mrs. Day, you shouldn't say that about him.  He’s a nice fella.  But I like the idea.  I watched 

the movie over and over again when I was a kid.” 

     “Wait, Nathan.  You hit the jackpot.  That’s it.  Is there anything that means like a lion?  Lion, or 

like a lion.  Like a lion is better because he isn’t one.  Anything?” 

     “Hold on.  Yes, I see something is happening.  Come on, come on, come on.  Here you go.  I 

typed ‘boy names like a lion’ and got Dillon.  It means the king of the jungle.”   

     “One L or two Ls?  Not that it matters, but . . .” 

     “Two Ls.  D, I, L, L, O, N.”   

     “Yes, that’s it.  Dillon, the king of the jungle, the strong one and the righteous one.  Dillon, 

Dillon.  I like that.  Well, I guess he’s got to get used to it.”   

     Miriam and Nathan congratulated each other with a high-five.   
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Chapter 5 

About Dillon 

     The shoppers at Happy Pooch, a no-frills pet store on Lexington, were mostly snobs.  Miriam 

noticed that those snooty dog owners often preferred poodles that were temperamental in diva-like 

ways.  Those snobby dogs were just like their owners.  Among themselves, the masters greeted each 

other in phony high-pitched voices, praising one another’s dogs.  Every dog had a story or two for 

the owner to brag about.  A unique origin, finicky eating habits, dependency on its owner, smart 

tricks, and so on.  The size seemed to be important, too.  And people complimented other owners’ 

dogs with a cookie-cutter language.   

     Come on, do they really believe another person’s dog is better, cuter, smarter than theirs?  

Miriam thought.   

     Miriam and Dillon, now frequent visitors, didn’t receive any of the flattering comments that 

floated about the store.  Because the two were physically mismatched, people didn’t know how and 

where to start in order to understand their story.  How did this elegant Upper East Side belle end up 

with this rat-like mutt?  Miriam was smart enough to read people’s minds.  Meanwhile, she wasn’t 

the type to make spurious small talk.  She had gone through that stage of her life.  At this point, “no 

thank you” was what she thought.   

     “Excuse us, please,” Miriam said to customers who blocked the narrow aisle.  Both sides of the 

aisle were covered with small merchandise from the floor to the ceiling.  With Dillon in her arm, 

Miriam piled up her shopping basket and proceeded to the cashier.   

     Glancing at Dillon, a young cashier extended her hand to him, making cooing noises.   

     “What’s his name?” she asked, scratching Dillon’s neck.   

     “Dillon.  Like a lion, the king of the jungle.  The righteous one that protects the weak.” 
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     “Wow, that is a noble name.  Dillon.  I like that.  Hi, Dillon.”  

     She was friendly.  Dillon wriggled out of Miriam’s arms onto the counter, found a spot to rest 

himself on, and let the young lady massage his neck.   

     “Hey, Dillon.  You love it, don’t you?  You’re beautiful.  King of the Jungle, I can see.” 

     Miriam looked at the name tag attached to the lady’s T-shirt. 

     “Your name is Kate, right?  He has a certain spirit, doesn’t he?  Sad, though.  Something about 

him.” 

     “Is he from the pound?” 

     “Yes.  He is a present from my children for my seventieth birthday.” 

     “Nice.  That's a great idea.  I can tell he’s from the pound just looking at him.  Well, Dillon, 

you’re the luckiest doggy in the world.  You’ll be okay now.  Look what Mommy got for you.”   

     Kate helped Miriam unload the merchandise onto the counter.   

     “These are great.  Wow, Mommy got you a Mets baseball cap.” 

     Kate crouched under the counter searching for something.   

     “We had something perfect for him.  It’s a crown.  Gosh, I’m sure I saw it the other day here.  I 

want to give that to you, Dillon.  Someone must’ve moved it.”   

     “That’s all right.  Next time.” 

     “Wait.  I’m sure we still have it somewhere.  Do you plan to come back here?  I’ll keep it if I 

find it.  It’ll be a present for Dillon from me.” 

     “Thank you.  You’re the only person in all of New York City who’s said something nice about 

him so far.” 

     “No . . . I know how people are.  I think Dillon is special.  Have you tried a dog run in Carl 

Schurz?  People there are real dog people.  I’m sure you and Dillon will enjoy it.  By the way, I’ve 

seen you a few times here.  Have you signed up as a member?  If not, I can make a membership 

card for you.  Do we have your name?” 
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     “Yes, I have a membership card.  Miriam.  Miriam Day.  I live not too far from here.  Nice to 

meet you, Kate.  Thank you.” 

     “Thank YOU.  It’s a pleasure to meet you both.  So, you’ll come by again, right?” 

     “Oh, sure.  These days, the only one I shop for is Dillon.  I’m sure I’ll come back in a few days.” 

     “That’s great.  Please come by anytime.  I’ll find the crown and keep it right here.  That’ll look 

perfect on him.” 

     “All right.  Oh, I almost forgot.  Do you know anything about dog insurance?” 

     “Sure.  Here are some pamphlets on different policies offered by several companies.  Basically, 

they’re all similar.  It’s good to have Dillon covered, ’cause medical bills for dogs can get really 

expensive.  I make sure my dog is covered.  My brother had a dog without insurance and it had a 

tumor.  In the end, my brother had to put him to sleep because he couldn’t afford the expensive 

treatment he was offered.” 

     Kate picked a few pamphlets and put them in the shopping bag.   

     “I selected the ones that are good.  They’re all here.  Please take a look at them and once you 

find the one you like, you can sign up online.  Or I can set that up here for you.  In either case, it’s 

easy: one, two, three.   I work here weekdays, eleven to seven except Wednesdays.  You mostly 

come in the afternoon, right?” 

     “Yes.  That’s good.  I’ll check into it and maybe stop by tomorrow.  Thanks.” 

     At lunchtime, men sat along the side streets and avenues looking at ladies who passed by,  

commenting and wooing.  Engaged in this activity, men of all kinds were united in comradeship.  

This was an acceptable behavior in New York, and Miriam also thought it was a part of the culture.  

After living in the city for half a century, she embraced certain things about it.  

     Meanwhile, Miriam had never been passed over in this contest.  To her, it was a test that proved 

she was still pretty enough.  In fact, she was still, at her age, a heavyweight contestant. She 
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particularly liked summer since she enjoyed flaunting her legs with model-like knees.  Her legs 

could still cope with the challenge of being bare when she wore a miniskirts with high heels.  Every 

summer, Miriam bombarded the neighborhood with her treasured collection of minidresses, and she 

enjoyed every moment of doing that.  Over the years she had collected dresses, shirts, accessories, 

cigarette pants, and four- or five-inch heels.  They were timeless pieces.  Some she kept in mint 

condition and had been wearing for the past decades.  Among her dress collection, halter and 

strapless dresses were her favorites.  They were always faithful to Miriam and showed off her small, 

sexy shoulders. 

     That day, as usual, she was in her Florida-inspired minidress.  Her clavicles and her yoga-trained 

tight, thin arms were exposed and as sexy as those of photoshopped models on the cover of 

magazines.  Miriam shared her fashion talent with Dillon, too.  Dillon was dressed in a T-shirt.  On 

the back, the word, “COMMANDER” was embroidered in gold.  His collar band was studded with 

crystal stars and from the ring of the collar, a flashy blue, red, and white leash was spangled.  With 

his non-pedigree features, yet clad in high fashion, following the walking grace, Dillon drew 

attention.  Many smiled at them as they proudly passed through.   

     “You see, I’m proud of you,” Miriam whispered to Dillon.   

     As they reached the corner of 86th and Third, Miriam noticed a man talking to himself.  

Seemingly homeless, he babbled and urinated, aiming at the gutter.  People avoided getting near 

him, creating a large circle around him.  A police officer came and talked to the homeless man. 

     “You can’t urinate here, sir.  Where do you live?” 

     “I ain’t living nowhere.” 

     “Come on.  Where did you get up this morning?  Do you remember which street you live on?” 

     “She didn’t wake up this morn.  Didn’t wake up.” 

     “She didn’t?  Who is she?  Where were you last night?” 

     “Told ya.  She’s no good.” 
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     The homeless man aggressively grabbed the police officer.  The police officer, alarmed, tried to 

restrain the man. 

     “She ain’t good,” the man screamed.   

     Another police officer joined, and the two officers suppressed the homeless man, now agitated 

and yelling, on the ground.  They pried his face to the slimy gutter.   

     “She’s stuck in the toilet with her shit.  Told you, Officer.  Go check.  Didn’t wake up.”   

     Miriam stood away from the scene, pulling Dillon, who didn’t move.  With his eyes fixed on the 

center of the circle, he started.  He barked and barked at the police officers, pulling Miriam toward 

the center of the circle, out of the crowd.  Miriam tried to pick him up, but it was too late.  She lost 

hold of the leash, and Dillon ran to the officers.     

     “Gosh, Dillon. Dillon, come back.” 

     By the time Miriam located him, he, too had become one of the main subjects in the middle of 

the scene.  He confronted the police officers as if to challenge their authority, barking, roaring, and 

howling.  Miriam stepped out of the crowd to the very front of the circle of onlookers, but there was 

nothing she could do to stop Dillon. 

     “Shit.  Get away, mutt,” the police officer said.   

     His face became red after having had trouble handling the homeless man.  The other officer 

reached for his side, taking out a taser gun.  At that moment, a young girl of about ten suddenly 

jumped out of the crowd and ran toward Dillon.  She picked him up and ran back into the crowd.  

The girl’s mother grabbed her tight.  Calmed down in the arms of the little girl, Dillon rested, 

crushed between the girl and her mother, which he seemed to enjoy.  Stunned at what had just 

happened, Miriam approached them.  

     “Excuse me,” said Miriam. 

     The mother, holding the child tight, looked at Miriam, her eyes focused.  Miriam knew the lady 

was waiting for her to apologize.   
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     Miriam stood awkwardly. 

     “Pardon me,” the mother said. 

     “My name is Day.  Miriam Day.  Thank you.  I don’t know what to say.  He’s my dog.  Your 

daughter has just saved my dog.” 

     “I know.  I can’t believe you let the dog go wild just like that.” 

     “I’m sorry.  I’m very sorry for what has just happened.  I didn’t . . . I lost hold of the leash.” 

     By that time, a new circle of onlookers had been formed around the mother, the daughter, 

Miriam, and Dillon.  The attention of the crowd had shifted from the homeless man to Miriam.  

Everybody observed her squirming, crushed and humiliated by this righteous mother.   

     “Have you ever heard the word responsibility?  I can’t believe how . . .” 

     “What’s his name?”   

     The girl looked up Miriam through her mother’s protective arms. 

     “What did you say?”  Miriam asked, missing what the girl said. 

     “What’s his name?” the girl repeated. 

     “Ah, his name is Dillon.  Dillon, like a lion, dear.” 

     “Does he sleep with you?” 

     “Ye—”  

     “Why don’t you take the dog with you.  And next time, try to be more careful if you can.  Ann, 

give the dog back to this lady.  You don’t want to be mauled, do you, honey?  This dog is 

dangerous.” 

     “You be good, Dillon.  Bye.”   

     The girl kissed Dillon before passing him to Miriam.   

     “Thank you.  I don’t know how to thank your daughter.  And I apologize.  If I may ask where 

you live, I ah . . . should contact you.  I’d like to come to your place and formally apologize 

and . . .” 
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     “Apologize.  It’s unnecessary at this point.  Just be more responsible.  Please, next time if you 

can.  My daughter could have been tasered by the police or killed by your dog.  I don’t expect you 

to visit me.  Just keep your dog inside for our safety, for the good of everybody, will you?” 

     The mother took the daughter by the hand and disappeared.  Curious onlookers also left one by 

one, abandoning Miriam with Dillon.  They finally stood alone in the middle of the street.  The 

police officers and the homeless man were gone, and the busy corner went back to normal.    

     “Such a shrew, ha.  If I got a hand on that bitch, she’d be a mouse.  I never allow my woman to 

speak like that.  You should have . . .” said a nearby hotdog vendor, handling a customer.   

     “No, it’s my fault,” said Miriam. 

     “You should have stuck it to that bitch,” the vendor continued. 

     “She is right.  It was really my fault.  I’ve got to go.  Thank you.  You’re kind.” 

     Miriam, feeling dejected, left the scene.  Along the way home, she felt imaginary eyes following 

her, watching her reaction with mocking whispering.     

     Closing the door behind her, she felt the cool, still air.  The apartment was empty.  What had 

happened just twenty minutes before seemed so unreal.  Yet she was still shaken.  Carla could have 

cheered her up.  But she was away, and Miriam was left alone to deal with it all.  Tired, she sat 

down on a stool in the foyer.  Meanwhile, Dillon remained curled in her arms.  She stroked his 

angular back.   

     “Oh my goodness, you should put on more weight.  I'll cook something special for you today.  

All right?”   

     As she touched his coarse fur, Miriam’s tears trickled down along her cheek onto her hand and 

down to Dillon’s nose.  He seemed to like the taste of it and licked her hands.  There was no sound 

heard except the clicking noise of his tongue and the ticking of a large antique clock, one of the 
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expensive display pieces found throughout the apartment.  Occasionally Dillon looked up at Miriam 

as if to further cement their bonding.   

     Catching him glancing, she said to him, “Come on, don’t feel bad.  You didn’t do anything 

wrong.  You know what?  I’m truly proud of you.  Don’t worry about what the lady said.  I’m all 

right.  Would you like some cookies?  I made nice oatmeal cookies yesterday.  No raisins for you,   

though.  They’ll kill your teeth.”   

     A special cookie jar for Dillon in the shape of a castle was on the kitchen counter.  On top of its 

lid, there stood a knight holding a sword.   

     “You see this man?  He’s a knight.  He’s righteous, noble, and strong.  He’s the one that fights 

the wrong and protects the weak.  You know, Dillon . . . I once was gonna marry a knight in real 

life,” Miriam continued as she put down a plate of cookies on the floor.  “Of course, it didn’t 

happen.  Anyway, something about . . . something about you reminds me of him, the way you stood 

up for the poor man today, the homeless man.  Sometimes I imagine what my life could have been 

like.  Well, it doesn’t matter.  The most important thing is that we have each other now, isn’t it, 

Dillon?” 

     Miriam sat down on the kitchen floor next to him, leaning against the refrigerator while he 

worked on the cookies. 

     “You and me.  We’ve got the whole place to ourselves, you and me . . .” 

  

Later 

     Miriam woke up in the dark, still on the kitchen floor.  The clock on the wall showed it was eight 

thirty at night.  Dillon was also asleep, pushing his body against Miriam’s curled-up torso.  He was 

snuggled so tight to her side, she couldn’t move without disturbing him. 
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     “Oh, boy, I have to go to the bathroom.”   

     Miriam’s instinct, however, told her not to disrupt his peaceful sleep.  So, meanwhile, she 

examined his body.  She could feel his faint snore, which gave out warm air when she put her finger 

close to his nose.  She also felt his whole weight rested on her side.  She touched his head gently.   

     Oh wow, so dainty.  I can feel your skull. 

     Then she touched his nose. 

     I love your dry nose. 

     Then she took his flaccid paw and smelled it.   

     As Dillon raised his head, Miriam said, “I’m sorry.  Did I wake you up?” 
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Chapter 6 

A Trip around the World in 180 Days 

     They passed around a plate of dessert.  This time, Rose and Matthew hosted the family gathering 

and Carla came along to help Rose.  Since they all lived in close vicinity, the Days enjoyed 

spending one of their weekend nights in one another’s company, though at times Miriam felt weary 

about those get-togethers. 

     “Children are good for the most part, but too much is no good . . .” was her familiar line.   

     Tonight, Ben was the star.  The Days were celebrating his excellent job of finalizing Herbert’s 

inheritance filing.  Ben was as good a lawyer as any of the celebrity lawyers in New York, and he 

was a real down-to-earth man.    

     “So, this is it.  Everything went well.” Ben shook hands with Jason.  

     “Hey, man.  You came through for us again.  You’re the best lawyer in town, you know.” 

     “Thanks, Ben,” Rose said, hugging him. 

     “I guess I’m no use here.  At least for the time being, I hope.  Maybe I should excuse myself to 

go on a vacation.” Ben grinned, resting his hands on the little paunch that hid under his gray suit.   

     “By now, you must have a pretty nice sized bank account to buy one of those deserted islands in 

the Pacific,” Matthew said. 

     “I wish.  I’d at least like to buy a small farm in New Jersey.  But Carol doesn’t want to go out 

there.  To a farm?  Are you kidding?  She has a lot of friends here in the city.  She's got many 

engagements, as you know.  Besides, her favorite beauty parlor is two blocks away from us.  She’s 

set—she likes being in the city.  I guess I have to settle for my late-night rendezvous with my 

friends in the supermarket.” 
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     “So, until you can drag your wife to a farm in the boondocks, you’re stuck in the office, listening 

to the problems of modern life,” Miriam said.  “Besides, my son needs you, I’m sure, more than 

Herbert did.  What I’m saying is . . .”  

     “I know what you mean, Miriam.  I’m to stick around for a while.”   

     “That’s right.  Not so fast, my friend.” Miriam winked at him and continued. “You’ve been 

wonderful to us.  I really appreciate what you do.  No joke.”   

     “Come on.  It’s my life working with the Days’ problems.  I’m happy everything worked out 

fine.  Congratulations to you all,” Ben responded. 

     Rose glanced at Jason and Jen with a mischievous smile.   

     “Jen, how about you?  Go ahead, you tell Mom,” Rose instructed.   

     “Sure, do I get the honor?  Mom, you told us in the past you wanted to go on a cruise.  And how 

much you had desired it, but Dad was never interested.  So . . .” 

      Jason took over from Jen. “We got you a pre—” 

     “So, Mom,” Rose interrupted him. “It’s gorgeous, Mom.  Six . . .” 

     “Rose, I thought you wanted Jen to announce the news.  You cut me off as usual,” Jason 

complained. 

     “Jason, don’t interrupt me.  You interrupted Jen anyway,” Rose went on.  “Six months around the 

world, Mom.  You go to South America, Asia, Europe, and Africa and Israel, too.  It's a present from 

us.” 

     Miriam looked surprised but stayed quiet. 

     “One hundred eighty days is nice.  You know, some cruise packages are very hectic.  My uncle 

was on one of those, and I heard it was terrible.  He came home and needed another vacation,” said 

Jen. 

     “Wow, hectic or not, I don’t care.  Am I invited?” Ben joked. 
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     “Ben, Mom needs to be alone on the ship.  Six months is perfect for a romance to blossom, you 

know, before you hate each other.  Mom is a newly available beauty back on the market,” Jason 

said. 

     “Jason, Mom is not interested in another man.” Rose looked incensed.  

     “Oh, relax, Rose,” Jason said.   

     Everybody looked at Miriam and waited for her reaction.  But there was an awkward silence.   

     “Mom, what do you think?” Rose pushed Miriam for an answer. 

     “That’s beautiful.  I don’t know how . . .” 

     “Oh Mom, you don’t need to.  You’ve done much more for us.” Rose was quick to interrupt. 

     “I’m glad you like it,” Jason said. 

     “You know, Mom, Jen and I can help you pack.  And we'll take care of the apartment 

since you'll be gone for six months.  Charlie at the front desk said the office could take care of the 

apartment, with no charge.  So don’t worry.  We’ll do all those things.  No worry.  You just have to 

get up and go.” 

      Rose proudly hugged Miriam, who finally spoke. “I’m thrilled, and thank all of you for this 

wonderful gift.  I really do love the present, but I can’t go on a cruise now.” 

     Everybody froze. 

     “Well, what’s the problem, Mom?” Jason asked.   

     “No, there isn’t any problem per se.  Just that I can’t go now.  Let’s put it that way.” 

     “Just tell me why?  If there’re any concerns, maybe we can figure out something, so you still can 

go on a cruise.  Come on, this is a big cruise.  You wanted that, didn’t you?  I mean, I understand 

if you’ve got a new boyfriend in the city and can’t leave now . . .” Jason patted Miriam’s shoulder.   

     “Maybe he could come in that case,” Matthew added.  

     Rose glanced at Matthew, biting her lip.   
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     “What’s the problem?  Maybe we can help you.” Jen, sensing the tension, tried to ease the 

situation. 

     Miriam picked up Dillon, who had been peacefully asleep on the floor and put him on her lap. 

     “Well, I’ve been…”  

     “You’ve been what?” Rose started.   

     “Rose, Mom wants to say something.  Sorry, but . . . ” Matthew's voice was wimpy. 

     “Yeah, go Matthew!  You’re right.  My sister lets nobody talk.” 

     “It’s not true.  Don’t brainwash my husband with that naughty mouth of yours,” Rose 

admonished.  Who cares, anyway?  So, what’s going on, Mom?” 

     “All right.  Calm down, everybody,” said Ben.  He was the man of reason, now coming to the aid 

of the Days.  “Now, Miriam, here’s a chance.  Your children went ahead and got the ticket for you 

thinking that you would love to go on a cruise.  If you have any concerns, there’s always a way to 

deal with them.” 

     “Okay, don’t laugh.  It’s Dillon.  It’s all about Dillon.  I can’t leave him alone.  Who is going to 

take care of him?” Miriam said. 

     Everybody gazed at her.   

     “Dillon?  Come on, Mom.  Are you serious?” Rose’s tone was condescending. 

     “You think I’m crazy.  That’s it.  I’m not talking to you,” Miriam declared.   

     “Um, I think it’s legitimate, Rose.  It’s totally natural.  Your mom is concerned about the welfare 

of her dog.  Now, Miriam, if you worry about Dillon, I’m sure we can arrange a nice kennel for 

him.” Ben’s tone was caring. 

     “I know a few good ones where my friends drop their dogs all the time.  I hear nice things about 

them,” Jen jumped in.   

     “Kennel?  How do you know if they’re any good?  Do they do exactly what they say they do?  

I’m skeptical.” 
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     “You worry too much, Mom,” Jason said. 

     “Your mom is right.  It’s true.  Not all of them are good.  I understand your concern 100  

percent,” Carla jumped in to support Miriam. 

     “They’re usually good, though,” said Rose. 

     “Usually doesn’t mean always, you know that, Rose,” Miriam said. 

     “Carla is right.  It’s a legitimate concern.  I’ve heard of some horror stories,” said Ben.  

     “I understand.  How about Dillon staying with one of the family members?  Can either of 

you . . .” Carla looked at Jason and Rose. 

     “No, no, not in my place.  Too small.  Has to be at Jason’s,” Rose answered quickly. 

     “Come on, our apartment is tight, too, and it wouldn’t be comfortable for Dillon.  I feel sorry for 

him being cooped up in our place.  Don’t you think, Jen?” 

     “How about you, Ben?   Maybe you can help.  You’ve been with us so long, and we think of you 

as family.  Besides, didn’t Carol want a dog for her birthday once?  But it didn't work out, as I 

remember,” said Rose. 

     “Ah . . . yes, she wanted a poodle.  A toy poodle . . .” 

     “I can’t ask Ben to take Dillon for that long of a time.  What’s wrong with you?  Please.  You 

don’t understand.  Dillon came from the shelter, and there is a strong chance someone had abused 

him.  I don’t want to subject him to any unknown environment.  Especially if there is a potential 

threat to him.” 

     “Threat!!  Ah, Mom,” Jason said.   

     “That’s true, honey.  Mom is right.  I agree.  Dillon deserves the best possible.  We can’t expose 

him to any potential threat,” said Jen. 

     “Okay, threat.  So, Jen, I know you grew up with dogs, and you seem to know a lot about them.  

So why don't you take him?” Rose said to Jen. 

     “Rose, I told you.  We can’t,” said Jason. “We can’t take it to our apartment for 180 days.” 
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     “Him.  Not it,” Miriam corrected Jason. 

     “Ah, sorry.” Jason rolled his eyes.   

     “You know what?  Forget everything.  I love the present and I appreciate your kind gesture.  I 

do.  But I don’t believe it’s wise of me to leave Dillon with strangers.  At least now.  He is 

emotionally on the road to recovery now.  I can’t leave him.  I don’t want to do that.  I will not do 

that.  That’s it.” 

     The four grown-up children looked at Ben, silently asking and urging him to say something and 

solve the problem for them.  Ben, responding to this urgent call of duty, said in a controlled lawyer-

like manner.  

     “Well, Miriam.  You don’t have to decide today.  Why don’t we look for the best kennel situation 

for Dillon?  You don’t have to take it.  Just find out what’s available and see what options you 

have.  Maybe we can interview them, or we can visit a few to see firsthand.  It’s possible you may 

find one you like that you think Dillon could enjoy.  We should make a list of reputable kennels and 

start making phone calls.” 

     “That sounds excellent.  Intelligent way to go about it.  Ben, you’re great.  You sound like you 

know what to do.  Can you help us?  You probably know better than anybody what to look for and 

what we should be aware of.  As a family member, of course, can you do that for us?” Rose said.     

     “Rose is absolutely right.  Ben, we need your insight and expertise on the matter,” Jason 

cheerfully agreed.   

      “So, we can wait for Ben’s insightful report, and once we have that, we can all go together to 

check out the place.  And Ben can come with us.  Right?” Jen said.   

     “Okay, Jen, that’s good.  We’re set.  Right, Ben?” Rose got the last word. 

     Miriam gave a wry smile.  She left for the living room with Dillon in her arms and sat down on a 

couch.  Everybody’s eyes tracked her and Dillon.   
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A Few Days Later 

     A pile of kennel brochures lay on the coffee table.  Jen and Rose sat on the floor chatting, 

laughing, and making a few phone calls.  Miriam and Carla sat in the kitchen, taking a midday 

movie break on Miriam’s computer.  Miriam occasionally talked to the other two women, asking if 

there was any success in finding a kennel they considered good.  She paused the movie, standing up 

to pour coffee for Carla and herself.   

     “To be honest, Carla, I’m not that optimistic about this.” 

     “What?  Don’t be silly.  He’s good.  This police officer will catch the killer.” 

     “No, not that.  I’m talking about the kennel.  I’m glad they’re having fun and everything, but the 

bottom line is I do not, and will not, trust anybody with Dillon.”   

     Miriam placed a cup in front of Carla.   

     “I can understand that.  I wouldn’t either if I had a buddy like Dillon.  I don’t blame you.” 

     There was a sudden burst of laughter in the living room. 

     “Mom, look at this.  Ben included one where the staff communicates with dogs in canine 

language.  Are they serious?”   

     Rose and Jen hysterically burst into laughter again. 

     “Oh, here is Ben’s memo.  It says they seem ‘dogumane,’” Jen said excitedly.  

     “What’s gotten into Ben upstairs?  What do you mean by speaking canine language?” Carla 

joined Rose from the kitchen.  

     “They woof and howl and bark, I guess.” 

     “Forget that, Rosie.  I trust nobody that claims to speak dog language.  No offense to Ben, 

but . . .” Miriam dismissed the idea. 

     “I know.  Don’t worry, Mom.  There are others that sound more legit,” said Jen. 

!52



     “I don’t want just sounds.  I want the one that really does what it says it does, if you can find 

one.” Miriam served coffee to them. 

     “Okay, okay, okay.  How about this one, Mom?  This place gives a free ten-minute shiatsu 

session followed by a therapeutic aroma bath for every one-week stay.   Doesn’t that sound 

excellent?  And if we pay extra—I don’t know how much—Dillon can get shiatsu treatment every 

day.” Rose presented the pamphlet to Miriam.  

     “Isn’t that something?  It’s basically a spa for dogs.” Coming out of the kitchen, Carla looked at 

the pamphlet.   

     “I like that.  What do you think, Mom?”    

     “Go ahead.” Miriam flipped through the pamphlet without enthusiasm and said, “I trust you.  

You can set the whole thing up and give me all the info so I can get in touch with them during the 

trip.  Just in case.  Now excuse us.  Carla and I should finish the movie before we forget who the 

bad guy is.” 

     Miriam and Carla went back to the kitchen.  In the living room, as Rose filled in the forms, Jen 

made a reservation on the phone.  Miriam glanced at them, then looked at Carla, who was staring at 

the screen.    

     “Africa.  Are you interested in Africa?” Miriam asked. 

     “What?  Excuse me?” Carla reached for the keyboard to pause the movie. 

     “Never mind.  Don’t pause.  Can you go back a little?  What happened to the mother of the 

killer?”  Miriam responded.   

      

     In any gathering of the Days, the hardest and the most complex part was the parting.  From the 

time one declared he or she was leaving to the time he or she was finally out of the apartment, 

it took almost an hour.  Other Days who were to stay moved along with the departing members in 
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an endless chat of family matters, jokes, gossip, and whatever they could come up with.  And that 

was after half a day of spending time together over a food orgy.  That was the ritual.   

With Dillon in her arms, Carla followed Rose and Jen to the door.  Miriam was in between Jen and 

Rose, both her arms on their shoulders.  The three of them were bunched into one giant Ms. Day.   

     “Everything is set.  Don’t you think Dillon’s got a nice place?  They’ll pick him up in the 

morning of the day of your choice.  Just let them know.  We'll be here too, to make sure.  

Meanwhile, I can have them pick up extra doodads for Dillon at my place.” 

     “Why?  They don’t have to bother you.  They can come here to pick things up.  Don’t worry,  

Rose, I can take care of everything from here.” 

     “In fact, they have everything.  I can’t imagine you have much to pack for him anyway,  Mom.  

So I’ll let you handle from here.” 

     “Yes.  That's perfect.  I just want to make sure he’ll have his favorite toys and things.” 

     “So, Mom, you are in charge.  If you want us to be here on the day of pickup, let us know.  We 

can come to make sure everything goes smoothly.” 

      “Make sure of what?  Nothing to make sure of.  They come and pick him up, right?  I don’t 

need to bother you.  I’d rather send him away by myself.” 

     “Your mom may become sentimental and melodramatic, so what she is saying is that she prefers 

to be alone when she sends Dillon away,” said Carla. 

     “Ah, I see your point.  So we won’t come.  I totally respect your privacy.  You can get as 

dramatic as you wish.” 

     When they reached the front door, Miriam stepped back.   

     “I’ll see you on Friday night.  Not this one, but Friday four weeks from the next.” 

     “Right.  On the eve of your departure.  Would you want to have dinner here, so you don’t have to 

go home late at night?” 

     “Oh, no, no.  I don’t want to clean up the night before.  I prefer at either of your places.” 
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     “In that case, how about at my place?  But Mom, it’s a month from now. I’m sure we’ll still see 

each other many, many times before that,” said Jen.   

     Miriam opened the door and ushered them out.   

     “All right, so this is it.  Thank you.  You set me up nicely.  You're super.” 

     “I told you a kennel wouldn’t be so bad, right?  Dillon will be in good hands.” 

     “I hope.  I’ve got the two smartest daughters in the world.” 

     “Okey-dokey.  I guess we should hit the road now, Jen.  We’ll call you later, Mom.  We still have 

a month to have lunch dates, nail salon dates, shopping dates, and other things before you leave, 

anyway.”  

     Jen and Rose hugged and kissed Miriam multiple times, saying goodbyes.  As this last ritual 

went on, Dillon barked, extending his neck, which delayed their exit even further.   

     “Oh, you’ll be all right.  You don't want us to go, Dillon?” Jen cooed.  

     “I don’t think Dillon misses us, Jen.  He’s just jealous.  You know how dogs become possessive 

of their masters?  That’s it.  Seriously, we should get going, leaving two lovers alone, I guess,” Rose 

joked. 

     “Oh, don’t say that.  He misses you.  Say bye-bye to Aunt Jen and Aunt Rosie,”  Carla said in a 

high-pitched voice, picking up and waving one of Dillon’s front legs at them.   

     The Days hugged each other one last time before Miriam finally closed the door.   

     As soon as she closed the door, she looked out the hallway through the peephole.  Then she 

quietly opened the door one more time and checked outside.  Watching her unusual behavior, Carla 

called out, “What are you doing?  Is anything the matter?” 

     “Wait. I want to make sure they’re gone.”      

     As soon as Miriam had locked and chained the door, she rushed back to the coffee table in the 

living room.  She opened the large envelope that contained pamphlets and computer printouts 

related to the kennel Dillon was heading to.  Dillon was on the floor sniffing, pushing, and chasing 
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his toy duck, inviting Miriam to join his game.  But this time, instead of gladly joining Dillon, she 

ignored him and sorted out the documents. 

     “Carla, I need to make a phone call.  Just stay with him while I take care of this kennel business, 

okay?”  With her mobile in one hand, she threw another toy to Dillon. 

     “Here, Dillon.  Just give me ten minutes, all right?  I’ll be with you in a few minutes . . . yes, 

hello . . .” 

     “Wiz Kennel.  This is Maxine speaking.  How may I help you?”  

     “Hello, my name is Day, Jen Day.  I’ve just made a reservation for my dog, Dillon.  I . . .” 

     Listening to this conversation, Carla looked at Miriam.   

     “Yes, one moment.  Let me pull your info up on the screen . . . do you have the confirmation 

number handy?” 

     “I ah . . . I don’t seem to . . . well, I’m sorry, where is it?” 

     “At the top right corner.  That’s a six-digit number following the letter D.  D followed by six 

digits.  Do you see anything like that?  That’s okay.  Take your time.  We should be able to search 

by name, but our system recognizes only confirmation numbers.  It’s our fault.” 

     “Okay, now I see.  Here you go, D hyphen two seven four nine six three.  Is that it?” 

     “Super.  That’s it.  Let’s see.  All right.  So, you are Jen.  I remember we spoke a few hours ago.  

How may I help you, Jen?” 

     “Ah . . . I was wondering if I could cancel the appointment.” 

     “Sure.  That’ll be fine.  May I ask the reason for your cancelation, if you don’t mind?” 

     “My schedule changed.  You see, something came up and I have to rearrange the whole thing.” 

     “I see.  That’s perfectly okay with us, Jen.  So, let me go ahead and cancel your reservation.  

Hold on, please.” 

     “Thank you.” 
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     “Now, Jen, since you prepaid the entire bill with a credit card, I can simply refund the amount to 

your credit card account.” 

     “Well, that doesn't work, actually.  Can I get the refund in cash?”  

     “I’m sorry, Jen.  We can’t.  It’s a company policy.  I have to refund the amount to the same credit 

card.” 

     “In that case, you know what?  Maybe it’s not necessary to cancel the whole reservation.  Can I 

take a rain check?  It’s too much of a hassle to cancel and make another appointment in the future.  

Never mind.  Since I’m going on a trip sometime soon anyway . . . how about I’ll let you know my 

new schedule in a couple of days?  Or weeks?  This way I don’t have to cancel.  I simply can 

change the dates if possible.”  

     “It’s up to you, Jen.  It’s no trouble for us to cancel your appointment.  In fact, it may be to your 

advantage, since you don’t seem to have the exact date of your trip at this moment.” 

     “That’ll be fine, absolutely fine.  I don't have to cancel.  Thank you, though.” 

     “Okay, in that case, let’s go ahead and change the dates.  I’ll leave the new dates blank for now 

and as soon as you know your schedule, give us a call.  Meanwhile, if you change your mind and 

want to cancel the reservation altogether, you can do so anytime.  I can make that arrangement, no 

problem.  Just make sure you have the credit card you used today handy when you call us to cancel, 

since we can only refund to that credit card.” 

     “I understand.” 

     “Now, I have to give you a new confirmation number for the change.  Do you have a pen with 

you?” 

     “All right.  I’m ready.  Go ahead.” 

     “It’ll be another six-digit num--” 
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     “Oh wait.  I’m sorry to interrupt you.  But I don’t remember which phone number I gave you, in 

fact.  I have a few numbers, you know.  Anyway, I want to make sure you have the number where 

you can reach me most easily.” 

     “Okay, that’s good.  So, let’s take care of that, too.  Now, go ahead.  What's the number?” 

     “It’s seven two seven five nine six nine one zero five.” 

     “Let me repeat, that’s seven two seven five nine six nine one zero five.  Thank you.  Now here is 

the new confirmation number.  It’s capital D hyphen zero one five one seven three.  Please keep this 

number handy when you call us, so we can assist you without delay.” 

     “Yes, thank you, ah . . . sorry, your name is . . .” 

     “Maxine.” 

     “Thank you, Maxine.  You’ve been most helpful.  Ah, one last thing.  Please discard the 

telephone number I originally gave you, because I might not be using that number.” 

     “No problem, I’ll do that.  You have only one number listed with us.  Anything else that I can do 

for you?” 

     “No.  Not at this time.” 

     “So, give us a call when you know the new schedule.  Have a good day.  Bye.” 

     “Bye.” 

     Carla was in the kitchen hand-feeding Dillon.  She had paid close attention to Miriam’s 

telephone conversation.  After the call, Miriam came into the kitchen.   

     “What’s going on?” Carla sounded suspicious.   

     Miriam sat down at the kitchen table, urging Carla to do the same.   

     “Carla, how would you like to go on a cruise?  One hundred and eighty days around the world.  

You’ll get to visit South America, Asia, Europe, Africa, the Middle East, and Israel.  It’s gorgeous, 

Carla.  I guarantee that it’ll be a trip you’ll never forget,” Miriam playfully mimicked Rose’s tone. 
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     “What are you trying to do?  You’re up to some mischief.  I can smell it, smell it so bad, 

Miriam.  You’ve got to tell me.” 

     “Carla, you’re always with me, right?  I need your help on this, big time.” 

     “Come on, Miriam.  Don't you trust me?  I’ve been on your side at the most chilling moment of 

your life, and do you remember . . .”   

Interrupting Carla, who looked slightly offended, Miriam said, “I know.  Of course, I know 

that.  I’m just saying.  Seriously, I’m saying this because I trust you.  You’re the only person I can 

depend on.   Anyway, you know I don’t want to go on a cruise, right?” 

     “Well, I know that.  But I thought you agreed to go, provided you could find a nice kennel for 

Dillon.  And you found one with shiatsu and everything.  That was the whole purpose of the 

meeting today.  Wasn’t it?” 

     “Yes.  But not exactly.  That’s just a front.  What could I do?  I mean I couldn’t convince my 

children.  They wanted me to go on a cruise.  They purchased the ticket, which I understand is not 

cheap.  It was a nice gesture on their part.  The trip is beautiful.  I wish I could go.  The problem is 

that they don’t really understand how much I don’t want to leave Dillon to strangers.” 

     “That bad?  Miriam, you have a problem.  I thought you overcame parental separation anxiety a 

long, long time ago.  I mean, decades ago.” 

     “To be honest, I didn’t have separation anxiety when I raised Jason and Rose.  I was glad they 

finally went off to school.” 

     “So, what you’re saying is you can’t be separated from Dillon, but you’re stuck with this 

expensive cruise ticket.  And you’re giving it to me.” 

     “That is correct, Carla.  I’m begging you to go.  Come on, you’ve got to understand my 

situation.  I don't want to offend my children.  Honestly, I love the gift.  The problem is, I don’t 

want to go.  What else can I do?”  

     Carla shook her head, smiling.   

!59



     “It’s crazy.  Miriam, what you’re doing is crazy.  I think Dillon will be all right.  Why don’t you 

take a trip around the world?  You said you always wanted to go.  And how are you gonna explain 

to them when they ask to see photos, which I guarantee they’ll ask?” 

     “Don’t worry.  I’ll just say I didn’t take pictures.” 

     “What about souvenirs for everybody?” 

     “Oh, that’s easy.  I can shop online.” 

     “You . . .” 

     Miriam charmingly smiled at Carla. 

     “Please.” 

     Miriam knew she could depend on Carla, who also knew she would agree to Miriam’s demand.   

      “Okay, I'll take it.  It’s not a bad deal.  I get to go on a trip around the world for the next six 

months.  But how am I gonna explain this to Steve?  You’re forgetting, I’m married.  Besides, who 

will take care of my big baby girl sitting right here in front of me?” 

     “Don’t worry about me.  I’ll somehow manage.  I'll text you if I need your help.  In terms of 

Steve, I purchased another ticket.  That’s from me, Carla.”   

     Carla exhaled, shaking her head and stared at Miriam.   

     “Oh, Miriam, you are . . .” 

Six Weeks Later    

     Crossing First Avenue eastward, one could enter another world within New York City.  Even 

residents of this Upper East Side enclave needed mundane goods, as more ordinary people did.  So 

their needs for worldly essentials were to be met before they approached York.  In the world beyond 

York, once the sun set, there was no way of telling the time.  Maybe Mr. Big between 82nd and 
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83rd passed by that prewar condo at a certain time on his way home every day.  Mrs. Well-Heeled 

greeted her husband at the corner of 79th for their customary dinner out every night.  But that was 

the extent of the clock in that part of the city.  Quiet and controlled, and the least violent, the 

neighborhood was known as the most civilized part of Manhattan. 

     Jason met Rose after work.  They had a siblings-only dinner at a newly opened Middle Eastern 

restaurant on Lexington.  Despite frequent arguments between them, they were “puppy Days,” as 

Carla still characterized them.  Occasionally, just the two of them met for a change of pace.  After 

dinner, they walked back eastward, heading to Miriam’s apartment.  With the slight influence of 

Arrack, they were having a jolly time. 

     “I wonder what Mom’s doing now,” Rose said. 

     “She must be somewhere in South America, I believe.” 

     “I’m curious what it’s like to travel alone after fifty years of marriage.  She’s never been alone 

for the last half a century and she’s on a long cruise trip by herself all of a sudden.  Do you think 

she is all right?” 

     “Oh, Rosie, Rosie.  She’s fine.  She isn’t as naïve as you claim her to be.  She was alone for most 

of her marriage, anyway.  It's sad, but Dad left her alone while he was having affairs, you know.  

For her, it’s a new start.  It’s good.  Believe me, she’s having the time of her life.  Who knows, 

maybe she’s hooked up already,” said Jason. 

     “I can’t imagine.  She was so loyal to Dad with all that.  I can’t imagine she suddenly found 

another person,” Rose responded. 

     “Come on.  You’ll see.  I bet she gets a lot of propositions.  Did you see Mom in that halter 

dress?”    

     “Shut up, Jason.  What are you talking about?” 

     “Do you remember the short yellow dress she wore at her farewell dinner?” 

     “Oh, that.  I remember that.  What about it?” 
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     “I thought she was hot.  I’ve got to admit she was sexy, sultry, arousing . . .” 

     “Jason, she’s your mother.  Don’t tell me you’ve been fantasizing about your own mother, for 

Christ’s sake.  That’s disgusting.” 

     “Rose, you don’t understand how a man’s mind works.  I’m not necessarily saying that sons 

imagine having sex with their mothers in a flight of fancy.  Well, maybe once in a while . . . but 

anyway, she’s still got what she's got.  Ask Matthew what he thinks.” 

     “Oh, no.  I’m not asking Matthew.  Jason, can we stop this conversation?  Let’s talk about 

something else.” 

     “Okay, Rose.  What does my little sister want to talk about?  Hey, did you . . .” Jason sat down 

on the steps of one of the buildings.  “When did you and Matthew last see a Disney flick?” 

     They were in a good mood, having managed to spend the entire time together without fighting.  

This was what alcohol did to them.  They turned the corner of 88th and York, approaching Miriam’s 

apartment.   

     The doorman of her building stood in front.  With his feet shoulder width apart and his two 

hands on both sides of his hipbones, he moved his large beer belly in a circle.  His intention was to 

draw an imaginary circle with his hip, only to end up drawing a short, straight line from right to left 

and left to right.  He spotted Jason and Rose, who had just turned into the street and were heading 

toward him.  He immediately ran back into the building.  Once there, he grabbed for the intercom.  

Agitated, he glanced in the direction of the entrance.   

     “Come on, come on, come on.  Pick up the phone, Mrs. Day.”  

     As the doorman waited for her to answer, Jason and Rose entered the building, laughing and 

giggling.   

     “Oh, sh--”   

     Hanging up the intercom, the doorman cheerfully greeted the two, pretending to be as ordinary 

as possible.   
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     “Surprise, surprise.  How have you been?  You seem to be in a jolly mood.” 

     “Fine.  How are you, Charlie?  How is everybody with your family?” 

     “Thank you, Ms. Rose.  Everything is all right.  Of course, I miss Mrs. Day and Dillon.  That’s 

about it.  Couldn’t be better, I must say.  So, how can I help you?  If you have to drop something off 

at your mother’s apartment, I can keep in the safe back in the manager’s office.  It’s very safe.” 

     “No, Charlie.  That’s okay.  It’s been two weeks.  So we figured we’d just stop by to check up on 

the apartment.  It won’t take long.” 

     “I see.  Just for your information, the manager went into the unit the other day to make sure 

everything is all right.  So . . . I’m pretty confident we’ve been watching your mother’s apartment 

well.  If you’re concerned, I’ll tell the manager to increase the frequency of inspection first thing in 

the morning tomorrow.  So no worry is necessary.”  

     “Oh, Charlie, we’re not complaining.  We know you’re doing a great job.  But since we’re here 

anyway, might as well go up there and see the apartment, we thought.  It won’t take but a minute.  

We’ll be right back.”   

     As Jason finished his sentence, Rose was already in the elevator calling for him to hurry.  When 

they disappeared into the elevator, Charlie rushed to the intercom.   

     Some women value walking naked as the ultimate freedom they’re mostly deprived of.  So  

whenever a chance arrives, they cherish the moment.  With Herbert gone and Carla away on a 

cruise, Miriam had been on the skimpy side in her apartment.  She knew her children were not 

visiting her.  It was just Miriam and Dillon.  A mint tube bra-top over a pink pair of yoga pants 

showed her midriff.  She was thin and petite, but toned and fit, and she looked like she was in her 

forties.  In the past, her appearance had attracted so much anger and bitterness among women, as 

they coveted her looks.  Yet she still enjoyed being the gifted one.  She gladly welcomed jealousy 

and lust.  

!63



     “After all, God created men and women for what?” she’d often said.   

     That night, she didn’t hear the intercom.  She wore her funky headphones, a present from Ed, the 

thirty-something mail carrier, whom Miriam saw every afternoon in the lobby of the building.  He 

happened to be Miriam’s music adviser.  It was Ed that introduced her to new music, not oldies.  

She welcomed the so-called “young people’s music.”  Dillon was in a crib-like basket placed on the 

kitchen table.  Miriam was cooking, boogying, and sliding on the kitchen floor.  She was embracing 

her private time with Dillon with all her heart, whose ear she had been chewing off for long enough. 

  

     “So, what do you think?  This is our vacation.  Would you believe it?  A six-month vacation from 

human beings, especially the species called children.  They can cause a lot of problems, you see.” 

     Miriam finger-fed Dillon a piece of tofu.   

     “This is what I call freedom.  Don’t get me wrong.  Children are not always bad.  That’s not 

what I’m saying.  But you know what I mean.  So, you and me.  You are the love of my life.”   

     Miriam picked grapes from the bowl and sat down.   

    “This is cute, your little skull.  It feels so good.  You know, Dillon, I had a love of my life once 

before.  He was a rebel, a human rebel.  He reminds me of you, come to think of it, the complete 

opposite of Herbert.  His name was Henry.  But he’s dead.  Now I’ve got you instead, which is not 

bad, not bad at all.”  Miriam petted Dillon’s head.     

     Because she was blasting the music on her headphones, she didn’t hear the front door being 

unlocked, but Dillon did.  Miriam only reacted to his sudden burst of barking.  He stood up in the 

crib, got out, and walked onto the kitchen table, stepping on food, plates, grapes, a bowl of 

hummus, and whatever else was on the table.  Realizing the table was too high for him to jump 

from, Dillon stood on its edge, facing in the direction of the noise and kept barking.  Miriam 

immediately threw away her headphones, which landed in a pool of blueberry juice, and ran to the 

front door, leaving Dillon on the table.   
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     “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

     “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

     Two separate pitches of screams met each other in the hallway.  With Dillon’s barking, the total 

noise level was deafening.  Finally Miriam and Rose calmed down and stood still, staring each 

other, with Jason at their side, also in a daze.   

     “Mom.  When did you come back?” Rose said. 

     “Well . . .” 

     “Wait, Mom.  Wait, wait.” Covering Jason’s eyes, Rose instructed him,  “Get—get out,  Jason.  

Just wait out there.” 

     “What are you doing?  Don’t push me.” 

     “Better yet, go get something reasonable to cover Mom.  A bathrobe or anything.” 

     “What?  Where?” 

     “Come this way.”  

      Rose led him to the bathroom.  

      “Now, find her robe and bring it to me.  Must be somewhere here.  Quickly,” Rose commanded. 

       After pushing Jason into the bathroom, Rose pushed Miriam into the kitchen.  Miriam picked 

up Dillon and urged her daughter to take a seat. 

     “I can’t believe you’re here, Rose.” 

     “I can’t believe you’re here.  What’s going on?  When did you come back?” 

     “Mom, I can’t find your robe in the bathroom,” Jason called out. 

     “There’s . . . Hey, it’s interesting,” Jason was calling. 

     “Go to the bedroom.  Grab anything,” Rose yelled back at him. 

     Turning her attention back to Miriam, she demanded, “So, what is going on?” 

     “Rose, can you calm down for a second?  Pour a cup of coffee for me, will you?  Why don’t you 

take one for yourself and another for Jason while you’re there?” 
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     “Jason?  Where are you?  Just get anything, please.” 

     As Rose served coffee to Miriam, Jason came back to the kitchen.  He was covered in a kimono 

and holding a dildo.   

     “Mom, I didn’t know you were into this stuff,” he said. 

     Rose jumped on Jason, ripping the kimono off him and grabbing the dildo, threw it into the 

garbage.  She then covered Miriam with the kimono.  

      “I can’t believe it.  You two,” Rose scolded.   

     “Rose, don’t throw that away.  That’s worth something, and first of all, it’s Mommy’s.  You have 

no right to dump it like that.  She might be using that,” said Jason. 

     “Mom is not using it.” 

     “Mom, you don’t want to throw your dildo away, right?” Jason looked at Miriam. 

     “Don't ask Mom that question, Jason.” 

     As Rose became hysterical, Miriam remained calm, holding Dillon on her lap. 

     “That’s all right, Rose.  You can throw that away.  I’ve never used that dildo.  For the record, 

Jason, that dildo was a present from Dad.” 

     “Dad?!” Rose was out of control. 

     “You mean you and Dad were both into that.  Wow, I didn’t know I had kinky parents,” said 

Jason.   

     “That’s not what I meant.  Daddy got it for me shortly after his first affair became open between 

us.  He told me I might need it.  So he got it for me as a present.  I know it sounds crazy, but that’s 

what he did.” 

     “So why didn’t you use it?” Jason asked. 

     “Can you stop that, Jason?” Rose shrieked. 
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     “Relax, Rosie.  I can tell you.  I didn’t use it because . . . in fact, despite all his vices, you may 

think it strange, but I never got to that point.  In other words, Herbert and I continued having a 

satisfying sex life.” 

     “That’s great,” Jason said.   

     “We were sexually active until two days prior to his death.” 

     “Ahhhhhhhh,” Rose screamed, almost dropping the coffee cup. 

     “Rose, what’s wrong with you?  I shouldn't have sent you to Saint Francis High.” 

     “Wow, Mom.  That means we shouldn’t throw this away.  This time, it may really come in handy 

for Mommy big time.  Women have needs.” 

     “Yeah, I’ll keep it just in case,” Miriam joked, teasing Rose.   

     Rose drank a glass of water.   

     “Okay, okay, okay.  It’s your di . . .whatever.  I can’t even say it.  You can do whatever you 

decide.  But can we stop this conversation here?  Please.  Can we go back to a more important 

discussion?” 

     “All right, Rose, I don’t want to stress you out anymore.  So, let’s get back to the subject.  

So . . .” 

     “Well . . .” Rose seemed disoriented. 

     “You obviously want to know why I’m here.” 

     “That’s it.  Yes, that’s what we want to discuss.  That’s right,” said Rose.  

     “I didn’t go.” 

     “What?  What do you mean?” Rose jumped on Miriam. 

     “Rose, cut that out,” Jason complained. 

     “So, go on, Mom.” 

     “Well, I didn’t come back.  I didn't leave, to be exact.  I didn’t want to go on a cruise.  So I 

stayed.  I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.  That’s why I didn’t say anything to you.” 
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     “Wait, wait.  Are you saying you didn’t leave New York this whole time?   So what did you do 

with the cruise ticket?  I don’t mean anything by it, but . . . it was still a present.” Jason hesitated. 

     “It was expensive.  Did you get a refund?” Rose finished what Jason was about to say.   

    “I purchased another ticket and gave two tickets to Carla.  She is on the cruise with Steve.  I’m 

sorry that you spent so much for me, but it’s my ticket.  I can do whatever I want with it, right?” 

     “In that case, why didn’t you tell us you didn’t want to go, Mom?” Rose asked. 

     “I did.  I told you I didn’t want to go.  I also told you I really liked the present.  I loved all that 

you did for me.  But I didn’t want to go.  I told you, if you’d paid enough attention to what I was 

saying then.” 

     “What’s wrong with the cruise?” 

     “I’ve said before: nothing is wrong with the cruise.  I’d love to go on a cruise.  Just that I . . .” 

     “What?” 

     “I told you I didn’t want to leave Dillon with strangers.  Don’t you remember?” 

     “Oh, that again.  I thought we’d gone through that already.” 

     “What happened to the kennel reservation Jen and I made that day?  Jen paid with her credit 

card.” 

     “I called them, and for now I changed the date.  I didn’t cancel that.  But now that you know my 

situation, I can ask them for a full refund.  To Jen’s credit card, of course.” 

     “The kennel we chose wasn’t that bad.  They give dogs shiatsu massage.  I think we signed him 

up for daily massage, too.  That's not the one where the staff speaks canine language, but . . .” 

     “What do you mean by canine language?” Jason jumped in. 

     “Never mind, I’ll explain that later,” Rose said curtly. 

     Jason knew that when Rose got going, she didn’t detour the conversation by answering questions 

she considered irrelevant.  It could be an annoying trait.  However, he also knew she wasn’t 
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intentionally doing it; she couldn’t help it.   His sister was a passionate person with a little quirk that 

nobody could hate. 

     “Okay, so.  That’s that.  What do you want from Mom, Rose?  Mom’s got to do what Mom’s got 

to do, right?” 

     “I know.  Just, it doesn’t sit well with me.”  

     “Don’t worry, it will if you sleep with it tonight.  Why don’t you look at the bright side, Rose?  

Mommy didn’t seem so keen on the dog at first, which I had predicted, you remember?  Giving 

Mommy a dog, an abandoned dog on top of it all, was your idea, Rose.  Now, Mom’s got a 

companion she gets along with so well that she doesn’t even wanna go on a cruise.  You were right.  

That was a good idea, Rose.”   

     Jason secretly winked at Miriam, who rolled her eyes. 

     “That's right.  You see, I was right.  I read somewhere that animals, especially a dog, can be a 

great friend after one loses his or her spouse.  I’m so glad.  I also was not 100 percent sure about it 

but in the end, I was right.”  

     Rose was suddenly in a beaming mood.   

     “Okay, that’s that.  Well, since Mom is here, why don’t we get together this Saturday or Sunday 

for brunch or dinner?” Jason said. 

     “That sounds good.  My place?  How about Sunday brunch at eleven, eleven thirty?  Mom, you 

can bring Dillon,” said Rose.  

     “Absolutely, darling.  We’ll be at your place at eleven thirty sharp.” 

     “Okay, we’re set.  I love you, Mommy.  I’m glad you didn’t leave.”  

Later 
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     Miriam and Dillon were in the bathtub together.  Dillon perched comfortably on her with half of 

his body covered with bubbles.  Everything around her tub was in a pale hue of yellow and blue.  

Miriam’s blonde hair was tied up loosely in a bun, and her shoulders blended into a glittering 

rainbow shine.    

     “Too bad we got caught.  We were having fun, weren’t we?  Now we have to go to these family 

get-togethers on weekends, and my children will start visiting me on weekdays.  That’s, of course, 

nice and everything.  But the idea was to get a break from all that, so we could have fun.  I’ve been 

enjoying the secret life with you alone for the last two weeks.  I knew it was too good to be true.  

Now back to business as usual, Dillon.  We’ve got to attend lunches, brunches, and dinners and 

outings and all.  Do you like that?”  Miriam tilted her head back against the bath pillow and closed 

her eyes.  Dillon licked her long, exposed neck in an answer.   
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Chapter 7 

Fall in New York 

   

     Every turn of the season in New York was enchanting and each new season was prettier than the 

previous one.  New Yorkers in late September covered themselves in an artsy aura.  The timing of 

when to add fall hues in your outfit was important.  Too early looked too pushy and foolish.  Too 

late made people look not with it and dumb.  Proper New Yorkers got up right, walked right, and 

sipped coffee right.  They were naturally in fashion.   

     Miriam dug it, adopting the style to the core.  Even a cockroach-infested deli with a utility door 

that kept ringing was a trusted component of life here.  New York, to Miriam, was always New York 

at its best.  

     As she raised her right arm to reach a bag of almonds on a shelf, Dillon in her left arm, the 

hemline of her eggshell medium-weight shift dress rose to expose her thigh.  She wore a white pair 

of stockings and that day had herself wrapped in an elegant-looking mint lamb’s wool sweater.  

Chic, dressy clothes worn casually with even a touch of a sporty element looked feminine and 

classy.  And Miriam did it well.  The carefree way she wore her dress and the fact she allowed 

Dillon’s New York street-feet to soil her dress added to her vogue star status.  Yet she was also 

popular among the blue-collar men and women in this intolerably divided city.   

     The owner of the deli, a fifty-something man of Middle Eastern origin, whom she considered 

one of the core members of Team Miriam, awaited her.   

     “Hello, Akmal.  How are you?” 

     “Not bad, Mrs. Day.  Yourself?”   

     “Super.  The weather is beautiful.  We found out about a dog run near Gracie the other day.  We 

are becoming regulars.” 

     “Good for you.”  
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     The store owner petted Dillon. 

     “Socializing.  He’s booked with play dates.  You need to make an appointment if you'd like to 

see him.  I’m serious.  Now, we’re heading for the park.”    

     “You’re kidding.  Dillon is like your son, huh?” 

     “Oh, better.  Better than that, to be honest.  He doesn't talk back.” 

     “I know what you mean.” 

     By that time, Miriam was half out the door.   

     “So long.” 

     “Have a nice day, Mrs. Day.” 

     At the dog run, regulars and newcomers instantly mingled.  That was something special about 

dog people in the park.  They shared comradeship and had a special alliance.  They trusted each 

other over cat people.  Miriam liked that feeling.  Nothing mattered, not age, color, religion, gender, 

or financial status. 

     Why didn’t all the leaders in the world bring dogs to negotiations?  I bet dog people would make 

the world safer, Miriam thought as she approached the meeting place near the dog run.  There, she 

met up with the usual people: Clare, a lady in her forties with a spunky terrier named Harry; 

Martha, a mother of newborn twin boys in her thirties, with her dachshund, Sausage; and Sherry, a 

self-employed accountant in her forties with Bo, as in Best Offer, a husky.   

     “Hi, Miriam.  How are you, Dillon?” Clare let him sniff her hand. 

     “Hiya, Moms.  How are the boys and girls?”  Miriam had already, by her third visit, adopted that 

subculture.  The dogs, too, knowing what was ahead of them, got excited, pulling impatiently 

toward each other.  Once they were in the fenced area, they were free at last and had a blast.  

Meanwhile, the four dog mothers sat on a bench sharing snacks. 
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     This is my life,  Miriam reaffirmed to herself as she got absorbed into the conversation.  Short 

memory as it was, life without Dillon was beyond imagination.    

     The mothers could talk endlessly but they always went their separate ways after an hour or two.  

No specific appointment, no commitment, but they all knew they would meet again, maybe the next 

day.  So that early afternoon affair ended before three.  Miriam decided to detour leisurely in the 

park by herself on her way back to her apartment.  Autumn wind invited Miriam to stay longer.  So 

she sat down on a bench with Dillon lying at her feet, tired and spent after the party.   

      

     A well-dressed gentleman in his seventies with a small, mellow Maltese was a friendly fixture 

and maintained a patron status here.  His name was Hugh Fanning.         

     “How are you doing?”   

     “Good day.”   

     “Got over the flu?”   

     “How are your grandchildren?”   

     His neighborly salutes to fellow dog walkers, joggers, or babysitters pushing baby buggies were 

met with pleasant replies. 

     “Feel great, thank you.  Looking good yourself, Hugh.” 

     “Hugh, where were you yesterday?  We missed you.” 

     “Can’t be better, can’t be better.” 

     “What’s new, Hugh?” 

     “See you around, Hugh.” 

      

     The glamour she emitted was timeless, as if it belonged only to le Musée du Louvre.  Hugh, 

along with his Maltese, was naturally drawn toward Miriam.  Dillon immediately sensed a fellow 

canine and stood up.   
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     “Hi, nice dog.  What’s his name?  Or her name?” Hugh started the conversation. 

     “This is Dillon, a ‘he.’  And yours?” 

     “Charlie.”  

     “Charlie.  Beautiful coat, silky white.  Is Charlie he or she?”   

     Noticing Miriam was confused, Hugh explained, “Charlie is a ‘he.’” 

     “Oh, you’re a boy.” 

     “I know.  He’s got a pink bow.  My wife liked to dress him up. She passed away last year, 

but . . .” 

     “Ah, I’m sorry.  My husband also passed away last year.  I’m Miriam, Miriam Day.” 

     Taking off his fedora, Hugh extended his hand to Miriam to shake hands. 

     “Hugh. Hugh Fanning.  Good to meet you.  Are you new here?” 

     “Well, this is our third time here at the run.  It’s wonderful here, isn’t it?  And you?” 

     “I’ve been coming here for years, actually, since the dog before Charlie.  Before Charlie, we had 

a scotch terrier, BoBo.  I used to come here a lot to let him run around.  So I’ve been around quite a 

long time, decades, in fact.” 

     “So you’re a real dog person.” 

     “Yes, since I was a young boy.  I always lived with a dog or dogs.” 

     “Dogs?” 

     “Four dogs at one time, in fact.  All the sizes and personalities you can imagine.” 

     “Four dogs.  Must have been a lot to take care of.” 

     “You bet.  It really was.  We were constantly walking dogs.  Have you had a chance to talk to the 

ladies there at the run?” 

     “Oh yes, I’ve met a few.  Very nice.  Nice people.  Actually, Dillon and I are having the time of 

our lives.  He is from the shelter, so it’s been a big change for him.”     
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     “Look at this.  Dillon’s a friendly dog, isn’t he?” Hugh complimented Dillon as the two dogs had 

a fun time.   

     “Yes, he’s also a very strong dog, like a lion.  That’s what his name means.” 

     “Like a lion.  Good for him.  So, how often do you come here?  For the third time, you said?  

But I’ve never seen you.” 

     “That’s funny.  I’m usually here maybe around this time, after lunch at the dog run.” 

     “Good, good.  That’s a good time.  I come here in the afternoon at around this time myself, too.  

It’s a great way to digest my lunch before dinner.” 

     “That’s true.” 

     “If I sat around in my apartment, I’d hit the dinner plate before I digested what I ate for lunch.  

It’s terrible, the bachelor life.  I’ve got to watch myself, you know.” 

     “But you look terrific.  Seem in good shape.  Do you exercise?” Miriam said. 

     “My housekeeper signed me up for Pilates classes a few months ago.” 

     “That’s wonderful.” 

     “I guess.  I just follow her orders.  Since I’m retired and single, she’s been ordering me around 

and managing my life.  She is my boss.” 

     “It’s nice to have someone taking care of you, no?” 

     “Oh, I understand.  I agree.  Just that she is sixty-two years old and . . .” 

     “Nothing wrong with her age.  Sixty-two is a lot younger than I am, in fact.” 

     “No, no.  I don’t mean that at all.  You should see Olga.  She’s a 160-pound former Russian judo 

coach.  She is walking around with a stick.” 

     “To whip you?  Well, she’s looking after you.  You’re retired, and staying home isn’t healthy.  

When did you retire, may I ask?” 

     “I retired just recently, five months ago.  My two sons took over the business.  No more 

contracts and biddings and crazy stuff.  Now it’s their thing and I’m out of it.  And I’m happy.” 
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     “So, what do you do every day except Pilates and being whipped by your housekeeper?”  

     “One thing in my life now.  Charlie is everything.  He is my life.  Me and Charlie escape Olga as 

soon as we finish lunch,” Hugh laughed. “I mean, Olga is nice in her strange ways.  I always tease 

her.  She is a sweet girl, but you understand.  How about yourself?  What do you do every day?  Do 

you have children?” 

     “I do.  Two of them, a son, Jason, and a daughter, Rose.  Both are in their forties and they live 

close by with their young children.  As a matter of fact, they’re so close my daughter bugs me 

almost every day, which is, you know . . . I’d say it’s too close.” 

     “Ah, that’s nice.  You see, my sons are . . . I guess they’re busy and rarely come to my place to 

chat with me.  I ah . . . I can understand, but . . . I miss those days when they were after me for 

board games and ping pong matches.  So . . . I should say I'm lucky.” 

     “Well, that’s true.  I guess I shouldn't complain.” 

     “But you know what?  I have Olga to joke around with every day.  With all that crazy 

personality, she keeps me company, and she isn’t that bad.”    

     As he engaged in small talk with Miriam, Hugh secretly examined the beautiful woman in front 

of him.  Her crossed legs, elegantly exposed thigh, long, thin fingers with their well-maintained 

pearl-white manicure, her collection of rings that almost covered half the length of her left index 

finger and pinkies.  The blueness of her eyeshadow was brighter and deeper than any other blue 

shadow he’d seen before on women.  Her narrow, delicate shoulders were irresistible to any male 

creatures, he thought.  He was covertly trying to figure out her age, based on what she revealed 

about herself.   

     Miriam, on the other hand, sensing his interest in her, moved the conversation forward by 

willingly participating in the exchange.  She was more open than usual in providing personal 

information about herself.  She knew she could shine before this gentleman. 

      She was about to invite him to sit next to her when he spoke.               
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     “Do you mind if I . . .”  

     “Would you like to have a seat?” Miriam slid on the bench to make room for him. “I’ve been 

comfortable all this time while you were standing there.  I’m sorry about that.” 

     “Oh, thank you.  May I?” 

     The two dogs continued playing while Hugh and Miriam sat side by side.  They, too, had hit it 

off and were enjoying each other’s company.   

     Miriam’s hunch told her he was an individual with stable inner confidence.  The way Hugh made 

jokes about Olga overpowering him was something she fancied.  She was curious about him and 

she was certain she could find out more about him.  Men granted a wider range of tolerance toward 

questions if they came from Miriam.  It was a man's dream to be interrogated by a Venus like her.   

     “So, how about your grandchildren?  Do you have any?” Miriam asked. 

     “Yes, seven, in fact.” 

     “Seven?  I have five myself and I thought I had a lot.” 

     “They are anywhere from preschool to high school age—a real handful for the parents.”   

     “Are they all in the city?” 

     “Yes, we are all in the city, which is costly, but also there are benefits of raising children in this 

city, you know.  A few of my grandchildren are aspiring ballet dancers.  So staying in the city makes 

sense for them.  And because one stays in the city, the other son stays in the city, too.  They’re close 

brothers.  It’s nice.  It’s good that brothers stay close to each other.” 

     “Maybe they leave you alone, allowing you to enjoy the life of retirement.” 

     “Could be.  Could be.” 

     “So, Olena is your buddy.” 

     “Olga.  Yes.  She says retired old men should maintain an active lifestyle to avoid becoming 

senile.  So she created this rigorous regimen of training, which consists of vacuuming, garbage 

collection, waxing the floor, and cooking dinner, to list a few.” 
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     “Are you joking?  You?  Cooking dinner?” 

     “No, I’m serious.  Cooking dinner is my chore every day.  She trains me as if I were on the 

Russian Olympic judo team.” 

     “So, you cook dinner every night.” 

     “Yes, absolutely, believe me.  I’ll show you.”   

     Hugh took his smartphone out of his pocket and showed her pictures of dishes he had cooked.  

As Hugh brought his phone close to Miriam, she smelled his scent of oatmeal soap, which 

distracted her from the photos of food.  As she brought her attention back to his dishes, she amused 

herself with that clean, polite scent of his.  She immediately respected this oatmeal soap–scented 

gentleman in front of her.  Had it been cologne, she would have headed home, making millions of 

excuses.  Or she would have done that without excuses, thinking the man deserved her apparent 

dumping.   

     “Let’s see.  This is my favorite one.  In fact, it came out very nice.  It’s a simple Japanese noodle 

dish with this white shredded Asian radish.  And I found these greens  at one of the Asian groceries. 

Got an herbal flavor to it.  Anyway, I sprinkle it on top at the end.  It’s delicious.” 

     “That looks good.  I should try that.  What’s the name of it?” 

     “M-something.  I know it starts with M.  I can’t remember.  Olga can tell me.  She knows the 

name, I’m sure.  Oh, what do you think about this?  This is a veggie-burger.  It’s made of chickpeas 

and tofu.” 

     “Whoa.  Looks scrumptious.  Are you a vegetarian?” 

     “Yes, in fact, I’m a vegan.  My wife suffered from heart disease toward the end of her life.  She 

was a little on the heavy side.  So I made a conscious decision to cut out all meat from my diet 

when she passed away.  Olga doesn’t necessarily approve of this idea of veganism.  She herself is 

very heavy, as I said.  But she helps me with my menu planning and researches vegan recipes.  But 

her big thing is heavy exercise.” 
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     “I can’t believe it.  I’m a vegan myself.  I also started after my husband passed.  Coincidence.” 

     “Fantastic.  Oh, so you cook, too?” 

     “I’m learning, same as you.  My friend Carla teaches me and helps me with recipes and so forth.  

She comes up with mock cheese and fake white sauce and many other vegan alternatives.” 

     “That’s great.  Don’t you feel much healthier?” 

     “True.  Absolutely.  You are right.  Maybe we should share recipes.”   

     Miriam flirted, inviting him to exchange vegan recipes.        

     “That’ll be fun.  My place or your place?” Hugh responded.   

     “How about at my place this time?” Miriam formally invited him.   

     “Okay, so come to my place next time.  Olga can show you a few judo moves, too.” 

     “Oh, no, no.  I don’t think so.  I’m no judo person.  But I do yoga.  Show me some Pilates 

moves.  Aren’t they related, anyway, or not?  Oh, don’t forget.  Charlie is welcome, too.  Carla and I 

will make sure there are enough homemade doggie cookies for them.  Dillon will be delighted to 

have Charlie.”   

     Miriam was satisfied with the direction of the conversation. 

     “Oh, that’s great.  You know what?  Olga will finally leave me alone.” 

     “What?” 

     “Well, it's an embarrassing story, but Olga has been after me in the romance department.  She 

thinks it’s not healthy for a widower to remain one forever.  And you’ll see Olga.  When you see 

her, you’ll understand.  She is strong, forceful.  This is the reason I sneak out of the apartment after 

lunch.  She brings in potential mates, one after the other, for me.  They are all nice people.  But I’m 

not attracted to any one of them.” 

     “She really takes good care of you.” 

     “I know.  But anyway, you’ll see her.  Her intention is great, I appreciate that.” 

     “Okay, let’s see.” 
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     Their time together lasted over two hours.  They laughed and giggled as if they were lifelong 

friends.  So deeply were they absorbed in each other’s company, that they were oblivious to the 

autumn chill.  Or they might have been so keenly aware of the day’s end, which made them in a 

rush to talk.  Far-away leaves were all shadowed in darkness and park lights became more visible.  

Partly wanting to test the fruitful end to this afternoon encounter with Hugh, she said, “Well, nice 

talking to you.  It’s getting late.”   

     She avoided mentioning recipe-sharing appointments, betting on his move.   

     “I’m sorry I kept you for so long.  It's getting chilly, you’re right.”   

     As he talked, he took off his sport jacket and covered Miriam with it.  Then he extended his one 

arm along the top edge of the bench behind her.  She knew it was that moment when she would 

allow herself to be conquered, owned and prized.   

     “Oh, thank you.”  

     She snuggled in his expensive-looking lightweight cashmere jacket.  

     “No problem, it keeps you warm.  I tell you, time flew.” 

     “It really did.” 

     “Well, are you coming back here tomorrow?” Hugh asked. 

     “Yes, I am.  Are you?” 

     “Of course.  I’m curious what time you plan to come out here.” 

     “In the afternoon.  After your lunch, when you come out here to escape Olga.  At the same time 

as you.”   

     Miriam looked into Hugh’s eyes, biting her lower lip slightly as she’d done when Henry admired 

her more than half a century ago.    

     “Ah . . . how about right after I finish vacuuming the apartment?  That chore is on my morning 

agenda according to Olga’s fitness plan.” 
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     “Oh, so after vacuuming.  That’ll be nice, in the morning sometime.” 

     “I know a nice vegetarian restaurant on Third.  It’s Thai vegetarian.  They have terrace seats, so 

Dillon and Charlie can join us.  We can have an early lunch before we come out here.  Are you 

interested?” 

     “Lovely.” 

     “You know what?” 

     “What?  What did you say?” Miriam asked. 

     “Ah . . . I . . . ” 

     “I feel . . .” 

     “What?  You said you feel what?”  

     As they struggled with their choice of words, Hugh and Miriam cut each other off with broken 

sentences.  In reality, broken sentences didn't fail to convey messages.  By this time, after spending 

half a day on a bench together, after admiring their shared interest in vegetarian food, finding out 

each other’s marital status, and feeling and anticipating that moment, the message was clear, 

although it was not official yet until . . . 

     “I’m sorry I interrupted you.  Go ahead, what did you say?” Miriam asked again.   

     Hugh smiled and touched her hand that held the leash, then picked up her hand.  The leash was 

pulled abruptly and as a result, so was Dillon.  Offended, Dillon’s eyes caught Hugh’s as he was 

about to kiss  Miriam’s hand.  Immediately, Dillon became vicious and lunged at Hugh’s calf.  

Dillon growled and dribbled saliva without letting go of Hugh’s calf.  His eyes were fixated on 

Hugh’s leg as if something possessed him.  Hugh’s trousers were torn and soaked with the mixture 

of Hugh’s blood and Dillon’s saliva.   

     “Gosh.  Let go, let go, Dillon,” Miriam cried.  

     Hugh, in a standing position, frantically shook his leg. 

     “Oh, my gosh.  Help.  Somebody, help.  Stop, Dillon, let go.  Oh, please.”   
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     Panicking, Miriam helplessly called out for help. 

     Dillon would not let go of Hugh's leg and violently dug his teeth deeper into his calf.   

     “Oh, shit.  Stupid dog.  Fuck off.  You . . . Let go of my fucking leg, damn it.  Come on.  Do 

something with your idiot asshole.” 

     The moment Miriam heard Hugh swearing and calling names, she became defensive of Dillon.  

Miriam was no longer seeking help or trying to stop him.   

     “Pardon?  Can you please repeat what you just said?” 

     “Shit.  I tell you.  Ah.  Idiot!  You, gosh, do something.  I said he’s an idiot.  Oh, come on, you’re 

a bigger idiot.”  Hugh screamed as he jumped and circled in agony, trying without success to shake 

off Dillon, who showed no signs of loosening.   

     “You can’t call my dog stupid.  I can’t believe this.” 

     “You . . . crazy!  Can’t you see your stupid dog is ripping my leg off?  Can’t you, ah . . . shit. 

Take the fucking dog of yours!  I’ll sue you!  Gosh, he’ll never walk again.”  

     “Don’t threaten me.  I’m not talking to anybody who uses that kind of language.  It’s offensive.” 

     “Call the police!  Do something!  Fuck you!” 
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Chapter 8 

Day versus Fanning  

     After Herbert passed, Miriam changed the color scheme of the bedroom.  Leaving her bathroom 

and vanity area in pale shades of sorbet, she painted her adjoining bedroom in rich, royal blue.  

Bluer than the deep ocean. It was the bluest version of cyan.  

     That night, after Dillon was taken away by the city for biting Hugh, Miriam covered herself from 

head to toe in the bed.  From the outside, her children could see her thin contour curled up into a 

small mass.  Rose, Jason, and Matthew surrounded the bed, urging Miriam to talk or at least 

respond to them.  Once Miriam was in this withdrawn and depressed state, nobody 

could communicate with her.  Carla had the best chance, but she was away on the cruise.  The 

children had to helplessly wait for Ben.   

     “Mom, tell me what happened,” Jason asked. 

     “Don’t worry.  I’m sure it’s only temporary.  Dillon will be OK and come home soon,” Rose 

added.  

     “Sure.  We can find out about his status first thing in the morning,” Matthew said. 

     “Do you want me to call the shelter to find out how long he has to stay there?  They won’t put 

him to sleep or anything like that tomorrow, I doubt it, Mom.  It usually takes . . .” 

    Rose angrily covered Jason’s mouth, trying to stop him.  But it was too late.  Miriam reacted 

under the blanket. 

     “No . . .” 

     “Mom, don't worry.  Nothing will happen to Dillon.  He’s not an abandoned dog—he has an 

owner.  How can they do such a thing?  They won’t.” Jason tried to correct what he had said earlier. 
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     “That’s right.  He has more of a criminal dog status.  I don’t know if there’s such a thing, but if 

the man brings up the charges against Dillon or maybe against Mom . . . though I’m not sure if a 

dog can be a criminal . . .” said Matthew. 

     Matthew’s comment only made the situation worse.  Rose found herself fuming at two 

overgrown boys. 

     “How dare you call Dillon a criminal dog?  I must know he’s all right.” The blanket 

muffled Miriam’s voice. 

     “Mom, calm down.  Nothing like that ever happens.  Anyway, Ben’s gonna be here in any 

minute.  He’ll help us get Dillon out as soon as possible.  But you’ve got to tell us exactly what 

happened,” Rose said, taking charge. “Try to rest for now.  We’ll let you know when Ben arrives.  

All right?” 

     “Leave me alone.  I’m okay.  Go.  Go downstairs.” 

     “All right, we’ll be downstairs.  Call us if you need us.  We’ll be in the kitchen.”   

     Rose ushered Jason and Matthew out. 

     The brightly lit kitchen table was disorderly.  Ben was seated at the table, as Jen served him a 

large plate of food.  Taking containers out of the refrigerator, she inspected and smelled the food 

carefully. 

     “Ben, to be honest, I don’t know if what I’ve been serving you is human food or doggy food.  

She doesn’t label them, you know.” 

     “Oh, it doesn’t matter.  They all taste all right to me.” 

     As Ben munched away the food, Rose, Jason, and Matthew came into the kitchen. 

     “I didn’t know you were already here.  You’re early.  Should I let Mom know?” Rose said.   

     “Take it easy, Rose.  Let this poor man eat.  He’s enjoying the meal.  Right, Ben?” Jason 

responded. 
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     “Oh, thank you, guys.  Just give me ten minutes.  I’ve got to get something in my stomach 

before I hear the story.  Just hold your thoughts for now.  I haven’t had anything since Carol served 

me a slice of toast and two pieces of lettuce this morning.  And that was at five thirty.  I 

remember because I ate before I took the garbage out.” 

     “Just a slice of toast and two pieces of lettuce?  No tomato, at least?  Come on, you’re a lawyer, 

aren’t you?  You’re in the money and that’s the way Carol treats you?” Jason made fun of him. 

     “Well, Carol’s got a way about her.  She’s busy putting makeup on and doing other things in the 

morning, as are the other millions of women out there, I imagine.” 

     “Same here.  I understand the situation,” Matthew chimed in. 

     “Honey, what do you mean by that?  I serve you a better breakfast than that.  There’re good 

wives and bad wives.  And I’m a good wife.  No offense to Carol.  She must be a good wife in other 

ways, too, I believe.  But I am definitely a good wife,” Rose corrected Matthew. 

     “Rose, do you know which is doggy food and which is human food?  You may be able to tell. 

 There’re no labels, and I have no idea which is which.  I might have served Dillon’s food to Ben,” 

said Jen. 

     “Yuck, that’s disgusting,” Jason said. 

     “Oh, that’s no problem.  Mom’s a vegetarian and Dillon eats only the best.  So it doesn’t matter, 

seriously.  You can serve anything from Mom’s refrigerator, in fact,” Rose answered. 

     “I’m not complaining.  Whoever they’re for, they’re 1,000 percent better than what Carol serves 

me every day.  Don’t tell that to Carol, will you?  Dillon eats better than I do, ha!  I’m enjoying 

whatever you’ve got there.  Thank you, this is once in a lifetime meal.  Miriam is a good cook, I tell 

ya.  This is heaven.” 

     “That’s my vegan lasagne with carrot sauce and filet de sole with tangerine sauce for Dillon,” 

said Miriam, picking up a piece of lasagne from the container on the table and grabbing a chair.  

Startled, the Day children greeted her.  
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     “What’s the matter with all of you?   You’re looking at me as if I were a ghost or something.  I’m 

all right.  I was a little upset, as you can imagine.  Naturally.” 

     “Yeah, naturally,” Matthew repeated. 

      “Don’t call Dillon a criminal dog, will you?”  Miriam glanced at Matthew, making him squirm. 

     Ben cleared the table, shuttling things between the sink and the dining table.  As he ran the water 

on the plates, Jason teased him. 

     “You’re trained.  Why don’t you do the dishes while you’re there?” 

     “Certainly.  Let me get an apron, then.  Can I borrow yours, Jen?  Carol doesn’t want me to stain 

my shirt.” 

     “Ben, Jason is just joking with you.  We won’t let you do the dishes.  Why don’t you sit down?  

You have to listen to the story, right, Mom?” Jen said. 

     “Well, Miriam, I understand you have a story to tell us,” Ben said, turning his attention to her.  

“Can you tell us what happened this afternoon, in the park, I believe?  Considering that Dillon is 

held at the city shelter, if it is too soon for you to speak, we can do this tomorrow or even later 

tonight.” 

     “No, Ben.  We don’t have too much time.  Dillon may be . . . I don’t even want to say this.  If we 

wait too long, I may lose him.  We must act quickly.  Don’t worry.  I’m perfectly all right.  This is 

for Dillon—we have to get him out of the shelter as soon as possible.” 

     “Good, Miriam, that’s the spirit.  So let’s start.”   

     “Ah . . . I’m sorry; one more thing before we start.  Can I ask you a question?” Miriam asked. 

     “By all means. Go ahead.”  Ben’s voice was kind and assuring in a lawyerly manner.  

     “What’s gonna happen to Dillon?  They can’t do anything to Dillon without notifying me, right?  

He is not an abandoned dog.  He’s considered to be somebody’s property, right?” 

     “Miriam, as a lawyer, I shouldn’t tell you my wishful thinking, although as a good friend, I don’t 

want anything to happen to Dillon.  However, all I can say at this point is I will work hard to get 
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him out of the shelter as soon as possible.  As of now, I don’t even know what Dillon’s status is or 

who this gentleman is.  I’ll be at the 19th Precinct first thing in the morning tomorrow to find out all 

those things.  But for now, I need to hear your story.  I know it really didn’t answer your question.  

But ah . . . my common sense says it’s too soon for the city to do anything to him.  That’s all I can 

say.” 

     “All right, I understand.  Let’s start.” 

     As a stoic-looking Miriam sat facing Ben, everybody anxiously waited for him to start the 

questions. He put on his glasses and began in a warm and soothing voice. 

     “So, Miriam, where were you when you first met this gentleman, Hugh Fanning?  Can you 

explain the circumstances and possibly events leading up to your first encounter with this 

gentleman?  Any little information may help me understand the situation.  Don’t worry— it doesn’t 

have to be in chronological order.” 

     “In the park.  Carl Schurz.  At about three this afternoon.  No, what am I saying?  Maybe at 

around one or one thirty at the latest.  Actually, today was my third visit to the park.  I took the 

advice of my good friend at Happy Pooch.” 

     “Excuse me?” Ben interrupted. 

     “Happy Pooch.  That’s my favorite pet store, on Lexington.  My friend Katie works there—she’s 

a nice lady.  She recommended that I go to this dog run at the park.  I met three young ladies there, 

who are also nice and friendly, and regulars at the park.  I was with them.  Dillon played with these 

wonderful doggy friends.” 

     “Where were you while Dillon was playing with other dogs?  Was Mr. Fanning already in the 

picture?”   

     Ben politely and kindly helped Miriam recollect her memories. 

     “Oh, no.  I don’t think so.  At least, I didn’t see him.  That was after I left the moms.  I was with 

the moms while Dillon was playing.” 
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     “Moms?  Do you mean owners of those dogs?” 

     “Yes.  We call ourselves moms, because, you see, the dogs are like our children.” 

     “I see.” 

     “Do you need their names?  I can give you the names of my friends.  We exchanged email 

addresses.” 

     “That’s a good idea.  In fact, tomorrow, my secretary will bring a questionnaire.  She can help 

you fill that in.  You can give me the names and other information about your friends then.” 

     “Ah, yes, sure.  Well, where was I?” 

     “You said you were with the moms.” 

     “That’s right.  After I said goodbye to them, promising to see them tomorrow, I walked around 

the park and found a bench and sat down.  Dillon, after all that excitement, was exhausted, so . . .” 

     “Were you still in the park?  Were you alone or . . .” 

     “Yes, I was still in the park and I was alone.” 

     “That was about what time, would you say?” 

     “Quarter to three.” 

     “All right.  So you still hadn’t met this gentleman.” 

     “That’s correct.  Very soon after I sat down on the bench, Hugh approached.” 

     “Where was Dillon?” 

     “He was on the ground lying down.  He was really tired.  That was quite an exercise at the run.” 

     “Was Dillon leashed at that time?” 

     “Yes, of course.  Walking the dog off the leash isn’t allowed.  I know that much.  That was when 

Hugh came into the picture.  Oh boy, I have a lot to tell you.”  Miriam looked up at the ceiling, 

hiding tears. “Can I continue tomorrow morning?  Maybe I can come to your office instead.” 

 Next Day 
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     The office was in a prime New York location near Times Square off Broadway.  The small two-

room office was on the third floor of a prewar building.  The smell of the old office building, the 

hugely cumbersome elevator, the messengers, and the young and old who rushed along the hard 

stone floor with brown paper bags from the nearby delicatessen made this quintessential New York. 

  

     Herbert stumbled upon Ben in this office in 1976.  Herbert was set to purchase the condo and 

had been referred to Ben Eckmann by a friend.  Ben Eckmann Senior, that was.  Ben Senior had 

passed away a year earlier, and young Ben succeeded him at the law office.  Ben Junior was thirty-

one then.  Although they were a decade apart, Herbert and Ben hit it off almost immediately.  Since 

then, Ben Eckmann Junior had been an inherent part of Herbert’s ascent and the Days’ lives.   

     Ambitious, intelligent, and as good as any other celebrity lawyer in New York, Ben remained 

modest.  That was his style.  It was what made him financially successful.  Like other lawyers in the 

city, he looked sincere, honest, and caring, but unlike others, he was truly so. 

     Now he sat behind his cluttered desk in his lived-in office.  The office decor hadn’t been updated 

since his father’s days.  Veneer panels covered the entire walls, which were exposed only one foot 

below the ceiling all around the room.  The rest of the walls were behind a multifarious collection 

of filing cabinets and bookshelves.  Paper, boxes, shopping bags, electronic devices, tools such as 

drivers, screws, and even a glue gun, golf bags from decades ago, and other items overspread the 

room.    

     “Have you ever thought of hiring a cleaning service?  It’s bad.  No offense, but . . . now I know 

why you love to do business outside,” said Jason.       

     “Ah . . . Carol thinks she’s got another storage space here.  Anything she doesn’t want to keep in 

the house, she loads into the car once in a while and expects me to store those things here.  That’s 
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no problem.  I’m here alone most of the time anyway, while Carol has friends to entertain in the 

house.  My secretary comes for only half a day three times a week.” 

     “Wait a minute.  You’ve got a part-time secretary, three days a week.  How many times does 

Carol have maid service a week?”   

     Rose almost rubbed salt in the wound.   

     “The maid  comes to the house every day.  But that’s understandable.  Carol needs help.” 

     “Okay.  That’s your thing, Ben.”   

     Jason, rolling his eyes, crunched almonds out of a paper bag.  He sat in one of the wooden 

armchairs with torn black leather covering.  Rose and Miriam were seated opposite him.  The low 

table and the armchairs were in front of Ben’s cumbersome desk.  Sipping Coke from a straw 

attached to a plastic container of a fast-food takeout, Ben urged Miriam and Rose to read the 

document on the low table. 

     “I want you to read this document.  You’ll get a quick understanding of who Hugh Fanning is.” 

     “Yeah, that’s fascinating stuff, actually, Mom,” said Jason. 

     “What is he?  He’s a jerk,” Rose said as she read. 

     “Not necessarily.  I won’t say he’s a jerk.  How can you say that?” Jason responded. 

     “It says he’s the second generation of Fanning and Sons.  He succeeded his father in the business 

and also got the fortune that came with it,” Rose said. 

     “What’s wrong with that?” Jason said. 

     “It’s wrong.  Just to succeed his father in the company like that. He’s a typical silver-spoon-in-

the-mouth type.  That’s exactly something wrong with him and that’s exactly what makes him a 

jerk.” 

     “That’s not fair.  He was unfortunate—I mean in fact, fortunate.  But he just happened to be born 

in the right circumstances.  That's not his fault.” 
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     “Yeah, that’s right, like you, Jason.  You inherited without working hard, not through merit.  Dad 

at least worked hard to establish the business.  I can’t stand these rich second-generation type of 

guys.” 

     “Rose, calm down.  From my perspective, you and Jason are no different.  You’re both the rich 

kids that you’re so critical of.  Of course, it seems the scale of his business is much larger than 

ours,” Miriam remarked.   

     “Got that, Rose?” Jason, helped by his mother, was happy to shut his sister up.   

     “As you can see, Hugh Fanning is the second generation of this Irish immigrant family.  His 

father made a fortune after he obtained the patent of this particular type of street lamp,” said Ben, 

trying to get back to the subject. 

     “Street lamps?  You mean the street lamps out there?  Along the streets of New York?” Rose 

interjected. 

     “Yes.  Street lamps out there, as you say.  But not just in New York, but all over the country and 

in many countries in the world, to be exact.” 

     “But wait till you hear this.  Ben told me something interesting before you got here.  There’s 

more to the story of this lamp business,” Jason added. 

     “That’s right.  It’s not clear what the exact circumstance was.  But whatever the details are, his 

company stumbled upon this patent.  Just imagine: his lamp poles were sold all over in the big cities 

such as New York, Chicago, San Francisco and so forth— I mean all over the United States.  The 

business took off after he secured the patent.  However, in the course of doing the business, he made 

enemies.  Naturally so, since his street lamps practically monopolized the market.” 

     Everybody was mesmerized, focused on the story Ben narrated.   

     “So you’re saying that all those street lamps we see are his,” Rose said. 

     “Yes, that’s correct.  In fact, it’s more difficult to find one street lamp which is not his in 

America.  He’s that big.” 
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     “Wait, but what happened to the enemies?  How could one company monopolize the market so 

easily?  I wish I knew the trick,” Jason said.   

     “Oh, yes, the enemy.  In order to counter the negative publicity, he hired most of the employees 

of his former rival companies and moved their families to Ohio to set up a large  factory.  

Supposedly they were offered great salaries.  He then donated ten years’ worth of street lamps to the 

cities of New York, Chicago, and Philadelphia.” 

     “Ten years’ worth of street lamps?  I can’t even imagine what that means.” Rose was excited.   

     “Smart ass.  That made him well connected in the world,” Jason said.   

     “You bet.  Some people back in those days called him the real man behind the mayor and the 

governor.  He became that powerful,” Ben added.   

     “Wow.  But that’s the father of this man you’re talking about, right?” Rose was impatient to 

move the story forward. 

     “That’s right.  Hugh is the second son of this man.” 

     “You mean he’s not even the firstborn?  What happened to the first child?  Don’t tell me that 

Hugh Fanning got away with the murder of his brother,” Jason said. 

     “Oh, Jason.  You’re ridiculous,” Miriam complained.   

     “Actually, Hugh Fanning succeeded his father’s role in the business after his big brother died in 

a rare tragic accident in their garden.  A pity really—his brother was really the smart one in the 

family, a graduate of Harvard, captain of the fencing team, a contributing writer for the school 

paper, and so forth.” 

     “What kind of accident?  In the garden?” Rose asked. 

     “The accident happened right in front of the entire family—the father, mother, and Hugh for that 

matter.  A chainsaw that a gardener was using got out of his hand and hit the side of his brother’s 

neck.  He died right there in the garden.  I can only imagine how gruesome that was.” 

     “Gosh, that’s awful.  And Hugh witnessed his brother’s death,” Miriam said. 
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     “Yes, everybody in the family saw this young man killed right in front of their eyes.” 

     “Oh, that must have been horrible,” said Rose.   

     “Yes.  Anyway, all the powerful people—not only from New York, but from all over the country

—attended the funeral.  Even the president and the first lady sent a eulogy to the family.  And 

shortly after that incident, exactly two months after the accident, the father died of a heart attack.” 

     “He must have been so heartbroken.” Rose was sympathetic.   

     “That was when Hugh Fanning took over the company, in 1965.” 

     Miriam, Rose, and Jason were attentive to Ben’s story.  When the story got to the point where 

Hugh Fanning finally appeared, they all repositioned themselves deep in their chairs.   

     “Would you like to take a break?”  Ben took out three recycled tall plastic cups from a fast-food 

restaurant, which he had rinsed, stacked up, and stored on a bookshelf.  He then poured orange juice 

from the small refrigerator into the cups.   

     “Excuse me for the cups.  Carol told me to recycle.  When I buy a drink at one of those fast-food 

stores, I’m paying for the container, too.  Her idea is to use the cups a couple more times so I get 

good use out of them.  That makes sense, and it’s a good idea.” 

     “It’s none of my business, but you really are a henpecked husband, aren’t you?” Jason asked.   

      

     “Okay, guys, let’s not judge anything or anybody one way or the other just yet.  I want you to get 

an accurate  overview of the Fanning family.  Hugh, unlike his older brother, was not expected to 

become a strong businessman.  He was twenty-seven at the time and had no work experience.” 

     “Wait, the guy was twenty-seven, and he never worked?  Was he a bookworm?” Rose’s tone was 

tinged with judgment. 

     “No, I don’t believe that was the case from what I’ve found so far.  He was rather a sweet boy, 

according to some accounts.  And everybody called him Baby Fanning.  You understand what I 

mean.  In fact, he was a heartthrob type, interested in sailing.”   
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     Miriam secretly glanced at Ben at that comment. 

     “My gosh, sailing?  Sounds rich.  A playboy with a silver spoon in his mouth type?  That doesn’t 

do anything for me,” Rose said. 

     “Being the second generation isn’t necessarily that easy, either, Rosie,” Miriam said to her. 

     “Yeah, you see.  Mom is 100 percent right.  Tough to be a second-generation son.  We receive 

too little respect.” Jason was enjoying this comeback. 

     “What I’m saying is it really depends.  Depends, Jason.  What you do with something you were 

given is equally, if not more, important.  Obviously, a second-generation son is expected to take the 

business to the next level.  Isn’t that the case?  I hope you feel the same way,” Miriam said sweetly, 

nailing him.     

     “Well, I suppose Miriam is right.  And in fact, this gentleman, Hugh Fanning, turned out to be a 

great businessman.  He made the business bigger, stronger, and more stable.  Soon after he took 

over, he got involved in the city-scape business.  The move was wise because that went hand in 

hand with his existing street lamp business.  He also expanded the business internationally.  His 

company has clients in Europe, Asia, South America, Russia, and South Africa.  Impressive stuff. 

 And wait for this.  He even bought one of the radio stations in Connecticut, where scores of 

influential New Yorkers had second houses in the eighties.  By doing this, he set foot in the media 

business, which granted him tremendous power to sway New York politics.  What I’m trying to say  

is that he turned out to be one of the key players in this city and in the state of New York.” 

     “Okay, I think we got the picture,” Jason said.   

     “What does that mean for us, though?” Rose asked Ben.   

     “Well, he is big, well connected.  No match for us,” Jason declared.     

     “Well, I wouldn’t say that.  Oh sorry, I also forgot to mention that he’s recently retired, and his 

son has taken over the business,” Ben added.   

     “Sons.  Two sons,” Miriam interjected.   
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     Everybody, shocked by her comment, looked at her. 

     “How do you know?” Rose was the first to ask. 

     “He told me.  He has two sons, and they took over the business.  It’s their thing now.  And now 

he doesn’t have to worry about contracts and bids, and so on.  He enjoys his life with Charlie. 

 That's what he said.” 

     “What did you say, Mom?  You’re telling us that Hugh Fanning has a partner?” Jason got 

excited. 

     “Yes, that’s correct.  Charlie is his partner, the best companion he’s ever had.  He loves him.”  

     Around her, everybody in the room exchanged a knowing nod. 

     “Ooookaaay.  That’s his thing.  I have a few good friends of that sort, and I am 100 

percent supportive of them.  So I understand his situation.  How long did you talk for?  I mean for 

him to tell you about his homosexual relationship sounds deep.  What else did he tell you about his 

personal life?” Jason asked. 

     “How did you get that information about his sexual preference?  Is he?  I thought he 

was straight.” 

     “Mom, you’ve just told us that.  About his best companion ever, Charlie.” 

     “Oh, no.  Charlie is his Maltese. The little dog Dillon was playing with while Hugh and I were 

talking.  Hugh’s not homosexual, is he?  Or is he?  Ben, do you know?  I need to know.” 

     “Hold on.  Just hold on for a second.  I’m confused.  I thought you said Dillon played with 

Hugh’s dog that had a pink ribbon.  Is that Charlie?”   

     Jason enjoyed the gender complication part of the story. 

     “Charlie is a ‘he.’  He is a straight he, I believe.  Hugh’s late wife used to dress him up like a girl 

and that became the way he is.  That’s all.” 

     “What?”  
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     Rose nearly fainted. “What’s this?  His wife dressed her husband like a girl?  That’s crazy.  It’s 

too weird.  I need a break.” 

     “Rose, what’s wrong with you?  Of course not.  His wife used to dress Charlie the Maltese like a 

girl.  By the way, though, so what if Hugh cross-dresses?  You should be open-minded to those 

kinds of activities.  You never know what your father and I did.”  Miriam winked at Ben. 

     “Oh, no.  No.  Don’t tell me anything.  I’m perfectly all right without knowing any details of my 

parents’ behind the door activities.” 

     “So Ben, just tell me.  Hugh isn’t homosexual, is he?  Did you come across anything that 

suggested he was homosexual or maybe bisexual?  Seriously, I need to know,” Miriam said. 

     “Why do you care, Mom?  Why do you need to know about his sexual preference?” Jason said. 

     “Jason, why don’t we get to that later?  I have much more to tell you about this gentleman,” Ben 

said. 

     “Yes, that’s good.  Go on, please proceed.  I can't take this kind of talk anymore,” Rose said, 

trying to get back to the main story.  

     “Anyway, Hugh Fanning continues to be active even after his son, or rather sons, took over his 

business.  He excused himself from all business responsibilities, but he remains in city and state 

politics,” Ben explained.      

     “Here it comes.  Sounds like bad news,” Jason added.   

     “Don’t jump to any conclusions.  But he’s got titles like chairman, co-chair, director, adviser, 

consultant, and the like.  The list is long, and there’s no way I can read them all to you.” 

     “Can you read a few?  I’m curious.”  

     “All right, Rose.  Let’s see.  Here you go.  New York Park Maintenance Task Force, Preservation 

of the East River Association, United Citizen for Promotion of Democracy, Parents of Children with 

Cancer, Parents of Children with Heart Disease, Art Promotion and Education in New York, Task 

Force for the Governor of New York, Advocacy of New Generation Civil Servants Association, 
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Support Group for the Children of New York Police Officers, Global Outreach Program for the 

Victims of War.  Well, it’s enough to get the picture, I believe.  It’s only a small portion of the entire 

list.  I don’t even know how he remembers which organizations he belongs to.” 

     “One thing, though: all their names sound so similar.  Is he really active with every one of them, 

association or task force or whatever you call them?”   

     “I had the same question at first, Jason.  But that’s the amazing part.  I believe he is.  He seems 

active in every single one of them.  Some, in fact, he founded.” 

     “My gosh.  He’s all over the place.  How come we’ve never heard of his company or his name 

then?  Have you ever heard of him, Jason?  I’ve never heard of Fanning.  How about you, Ben?” 

     “That’s right.  He’s big.  He’s powerful.  He’s well-connected and is known to those who are in 

the position of power.  He’s someone you don’t want to mess with.  Some people call him 

SHOGUN.  But, interestingly, he prefers to stay behind the scenes and generally keeps a low 

profile, avoiding publicity and media attention, although, in reality, he is the man in New York.  

Also, from what I learned from my reading last night and from a few phone calls to certain people, 

his family tactfully has stayed politically neutral.  It’s amazing the way the family stays influential 

regardless of who or which party takes office.  He carefully avoids party politics, but somehow 

never loses credibility, no matter who the mayor or governor is and the president is.  In essence, 

when you vote in New York, whether one votes for Republicans or Democrats, it doesn't really 

matter.  We are voting for him, in New York at least.” 

     “So, Mom, it sounds like we are going to war with the entire New York establishment,” Jason 

said. 

     “That’s not nice, Jason.  Mom’s got her story.  And we have friends in our corner, too.  Right, 

Mom?  Anyway, what were you talking to this man about, other than Charlie’s cross-dressing?  I 

had an impression at the beginning he was just walking, minding his own business, and Dillon 

suddenly attacked him.  Now listening to you, it doesn't sound like that.  You and this man were 
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engaging in some conversation that was more than . . . whatever.  Maybe he incited Dillon.  Is that 

possible?” 

     Everybody looked at Miriam and waited for her to say something. 

     “Miriam?  Would you like to say something at this point?”   

     Ben’s voice was kind.  Miriam looked down, staring at her fingers as if she had been reminiscing 

about something.   

     “What’s going on?” Rose was mouthing to Jason. 

     “Miriam?  Do you want to tell us what happened after you left the mother friends in the 

park?” Ben, seeing Miriam was ready to tell her version of the story, warmly encouraged her, while 

signaling to the others not to interrupt her.   

       “All right.  I guess I’m ready.  I was sitting on the bench.  I’ve told you things up to this point.  

Soon after that, I saw Charlie, pulling Hugh toward us.  Charlie was not interested in me—he just 

wanted to play with Dillon.  When they reached where we were, naturally I introduced myself to 

this man, and he introduced himself as well.  We found out we both had become single not so long 

ago and loved dogs.  And you won’t believe this.  He’s a vegetarian!  He cooks, too.  He showed me 

many photos of the dishes he cooked.  Hugh is also on Olga’s training program.” 

     “What or who is Olga?” Rose asked. 

     “You see, his two sons are grown-ups and they have their families living in the neighborhood, 

same as with us.  So most of the time, he’s alone with his housekeeper, Olga.  I’ve also got the 

impression he isn’t so close to his children—at least, not as close as I am to all of you, based on 

what he told me.  Anyway, Olga, tells him to keep himself busy to avoid getting old.  So he takes 

Pilates classes and cooks, cleans, and takes care of garbage.” 

     “Sounds like Ben, I’m telling you,” Jason laughed. 

     “Except for the Pilates part,” Rose added.   
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     “In fact, Olga used to be a trainer for the Russian national judo team.  She also tries to arrange 

blind dates for Hugh, though he’s not interested in any of the ladies she arranges.   We also talked a 

great deal about our children.”  

     “About us?  What about us?”  

     “The usual things about children.  As you’ll eventually realize when your children grow up, 

Rosie, having children is basically a blessing except for, you know . . . ” 

     “Mom, what do you mean by that?  I thought you always loved us.” 

     “Don’t be ridiculous.  Of course I love you.”   

     Thinking it was rather frustrating to get through Rose sometimes, Miriam went on with her story. 

     “Doesn’t sound harmful.  Courteous between you and Hugh so far,” Ben said. 

     “It sounds more like it’s in a realm of flirting, Mom.  It’s obvious,” Jason said. 

     “Jason,” Rose raised her voice, annoyed.  “Mom was not flirting with this man.  It’s impossible.  

She’s still grieving about Dad’s passing.”  

     “Oh, you Rosie-baby . . .” Jason teased her and continued.  “I came to that conclusion based on 

the story Mom had told us.  It’s not me.  They were definitely flirting.  Get angry at Mom if you 

want.” 

     “Rose, I don’t think there is anything wrong with your mom being friendly with a male friend 

and even starting a new relationship with someone.  Especially in this case, since they are both 

widowed,” Ben was always the voice of reason. 

     “You see, Rose?  So, did he come on to you, Mom?”   

     Ben quickly interrupted before Rose became hysterical. “Amiable.  That’s the impression I got. 

 Is that correct, Miriam?” 

     “I’d say the meeting was very amorous and romantic.  Hugh’s got a way, a sexy . . . something 

lustful about him but, I mean, in a gentleman-like way,” said Miriam. 

     It was almost a reflex.  Rose became jumpy.  Again, Ben blocked her emotional outburst.   
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     “So, you were getting acquainted.” 

     “Oh, yes.  I had a lovely time.  Brilliant.  And romantic, I would say.” 

     Jason looked at Rose with a thumbs-up gesture.   

     “I don’t even know the exact time, but at around twilight, I said to him that I’d had a great time 

and I was about to leave.  At that moment, Hugh took off his jacket and covered me with it, 

realizing it was getting chilly.  He was a gentleman, I thought.” 

     “Oh, yeah.  Go, baby.  Good move.  What was next?  Better than a cheap Hollywood flick.” 

Jason was enjoying the story. 

     “Jason, please,” Rose was incensed. 

     “And Hugh picked up my hand to kiss it.” 

     “Yes,” Jason yelled. 

     This time, Rose just ignored him. 

     “The problem was, the hand that Hugh took happened to be the one holding the leash.  So, 

Dillon was suddenly pulled in the wrong direction while he was playing with Charlie, which caused 

him to get cross.  That’s what happened.  Nothing was wrong with Dillon’s reaction.” 

     “I see.  Then Dillon attacked Hugh and bit into his calf,” said Rose.   

     “Yes.” 

     “What did you do at that moment?  Did you get any help or try to restrain Dillon?  Or . . .” 

     “Yes, obviously I called for help, but nobody was around.  But that’s not the point. Hugh all of a 

sudden became so rude to us, especially to Dillon.” 

     “What do you mean by Hugh becoming rude?  How did you reach that conclusion, Miriam?” 

Ben asked. 

     “He swore at Dillon.  He used dirty language.” 

     “Mom, come on.  This mutt bit the poor man and as far as I know, he was bleeding to the extent 

that he needed twenty-seven stitches.  What do you expect from this poor old man?” Jason said. 
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     “I don’t want anybody calling Dillon a mutt.  That offends us both.” 

     “That’s right, Jason.  You’re offensive to Mom and to Dillon,” Rose said smugly. 

     “Okay, I’m sorry.  I won’t say that again.  But, listening to your story, I don’t know about this.  

What do you think, Ben?  What do you expect this man to say while a crazy dog is ripping off his 

leg?  We seem to have a mountain to climb.  Ben, good luck.”   

     Jason threw his empty plastic cup into the garbage can.   

     Ben glanced at the trash bin. “Excuse me for a moment.” He walked to the bin, picked up the 

plastic cup, and stored it in the milk carton next to the copy machine behind his desk.  Rubbing his 

nose, he came back to his chair.  The Days’ eyes were fixated on him. 

     “I’ve piled up too many.  I have to rinse them before Carol pays a visit one of these days.” 

     “You rinse them, not wash them?” Rose asked.     

Chill in New York 

     September in New York quickly wore on to the usual nippy winter months.  Surviving New York 

in cold months as a brokenhearted lover was a test.  In this city, it was the most brutal, the most 

painful, and the harshest state of mind in which one could be.  But the tough that went through were 

the true New Yorkers.  They were the muse, the inspiration that designed the mystical glamour and 

artistic mind that veiled the entire city.   

     Different retailers came and left.  Especially to the busy corner of 86th Street and Third.  No 

matter how popular and generic the tenant might be nationwide, the corner remained special, 

distinctly New York.  It never lost its original New York complexion.  The corner never succumbed 

to being called by the name of the retailer. 

     Miriam stopped in front of the window of a German bakery shop.  The familiar berry tortes, 

stollen, and chocolate cake that used to be so attractive to Miriam looked uninviting.  
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     “Are you coming in?  These are the best cakes in town,” said a well-dressed patron, holding the 

door open for Miriam.   

      “Ah, no, I’m just looking.  They are my favorites, too.”  

      As Miriam responded to the lady, she secretly thought,  I can do better than this.      

     Beyond cakes and cookies, she saw the reflection of the street corner where the homeless man 

urinated, Dillon confronted the police, and the little girl saved Dillon.  She remembered the crowd 

that had gathered to find out what Miriam would do.  And there was the vendor who witnessed the 

whole event.  Crossing the street, Miriam approached him.     

     “Hey, how are you doing?” he greeted her. “I know you.  You’re the one with the crazy dog.” 

     “Yes, I’m the one with the crazy dog.  You remember me.” 

     “The dog almost killed the girl.  No offense.  But he’s a good dog, ha?  Got a spirit.  How’s he 

doing?” 

     “Ah, he’s all right.”  Despite his rough description of Dillon, Miriam felt at home with the 

vendor.  

     “I’ll take one bag.  Please keep the change.  The permit here must be a fortune.  It’s a shame.”   

     Miriam handed a five-dollar bill to the vendor and picked up a bag of pretzels. 

     “Thank you, ma’am.  Come by anytime.  Don't forget to bring your buddy next time.” 

     Miriam walked westward.  On the way, she stopped at one of the Greek delis and purchased a 

bagel and a bottle of orange juice.  At the corner of Lexington, she saw a homeless woman and gave 

the bag of pretzels, the juice, and the bagel to the lady.   

     “Do you live in the shelter?  Please share with your family if you have one.” 

     Miriam didn’t wait for the lady to respond.  She then turned at the corner of Lexington and went 

near Happy Pooch.  The utility door of the store frequently opened and closed.  The humble-looking 

store was a disguised gold mine.  Customers came and went, some with their dogs.  Miriam felt left 

out, excluded.  She imagined Kate’s personable manner and her giving Dillon the crown she said 
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she would find.  He’d missed out on that opportunity.  Miriam felt an urge to talk to her, but thought 

it could be awkward.  She skipped the visit and walked a few more blocks southward before turning 

left to head home.  Since speaking with the homeless lady, she’d remained silent.  Her life was 

flipped when Dillon came and was flipped again when he left.  Everything was gray.  Things around 

her were daubed with a forlorn sense.  When she reached First Avenue, she turned left, carefully 

avoiding the park, which she dared not go near.  The solitary walk finished too quickly and she was 

soon back at her apartment.   

     “How was the walk, Mrs. Day?”   

     “Oh, Charlie, Charlie, Charlie.  It’s tough.” 

     “We are all praying for Dillon, ma’am.  He’ll be back, I’m sure.” 

     “Thank you, Charlie.  I hope so.” 

     “Anytime.  Anytime if you want to come down here and talk, you’re welcome.” 

     “I may come down later.  I’d better clean up upstairs first, though.”  

     Miriam disappeared into the elevator. 

     In her kitchen, she cleaned up the food containers left in the refrigerator for Dillon and dumped 

the food into the garbage can.  Uncontrollable anger crushed her thin body.  But her experience had 

proved that nothing would ensue from anger.  Her tears and distress, she knew, were waiting not to 

be answered, but to be dealt with.  Slender as her body was, with its yoga-trained muscles, it also 

depicted her tough disposition inside.  She quickly threw the containers into the sink and picked up 

her phone. 

     “Ben, how are you?  This is Miriam.  I hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time.” 

     “Oh, no, Miriam.  Of course, you can call me anytime.”  

     “I was wondering if I can visit Dillon.  I want to bring special food for him.  Do you think you 

can find out about it?” 
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     “I don’t want to get your hopes up.  My understanding is that they have not decided on his 

status.  At least yesterday when I talked to the authorities, they hadn’t.  But there’s nothing wrong in 

asking.  Let me find that out for you,” said Ben. 

     “I appreciate that.” 

     “Dillon must miss your food, I’m sure.  I’d miss it, too.” 

     “That’ll be great.  Now I’ve got to go shopping.  Don’t worry, Ben, I’ll save some for you, too.” 

     “So, I’ll keep you informed, all right?” 

      

Later That Night 

     For the Days, Miriam’s kitchen was always the place where important matters were discussed.  

At Ben’s request, Miriam spread out all the dog-human food she had cooked earlier.   

     “Everybody came without eating supper, I hope.  Try these.  I experimented with a few new 

dishes.  I’m not sure about this quiche with Asian noodles and tofu.  Before I give it to Dillon, I 

wanted to test it on you, sorry.  So please, go ahead.  Tell me what you think.” 

     Miriam was energetic, tirelessly serving the food to everyone.  

     “We can talk business after everybody puts something in the stomach.  Is that all right, Ben?”   

     “Oh, no problem.  I’m more than happy to be the guinea pig for your new recipes.  We can talk 

after.  NO problem,” Ben responded.   

     “These are great for humans, too,” Matthew said.  “The experiment is worthwhile, since you can 

use the recipe regardless of what happens to Dillon, you know.  You can serve them to humans like 

us.”   

     For this comment, everybody stared at innocent Matthew.  He was sweet-tempered, but kooky 

and a bit impolitic.  Everybody knew too much about him to get angry at him.  
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          A magical thing about Ben was that he could be a henpecked husband and a top-notch lawyer 

at the same time.  He was shrewd and could naturally assemble razor-edge tactics.  That night, 

Miriam knew Ben had completed his studies and was ready to guide the Days.  This time, though, 

Miriam sensed Ben had bad news to tell her, by his caring hands touching her shoulder.  

     “Is everybody satisfied?  So . . . what’s the news, Ben?  I mean, the bad news.” Miriam never 

liked to be on the receiving end of surprise news.  The preemptive strike was her instinct.  “I’m 

ready and can take anything.  I’m prepared for the worst, so . . . any news other than that, you know, 

is great news.” 

     “Okay, Miriam.  Let me briefly tell you what’s been going on.  I’ve talked with several parties 

involved in this case.  I also confirmed with the animal control authority of the City of New York  

that they’re observing if Dillon has rabies and that they have custody of Dillon at the present 

moment.  The quarantine is a ten-day process.  During this period, if he shows any sign of having 

contracted  rabies, he will be put down.  If that happens, the city will most likely take serious legal 

action against Miriam. Criminal, I’m talking about, let alone whatever civil case Fanning may 

present to you.” 

     “Against Mom?  Criminal?  Come on, it’s a simple dog bite.  He doesn’t have rabies.  It’s easy to 

prove that.  Didn’t Dillon have a rabies shot?  Mom is a law-abiding citizen who is seventy years 

old.  That’s crazy.  What does he want?  The government isn’t going to come after Mom.  For this?” 

Rose said. 

     “Shogun.  Don’t you remember he’s the one?  He can do anything he wishes, it sounds 

like,” Jason said. 

     “You’ve got it.  Jason is correct.  Fanning can pressure the DA’s office.  But let’s not assume 

anything.  We have to take it one step at a time.” 

     “So, I can’t . . .” 
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     “That’s right, Miriam.  At least until Dillon goes through this quarantine period.  You can’t visit 

or supply food.”  

     “All right.  I understand.  So, let’s finish all this food.  I’ll pack some for your lunch, Ben.” 

Miriam didn’t show much of her disappointment. 

     “The quarantine shouldn’t be a problem, at least if he doesn’t have rabies.  The bigger problem 

we have now is that your mother, in fact, doesn’t have any legal documents for him, which is 

required by the city and the state.  Dillon has not been registered, nor is there proof of 

immunization.  A rabies shot is a must.  It may sound crazy to you, but it is theoretically possible 

that Dillon has rabies.” 

     There was silence in the room and Miriam took a deep breath. 

     “I thought he was immunized,” Matthew said. 

     “Nope,” Ben answered.   

     “What?” Rose sounded accusing. 

     “Miriam?  Would you like to explain?” Ben urged. 

     “Well, Ben is correct.  You don’t understand that immunization causes all sorts of problems, you 

know.  I’ve been reading about it.” 

     “I know that.  But that’s for humans.  What’s wrong with giving a dog shots?  You have to 

protect people, and by doing so, you’re protecting your dog,” Rose jumped in righteously.   

     “How do you know for sure?” Miriam countered. 

     “Because by protecting . . .”   

     As Rose was about to repeat herself, Ben interrupted. 

     “Sorry to interrupt you, Rose.  Your mom knows that and she’s got a point, too.  But the bottom 

line is, it is our responsibility to give a dog the necessary shots, unfortunately.  Now I have a 

question for you guys.  When the shelter releases dogs, it is mandatory to make the necessary 

information available to the adopting party regarding immunization, registration, and possibly about 
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ID chip.  Did they discuss these issues with you?  Did they also discuss the arrangement of 

spaying?”  

     Rose, Jason, and Jen all shrugged.   

     “They didn't inform us of anything, did they?  I thought about shots, but I thought Mom was 

going to take care of it,” said Rose. 

     “You know what?  I remember we paid money, for a deposit of neutering procedure or 

something.  Do you remember?” Jen said. 

     “Wait.  I’m confused.  Is he neutered or still intact?” Jason asked. 

     “Didn’t we receive a booklet?  I remember they gave us some pamphlets and a small booklet.  I 

don’t know what we did with them though,” Jen added.   

     “That’s probably it.  What happened to that booklet, Jen?  I will confirm with the shelter, but any 

reputable animal shelters and pounds are usually very informative regarding those matters at the 

time of releasing impounded dogs.  So please try to remember what happened at that time,” said 

Ben. 

     “You must have taken them, Jason.” Rose was quick to blame Jason for misplacing them. 

     “Don’t blame me.  I’m not even sure I’ve got them.” 

     “That’s the problem.  It’s up to you to read them thoroughly and follow what’s required, 

provided the shelter gave you the material.  The shelter is, to a certain extent, responsible to inform 

the public, but really, the responsibility falls on the shoulders of the adopting parents.  Now, 

Miriam, were you aware of the fact that you were responsible for those issues?  Did you forget or 

intentionally ignore them?  The point is, proper registration and immunization is required regardless 

of your personal belief.  Therefore, not complying is an offense.  I must tell you, however, there’re 

many people who never bother to follow the procedure.  It’s not a problem if the dog is confined or 

doesn’t get any complaints against it.  But if the dog causes an injury that requires twenty-seven 

stitches on a man, that’s another story,” Ben was firm.  
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     “It’s coming back.  I remember the first time we visited the vet.  Jen and I went along with Mom. 

 I remember specifically, since the three of us had lunch together at the Met after we dropped Dillon 

off at the apartment.  Anyway, the vet told us about immunization and registration.  And Mom made 

an appointment, do you remember, Jen?  What happened to that?  I completely forgot to follow up 

with that,” said Rose. 

     “Yeah, I remember.  That’s right.  Mom made an appointment for a shot.” 

     “So, what happened to that appointment ?” Jason asked. 

     “Miriam, you don’t have to answer.  Take it easy, everybody.  Things happen.  Regarding that 

appointment, your mom canceled the appointment.  I confirmed with the vet’s office,” Ben said. 

     “Why did you do that?  Didn’t you know the dog needed to get shots?” Rose sounded critical. 

     “That’s okay.  Miriam answered that question already.  You don’t have to make it harder than it 

is.  It is already painful.  It’s okay, Miriam.  It was my job to find out about the facts.  It’s done with 

and we have to move on.  Are you all right?  Is everybody with me?”   

     “Yes, I’m all right, Ben.”   

     Ben was sympathetic, supportive, positive, and pragmatic.  Miriam knew she was in the best of 

hands with him.   

     “After this rabies quarantine finishes, hopefully clearing Dillon of at least the rabies issue, 

there’s still a chance that he may not be able to come home.  We’ll still be stuck with the complying 

issue.  Fanning will argue that you are too irresponsible to own a dog and the city should not release 

Dillon to you, meaning he ought to stay where he is now, which causes Miriam to lose custody 

permanently.  And you know what happens to the dogs left in the pound long enough, especially if a 

dog has a history of biting people.  That’s, again, besides the possible civil lawsuit Mr. Fanning may 

bring against you.” 

     “You mean civil and criminal?  What do you mean by criminal?  Will that be possible?” Jason 

said. 
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     “He has friends, you remember.  By the way, one more thing.  Fanning is well aware that you are 

a volunteer member at the Center of Animal Care and Control.  I hate to say this, but he’s got a 

point.  His argument will be totally permissible in the criminal court.  In the eyes of the judge, you 

are in the wrong.  What I’m saying is that there’s a great chance that Miriam will be arrested.” 

     Nobody in the kitchen said anything.  Miriam was also quiet, staring at the middle of the kitchen 

table.   

     “Before we get to that, regarding Dillon,” Ben continued, “there is something called a dangerous 

dog.  If the animal control authority comes to the conclusion that Dillon is a dangerous dog, there 

will be more restrictions on how and where and how long he can live.  Unfortunately, once the city 

says Dillon is a danger to society and takes legal action against you for not complying with New 

York City Health Code 161, which stipulates licensing regulation and vaccination law, there is zero 

chance for Dillon to get out.” 

     “If he can’t get out, he’s not going to stay there forever, which means the city is going to 

euthanize him.  Isn’t that correct?”  Miriam responded. 

     She was stern, looking straight at Ben.  The other Days waited, too, for Ben’s answer. 

     “Yes, Dillon will be destroyed.” 

     “Oh, come on, Ben, you don’t have to use such a harsh word, do you?” said Rose.  

     “Sorry, Rose.  But that’s the term they use, ‘destroy.’”      

     “I understand.”  Miriam didn't show any emotion and continued. “Do you think I can see him 

one more time?  Or rather—am I allowed to see him?” 

     “We’re not there yet.  Not so fast.  Regarding you, an arrest warrant hasn’t been issued yet.  

That’s the worst scenario.  At this moment, nothing has been decided by the DA’s office.  As I told 

you, I am waiting for the outcome of this ten-day quarantine, the first hurdle for us.  Meanwhile, 

Hugh Fanning has been in the hospital and we’ll most likely have to pick up the bill.” 
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     “Well, that’s a relief.  We still have time to come up with some strategy to fight back.  Somehow 

we have to protect Mom from being arrested,” Jason piped up.  

     “That’s correct, Jason.  I must warn you though, Miriam.  This is one of the toughest mountains I 

have ever climbed.  Help me as I help you.  Alright?” 
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 Chapter 9 

Life of a Dog 

     Rose sat alone on a bunk seat at the restaurant.  It was lunchtime in midtown New York, and she 

thought Jason could have picked another time.  Alternatively, she could have been late.  

Unfortunately, that idea had never agreed with her—Rose couldn’t allow herself to be late.  

Surrounded by men and women in power suits, she felt inadequate.  All of them looked 

professional, which she was not, she thought.  Even though she’d performed all-around better than 

Jason in her academic career, she’d never thought of working for any corporations.  Being a full-

time housewife was not what Miriam had intended for her daughter; events in her own life had 

warned her to steer her daughter away from the same path.  But in reality, Rose felt awkward 

among the so-called high achievers. 

     Jason and Miriam finally arrived, arguing.   

     “Mom, you sit here next to Rose and I’ll sit on this side by myself.”   

     “What’s the big deal?  He didn’t walk with me.  Can you believe this, Rose?” 

     “Mom, I’ve never liked walking with you.  No offense; it’s not that I don’t want you to be 

around.  But do you remember during my high school days, my friends always teased me because I 

looked as if I had a cougar girlfriend?” 

     “Yes, I remember that,” Rose said. “Jen almost broke up with you thinking you were going out 

with Mom.” 

     “That’s right.  Mom, I’m glad you look beautiful.  You definitely look twenty years younger.  

People never think we are mother and son.  That is the big deal; do you understand?  You’re 

too . . .” 

     “What?  You’re too what you said, baby?” Miriam teased. 

     “Please, Mom, don’t call me baby in public.” 
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     “Okay, son, so what did you say?  I’m too what?” 

     “Hey, baby, tell your mommy,” said Rose. 

     “Tell me.  Nobody’s here.  Just your sister and me.  Come on.  Please say it.  Girls always love to 

hear that over and over again,” Miriam said. 

     “You’re too beautiful . . .” 

     “Oh, Jason, was that it?” 

     “Okay, Mom.  You’re sexy and attractive,” Jason mumbled. 

     “Yes.  Thank you, baby.  I love to hear that.  But what’s the problem?  Aren’t you glad I’m, you 

know, whatever?  I’m your mother.  You don’t want me to look old and tired, do you?” 

     “True, Jason.  You should be thankful that Mom is still attractive.  I’ve always liked 

compliments I received from my friends about Mom.  I’m very proud that she looks young and 

sexy.” 

     A tall, handsome waiter in his late twenties brought two glasses of water for Jason and Miriam.   

Miriam immediately created a backstory for him in her mind.  He could be an aspiring actor or a 

musician waiting tables until a big break came.  He must be a dreamer, an artistic type, maybe, she 

thought.   

     He placed a glass of water with a cherry and a mint leaf in front of Miriam and a plain glass of 

water in front of Jason.   

     “How are you today?  Would you like to see our lunch menu?  Or are you guys interested in our 

dessert menu?” 

     “Well, Mom?” Jason asked.   

     “Just tea for me.  Jason, you must be hungry.  Go ahead.  It’s my treat today,” Miriam said. 

     “No, actually I’m not that hungry.  I’ll just have coffee,” Jason answered.     

     “Very well, sir,” the waiter said, before turning to Miriam.  “And you, madam, what kind of tea 

would you like?” 
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     “Well, do you have herbal tea?  Something soothing.” 

     “Sure.  How would you like a warm cup of lemongrass tea?  It’s organically grown in a specially 

tended farm in California.  Very healing.” 

     “Excellent.  Whatever you say.”  Miriam looked glorious. 

     “Nice.” Winking at her, the waiter left.  

     Witnessing the exchange between the waiter and Miriam, Rose became irritated.  “What is this?  

I didn’t get a cherry and a mint leaf in my water.  I can’t believe this!  I’m offended.” 

     “Now how do you feel?  I thought you were so proud of Mom being attractive,” said Jason. 

     “Excuse me, but I feel mistreated.”  

     “Rose, stop that.  Come on, accept it.” 

     “Accept what, Jason?” 

     “You know.  Accept that Mom is still on the market while you are, well, obviously off the 

market.” 

     “Jason, that’s enough.  Aren’t you supposed to be celebrating with me today?  Dillon is out of 

quarantine.  This is a mini celebration for me.”   

     The waiter came back with a cup of coffee and a pot of lemongrass tea.  He also placed a large 

plate of cut fruit in front of them. 

     “This is on the house for the beautiful lad—” 

     “Oh, wow.  This is great,” Jason was excited.  “I should go out with Mom more often.  Thank 

you.” 

     “Perfect.  I love it.”  Miriam smiled charmingly at the waiter.   

     “My pleasure.  It’s from me.  Enjoy.”  The waiter winked at her again and left the table.   

     “Did he say lady or ladies?  Jason, did you get that?” Rose was hot.  

  

 Hospital 
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     Debra walked frantically around the bed pleading with Hugh to take pills she had brought.  He 

mischievously took the small paper cup filled with pills, secretly poured the contents into his right 

hand while she was looking away, and gave back the empty cup to her.  Then he feigned taking the 

pills with a glass of water with a foolishly obvious comment.  

     “I kinda like them.  They grow on you, those pills.” 

Debra, a pretty yet forceful young nurse in her twenties, shook her head.  “I’m not gonna be 

tricked.  Come on, Mr. Fanning.  This is a doctor’s order.  If you keep playing jokes on me, I have 

to report to Nurse Fletcher about your non-cooperative behavior as a patient.  I’m sure Nurse 

Fletcher knows what to do with your type of patient and can surely straighten you out.  She has 

much more experience.  Do you want me to do that?” 

     “Oh, noooo.  You are not reporting to Nurse Fletcher, are you?  What did I do?  I’m basically a 

good, obedient patient who follows your orders.  Please, don’t tattle on me.  Please, Debra, please,” 

Hugh begged. 

     “Mr. Fanning, what do you have in your right hand?  Can you raise your right hand above your 

head and open it?” 

     Hugh’s right hand was tightly clenched into a fist.  He smiled at Debra, who only nodded.  

Knowing Debra was not going to let him get away with it, Hugh did as he was instructed.  Pills 

spilled out from his right hand onto his head.   

     “Mr. Fanning.” 

     “Oh, Debra, what happened to my pills?” Hugh asked innocently. 

     “Hugh!  It is important for you to take pills as Dr. Norman tells you.  Why don’t you want to 

take the pills?” 

     “Debra, I’m a student of a natural way of living.  So I’m scared of those pills Dr. Norman 

prescribes.  They are loaded with chemicals that are harmful to my body.” 

     “Ah, so you are one of those New Age types.” 
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     “Well, I don’t really think about what type I am.  But I guess you could say that.  You 

understand.” 

     “Yeah, sure.  My brother and his girlfriend have a similar belief.  They’re on a brown rice and 

tofu diet, you know.  Every day they practice yoga and meditate, and on weekends they go to 

Buddhist temples.  I’m sure you have met that type before.  That’s fine for them.  But in your case, 

you don’t want to lose your leg.  You had a deep gash caused by a dog.  The cut was so deep that 

some portion of your leg could have dropped off right there in the park.  The dog could have 

savored that tasty flesh of yours and then had the time of his life licking and chewing other parts of 

you.”      

     “Oh please, you don’t have to be so graphic, Debra.” 

     “Again, my point is you don’t want Nurse Fletcher assigned to you.  You’d rather stick with me, 

right?” 

     “Yes, Debra.  I think you are an angel,”  

     Hugh charmed her, giving her a thumbs up.  He then picked up the pills scattered on the bed and 

put them in his mouth, saying, “Compared to Nurse Fletcher . . .” 

     There was a knock on the door.   

     “May I?”  A man dressed in a suit stood just outside of the entrance.  

     Craig Trask was in his early thirties, a relatively young Yale graduate lawyer hired by Hugh’s 

sons after they took over the business.  The lawyer whom Hugh had worked with for his entire time 

in the company died soon after Hugh retired.  He was a good lawyer—like Ben, he was kind at 

heart.  Working with Hugh, however, had consumed almost everything in his life.  He made a 

fortune but was divorced and estranged from his children.  His body was found in his lonely condo 

almost a week after his death.  It was Hugh, in fact, who had become concerned about the 

whereabouts of the lawyer, and who found the body.  That marked a great loss for the Fannings, so 

the new princes of Fanning hired Craig.   
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     “Mr. Fanning, you have a visitor.  You are . . .”  Debra asked Craig.   

     He ignored Debra and strode into the room.  “How are you feeling, Mr. Fanning?”   

     He placed a large box of Godiva chocolates on the side table and handed a large bouquet to 

Debra.   

     “Find a vase and bring it back to Mr. Fanning, will you?” 

     As he grabbed a seat beside Hugh’s bed, Debra rolled her eyes behind him. 

     “Yes, sir,” she said.  

     Hugh winked at Debra, thinking Craig was a jerk. 

     “Oh, call me Hugh already, will you?  I’ve been waiting for you, my friend.”  

     Hugh’s friendly response to the young lawyer was a reflection of his effort to get accustomed to 

his new status as an ex-player.  He truly felt that Craig was not his choice. 

     “So, Hugh, how are you feeling?  Any change?  Blood pressure, any concern about the blood test 

result, nausea, fainting, loss of appetite, dizziness, loss of memory, diarrhea, anything?  I can check 

with one of the nurses, but ah . . .” 

     “Oh, thanks.  If you start making a list like that, I begin to feel really sick, buddy.” 

     “What’s wrong, Hugh?  Let me get a nurse,” said Craig.   

     “I’m just joking with you.  I’m perfectly all right.  The stitches will come off in a few days and 

now I have a tremendous itch, but other than that, everything seems okay.” Hugh smiled as he 

responded to Craig. 

      “Oh, so no change?  No nothing?  Anything?  Maybe the itch is a sign of infection.  Is it 

possible?  Do you feel bad, depressed, sad, or . . . it’s very common for a person who experienced a 

traumatic incident such as yours to get depressed, and it’s a legitimate cause of legal investigation.  

I’m sure you’re experiencing something close to it.  If not now, you will soon.  As I’m compiling 

the list of possible civil and criminal allegations, I need to know any slight changes, Hugh.  

Remember any signs of negative physical reactions, that’s what we’re looking for.” 
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          “Ah, sure, I understand.  No worries, I’ll report it to you before I even feel it, young man.  

I’m confident I’m in good hands.” 

     Though he was slightly annoyed by the “young man” comment from Hugh, Craig knew dealing 

with him was part of his training as a lawyer for this newly acquired prize clientele.  Hugh was the 

father of the young princes who had hired him and most of all, he knew Hugh was still a powerful 

figure in New York.  To get the Fannings as clients was a once in a lifetime opportunity for any 

ambitious lawyer in New York.   

     Where and how in the world did my sons find this whippersnapper?  Hugh wondered. 

     “Affidavits I’m compiling provide us enough basis for the arguments of an assault charge, 

possibly aggravated assault, disorderly conduct, disturbing the peace charges based on her violation 

of various levels of animal control laws.  Oh, and one more.  A theft charge.” 

     “Theft?”  Hugh looked confused.  “You mean the dog was a stolen dog?  That doesn’t make any 

sense.  Why would she want that particular dog?  You saw him—he’s not necessarily a dog you’d 

be dying to steal.” 

     “No, not the dog.  Your cashmere jacket.  Mrs. Day didn’t give that back to you, right?  That’s a 

theft.  The replacement value can be anywhere from 900 dollars to 1,500.  That’s if you still can get 

the same one.” 

     “Ah . . . my jacket?  I’d never thought of that.”   

     Maintaining his usual cheerful and upbeat tone, Hugh felt uncomfortable.   Isn't this too much? 

 My jacket?  She didn't steal my jacket, he thought.  

     “That’s only the criminal allegations I’m talking about.  We then must pursue the personal injury 

case in a civil court.  But that’s later.  We don’t know the full extent of what kind of disability you 

will suffer.  It's still in the developing stages.” 

     “Disability . . . I'm still developing . . . oh, no . . . thank you, Craig.”   
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     Hugh, being kind in nature, wasn’t angry at Craig.  Rather, he was angry at his sons for hiring 

Craig.  But he suppressed the feeling, thinking he should stay out of their business.   

     Boy, this man needs to go back to school.   

     “So, my team is handling this case nonstop now, putting all our energy into this.  I’ll have a 

complete draft allegation statement in a few days, the details of which I want to discuss.” 

     “Oh sure, Craig buddy.  Anything you say, I’m free all day.  You seem to be doing a top job.  By 

the way, how much would you bet?” 

     “Excuse me?”  Craig stared witlessly at Hugh. 

     “How much would you bet that she signs with a smiley face?  A smiley face or a sad face?”  

Hugh was trying to loosen up this square Yale graduate.   

     “You see, Debra, the pretty young nurse you’ve just met, always writes some messages on my 

pad on the side table.  You know, cute little messages.  But she always draws a face at the end 

depending upon how she feels at that time.  Sometimes she has a hard time on the job, you know 

how it is with monster bosses, especially Nurse Fletcher.  Oh boy, she’s scary.  And cranky patients, 

doctors, who think they are smarter than the rest, and also crazy visitors like you.  I’m just joking.  

You understand what I’m talking about.  You meet them all the time.  She knows that I’m no harm. 

We became friends, sort of, so she jokes around, speaking to me about those monsters in the 

hospital, which helps her get through the day.”   

     “I see.” 

     “Now, what kind of face do you think she will draw when she brings back the flowers?” 

     “I understand.” 

     “So . . . place a bet.” 

     “Well, naturally I say a smiley face.” 

     Grinning, Hugh said, “I bet 100 dollars for a sad face.” 
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     “Why sad?  She’s a nurse bringing a flower vase back to you.  I’d deduce she’ll logically draw a 

smiley face.” 

     “Logic, logic.  You deduce.  Where did you learn that language?  Forget that bull.  I still say a 

sad face.  One hundred.  Okay, so how much would you say?”  Hugh was as excited as a child. 

     “A sad face?  No way.  Unequivocally a smiley face.”  Craig was drawn into the game.  “One-

fifty.” 

     “What do you mean by unequivocally?  I’ve never heard of that word.  Anyway, 250.  What do 

you say?” 

     “Two seventy-five.”   

     Craig seemed to have forgotten about the business. 

     “Deal.  Good, young man.  Let’s see.  So, where were we?”  A true dealmaker, Hugh could easily 

be fun-loving while still handling business matters.      

     “Oh, well ah . . .” Craig mumbled. 

     “Don’t forget, you were telling me about criminal allegations against this lady and a possible 

civil lawsuit you could concoct.” 

     “Yes, but ah . . . I wouldn’t call it concocting, Hugh.  It’s more like compiling.” 

     “Oh, what’s the difference?  All lawyers do is cook up a reasonable argument to win, subdue, 

and defeat the others.  So, which one?  Green or blue?  How much?” 

     “What?”  Craig threw his hands up in the air. 

     “Yes, buddy.  Now you are smiling.  So, what do you say?” 

     As Craig tried to answer the question, Debra knocked on the door with a flower vase. “Excuse 

me, can I come in?  What’s so funny?” 

     “Oh, Debra, my angel, come in, please.  We’ve been waiting for you.”   

     Hugh glanced at Craig, who uncomfortably looked back. 

     “Is everything all right?”  
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     Sensing something strange in the air, she hesitated at the door. 

     “Nothing.  Nothing’s the matter.  Come in, come in.  How are you feeling?” Hugh said. 

     “I’m okay.”  Coming up to the side table, she put the flower vase down and took a pen.  Sensing 

their eyes intently on her, she turned to Hugh. 

     “What’s going on?  I don’t like this.  You look so mischievous, Hugh.  I know you,” Debra said, 

drawing a sad face on the pad. 

     “Yes, Debra.  Thank you. You look particularly pretty today.  Don’t you think, Craig?  Oh, did I 

introduce you?  Debra, this is Craig, my attorney.  Craig, this is Debra.”  

Kept 

     The atmosphere was gray and gloomy.  An old concrete structure with doors from the sixties and 

dark, damp rooms with an antiseptic smell permeating throughout were all ominous signs of death 

that would eventually come to helpless lives.  These lives here were temporary, except for a few 

lucky ones.   

     Ben and Miriam were at the front desk of the shelter.  The male attendant, sitting on a swiveling 

chair behind the counter, was overweight, leaving little room between his khaki uniform shirt and 

the edge of the desk.  Behind him on the wall was a photo of the mayor of New York.  The shelter’s 

depressing air and the work seemed to have forever changed the psyche of the attendant.  He was no 

Mr. Friendly.   

     “Name and borough you live in?”  He lazily flipped the pages of a large binder.   

     “Day.  Manhattan.” 

     “Day, Day, Day in Manhattan . . . oh, yeah.  Miriam Day.  What do you want?” 

     “I made an appointment the day before yesterday for Mrs. Day, the owner of the dog, to visit her 

dog.  The request number is N-1143.  I’m her lawyer.” 

     “I see it.”  
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     The attendant unenthusiastically got off the chair and led Ben and Miriam to the other section of 

the building. 

     “You’re not allowed to touch the dog or give it any food.  The cage is double-wired, so you can’t 

touch the dog anyway.  You can stay for no more than five minutes.  Do not excite the dog.” 

     As they walked through the corridor, they passed empty concrete cells on one side, which, to 

Miriam, were the aftermath.  She felt the temperature of life that had once been there not so long 

before.  At the end of the aisle, the attendant stopped and tapped the cage with the keys.   

     “Here.  Is that it?  This one was a mean dog, I thought at first.  Now, look at this.  It sleeps all 

day.  The dog doesn't even respond, doesn’t even stand up to walk to the food.”   

     He tapped the cage again.   

     “Hey, come on.  Wake up.  You’ve got a visitor.”   

     Without moving his body, Dillon, lying still on the cold concrete floor, glanced at the attendant.  

Nothing seemed to interest him; nothing seemed to excite him.   

     “Dillon, come here, Dillon.  It’s me.”  Miriam’s voice was low, but caring and loving.   

     Dillon slowly raised his head, looked in the direction of the voice, and stood up.  He was thinner 

than before, and his legs were wobbly.   

     “Dillon.  Come.  Come here.  I missed you.  Oh my gosh, Dillon . . .” 

     He recognized Miriam and walked toward her, rubbing his nose against the cage.  Dillon stood 

up on his hind legs and licked the cage.  He tried to grab onto the grid of the cage to support 

himself, stretching his body.  But his nails were long and curled, preventing him from getting a firm 

grip.   

     “Oh, dear . . . Dillon, your nails.  I will get you out of here as soon as possible.  I’m sorry, but 

stay strong, Dillon.  I’ll get you out.”  

     Dillon barked, his old self slowly coming back.   
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     “Time.  You’re exciting the dog too much.  Time's up.”  The attendant got in between Miriam 

and the cage. 

     “All right, all right.  Dillon, I have to go.  I’ll come back real soon.  I promise.” 

     Miriam left the cage with Ben, who patted her shoulder kindly.  When they were back at the 

front desk, Miriam approached the attendant. 

     “May I ask, sir? My dog was hardly able to walk with his long nails.  Would it be possible for 

him to get his nails clipped?  I’m not asking for anything else.  Just his nails.  He can’t walk.  The 

reason he’s lying down all day is because it’s painful for him to walk.  Can you?” 

     “Ma’am, I can’t do that.  Sorry, I’m not authorized to make those kinds of decisions.” 

     “Well, in that case, may I speak to your supervisor?” Ben interjected.   

     “She isn’t here today.” 

     “When does she come in? Or is there a number I can call to get in touch with her?”   

     “Here is a piece of paper.  You can write a message and I’ll give it to her when she comes in.” 

     “When will that be?” asked Ben calmly.  

     Miriam liked whenever he subtly refused to be bullied by the system and fought for her.     

     “To be honest, I can’t tell you.  I’m here just to do my job.” 

     “I understand.  Well, is there any vet on site?” 

     “Oh, yeah.  Dr. Leary.  If you want to talk to him, he comes in on Monday, Wednesday, and 

Friday in the afternoon at about two and stays here for about two hours.” 

     “Dr. Leary?  So he’ll be here tomorrow at two.” 

     “I suppose so.  That’s all I can tell you.” 

     “Okay.  Thank you, sir.” 

     “Thank you.  I appreciate it,” Miriam said. 

     “You’d better hurry,” the attendant called from behind them. 

     “Excuse me?” 
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     “I said you'd better hurry.  It’s none of my business and I don’t know his situation.  But if you 

want something done to the dog, you should do it quickly, I mean.  Animals here, you know, they 

don’t live to see the next day often.  You know what I mean.” 

     Miriam walked back to him. “You really are a kind man.  I bet you are a dog person like myself.  

Thank you.  Please take care of him.” 

That Night 

      She sat in front of the mirror.  Next to her was the sofa that Dillon had destroyed a while 

before.  Instead of throwing it away, Miriam kept the sofa, making it his special seat when she was 

in the vanity area.  Now she sat on a metal folding chair she’d borrowed from the front desk of the 

building.  Stains on the sofa were a reminder of his absence.   The humming noise of the 

coffeemaker on the vanity table was especially noticeable, she thought.    

     My gosh, it's too quiet here.  It's killing me.  I didn't know it was gonna be this hard.    

Coming Home 

     As if she were his real granddaughter, Debra hugged Hugh, saying goodbye.  With her help, he 

stood up from the customary wheelchair in front of the back entrance of the hospital. He was about 

to be discharged from the hospital.   

     “Oh, sh—. Excuse me for my language.”  Hugh had just discovered with disgust the vehicle his 

sons arranged. It was a long, shiny black limo instead of an obscure everyday sedan.   

     “This is exactly what I don’t want.  Debra, would you care for this BS limo?” 

     “You kidding?  Of course, I’ll care for it.  I’d love to be in one of these once in my life.” 

     “Oh, I guess I shouldn’t complain.”   
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     At her innocent reaction, Hugh quickly sensed her deeply ingrained resentment against 

something he represented.   

     “Are you still going out with the Latvian boyfriend of yours?  What’s his name?  The man in the 

construction business.” 

     “Oto.  Yes, in fact, this Sunday is the first anniversary of his arrival to New York.  So . . . I’m 

planning a special night. Not this Sunday, but sometime soon, because we both have to work this 

weekend.  Why are you asking me about Oto suddenly?” 

     “Oh, I was just thinking about what I could do to thank you for putting up with this old grouch.  

I don’t know if you like this idea, but . . . what if I have a limo pick you and Oto up one night and 

send you to a five-star restaurant in the city?  A present from me.  Will Oto like that, do you think?” 

     “Gosh, are you kidding?  He’ll love that.” 

     “You’d better tell Oto to dress up.” 

     “Sure, sure.  Thank you.”  Debra kissed his cheek.  “Take care, Hugh. I’ll miss you.  You’re 

coming back in ten days to see Dr. Norman, right?  And don’t cheat on your medication.  

Remember, I still can send NF to your house.”


     By then, Hugh was in the limo and he charmingly winked at Debra.   

     “I’ll be good.  So don’t threaten me with NF business, will you?” 

     “Okay, as long as you behave.  Take care, Hugh.” 

     “Remember the present.  Tell me when you two want to go out.  Alright?  You have my number.” 

     The driver closed the door and the limo left the hospital.   

     In the car, on his way back, Hugh noticed a few text messages on his cell phone.  He had been 

ignoring them for the past few hours.  They were mostly from his two sons, his daughters-in-law, 

and Craig.     

“Sorry, Dad.  We couldn’t be there this morning.  There’s gonna be a big contract coming up and we 

can’t miss it.  I’ll call you later.  Jr.” 
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“Hi, Dad.  Is everything all right?  Have you received a message from Jr.?  Anyway, we’re caught 

up in the meeting.  I’ll stop by on my way home tonight.  By the way, Liz might stop by to say hello 

sometime in the afternoon. Rob” 

“Dad, are you all right?  Get back to me when you read this message.  Jr.” 

“Hi, Hugh.  I believe you are heading home by now.  I left the draft allegation paper with your 

housekeeper this morning.  I worked till late yesterday to finish this :).  I can come over sometime 

tomorrow afternoon.  Sorry, you may have heard from Jr. and Robert but we’re in the process of 

closing a big contract.  So can’t make it tonight.  Please reply asap.  Craig.” 

“Dad.  Where are you?  Rob.” 

     Ah, I'm tired of this.  This is the modern way sons communicate with their fathers, Hugh thought. 

    

 He typed, “thank you.  safe and fine in the limo you sent me.  busy?  no worry.  olga will 

take care of me.  dad.”   

     Hugh carbon copied it to Junior and Craig. 

     Olga pushed aside the driver, trying to open the door, and squeezed her large upper body into the 

back seat. 

     “Oh, dear.  Look at you.  Just because you had a few stitches, that doesn’t mean you can’t get up 

and help yourself.  Don’t believe what the pretty nurses told you.  They say what you want to hear, 

not what you should be hearing.   Let me get you back on the track.  Now you are in the best of 

hands.”   
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     Olga pulled at Hugh’s shoulder. 

     “Olga, it’s not a few stitches.  I had twenty-seven.” 

     “What’s the difference, twenty-seven or two point seven?  They are basically a collection of 

splinters, which is nothing.  Come on, the sooner you start, the sooner you recover.  By the way, 

welcome home, boss.”   

     With that, Olga took charge. 

     Later, in the living room, facing the floor with a large balance ball placed under his thighs, 

Hugh, in a set of sweats, supported his upper body with his forearms placed on the floor.  He was 

struggling to slide the ball up and down along his thigh and belly.  Olga, sitting on the stool beside 

him, placed a tablet on his backside.  Charlie, excited, circled around him.  With alarmed posture, 

Charlie barked at the ball, sizing up this huge round unknown object.  The noise annoyed Hugh, but 

he tried to concentrate.  

     “Don’t be distracted by Charlie.  Concentrate.  Focus on the ball.  Don’t drop the tablet.  Steady, 

go slow and steady.  Just think about the ball.  Nothing else.  Slide the ball up and down.  What are 

you waiting for?  Let’s go.  Move the ball.”   

     Olga was forceful. 

     “Easy for you to say that, Olga.  I’m trying my best to move the ball.” 

     “Not those balls if they still work.  This ball, Hugh.  Come on.  Let’s go.  Ah-deen, dvah, tree.” 

     “Can I take a break?”   

     Picking up Charlie, he sat down on the floor.    

     “Olga, I miss the hospital already,” he joked.  “I’d take Nurse Fletcher over you on any day of 

the year.  I can’t believe I’m supposed to be your boss.”   

     “You know I’m the best employee you’ve ever hired.  At least I care, you know that.” 

     “I know.  I know you care.  You care too much.” 
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     “Okay . . . in that case, why don’t you take a little break?”   

     Handing him a glass of water, Olga sat down on the couch, holding a glass of orange juice for 

herself. 

     Glancing at her orange juice, he raised his glass of water.  “What is this?  Can’t I have orange 

juice?  Anyway, cheers.  Good to be back.  I mean seriously.  I’m in good hands, I can feel it.”  

     “Cheers, boss.  Good to have you back.” 

     They drank and smiled at each other, sharing a sense of comradeship and trust.  Hugh saw Olga 

as a warm and sincere person behind her outwardly crazy wildness.  And it was in her, not in his 

lawyer or his two sons, that Hugh confided his deepest thoughts. 

     “By the way, this came.” Olga placed a large envelope in front of Hugh. “Mr. Trask dropped this 

package at around ten this morning, telling me I must have you read the contents ASAP.” 

     “Ah, Craig.  He sent me a message regarding the document.  It’s a draft of an allegation.” 

     As Hugh read the document, he realized Olga was staring.  He knew she had opinions, strong 

ones.   

     “What is it?  I know you’re itching to say something.  Go ahead.” 

     “I don’t know.  Maybe nothing.  I don’t want to be so pushy.” 

     “Come on, you are already pushy.  What are you worrying about?  You can tell me.  I always 

listen to your wise opinion.” 

     “That's true, but you don't always do what I think is correct, though.” 

     “What can I do?  I’m not married to you.” 

     “You mean a married man does whatever the wife says?  It doesn’t work that way in Russia.” 

     “Well, I’m not saying that exactly.  You know what I mean.  Will you tell me already?  What is 

it?” 

     “It’s about this young new lawyer of yours.” 

     “Craig Trask?  What about him?” 
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     “Come to think about it, I shouldn’t say anything to you.  But . . . just that he’s kinda curt.  It’s 

none of my business.  But considering the fact the boys have just taken over your position, I would 

imagine they might need someone more, you know . . . someone more experienced and savvy.  I 

don’t see that in this man.” 

     “I understand what you mean.  I agree with you.  I’m not crazy about Craig either, to be honest.  

He’s young and as you say, he is in no way a nimble lawyer yet.  But it’s also their decision to go 

with him.  I’ve got to give Craig and my sons a chance to develop the relationship.  Remember, I’m 

technically retired, Olga.  That’s what you wanted to say?” 

     “Ah, I’ve got one other thing.  What is this draft allegation paper all about?” 

     “This?” 

     “Yes.  That.” 

     “This is a list of wrongdoings done by Ms. Day to me on the day I was bitten by that stupid dog 

of hers.  Based on the various facets of the event, the DA has been investigating to see if Ms. Day is 

to be criminally charged or not.  Aside from that, I have a right to sue the lady for a substantial 

reward in the civil court.  This document works as a preliminary research for all that.  That’s what 

Craig has been trained for, I understand.” 

     “You mean specializing in chasing after the money of a seemingly nice lady.  O-KEI.  пусть 

будет по-твоему (let it be your way.)  So this lady is going to not only be charged criminally but 

also be forced to pay money to you.  I’m curious, is she going to go to jail for that?” 

     “It’s theoretically possible, but I don’t think so.  No, it’s impossible.  She’ll probably end up 

paying some fine and may endure some form of penalty instead of going to jail.” 

     Olga rolled her eyes disapprovingly. “You Americans are always busy suing among yourselves, 

wasting time.  You can do this but you can’t do that and if you do this, you will be sued.  To me, 

that’s all a rich people’s thing.  Back in Russia, we didn’t have that.  We were busy freeing 

ourselves from restrictions by the government and more recently from bullying by the mafia.  
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They’ve been telling us what we can and can’t do.  What’s the difference? It’s Bolshevik pigs or the 

mafia or the rich New Yorkers, who are supposedly freer people in America?  You’re beating the 

system.  You forgot what your rights really are and what ‘that democracy’ is supposed to provide.  

You Americans . . .” 

     “We Americans . . . what?” 

     “I’d say you’re choking yourselves and pretty soon you won’t be able to breathe.  I’m telling 

you.” 

     “Well, I’ve never lived under an oppressive government like you did.  Here I thought we enjoy 

freedom.” 

     “Oh yeah.  You don’t know what it’s like to live under communists.  But you surely know how to 

live among neighborhood police worrying about being sued by a retired, wealthy, mild-mannered 

potential lover.  It’s scary to me.” 

          “Are you comparing this greatest country on earth founded on the principle of liberty to the 

communist Soviet government?” 

     “Not exactly, but close enough.  I think you got the idea.” 

     Without waiting for Hugh’s answer, Olga stood up and patted his wounded leg. 

     “Easy, easy, will you?” Hugh yelped. 

     “That’s right.  You’ve just had twenty-seven splinters,” Olga headed to the kitchen.  “So what’s 

for dinner, Hugh?  What’s your cooking plan today?” 

     He shook his head, tossing the document on the floor.  Trying to stand up, he looked for his 

cane.  He remembered placing it against the couch, making sure he could grab it whenever 

necessary.  But the cane wasn't there. 

     “Olga, do you know where my cane is?” 

     “How do you expect me to know?  You put it somewhere.  I don’t know.” 

     By her typical teasing way, Hugh knew she had hidden his cane. 
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     “Come on, Olga.  I know you took my cane.  Where is it?” 

     “I see it.  It’s in the kitchen.  Here.  I found it.” 

     “Oh, come on.  Don’t, Olga.  Just bring it for me.  Please.” 

     “Oh, sure, boss, if I could.  Unfortunately, I am not available now.  Hugh, come here to get it.” 

     Hugh rolled his eyes.  Watching her staring into the TV screen in the kitchen with a glass of wine 

in her hand, Hugh smiled, feeling at home.  Since his wife’s death and his retirement, he relied only 

on Olga for consolation.  He knew she made sure he was busy enough not to be lonely.  Her 

craziness and bossy attitude represented her tenderness toward him.  Regarding his love life, he 

thought it was time to move forward.  Having been an object of romance for almost his entire adult 

life, Hugh had rarely spent his time alone.  First as a scandalous pleasure-seeker, then as a lady-

killer, and later, by the time he finally married, as an honest and loyal lover, husband, and 

reasonably involved good father.  Despite his busy schedule, he was around his sons and devoted 

himself only to his wife.  After all that, wealthy dandy bachelor that he was, none of the ladies Olga 

tried to hook him up with impressed Hugh.  It became almost a chore for him to take them out for 

lunch, dinner, occasionally to a show.  But that was the end of their relationship.  He missed that 

special connection that existed only between lovers.   

     In the kitchen, Olga’s shoulder violently rocked as she laughed at her favorite Russian-American 

comedian making jokes about his life in America.  Watching Olga from the living room, he saw 

someone, a lady next to her.  Hugh could only see her from a slightly angled position behind her 

back.  Hugh froze, staring at the lady wearing a pale-blue cardigan, who was laughing, chatting, and 

joking with Olga joyfully.  One of her bare arms reached Olga’s hand, while the other held a coffee 

mug.  Her manicured fingers were long and seemed delicate.  The way she moved and her 

mannerisms around the table was elegant and friendly.  Under the kitchen table, her legs were 

crossed, with one foot bare.  She dangled the one leg that didn’t have a shoe over the other.  The 
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width of her bare foot was thin enough to fit into Cinderella’s shoe, Hugh thought.  He stared at her, 

mesmerized.   

     “Who are you?  Face me.  Please look at me.” Try as he might, Hugh’s legs were heavy and 

didn’t move.   

     “Excuse me.  What’s so funny?  Tell me.  Olga, can you help me get up?”   

     His voice was not heard.  Olga and the lady, enjoying each other’s company, were oblivious to 

him.  Occasionally the lady touched her short silky-brown hair.  Her voice was familiar, sounding 

mature and sophisticated.   

     “Who are you?  Do I know you?”        

     At that moment, Hugh’s phone rang.  Charlie, abruptly awakened by the noise, jumped out of 

Hugh’s arms, barking.  Responding to the commotion, the lady looked back at Hugh.  Her 

expression was kind.   

     “Mrs. Day?  Miriam?” 

     “Hugh.  Hugh, are you all right?  Phone call.  Wake up, Hugh.” 

     Olga, holding Charlie, was standing beside him and handed him his phone. 

     “Did they let you nap at this time?  Unh-uh.  No good.  Napping is only for a baby.  I don’t trust 

the way the hospital handled you.  Bad habit.  Here, I think it was from Mr. Trask.  He probably left 

a message.” 

     “Did I fall asleep?  How long have I been sleeping?  What time is it?”   

     “It’s past one.  You were out for an hour.” 

     “Did we have any guests?” 

     “What guests?” 

     “Where were you?  Were you with anyone?” 

     “Oh, my gosh.  I really have to put you on my rehabilitation program.  Don’t worry, they all will 

come back in a short time.  All the guys will.” 
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     “Who?  What guys are you talking about?” 

     “Judo boys back in Russia.” 

     “Olga, you know I’m not a Russian gladiator type.  I have to go slowly.” 

     “Not necessarily.  Trust me.  Never know.  Besides, I can make you one.  Just follow what I say.” 

     “My goodness.” 

     “Let me handle the whole thing from here, and you worry about this phone call.  And after you 

finish, let’s worry about lunch.  I’m getting hungry.  All right, boss?” 

     Olga left the living room, leaving Hugh alone with Charlie, who curled his body against him. 

     “I swear Miriam was here.  Charlie, did you see her, too?  What about that crazy dog of hers? 

 Was the dog here, too?” 

* 

     “Hello Craig, how are you?  So, how much?  There’s a good game this Monday night.”   

     It had become a ritual.  Hugh tried to make a bet on the coming football game over the phone.    

     “Some other time, Hugh.  Not now.”  

     “You party pooper.”  

     “By the way, I had a good response from the DA’s office right after I dropped the draft with the 

maid.  Have you gone through it?”  Refusing to banter with Hugh, Craig sounded businesslike, cold 

and rushed.   

     “She is not a maid.  Her name is Olga, my trainer-cum-therapist.   She’s a dissident, in fact, 

hiding from the Russian government.  What’s it called?  FSP or FSB or something.  Basically KGB 

in modern time.  I heard she’s a prominent figure.  Anyway, she's been busy whipping me into 

shape, so I haven’t had a chance to sit down and read.” 

     “Well, if she's an important person, maybe I should talk to her sometime.  For now, Hugh, it’s 

crucial, that document.  I need you to read the document entirely and carefully ASAP, and if you 
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have questions about the allegations I listed, let me know immediately.  Like I said, I’m receiving 

positive feedback from the office.” 

     “Who in the DA’s office?  Chuck?” 

     “Mitch.  Mitch Stefano.  Assistant DA.” 

     “Oh, Mitch.  How is he doing?  He’s an old friend of mine—the one that had trouble mastering 

conversion in math.  He was a handful.  Good man, though.  I have to commend him—he later 

excelled.  So, you talked to Mitch.  That’s encouraging.  I haven’t seen him for a while.  Say 

hello for me, will you?   He still owes me seventy-six dollars plus interest from the last ping pong 

game.” 

     “I didn’t know you knew each other.” 

     “He can’t tell you that.  But I know practically everybody in that office.” 

     “Oh, okay.  So, when can you read the document?  I need your signature to advance through this 

process.” 

     Why does he need my signature?  He's my f-ing lawyer.  No need to do that.  I've never done the 

business like that, Hugh thought. 

     “Buddy, I forgot my signature.  This is what getting old really means, you know.  No good.  It 

comes to everybody, though.  I’m sure it’ll come to you, too.  It’s a matter of when, you know.  

You’ve got to fight to delay it as much as possible.”   

     Hugh pretended he forgot what was expected of him.  Inside, he enjoyed Craig being lost for 

words.   

     “Hugh . . . well, okay.  That’s all right.”  

     “What do you mean?  It’s not all right.  I don’t want to get old.  You younglings think you’ll be 

young forever.” 

     “So . . . Hugh.” 
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     “It’s all right.  You handle the whole thing from here.  You are my lawyer, supposed to be my 

confidant.  You’re talking to Mitch.  Whatever you convince the DA’s office of, I trust you.  You 

handle it.   Just tell me when and where I’m expected to show up.  Listen, pal, no need for a 

signature.  I trust you’ll do fine.  Just tell me the bill at the end.  So, which one?  It’ll be a big game 

this Monday, you know.”   

     Hugh winked mischievously to Olga, who was listening to his telephone conversation.   

     “Whoops, sorry, Craig.  I need to go.  Nature calls.  So, we’ll see tonight or tomorrow.  

Whenever.  I’m not going anywhere.  I’m crippled now.  So I’ll rest if Olga lets me stay 

decommissioned for a while.  See you then.”   

     Hugh abruptly ended the conversation.   

     “Are you sure about this?” Olga jumped on him the moment he hung up the phone.   

     “I can’t believe you actually let this young, inexperienced lawyer the boys hired handle 

everything and go through with this.  Do you know what he’s trying to do?  He’s pressuring the 

DA’s office to press charges against this poor lady.  I thought she would . . . from what I gathered, I 

really thought this lady would be the . . .” 

     “She would be what?  What are you trying to say?” 

     “No, Hugh.  I should keep my big mouth shut on this matter, because you’ve already made up 

your mind to let this man mess up your life.”   

     Olga went back to the kitchen.  

* 

     New York needed a kinder sun to warm the land.  Thanksgiving was over, and the city was 

quickly in a Christmas spirit.  People awaited the next celebration and then the next to get through 

this seemingly long, frozen time of the year.  That, however, was only on the surface.  For the true 

New Yorkers, even those gray days of winter were not long enough. Since Miriam was a true New 

Yorker, there was always the Met, the MOMA, Mulberry Street, and the reservoir in the park for her 
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to enjoy.  Dreamers were up early making their dreams come true.  It was the city of magic and 

wonders at any time of the year.   

     That particular year, however, Miriam was not in the mood.  It was three in the afternoon.  Her 

eyes followed a handsome man in his thirties and a young girl of maybe nine or ten skating on the 

rink at Rockefeller Center.  

     She must be his daughter.  Pretty.  I wonder if she likes dogs.  

     Miriam idly imagined their apartment in the city.  His beautiful, athletic wife welcomed them 

home.   The daughter excitedly told her about their merry time at the skating rink.  A small 

pedigreed dog joyfully jumped around the father.  They seemed happy.  Then the image and their 

voices quickly disappeared.  She stood on the side of Fifth Avenue.  The festive thrill she used to 

prize in front of the Rockefeller tree seemed like a distant concept.   

     I would bring Dillon to the rink.  That might be fun. Miriam walked away, daydreaming about 

Dillon wobbling on ice.   

     Midtown was the center of business.  Media companies, advertising companies, and corporate 

offices of globally big names didn’t attract cozy trendy stores.  Its wide avenues were filled with the 

familiar names of chain stores that could be found in the corners of any other parts of the country.  

Yet midtown still had its own buzz.  

     She wandered along this most generic part of New York until she reached the restaurant where 

the tall, handsome waiter had treated her like a princess a while before.  For a second, she hesitated 

to step inside, peering into the restaurant through the window.  Once inside, Miriam sat down at the 

same bunk seat, thinking that was the lucky table.  An attractive young waitress approached her 

with a glass of plain water and handed her a menu.   

     “Ah. I’ll just have a coffee,” Miriam said, without taking the menu. 

     “Would you like to see today's cake selection?  I can bring the tray,” the waitress said.  

     “Ah, that’s okay.  I’ll just have coffee.” 
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     As the waitress was about to leave, Miriam quickly corrected herself. “Oh, I’m sorry.  I meant a 

cup of lemongrass tea.  Not coffee.  Organic.” 

     “No problem.  Would you like it in a pot or a cup?” 

     “A pot would be nice.” 

     “Okay.  All set.  I’ll be back.”  The girl was cheerful and pleasant. 

     Miriam was left alone.  The plastic cushion of the bunk seat was hard and cumbersome.  The 

height of the table and the backboard of the seat were disproportionately yet typically high for a 

petite patron such as Miriam.  Unlike the time she visited with Jason and Rose last, the restaurant 

was empty, which drew her attention to the decor.  Its old and greasy wall was covered with signed 

photos of famous baseball players, football players, opera singers, Broadway actors, comedians, TV 

personalities, and so on, all with autographs and messages written on them.  Along the sets of bunk 

seat tables, a row of bar stools stood on top of a strip of linoleum.  These photos with messages and 

worn-out chairs made this scruffy joint a beloved institution.  New Yorkers cherished this place 

because of the talent that had passed through the door.  As she looked through the personalities in 

the photos, she imagined heartbreaking stories, which, although unspoken, must have been real and 

tormented them behind the jolly expressions looking at the camera.  She felt for those with sad 

stories and admired them.  They looked spirited enough to hide their sorrows, Miriam thought. 

     Ah, he isn't here today, that tall, handsome waiter.  What can his story be?  Well, that's all right, 

I guess. 

* 

     “Are you sure you’ve had enough?” Rose asked, clearing the kitchen table.   

     “Oh, thank you.  That was heavenly,” Ben wiped his mouth, suppressing a deep belch.  

     “You know what, I’ll leave some out for you.  I’m sure it’ll come in handy in a second, right?” 

     “Thank you, thank you.  You don’t think I come here to get free meals, do you?  I hope not.” 
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     “Why not?  Don’t worry.  I don’t think Mom minds if you come here to get freebies,” Jason 

joked. 

     “Jason, you don’t have to be so blunt.”  Rose playfully patted Ben’s shoulder.   

All the adult Days were gathered once more in Miriam’s kitchen.  That night, they were 

there to hear the important news from Ben.  To prepare for the worst, both Rose and Jen had made a 

special arrangement so that all the grandchildren could stay overnight at Rose’s with a babysitter 

and enough snack food and movies.  The adults were ready to stay the entire night at Miriam’s.  

Rose had even prepared an extra bed for Ben.  

     Ben took out a pile of documents from his backpack. 

     “Too much paper.  I didn’t have to print all out but ah . . . I guess I’m too old-fashioned.” 

     Rose quickly covered the top of the kitchen table with a large plastic garbage bag before Ben 

placed the documents and his computer on it. 

     “Sorry, you don’t mind, do you?” Rose was not really asking.   

     “Oh no.  Not at all, go ahead.  Carol does the same thing.  It’s a good idea not to dirty the table.” 

     “Does she?  Did you hear that, Rose?” Jason winked at Matthew. 

     Rose shook her head and sat down.  Seeing that everybody was ready, Ben started. 

     “So, this morning I received a good news . . . the animal control authority doesn’t have enough 

evidence to categorize Dillon as a so-called dangerous dog.  It’s a good step, although being labeled 

as a dangerous dog once doesn’t mean the end of the story.  We could always request a hearing to 

reverse the decision.  Out of animal rights concerns, any step that leads to destroying the dog is 

more carefully proceeded with than in the past, I understand.” 

     “Ah, that’s good news, Mom.” Jen smiled. 

    “Yes, it is a step.  A good step.  In a way, that rabies quarantine helped us.  It proved that Dillon 

didn’t display any violent tendencies.  No evidence, no incrimination.  Simple as that.” 
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     “First of all, he couldn't be violent if he wanted to be.  He couldn't even walk with his nails.  He 

was almost killed in the pound under their care just because his nails weren’t clipped.  He couldn’t 

stand up to get to his water or his food.  He was dying.  What could he do?” Miriam passionately 

presented her case. 

     “Miriam is correct.  The condition Dillon was in was substandard until we requested his nails be 

clipped,” Ben said.   

     “Not just substandard.  That was horrendous,” said Miriam.  

      “I can imagine.” Matthew occasionally interjected neutral comments, not wanting to be left out 

the conversation. “So, can Dillon come home immediately?  He doesn’t have rabies; he’s not a 

dangerous dog.” 

     “That’s right.  They should release him any day.  Isn’t that so, Ben?” Rose extended her arm to 

touch Miriam’s hand and squeezed, expressing her excitement. “Mom, I’m so glad.” 

     “Wait.  There’s more to the story.  Theoretically, yes, he can come home immediately.  That’s 

what I pressed.  But, ah . . . there’s a complication.” 

     “There’s always more.  What now?” Jason asked Ben.  

     “Hugh Fanning has been pressing the DA’s office to throw the book at Miriam.  His team of 

lawyers has been pressing the office at full steam.  But before talking about Mr. Fanning, you must 

understand that not complying with New York City’s sterilization ordinance and the state’s 

vaccination and licensing laws is a misdemeanor.  That’s independent of the personal injury and 

damage case he most likely is going to hit you with, Miriam.  He doesn’t care so much about 

money, as you know.  He is questioning if you’re responsible as a dog owner.  In essence, for 

whatever irresponsibility you displayed, he is asking you to pay the consequences.” 

     “That’s understandable.”   

     Matthew’s response was met with Rose’s accusing eyes. 
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     “And ‘the safety and civility of the city are greatly compromised until dog owners such as 

Miriam Day fully respect the rules and regulations of the city as mature and friendly citizens.’  

That’s how the argument goes.  Apparently, the team is pressuring the city to send Dillon away to 

the pound forever, which is another way of saying they want to destroy Dillon.  And . . .” 

     “He can’t do that.  Who does he think he is?  He doesn’t have authority to do that.  That’s 

something the city has to decide,” Jason said, animated.  

     “Yes, he can.  He is the city,” Miriam interjected.   

     She was stoic, gazing at the middle of the table, avoiding any eye contact. 

     “So, what do you suggest?” Rose pushed forward. 

     “Well, I’ve been studying the case and similar past cases in the city.  I’ve thought about it, lived, 

and slept with it for a while. Also, I’ve been fishing for some kind of negotiated settlement both 

parties can agree on, considering that it’s still a minor offense.”   

     Ben stopped as piercing eyes were directed at him. The room was silent. 

     “But his attorney is brandishing the Fanning name, and the DA’s office is ready to accept his 

argument,” he continued. 

     “So?” Rose said.  

     “First, I must tell you exactly what will happen.  However, don’t be alarmed by the 

language.” Ben looked at Miriam. “It's highly likely an arrest warrant will be issued for Miriam.” 

     Nobody responded, but there was an apparent change of mood in the room.      

     “Under the circumstances, if that happens, you have a better chance of getting Dillon back if you 

plead guilty in court and ask for another chance and promise to comply with all relevant dog laws.  

Forget for now that immunization is bad for the health of animals and so forth.  The judge may be 

sympathetic to the situation if we are lucky.  If you want to bring back Dillon, don’t fight.  You 

won’t look good.  You won’t win.” Ben was calm and gentle. 

     There was silence.  Sensing the tension, Jen stood up to fill everybody's cup with more coffee.   
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     “Thank you, Jen,” said Ben.  “Now, Miriam, we’ve been business partners for the last thirty-

some-odd years.  We’re more than business partners.  I’ve seen ups and downs and witnessed you 

going through tough times and making difficult decisions.  Trust me.  I’ll do my best to make you 

happy.  But as a lawyer, I have to warn you.  This time the laws and regulations are stacked against 

us, regardless of the power Mr. Fanning has.  This time, you don’t have any excuse.  He is 100 

percent right, and you are not.  Don’t fight.  I tried my best negotiating with the DA’s office to drop 

the misdemeanor charges and change them to infractions.  In other words, more simple violations. 

 Unfortunately, there’s not much I can do.  At this point, my advice to you is not to fight.  All you 

can do is to ask for forgiveness.”   

     Jen comfortingly rubbed Miriam’s shoulder, and Rose was touching Miriam’s knee.  Surrounded 

by caring children, she was stoic, hiding her emotions although it was clear she was shaken by the 

situation.  Her eyes were teary.   

Breaking the melodramatic silence that filled the air, Jason started in. “Okay, so we know 

our plan.  Mom, what do you say?” 

     “Yes, I want him back,” Miriam said.  “I want him to live.” 

     Wanting Ben’s instruction, everybody stared at him.   

     “All right.  I’m glad we all share that spirit.  Now I must tell you, as much as I don’t want you to 

take the matter lightly, I’m warning you the legal jargon they use is scary.  Often the language 

sounds more than they mean in reality.  Nevertheless, if the DA were to take the issue seriously by 

the book, violations of these rules I mentioned are misdemeanors.  In other words, you will be 

arrested on various misdemeanor counts.” 

     “What exactly does misdemeanor mean in this particular case?” Jason asked. 

     Rose glanced at Miriam, who stuck out her chin upward as if she had been holding back tears. 

     “Well, first Miriam will be arrested. Usually within twenty-four hours, they will take her to the 

Criminal Court of the City of New York for an arraignment.  Later, in court, if the person is found 
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guilty of the said misdemeanor charges, from that moment on that individual has a criminal record 

for the rest of his or her life.  That’s why I tried to persuade the office to change the charges to 

simple violations.” 

     “Is that any better?” Rose asked. 

     “Rose, you kidding?  Violations are like parking tickets or minor speeding tickets,” Jason added. 

     “That’s correct,” Ben said.  “In reality, minor infractions are not crimes.  They’re different.  But 

in this case, the authorities must arrest you and take you to an arraignment where they notify you of 

the formal charges. They’ll also offer you an ROR.  It’ll be a simple formality.” 

     “What’s ROR?” Jen asked. 

     “I'm sorry.  That’s another unnecessarily convoluted way of saying you will be released without 

bail until the next scheduled court appearance date.  That means the court trusts you that you are 

responsible enough to take the matter seriously and solve it in due course.” 

     “That’s good.  Mom doesn’t have to be put behind bars.” Matthew smiled. 

     “Matthew.  Can you just . . .” Rose was angry at him. 

     “Matthew’s right.  I’m 100 percent sure Miriam is not going to be incarcerated.  No way,” Ben 

reassured them. 

     “Wait.  Is he coming?  This man, Fanning?  That could intimidate Mom, no?” said Rose.   

     “Customarily in a small case like this, the defendant is accompanied by an attorney and an 

assistant prosecutor who will read the formal charges against the defendant and the judge, that’s all. 

 The party that filed the initial complaint does not even attend the arraignment.  In Manhattan, this 

section of the criminal court is manned all day, seven days a week.  It’s busy.  So it’s just a 

formality.  It’s quick.  I’ll prep you in terms of what to expect.  If you know what’s entailed, it’ll be 

a simple matter.” 

     “So, you’re saying that Mom will be able to come back that day.” 

     “Yes.  Most certainly.” 

!141



     “And then what happens?” 

     “Then the judge will ask Miriam if she’ll plead guilty or not.  Here I strongly suggest that 

Miriam plead guilty.  I’ll also prepare a statement that she can read at that point in front of the 

judge.  The purpose is to seek clemency in the sentence.” 

     “Does the judge give the sentence then?” Jason was curious. 

     “Depends.  Maybe, maybe not.  If not, the judge will give the date then.  For that court 

appearance, Mr. Fanning may attend.  Now I know you are now thinking about what the sentence 

will be like.  I don’t want to speculate, since these things are case by case.  But generally 

speaking . . . most likely Miriam faces a reasonable to a stiff fine as well as some kind of 

community service with certain stipulations.  Then again, it is very difficult to compare individual 

cases because of different sets of circumstances, for better or for worse.” 

     “I see.” Rose didn’t sound completely satisfied. 

     “What kind of community service are you talking about?  Mom doesn't have to work at a city 

morgue or anything like that, does she?” asked Matthew innocently. 

     Everybody looked at him.   

     “I’m sorry—I heard a horror story somewhere.  I’m sure it’s not correct, just hearsay,” Matthew 

mumbled. 

     “Community service will not be so much of a problem, I assume.  We can ask for clemency.  

With Miriam being as she is, there’s no way the judge will put her in harsh conditions.”  

     “Of course,” Jen said. 

     “But I also have to tell you this particular information about the DA’s office.” Ben paused, 

rubbing his mouth.   

Miriam glanced at him.  She knew, after years of dealing with him, that rubbing his mouth 

was the typical way Ben introduced bad news.   
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     “Go ahead.  I’m ready.  What could be worse?  Don’t hold back.  I’m not as fragile as you think I 

am.  I thought you knew that.”  Miriam stood up to fill her coffee cup.   

     “What more is there to the story?” Jason threw his hands in the air, shaking his head. 

     “What’s going on?” Rose whined.  “What is it?  I don’t understand.” 

     “All right.  The assistant DA, Mitch Stefano, is a close friend of  Hugh Fanning.  In fact, Mr. 

Fanning is Mitch Stefano’s godfather.  That’s all.  It doesn’t—or shouldn’t—influence the outcome 

of this case.  Having said that, in reality, it’s not so black and white when interpreting laws.  The 

chance for the DA’s office to change the charges to violations from misdemeanors is slim, due to 

their connections or maybe something else.  So the scenario we’ve just talked about unfortunately 

most likely will become a reality.” 

     “Gosh, his fingerprints are everywhere.  Mom, I hate to say this, but you hit the jackpot.  Sounds 

like this man’s got it tight.  What can we do?  We Days are nothing compared to him.  So we pay 

fines, Mom does the community service.  All we want is to get Dillon back at this point.  Can we do 

that?” Jason sounded frustrated. 

     “Yes.  Our goal is to get Dillon back,” Rose repeated. 

     “Please don’t get set on any idea.  It’s simply my duty to inform you of any development I know 

of.  According to a preliminary memorandum from the DA’s office, I’ve got an impression that Mr. 

Fanning is trying to block that.”   

     “Block what?” Rose was quick. 

     “Dillon coming home,” Miriam answered.  

     “Excuse me.  Isn’t making Mom a criminal enough?  That’s mean.” 

      “Like I said, it’s only my feeling.  So don’t be alarmed by this.  This may or may not be the 

case.  Until I sit down with his attorney face to face, I can’t make an informed assessment of the 

circumstances.” 

     “Oh, so you haven’t met his lawyer yet.  I thought you had,” Jen added. 
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      “No, I haven’t yet.  Although I know a little about him.  As a lawyer, I always have to know 

who I am facing in the next match, so I asked around for the possible civil case in the future.” 

     “Wow, Ben, you really did some research.” Rose smiled at him. 

     “It’s my job.  Hugh Fanning worked for decades with another attorney, named Irvin Steinberg.  

In fact, I met him a few times in the past.  He was a man with a set of principles, wise and fair.  I 

never had a chance to personally talk to him or get to know him, but I heard good things about him.  

He was never a flashy lawyer or flaunted his position in the society—an old-fashioned lawyer, I 

heard.  Winning was not the point, making a deal was the point.  You understand what I mean.  But 

he passed away recently, and at present, Hugh Fanning is working with Mr. Trask; I have no idea 

how and why he got this job.  A young Ivy League graduate with no substantive experience.  He has 

a reputation of being serious to the extent that he comes across as dour and aggressive for no 

reason.  So much so that he was at one point suspended from the Yale wrestling team.” 

     “Is that good or bad for us?” 

     “I don’t know, Rose.  That may be an advantage or disadvantage to us.  I really don’t know until 

I actually sit down with this man face to face.” 

     “Okay, but overall, it sounds we are in deep doo-doo.” Jason slid downward in the chair 

throwing his legs out and putting his hands in his pants pockets. “You know what?  Why not have 

Mom marry him?”  

     Everybody except Ben and Miriam looked revolted at his comment.   

     “Jason, that’s disgusting,” Rose argued. 

     “Just a thought.  I had the impression that Mom and this man were going at each other before 

Dillon got involved.  Could be one way to solve the situation.  Don’t you want Dillon back?  Think 

about it, Rose.” 

     “Jason, I can’t believe you’re even saying this,” Rose said in disgust. 
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     “Forget the idea then.  I was trying to think of some creative ways to get out of this mess and 

pull off a victory, you know.” 

     While everybody looked at Jason scornfully, Miriam winked at him charmingly.   

     “Good. Forget that crazy idea.  Everybody, just discard what my brother said,” Rose said. 

     “Hugh wasn’t so bad, maybe charming,” Miriam interjected.   

     “Mom,” Rose angrily yelled. 

     Jason triumphantly winked back at Miriam.   

     “Well, I certainly can’t comment on that.  I leave that realm of the conversation to you.  I prefer 

staying out of it, if you don’t mind,” said Ben. 

     “Oh, come on, Ben, you need to be involved in this conversation.  It’s about Mom’s future,” 

Jason said. 

     “What future?” Rose was incensed.   

     “In the future, yes.  If that circumstance ever arrives, I’ll be happy to make an arrangement.  

What Jason is saying is a legitimate idea.  We just have to be open-minded.” 

     “Ben!” Rose looked at him, fuming.   

     “For now, let’s go back to what we were talking about . . .” 

     “Dillon has to live,” Miriam interrupted Ben. “I accept.  I’m willing to be arrested, fingerprinted, 

I’ll pay the fine, and I’ll do community service.  I’ll even work in one of those city morgues,  

Matthew.  I don’t care if I live with a criminal record.  I’ll do anything necessary.  Ben, please help 

me.  I must get Dillon back.”   

     Her eyes were filled with tears.   

     The room was silent.  Ben and Miriam exchanged assuring stares.  Soon the connected hands of 

six people were shaping a circle along the surface edge of the kitchen table.  In a time of trouble, 

this was what it meant to be a Day.  This was the way the Days did things.   

     “Help us, Ben,” Jason said. 
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     “Help us,” Rose and Jen repeated. 

     “Ben, help us,” Matthew followed. 

     “Let’s bring back Dillon,” said Ben, squeezing Jason and Matthew’s hands. 
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Chapter 10 

The Eve 

     The air in the empty supermarket was cold.  There was one more month left before Christmas,  

and the temperature outside had dropped so much that the supermarket became a refuge for people 

seeking warmth.  The distinct odor was more pronounced during early hours, but it was at six a.m. 

that Olga and Hugh preferred to shop.   

     Their usual round took well over half an hour.  From the moment they started in the fresh 

produce section, Olga had ways to correct Hugh’s shopping skills.  That was the typical role-

playing game they were accustomed to.  For the past few days, however, there had been atypical 

seriousness and tension between them, the root cause of which they were both aware of. 

     “You must look carefully at the bottom of the stem.”   

     Taking out the head of broccoli Hugh had just placed in the cart, Olga pointed at the brown-

colored bottom of the broccoli stem.   

     “This is a leftover from yesterday’s batch.  Who knows, maybe the day before yesterday?  You 

pay the same money, so why not get a fresher one?  It’s common sense, boss.” 

     “I know.  I usually do that.” 

     “Well, you didn’t do that today.  How do I trust you will do that tomorrow?  I don’t want to be 

eating old broccoli.”   

     Olga picked up a crisp and fresh-looking head of broccoli and placed it in the cart.   

     “All right.  You’re right.  So I didn’t pick the right broccoli.” 

     They strolled down the first aisle, picking a few packages of Asian noodles and a can of 

Japanese horseradish powder.   

     “Am I doing all right?”  Hugh sarcastically snipped at Olga, which was not typical of him. 

     Glancing at him, she replied, “What’s wrong with you?” 
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     “What’s wrong with me?  I’d like to know what’s wrong with you, Olga.”   

     “Nothing’s wrong with me, I suppose.  I’m reacting to the situation.” 

     “What situation?” 

     “The situation where you are about to make an atrocious mistake by listening to that pipsqueak 

lawyer of yours.  Allowing Mr. Trask to go after the lady who, in my opinion, seems like a perfect 

friend for you is a big mistake.  I’ve said that to you before.”    

     “Olga, I’m officially retired.  I’ve decided to let my sons run the show.  I had a chance.  Now it’s 

their turn.  If it’s a mistake, let it be.  Let it be.  So, Olga, please.  You can dislike my choice of 

broccoli and you can boss me around in the kitchen, but not this.  I have to trust my sons.  So can 

you just tell me which sesame we need, black or white?” 

     There was an awkward silence between them in aisle four.  Olga stared at Hugh, who was 

nonchalantly stuffing the shopping cart with rolls of paper towels.  At that moment, his phone rang. 

  

     “Hello.  Hey, Robert.  How are you?” 

     “Fine, fine, Dad.  How is everything?” 

     “Good, good.” 

     Hugh switched the phone to speaker mode so he could continue shopping.  After retirement, he’d 

become less worried about privacy issues.  He embraced this newly found carefree life.  Hugh felt 

he had had enough secrets running the business, and he wanted to exercise this freedom.  Olga, 

meanwhile, liked Hugh’s open-door policy, which allowed her to get a tight grip on managing his 

life.  She considered herself Hugh’s loving guardian until he found a new soulmate. 

     “The reason I’m calling is that Junior and I have to travel to Asia.” 

     “Oh, that’s good news.  New market?” 

     “That’s right.  Kazakhstan, Kyrgyzstan, and Tajikistan, and possibly one more -stan.  Basically, 

all those former Eastern bloc countries.” 
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     “Wonderful.  They were out of my scope, and I’m glad you can branch out.  Sounds like you two 

are doing a fantastic job.  I’m glad, son.” 

     “Dad, the reason I’m calling is . . . we have a problem.” 

     “What problem?  You don’t seem to need my help anymore.  But if I can help you, I am glad to.  

So tell me.” 

     “Well, Dad, it’s not about the business.  I don’t need any help in the business.” 

     “That’s right, you don’t need my help,” said Hugh, not wanting to analyze the comment. 

     “It’s about the court appearance,” Robert said. 

     “What about it?” 

     “Junior and I can’t join you.  We are heading to Asia one day before that.” 

     “You mean that soon?  That’s only two weeks from now.” 

     “That’s right, Dad.  I’m sorry.” 

     “Well, I haven’t heard anything about Asia until now.  You’re leaving so soon.” 

     “That Asia deal came up so suddenly, in the last two months, Dad.”     

     “Two months is a long time; you’ve never mentioned it.  That’s all right, Robert.  Take care of 

the business first.  I’m all right.  I’ve got Craig and Olga with me.  Together we’ll manage.” 

     “Ah . . . yes,” Robert hesitated.  “Dad, we tried to delay the trip but there is some kind of 

national holiday there and we had . . . you understand they have strange customs and holidays.” 

     “No, they’re not strange.  You’ve got to understand they have their indigenous culture, which 

you must respect.  Don’t worry, Robert.  I told you I should be all right.  You go ahead.” 

     Listening to the conversation, Olga tried to catch his eye.  Hugh, on the phone, deliberately 

avoided facing her. 

     “Dad.  Dad.  Dad?” 

     Hugh, in a daze, didn’t hear Robert for a while. 

     “Dad?  Are you there?” 
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     “Oh, yes.  Don’t worry about the court appearance.  I suppose it’s not anything so complicated, 

at least on my side of the story.   So you have nothing to worry about.  Actually, I should 

congratulate you before you leave.  Maybe this weekend. Can you come over to my place for 

dinner?  Olga and I can put together a feast.” 

     Robert was quiet for a few seconds. 

     “Sounds good, Dad.  Anyway, Junior told me he’d call you later.  So . . .” 

     “Okay, okay.  We’ll talk about the dinner later.  Go ahead, you must be busy.  You two sound 

great.  I’m glad.” 

     “Thanks, Dad.” 

     “Okay.  I’ll talk to you later, son.” 

     As Hugh put his phone back into his pocket, Olga said, “I won’t say anything.  Not a peep.  Just 

tell me about your dinner appointment.” 

     “That’s right.  Let’s have a nice party for them.”  

     “Shalom.  Wonderful.  Let’s do that.” Olga patted Hugh’s shoulder in a manly but gentle way. 

       

Later 

      

     The kitchen looked like a Russian food factory.  Bowls, plates, and utensils were scattered along 

the counters, along with bags of nuts and raisins.  An opened jar of sauerkraut, bottles of brine, 

Medovukha, and liquor were all over.  Hugh was at the sink scrubbing dirt off from burdock roots.  

Olga was at the counter cutting potatoes into chunks.  She sighed and sat down, taking a bottle of 

Kvass and pouring some into a glass.  

     “That root vegetable, I don’t remember the name, but, it’s Japanese, right?”  Olga asked. 

     “I believe so.  I used it in one of the vegetarian cooking seminars I attended.” 

     “What do you do with it?  They look so fiber-ish.  You’d better cook it a long time.” 
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     “No, they say to stir-fry them briefly and serve them with other greens.  The idea is to eat that 

fiber, you know.” 

     “That’s the thing.  I’m accustomed to warm food cooked for a long time, like stew.  I’m Russian, 

you remember.  Japanese people eat raw food, don’t they?” 

     “You mean sushi and sashimi.  Maybe.” 

     “Go ahead, whatever it is, sounds good, that salad idea.  I want you to eat healthy food.  That I 

agree.  We all should, in fact.” 

     “Olga, why don’t you eat the same way I do, instead of just telling me what I should and 

shouldn’t eat?” 

     “That’s all right.  At this point, I pass.  It’s in my blood, those Russian dishes that are rich in 

meat and fish and cream and liquor.  What can I do?” 

     “Come on, what do you think is in MY blood?  Bacon, potatoes, and whisky.  I would force you 

if you were my wife, like you do to me.”  

     “You are right.  I need a trainer like myself.  I’ve been a trainer for other people all my life.  I tell 

people what they can and can’t do.  But I don’t do the right thing myself.”   

     Sipping the glass of liquor, Olga’s large, powerful body seemed unusually small and tired.  All 

the high-calorie food and alcohol she had consumed was taking its toll on her health, Hugh thought. 

 　 “You’ve got to take care of yourself and enjoy what you eat.  You don’t have to eat exactly the 

same way I eat.  You deserve that.  But you've got to be careful, Olga.  I need you.  You have 

to keep bossing me around, all right?” 

     “Sure, I will.  That’s one thing I do well, being a boss.  I've been doing a good job.  

But . . .” Olga stopped in the middle of the sentence and pondered. 

     “What’s the matter?  That doesn’t sound like you, Olga.  It’s funny—every day I’m scared of 

you, but I hate when you become so sentimental.” 
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     “I know.  We get along all right, don't we?  But you must understand we can only live together 

because I’m not your wife.  Just imagine if you get a wife or even a girlfriend who eats like I do.  

Can you handle that?” 

     “I’ve never thought of that.  Since Lilly went, I haven’t had a chance to . . . other than all those 

girls you arranged for me to date.  No offense, Olga.  But you know I have never been interested in 

any of them.” 

     “I know, I know.  I’m sorry, I won’t do that anymore.  I don't have to.  That's what I thought.” 

     “No, that's not exactly what I meant.  You can bring someone if she is a good match for me.” 

     “How do I know which girls you like, anyway?  The truth is, though, you still want to find a girl, 

right?” 

     “I guess, yes.  That would be nice if I could find a nice person to spend time with.”   

     “You see, that’s what I’m saying.” 

     “I don’t get it.  What are you trying to say?” 

     “What I’m trying to say is that at this stage of your life, you need someone who is nice and has a 

similar lifestyle to yours, especially your eating habits.”     

     “Naturally.  But why are you getting so excited all of a sudden?  I don’t understand.” 

     “You don’t?” 

     “Nope.  Tell me.” 

     “No, I can’t.  I promised that I wouldn’t say a thing.  But, what the heck!  I believe, for you, 

under the guidance of that young, incompetent lawyer of yours, to attack that poor lady is 

something beyond me.  Why are you attacking?  Come on, you didn’t contract rabies.  All you had 

was a few pricks.  She’s a nice lady, beautiful, you said.  She’s a vegetarian, cares about what you 

care about.  She is a widow, no strings attached.  Think about it.  Do you want to be shooting the BS 

with me for the rest of your life?  Sorry, but that sounds sad.” 

     “Olga, you promised not to mention anything about my lawyer.” 
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     “I know. But I didn’t promise anything about mentioning Ms. Day, did I?”  

     After some time of strained silence, Hugh said, “Boy, you don’t give up.” 

     “There’s got to be someone who doesn't give up.  Someone's got to care about you.  Apparently, 

your sons aren’t the ones.  But it’s your thing.  If you don’t want to offend the boys and don't care 

about yourself, I won't say a thing.  Only I wish you had made a different decision.”   

     Despite her tirade, Olga still looked smaller and weaker, and sounded milder than usual.  Maybe 

because of her weight, age, and heavy breathing.  That made Hugh melancholic, and he sensed his 

best friend was in trouble.  

     “Olga, why don’t we make a bowl of popcorn and watch a movie tonight?” 

     “Popcorn?  With a bottle of Smirnoff, maybe.  Good choice.  I get the drink.  You make the 

popcorn,” Olga smiled. 

     “Deal.” 

Midnight the Same Day   

     The movie was over.  Popcorn, pretzels, and bottles of Smirnoff and cranberry juice were 

scattered on the low table in the living room.  Hugh was in a large leather armchair with Charlie 

curled up next to him.  He woke up to Olga’s snores.  She was deep asleep on the couch.  Hugh got 

up and covered her with a woolen throw.  Her large torso peacefully inflated and deflated with a 

wheezing sound.  

     What a girl. You are the housekeeper of the year, thought Hugh, limping back to the armchair. 

 He picked up his phone.  It was already twelve.  

     Still tired, he planted himself deep in the chair and played with the phone.  He noticed there were 

a few short messages but delayed clicking on them.  For him, it was a kind of action or inaction that 

suspended the arrival of bad news.  He would eventually read them, but knowing they were from 
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his sons and Craig, he was not in the mood.  He aimlessly surfed the familiar sites he usually 

visited, although he didn’t intend to read any of the contents.  Stroking Charlie’s pink stomach, 

Hugh put down the phone and then picked it up almost in the same breath.     

      Here I go.  He clicked on the first message.  It was from Junior.  Hugh read out loud.    

     “Hi, Dad, how are you doing?  Stitches all right?  As I believe Robert’s told you, we have to 

head to Asia in two weeks and we can’t come to court.  I’m sorry, but I hope you understand.  This 

thing came up so suddenly, in the last few weeks in fact.  Well, as for dinner, let’s make it Monday 

night.  Sunday isn’t good for me.  Samantha wants me to spend a night with family.  Monday I’m 

free.  I can spend time with you.  So let me know.”   

    What does he mean by family?  I thought I was a part of it.  I don't like Monday.  There's a 

crucial game.  Plus, I thought this new market thing has been going around for the last two months. 

 Talk to your brother.  Whatever.  I suppose Monday is all right.  Hugh clicked on the next one, from 

Robert. 

     “Hi, so I heard the dinner appointment is set for Monday.  Of course, I’m okay.  By the way, can 

you tell Olga that Liz and kids want her famous Medovik cake with cream cheese on top?  We’re 

looking forward to it!!” 

      I can handle the Medovik cake for the kids.  He noticed the next message was from Debra, the 

nurse.  That was good news.   

     “Hi, how are you doing?  Don’t forget to take the pills.  You remember you don’t want me to 

dispatch Nurse Fletcher to you.  So, be a good patient.  By the way, I miss you.  It was fun talking 

to you.  Thanks, Hugh.  Happy Stitches!!  Debra. :)” 

     A happy face.  Let me reply to this one first.      

     “Thank you for the message.  Regarding the pills, no worries.  I have another version of Nurse 

Fletcher here.  Her name is Olga.  I’ve got to introduce her to you one day.  I still want to send you 

and Oto a present.  When you have a chance, give me a couple of tentative dates you two are free.  
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Thank you for everything.  See you at the hospital.  P.S. Give my best regards to Dr. Norman and 

Nurse Fletcher.” 

     So, that's taken care of.  Now here's Craig the spoilsport.  Let me see what he has to say.        

    “Hi, Hugh.  How are you coming along with twenty-seven stitches?  That’s a lot of stitches, 

really.  The most I’ve ever heard of is in upper teens.  But your appearance with twenty-seven 

stitches in front of the judge next week is a good thing.  I believe we’ve got this wrapped up at this 

point.  There is nothing to worry about or prep.  Based on the evidence and the circumstance, the 

case will take care of itself.   Are you familiar with your sons’ Asia trip?  You should be proud and 

can sit back enjoying your retirement doing nothing.  Junior and Robert are doing great.  This new 

Asia market is crucial for them.  As much as I’m happy for them, I also feel excited and happy and I 

want you to know how much I’m committed to helping Junior and Robert.  To this end, we’ve 

decided that it would be best I also travel to Asia.  That means I can’t attend the court appearance, 

either.  But you don’t have to worry.  I’ve already briefed my colleague.  His name is Dennis 

Dylan.  I’m sorry about his last name.  Apart from his family name, Dennis is a nice young man two 

years my junior.  But he’s considered to be a future star in our office.  Anyway, why don’t we set up 

a Skype meeting ASAP?  I can introduce Dennis to you and go over the important points.  Please let 

me know your schedule.  Sorry for the long message.  Best.” 

      Dennis Dylan.  Oh my gosh.  He’s a future star, not present, I suppose.  Thank you, Craig.  I can 

take care of it myself.   

     There were a few more messages.  Some were from his sons, but Hugh decided not to read them 

and casually tossed the phone away.  The room was quiet, which amplified the noises coming out of 

Olga’s peaceful body.  Hugh gazed at her.  She was a powerful woman with strong opinions.  

Despite knowing her for decades, Hugh and his late wife never found out what circumstances had 

brought her to New York.  A former Russian judo coach, alone here in New York.  That was all he 

knew.  She seemed to have quite a few friends in the Russian community here, but she never talked 
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about her family and friends back in Russia.  Whether she had ever married or had children were 

things he had no knowledge of.  Always intense and forceful and exuberant and tender, she must 

have a story, a big story.  The big drama, if she had one, must be the source of this large personality 

of hers.   

      

Days’ Camp 

     There were only a few more days before the court appearance.  Each member of Miriam’s 

support team had full comprehension of the upcoming event.  They were all bonded to march 

toward the single goal they had set.  At the final preparation before the day, everybody was busy 

working on the team project.    

     Tonight, the Day women were joined by Carol.  Miriam’s five grandchildren also participated.  

They were all making bottle-cap badges that had Dillon’s face on the surface, yellow ribbons, each 

with a safety pin attached, and banners that said such phrases as “Save Dillon,” “Bring Dillon 

Home,” and “Dillon Is Not To Blame.”  Among the craft stationery items scattered all over the 

living room, Rose stood with an apron, in charge of every step of the production.  She was good at 

organizing, and everybody dutifully asked her for instructions.  There always were correct ways of 

attaching, cutting, writing, and tying based on the standard Rose set.  

     “Very good.  We can finish most of it before our boys come home,” Rose said. 

     “So, what’s the truth, Carol?  Is Ben really henpecked, as he describes himself to be?” Jen asked 

as she tirelessly tied the long ribbons.   

     “That’s what he says?  Well, I’m simply busy taking care of our social responsibilities.  You 

know, keeping in touch with wives of his lawyer friends, neighbors, and so forth.  I have many 

lunch and dinner engagements, which I consider an integral part of the business.  I constantly have 

to go shopping for clothes to look appropriate.  Visits to the beauty parlor and the nail salon are all 
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for his business.  You see, I participate and hold a crucial position in the business.  I really believe 

that.  And I’m doing a good job.  So for the hard work I do, we share household chores.  That’s 

what it is.  And apart from that, he’s good at housekeeping.”   

     As Carol spoke, she dropped a pair of scissors and climbed onto the sofa.   

     “Oh yes.  He’s not a typical lawyer type.  Very nifty at home, I imagine,” Miriam said. 

     “You know what, Carol?  I totally agree with you.  A wife plays a vital role in her husband’s 

business.  Especially scheduling and organizing his activities.  A wife should do that.  Otherwise, 

boys are usually pretty naïve about those things.  I commend what you do, Carol.  I totally agree 

with you,” Rose commented. 

     “Don’t worry, you’re already doing that, Rose,” Miriam interjected. 

     “By the way, where did you learn to cook so well, Miriam?” Carol asked, sipping a cup of 

coffee.  “I love when he brings doggy bags home after he visits you.  The food is delicious.  The 

other day, I couldn’t sleep all right, so I went to the kitchen and I found a food bag with a Post-it 

labeled ‘FOR MY LUNCH TOMORROW.’  But I couldn’t resist.”  

     “What time was it?”   

     “Rose, I know it’s the worst thing to do, eating in the middle of the night—it was maybe two 

a.m.  But anyway, it was delicious.  But the funny thing is that the next day my weight control 

trainer said my weight didn’t change.  I know I still have to lose easily twenty pounds, but . . . ” 

     “So what happened to Ben’s lunch?” 

     “In the morning Ben seemed a little disappointed, but he was all right.  He said he could always 

pick up a few bagels on the way to work and he was happy that I had a good midnight snack.” 

     “He was just saying that,” said Rose.   

     “No, Rose, he really meant it.” 

     “Okay, Rose, can we take a break?  The children must be hungry.” Jen changed the subject. 

     “That’s a good idea.  Maybe the boys can finish the rest tonight,” Rose declared. 
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Later, at Midnight 

     The piles of yellow ribbons, bottle-cap badges, and banners were neatly placed separately on the 

coffee table.  The children had already left the living room and all the adult members relaxed.     

     “So, are you ready for the treat?” Miriam stood up and went into the kitchen.   

     “Now I know.  This is what Ben likes.  I’ve got to see this,” said Carol. 

     Miriam came out pushing a wagon full of midnight snacks and drinks.   

     “This is the least I can do.  Go ahead, they are all low-cal sweets and snacks.  I don’t have any 

sugar in the house.  Try some, Carol.  I guarantee you that your weight trainer won’t even notice 

anything.”  

     “How do you do that?  Maybe Ben and I should move in right next to you, Miriam.” 

     Jen and Rose served drinks.   

      “Mom, this is why we can never move away from you.  We’ll keep bugging you with all your 

grandchildren and soon who knows, with your great-grands if you keep this up.  Seriously, unless 

you go away on a cruise or something, you can’t get away from us,” said Jason, winking at Ben.   

     This was the occasion when the Days showed the true strength of their united front.   

     Tonight, typically stoic Miriam was unusually mild but tense.  Sensing her nervousness, Ben 

stood up. 

     “Well, on this occasion, tonight, I want to say a few words.  If you allow me to make a humble 

speech, I believe this may be an appropriate time for me to tell you this.” 

     Everybody looked at him.   

     “What I’m going to say is how I really feel.  Forgive me, it may come out contrived or put-on, 

but what I’m about to say now is really what I think of you guys, and I’m sure Carol also feels the 

same way.” 
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     The room was quiet.  Nobody moved except Jason, saying, “Ben, don’t make it too 

melodramatic.  I’m terrified by the thought of crying in front of my family.”  

     “Ah, don’t be silly.  It’s some simple thoughts I’ve been wanting to say to all of you.  As you all     

have probably heard sometime in the past from Herbert. One day I was in my office, not knowing 

what the real world was like.  My father had just passed away suddenly, and I was thrust into 

succeeding him.  It was a small, humble office, which it still is.  I was sitting at the desk which my 

father had been using and which you see me using today.  That was 1976.  Herbert knocked on the 

door, looking for a lawyer who could handle the transaction of the condo he wanted to buy. The 

very condo where Jason and Rose grew up, where we all laughed and cried, and where Miriam 

tirelessly worked to make sure everybody’s needs were met.  Anyway, that day, Herbert came in,  

obviously referred to by somebody who had known my father.  He didn’t even realize that the man 

in front of him was the son of the lawyer he expected to see.  Or maybe it didn’t matter to him, 

come to think of it.  Herbert didn’t know my father, anyway.  I was young and inexperienced, and in 

no way close to being thought of as a good lawyer.  I was also nervous.  So when he told me the 

reason he was there, I told him to go to a lawyer who specialized in real estate.  I basically lied to 

him, saying I was a criminal lawyer.  In fact, I was nothing.  I had no specialty.  I had never handled 

any serious case other than those ongoing bookkeeping and minor registrations for small business 

owners and so forth, much less criminal cases.  So I lied to him in an effort to portray myself  as 

someone bigger than who I really was.  I don’t know what Herbert thought of me, but despite all I 

said, he wanted me to handle the transaction.  To be honest, I dreaded it and tried hard to get rid of 

him.  I said I was too busy, I was scheduled to go to the DA’s office, though I had no idea where the 

heck that was located.  But he was adamant and stayed.  So I had no choice. We started to talk, and 

something strange happened.  Something about Herbert calmed me down and we got along well.  

Within a few hours, I started working on his condo deal and one thing led to another and another.  

And you know the rest.  Now, forty years later, I am glad he didn't listen to me.  Working with 
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Herbert and Miriam, I learned a mountain of life lessons that otherwise I could never have learned.  

Working with the Days made me who I am, and working with you made me a better lawyer, a better 

person, a better citizen, and possibly a better husband.  You made it possible for me to achieve not 

only my professional goals but also my personal ones.  I didn’t know it at that time.  But you taught 

Carol and me practically everything I consider important in life.  Of course, in the course of forty 

years, you have faced problems.  Business as well as personal problems.  And Miriam, you 

remember all those nights we sat in the kitchen when Herbert and I discussed the problems while 

you gracefully stayed by his side, don’t you?  I remember I had a long emotional discussion with 

you alone in this kitchen when Herbert’s affairs became too much for you to bear.  We cried and 

laughed and made tough decisions.  I remember each night with different sets of problems.  But 

with all that, I know one thing.  No matter how beautiful our lives may look to the outside world, 

we’ve always had problems.  And happiness is not a state devoid of pains and obstacles.  Both of 

you taught me to keep marching strong.  The game of life ultimately ends with death.  And you 

taught me not to give up but to keep striding alongside the pain, knowing that often the evil of 

sorrow stays, never lets us go.  You taught me how to get along with trouble and sadness.  You 

taught me there sometimes comes a point at which we must be humble and accept defeat, let others 

win.  And at times we did; we let others win.  Because we always knew we were together and 

united to deal with things no matter what, no matter how impossible it seemed at one point to get up 

from defeat and move on.  And at last, I also tell you this.  Miriam taught me to do all that with 

gratitude and grace.  Now I hope I’m good enough of a lawyer to help achieve what we’ve set as a 

goal, which is to get Dillon back.  As in the past, we were forced to make a hard choice.  But now 

that we all have been through it, I have no regrets.  I hope you feel the same way.  Let me say this.  

Thank you.  Thank you for trusting me to serve you and giving Carol and me a chance to grow.  

Miriam, I will do my best.  And everybody, I will work hard for your mom.”            
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     The room was quiet except for the sniffling sounds Carol made throughout the speech.  Rose 

stared at Ben with teary eyes, holding Matthew’s hand.  Jen was in Jason’s arms and he tenderly 

stroked her shoulder.   

     Miriam looked frozen during the speech, but finally broke the ice. “Ben, Carol, we are the 

luckiest people in the world.  I don’t even know if there’re any words to describe how I feel.  But I 

must say I don’t know if I would be here if Herbert hadn’t stepped into your father’s office that 

day.  I’m glad he did.”  
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Chapter 11 

The Day of Judgment 

     Everything was strategically planned.  Just as an entire tribe must get up and leave the land in 

the short time before an enemy force arrives, everybody was busy doing his or her assigned chores 

before the big event, where Miriam would receive a sentence in order to save Dillon.     

     Rose cooked breakfast in Miriam’s kitchen while Matthew made the bed in the guest room 

where they had stayed overnight.   

     “Matt, can you come downstairs?  I need you here,” Rose called out from the kitchen. 

     “I’ll take out the garbage.” 

     Startled, Rose turned around to find Miriam standing in the kitchen dressed in a yoga outfit and 

holding two large garbage bags.   

     “Mom, you scared me.” 

     “Good morning, Rose.” 

     “Good morning, Mom.  Did you have a good night’s sleep?  I hope I didn’t wake you up.” 

     “No, you didn’t.  In fact, I was awake at five, well rested, and did my yoga routine.  How about 

you and Matthew?” 

     “We were fine, too.  Oh, give me the garbage.  I’ll ask Matt to throw them out.”   

     Resisting to give up the garbage bags, Miriam asked, “Don’t you think you should be a little 

more gentle with Matthew?  I understand it’s none of my business but I don’t know . . .” 

     “Mom, don’t worry, he doesn’t mind.  He thinks I take good care of him and I bring structure to 

the family.” 

     “Does he really say that?” 

     “He doesn’t have to say it.  I sense his deep appreciation.” 

     “You sense it.” 

!162



     “It’s not just me sensing it.  You know every birthday and Mother’s Day, he gives me one of 

those big cards with beautiful words, which are always guaranteed to make me cry.  So don’t worry,  

Mom.” 

     “All right—if you say so.  I was just concerned, that’s all.  Anyway, I’ll throw out the garbage 

since I’m here.” 

     Rose, Matthew, and Miriam ate breakfast.  In the center of the kitchen table was a large vase of 

multi-colored roses, a present from the building.  Every doorknob in the apartment had a yellow 

ribbon attached to it.   

     “What time should we get there?” Matthew asked. 

     “It’s a ten o’clock appointment, and we will meet Ben and Jason and Jen in the lobby at nine 

twenty.  So we should be there a quarter after.  We’ll be the first ones.”   

     Rose was in a commanding mode and added, “That means we must leave at nine sharp, or rather 

ten to nine just in case there’s heavy traffic and everything.” 

     “All right.  Ten to.  I thank both of you for coming with me.  You should call home to find out 

how the children are doing before we leave.  Excuse me, I must get dressed.  Dressed to kill.  Oh, 

just leave the dishes.  I’ll do that when I come back.”   

* 

     “Oh my gosh, they are early.”   

     Rose, entering the building of the Criminal Court of the City of New York, greeted the friends 

who were already there to support Miriam.  A small crowd of about ten people were getting 

acquainted with one another, united for the common cause.  Matthew and Miriam followed Rose.  

Once in the building,  Miriam’s arrival created an enthusiastic roar.   

     “For me?  You all came for me?” Miriam became sentimental.   

     Each member of the crowd hugged and kissed her.  Joined by Jason and Jen along with a few 

other supporters of Miriam, the crowd became bigger, burying her tiny, fragile body.     
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     “Well, thank you for coming to support my mother and Dillon, our dear infamous dog.  You’re 

all good friends of my mother’s and ours.  We’ll forever treasure your friendship.  Thank you all.” 

As Jason gave a speech in the entrance hall of the courthouse, overwhelmed by the fervor of the 

crowd, he looked as if he had been campaigning for a political office.  At the same time, from 

somewhere in the crowd, a hearty cheer of “Free Dillon! Free Dillon! Free Dillon!” started.  The 

high-spirited and uproarious scene stopped passersby, made others curious, and drew some into the 

crowd, while it annoyed others.  Finally, a policeman stationed in the lobby sensed it was time and 

approached the crowd, telling them to keep the noise level down.  The crowd politely obeyed, 

retreating to the corner of the lobby.  As they waited for Ben’s instructions, Rose and Jen distributed 

the yellow ribbons and bottle-cap badges to the supporters.  

     “Please pin it somewhere visible?” Jen went around the crowd.   

     Some friends took several of them and pinned them all over their clothes.   

      

     It was nine forty-five.  Upstairs, there was an air of authority all around.  Its ceiling, lighting, and 

walls, although ordinary, looked vast, almighty, and supreme.  Finally the unsmiling door opened to 

reveal a room that was the site of massive and important events that only a few had the privilege to 

see.  The crowd was ushered into the room.  The room looked like an ordinary office conference 

room furnished with long utility meeting tables in a typical court-like position.   Only the judge’s 

bench at the far deep section of the room connected the opposing sides.  Ben and Miriam sat at the 

table in the front row facing the judge.  Her children and friends occupied two rows of tables that 

were positioned perpendicular to them.  Ben leaned forward to talk to Miriam, who slightly nodded 

and kept her composure.  She looked especially small amid the massiveness of this lordly 

surroundings.  Her navy pantsuit was softly tailored.  Her exposed ankles were dainty, one with a 

thin gold anklet over the pale yellow stocking, and her leather sling-back shoes were in multiple 

shades of blue.  Under the suit jacket was an elegant version of a navy- and white-bordered T-shirt 
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that made her look especially sporty and keen.  Around her neck was tied a red handkerchief.  

Almost Jackie-like, even sexier and more elegant, Miriam held her shoulder-length blond hair with 

her nude-colored fingernails as she leaned toward Ben. 

     The Days’ camp was all united, eagerly expecting the event to follow.   

     Time somehow passed slowly here.  While they were ready for the unknown, the event took time 

to reveal its true self, keeping Miriam and her friends tense.  The opposite table was not yet 

occupied.   

     Is he coming?  Miriam wondered, glancing back.   

     Ben sensed her curiosity and whispered, “Most likely, he won’t even show up for this.” 

     At that moment, Hugh surprised Ben by walking into the room.  He was accompanied by Dennis 

Dylan, Craig’s substitute lawyer, a scrawny young man with thick eyeglasses, who hurriedly 

situated himself in the room. 

     Hugh was dressed in a dark-gray suit with faint red-and-blue stripes.  With a hankie and silver 

cufflinks, he was in no way dull, but spiffy and dashing.  His debonair personality was hard to 

conceal.  He was a pleasant gentleman, not a vile and malicious man.  His instinct was to smile and 

acknowledge the people around him.  So the first thing he did before he sat down was to say, “Good 

morning, everybody.” 

     His behavior was met with a disparaging and curt “Have a seat Hugh,” by Dennis. 

     Others in the room were caught by surprise, but not knowing the protocol, they ignored Hugh’s 

pleasantry without looking outwardly rude.    

     Ben and Miriam knew of Hugh’s arrival, though their eyes never met.  They, too, pretended they 

had no interest in his presence.     

     As he finally sat down next to Dennis, Hugh glanced at Miriam.  From his vantage point, she 

was in the center of everything serious, unwelcome, and humiliating in the room.  She was the 

subject of the upcoming show and she was put on the stage, expected to perform solo.  Forgetting 
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the particular context why she was seated across the room from him, Hugh admired her beauty and 

elegance once again.  It was a feeling of déjà vu to see this fragile fairy-like lady whom he once 

tried to kiss.  Now with his stitches healing nicely, his heart was completely brought back to that 

electrifying moment of adoration that afternoon in the park.  Dennis, noticing his client’s wandering 

mind, tapped him on the forearm with a pen.   

     “Hugh.” Dennis tried to get his attention. 

      It was ten o’clock. The moment had arrived.  Though great expectation, even excitement, filled 

everybody’s mind, the grim pressure prevailed under the solemn quietness of the room.  

     When the female judge in her late forties or early fifties came into the room, Miriam’s mind was 

distracted from what she had been trained to perform for the past few weeks.    

     I didn't expect a female judge.  I don't know how this works for me. 

     With the judge now in the room, the entire setting was finally completed, and it reminded 

Miriam of one of those Hollywood courthouse rooms.  

     Wow, this is real.  

     The judge looked strict, though Miriam was not convinced by that.  She saw—behind the 

scholarly burgundy eyeglasses that perched on the judge’s nose—feminine elegance, which 

reassured Miriam that she was a human, not just a monolithic establishment. 

     She is a human.   

     The judge opened the file and thumbed through the first few pages.  She sighed, taking off the 

glasses, and leaned back deep in the chair.  She then examined each section of the room, first Hugh 

and Dennis, then the opposite side of the room, where Miriam’s friends were seated.  It was clear 

behind her stern expression that the judge noticed the yellow ribbons and the badges worn 

uniformly.  She never changed her countenance, but everybody knew she was counting the number 

of people in the section.  She nodded as her eyes shifted from left to right and again from right to 

left in the second row.  Finally, the judge looked at Miriam. 
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     Here she comes.  I will not fight. 

     Miriam remembered the instructions Ben had given her.  She acted as Ben told her to. 

     A somber look and willingness to deal with this matter are important.  Do not avoid her eyes.   

     As Miriam expected, the judge stared her in the eyes without examining anything else, which 

Miriam appreciated.  So often, women were sized up based on beauty, the way they dressed, and the 

shoes, bags they carried, and jewels they were surrounded with.  The judge looked at only Miriam’s 

face.  Miriam looked at the judge not to threaten or to make a point that she too had a claim, but to 

show her total acquiescence.  She was surprised by the calmness she felt.  She even enjoyed the 

presumed trouble she was going through.  She had a purpose, and she performed.  No wilting, 

shivering, grumbling, or bitching.  Taking complete charge of the moment, she looked as gracious 

and elegant as ever.   

     Ben, too, was aware of her excellence and was proud of her. 

     That's it.  Excellent.  Go for it.  You're in charge, he thought.  

     Ben was not the only one.  Her persona captivated everybody in the room, including Hugh.  

After Dennis restrained him from staring at Miriam, Hugh realized his awkward feeling.  He felt 

trapped and caught.  He’d started this process, and it seemed too late to reverse the course it had 

taken.  Hugh couldn't imagine what thoughts were going through Miriam’s mind, although she 

looked calm and put together.  She and the judge were in command here. 

     What am I doing here?  What does she think of me? 

     Thoughts spun around in his mind, making him debilitated under Miriam’s spell.  He was, for 

once, devoid of power.   

     Standing next to Ben and listening to some of the most important words spoken to her in her life, 

Miriam felt pride in finishing the project she had started.  She was so close to the end; she had never 

expected that she could execute this.  While she was worried about the consequences, she was 
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surprisingly relaxed and at peace with the worst possible scenario that could be brought upon her 

and Dillon.   

     I'm thankful.  It's good.  Everything is all right, she repeated in her mind.   

     The judge stated,  “There is no excuse for the defendant’s noncompliance with rabies 

vaccination law stipulated by New York Health Code 1166 as well as a subsequent failure to 

lawfully register the above-mentioned canine required by Health Code 16104.  It is apparent that 

the defendant intentionally violated the law, though the individual had prior knowledge of the 

statutes, commonly known as dog laws.  The defendant’s guilty plea is accepted, and the court is 

well aware of her being deeply repentant.  However, it is my duty to protect the community from 

dangers that ensue from a series of irresponsible actions such as the ones the defendant has 

displayed.  Accordingly, I must deny the request that the canine in question, named Dillon, be 

immediately released and sent back to live with the defendant.  As I have just mentioned, the 

defendant’s actions created a hazardous environment for the neighborhood, for which there must be 

a set of penalties.  I must make certain this doesn’t encourage others to follow the actions of the 

defendant in the future.  Therefore, I have decided the penalties as the following. One, the defendant 

is to pay a 600 dollar fine to the city of New York no later than the fifteenth day of January in the 

year 2014.  Two, the defendant is to engage in a total of twenty-four hours of community service.  

The notification of the location and details will be sent to the address designated by the defendant 

by means of the U.S. Postal Service by the tenth day of February in the year 2014.  The defendant is 

to appear at the designated time at the designated place therein.  Three, the defendant is not to live 

with the canine in question for an unspecified length of time.  A hearing to release Dillon to the 

defendant may be held upon request by the defendant 180 days after today, provided the dog is still 

confined in the same facility, during which time the shelter where the canine is confined has 

complete prerogative in deciding the dog’s fate.  The defendant understands that the dog can be 

adopted by a third party or possibly euthanized.  Furthermore, during this time period, in order to 
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prevent the dog from being adopted for the purpose of gifting to the defendant, the location of the 

shelter facility will be outside of the five boroughs of New York and will not be disclosed to the 

public.  At the end of this 180-day period, the defendant will be notified of the location of the 

facility and the status of the canine.  Four, the defendant is to enroll in and complete a dog owners’ 

training program at one of the ASPCA facilities in the five boroughs of New York, if the defendant 

chooses to live with a dog, any dog, again in the future.  The canine registration will not be 

completed unless the defendant provides the certificate of her completion of the program.  Lastly, in 

respect of this court of the City of New York, the defendant is expected to cooperate with the 

authorities to the full extent so that there will be a minimum or no obstruction for the designated 

city personnel to enforce these procedures hereafter.”     
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Chapter 12 

The Night in New York 

     That night, things were as usual on the streets of New York.  No matter what happened, business 

moved on.  Miriam learned this when she landed here by herself.  Her uniquely tragic experience,  

considering her age fifty years ago, was seen as traumatic and drew sympathy from her new 

associates then.  But unlike in a small town, where any news would stop the entire community for 

days and months, things in New York kept moving forward and so did Miriam’s life.  Not a single 

today was like yesterday.  Yesterday's misfortune was today's riches.     

     She thought of those old photos of celebrities on the wall of the beloved midtown eatery.  All 

those smiling faces had sad, sorrowful stories.  To Miriam, everybody was a product of dejection.   

     Since that day at the court, thoughts and memories of Henry occupied her mind.  A half a century 

ago seemed like yesterday to her.  Henry and the life that could have been with him, after all the 

events in her life as the wife of a capitalist who cheated on her, still remained a paragon in her life.  

After the horrific electrocution accident that killed Henry, the kind police officer secretly 

took Miriam to the morgue to have a last look at him, against the instruction of her superior.  With 

his striking face badly charred, he lay on the cold stainless surface. 

     Henry had promised to see her at the bus depot before he headed to the hog farm to protest for 

the last time against the cruel treatment of pigs.   

     After over fifty years, the sudden death of such a young man who was so spirited with such a 

huge, passionate heart was too difficult a fact to accept.  She often looked for Henry to chivalrously 

step in and take her away and she felt his spirit watching over her.   

          With no specific purpose and preference of destination, Miriam wandered along the 

usual route she took with Dillon.  When she hit Lexington, she saw familiar windows leading up to 

Happy Pooch.  
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     I'm not going there.  

     She passed by Happy Pooch without stepping in and continued southward.   

     “Hi, Miriam.” Katie caught up with Miriam.   

     “Katie.  Hi, what a surprise.” 

     “I’m on the way to work but I saw you passing by.  So . . . how are you?  I’ve been thinking 

about you a lot.” 

     “Oh, Katie, thank you.  Thank you for coming to the court, too.  You took a half day off from 

work, didn’t you?  I should make that up for you one day.  How about lunch sometime?” 

     “Yeah.  Great. That sounds nice.  Don’t worry about a half day off, though.  I thought it’d be a 

good idea for the court to see how much support you got.” 

     “I know.  I was overwhelmed by the fact that so many people showed up for Dillon and me.  I’m 

thankful.” 

     “Too bad it didn’t work.  I’m sorry, Miriam.” Katie hesitated for a while before she continued.  

“It’s not fair.  Can they at least keep Dillon at the location for the period you can’t have any contact 

with him?  After 180 days, you should have the first right to adopt Dillon, and his life must be 

guaranteed until at least that day.  I don’t understand.  What’s the purpose?  So cruel.”  

     “That’s all right.  I didn’t do the right thing.  It was my poor judgment.  I’m sorry for Dillon, 

though.  He’s the victim, you know.  But the city has to pay for it, and his life isn't at the top of the 

list.  The sooner he finds a nice home, the better.  That’s the way I look at it now.  I hope.  Because 

otherwise . . . ” 

     “No, it won't happen.” 

     “Yes, it will.  Dillon will be euthanized.  But you know what?   I accept it.  I believe I’ve got the 

fair share.  I’m not complaining, Katie.  It’s all right.” 

     “Miriam . . .” 
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     “You know, I’ve had two individuals in my life whom I really loved.  And I lost both of them.  

Love never stays for me.” 

     As she stared into the air and became melancholic, Miriam apologized to Katie. 

     “I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t complain.  Everybody’s got stories.  How are you doing?  You’ve got the 

love of your life, too?”  

     “Well, I did.  It didn’t work out for me, either.” 

     “I’m sorry about that.  But who knows?  You might meet up with him sometime in the future.  I 

have a strong feeling I may see Dillon in the future again.  I don’t know under what circumstances 

or when.  But I’ve got a feeling.  Dillon is not the type of dog that gives up so quickly.  Somehow 

he’ll come back to me, even as an angel.” 

     “That’s true, as a spirit.  You loved him so much.” 

     “So, meanwhile . . . why don’t we get together for lunch? Say this Thursday?” 

* 

     The permanent shelter facility, compared to the shelter where Dillon had spent days before the 

hearing, was brighter; at least on the back wall of each cage there were windows close to the floor, 

which allowed dogs to see outside.  Still, the dogs weren't going out to exercise or socialize with 

other dogs.  Whether that made this place more humane or cruel, only dogs could tell.  In the end, 

shelters were prisons, cages were cells, and dogs were inmates.  Water bottles were attached to the 

meshed doors, and the built-in ventilator system switched on and off automatically at certain 

intervals, making irritating bass sounds.  That never-ending, monotonous cycle sounded so detached 

from whatever lives were left in the cells.  Thus, although its general cleanliness was better than the 

one where Dillon had stayed before and even the one where he had stayed before he came to live 

with Miriam, the uniform atmosphere there was still mechanical, unfeeling, and callous.            

     Dillon showed his teeth and growled, expressing his dislike of Hugh, who stood in front of him.  

Dillon’s fierce demeanor scared Hugh.  As if the dog had the full knowledge of the event that put 
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him in this situation and the role that each character played in it, Dillon willfully showed his 

disapproval of the man.  To Dillon, Hugh was a rival who had tried to kiss Miriam, his love.  

     Hugh, holding a brand-new sky-blue collar and a leash, despondently looked at Dillon. 

     “Do you think he likes me?” asked Hugh.   

     “He might eventually if you spend a lot of quality time together.  He’ll learn to like you.  All 

dogs do.  It’s up to you; don’t give up.”  

     The female attendant smiled, amused by the scene. 

     “What do you mean it’s up to me?  I didn’t do anything.  I didn’t even touch him.  He just 

doesn’t like me.” 

     “When a dog acts like that, there’re always some good reasons for it.  They are smart animals.  

You have to earn his trust.” 

     Hugh took out a box of dog cookies and a bag of beef jerky. 

     “I’ve got these for that purpose.  Do you think they’ll work?” 

     “Yeah, sometimes.  But I wouldn’t give him so much of them now.  You don’t want him to vomit 

all over in your car, do you?” 

     “Ah, in that case, I’ve got something else.” 

     Hugh nervously showed a plastic doughnut-shaped squeeze toy to Dillon.   

     “Hi, Dillon, buddy.  How have you been?  I brought a toy for you.” 

     Dillon, standing in the middle of the cell, ignored the plastic toy, which Hugh foolishly waved at 

him, trying to win his trust.  Dillon looked determined, spirited, and purposeful.  It was Hugh, not 

Dillon, who avoided eye contact.  Dillon’s stare frightened Hugh.  He’d left home at six to drive 

almost three hours to pick Dillon up at the shelter located in the town of Bethlehem, where Dillon 

was held after the sentence.   

     If one really knew Hugh deeply, it was not surprising.  After all that legal drama, he wanted to 

bring Dillon back to Miriam.  He was by nature compassionate and empathetic, and he had a sense 
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of humor.  He was not a man to hold any grudge.  The second son, who had not been expected to 

succeed his father in the business, proved to be brilliant and talented and big-hearted.  He was a 

natural magnet, difficult to view as an enemy.   

     Equipped with some fortune and strong political ties, Hugh, a few days after the sentence, 

walked to Gracie Mansion to visit his friend.  Hugh was in love with Miriam.  That was why he 

now foolishly stood in front of Dillon.   

     “What do you want me to do?  You tell me,” said the female attendant.     

     His visit had become the entertainment of the day in this otherwise mundane place. 

     “You can change your mind.  You don’t have to do this.” 

     “That’s right.  I would think one more time if I were you,” another male attendant said.   

     “Oh, no, no, no.  I came this far.  I’m taking him back.”  

     “We can help you up to the car.  But once you leave here, you will be on your own.” 

     “Three hours to the city is a long trip.  You’ll be alone with this dog.  That’s what we worry 

about.” 

     “Don’t worry.  I can handle three hours.” 

     “What will you do, once you get to the city?  You have to get him out of the car.” 

     “Are you sure you really want to do this?” 

     “Yes, I’m sure.  Don’t talk me out of this.  Help me, please.” 

     “All right.  It’s your thing.” 

     “So, can you get him out and put this collar and leash on him?”  Hugh nervously gave the collar 

and the leash he brought to one of the attendants.   

     The attendant looked at the delicate-looking apparatus and said, “Uh-uh.  This fancy stuff won’t 

do.  He needs something much stronger than this, a utility type of leash.” 

     “That’s right.  He can rip off these flimsy ones and easily get loose.  And in the car when you are 

trapped with him, you know what’s going to happen.  You know exactly what I mean.” 
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     They were not mean people, joking around, but Hugh wasn’t in the same mood.  He desperately 

needed help to accomplish the task.  

     “Oh, come on.  Do you have any good idea how I’m gonna . . . how can I bring him back to the 

city with no serious incident?  I need no trouble, you understand.  We’ll be in the car alone for the 

next three hours.” 

     “Okay, okay, okay.  We’re just kidding.” 

     “Hey Rob, don’t we have an extra heavy-duty restrainer that was on that pit bull somewhere?” 

     “Sure, I remember.  You mean the monster that killed one poodle and a Pomeranian because he 

didn’t like the owner of the dogs?” 

     “Yeah, that’s it.  That guy was a mean one.” 

     “Do you mean to say this dog needs that type of equipment?” Hugh sounded worried. 

     “Well, you want to be safe, don’t you?  He’s been all right here, but . . . but humans do not fully 

understand animal behavior, you know.  They are intelligent and can hold a grudge and umbrage.”    

     “Yes, and it can be very discriminative.” 

     “Oh, yes, please.  You’re smart.  Please be on the cautious side.  No problem.  I’m glad you guys 

seem to know what you’re talking about.  Please use whatever equipment necessary just to be sure.  

Does that close his mouth?” 

     “Do you want a muzzle?” 

     “That’s right, muzzle.  Good thinking.” 

     “We can do that, but the tricky thing about a muzzle is that eventually, you have to take it off.  

And often dogs want revenge upon being released.  How will you handle that?” 

* 

     Hugh glanced at the back seat in the mirror.  A huge plastic crate resting on the back seat had 

been violently bouncing, with the occasional mysterious stillness.  Often from a small barred 

window of the box, Hugh caught Dillon’s piercing eyes looking at him.   
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     “Don't give me a hard time, buddy.  This is all for Miriam, that beautiful lady of yours.  Listen, 

buddy, I'm the one that is taking you back to her.  Can't you be a little nicer?”            

     Again he avoided making eye contact with Dillon. 

     Thank goodness he's in there.  No way he gets out.  I'll think about how I’ll take him out once I 

get to the city.     

     With Dillon safely in the crate, Hugh enjoyed the drive, thinking about how his life would unfold 

once he brought Dillon back to Miriam.  He thought of regular lunch dates with her at one of those 

dog-friendly cafes.  Taking them out to his cherished retreat in Nantucket, waking up before Miriam 

and preparing breakfast for four, sharing recipes and experimenting and cooking new dishes 

together.  He even imagined Miriam and Olga arm in arm, leading Hugh along in a supermarket.  

This itinerary—talking to the mayor, driving almost three hours in the morning, and heading 

immediately back with the dog, who apparently hated him—was no trouble at all when he thought 

of his merry life with Miriam.   The trip was relatively peaceful until Hugh suddenly smelled 

something awful, a fetid odor of dog excrement.   

     “No.  Nooooo.”  Hugh quickly opened all the car windows, which helped the situation, at least 

for the short term.  He, however, was aware of the destiny he eventually had to face once he arrived 

in the city.  Hugh imagined Dillon covered with his own feces upon coming out of the cage, and 

under the circumstances, he would be very grouchy, snappy, and grumpy. 

     Shit.  Calm down.  Think, think what I've got to do before I take him to Miriam. 

     “Hey, buddy.  Did you have to do this?  Now I have to clean the whole thing and you before 

taking you to Miriam.  Thank you, you smell delicious.  Nothing seems to be enough for you . . . all 

right, all right.  Let’s not fight.” 

     The crate was resting curiously still when Hugh caught a glimpse of Dillon’s eyes searching for 

Hugh.  He didn't make any noise, which was a relief to Hugh since at that moment, he could barely 

handle the stench that permeated the car. 
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     More complications.  What the heck.  I'll deal with them one thing at a time.  All for Miriam. 

     When the car was about to hit Route 17, Hugh felt concerned—not so much about the situation, 

but about Dillon.  It was as if they finally bonded with each other.  After all, they shared so many 

similarities between them.  Both loved Miriam.  Neither of them had the luxury of choice, other 

than sticking to the facts of the moment.  Both had the same strong desire to get to Miriam, 

regardless of the unfortunate realization that they would have to share the prize.  For the time being 

though, the only immediate goal for both was to get back to Miriam.  Hugh looked at the crate that 

sat with no sign of life inside and wondered how Dillon was.  He searched for Dillon’s eyes, 

expecting them to be staring at him through the bars.  When Hugh didn't see them, he took his eyes 

off the road, stretching his arm to tap the crate to see if Dillon would respond. 

     “Hey.  Hey, buddy.  Are you all right?  How is it back there?  Hang in there, all right?” 

     There was no response.  The crate just sat there.  Hugh groped for a bag of beef jerky in his bag 

on the passenger’s seat.   

     “Hey,” he said, sticking a piece of beef jerky into the crate through the barred window, “we’re 

almost there.  Just bear with me.  I’ll clean you up.  Don’t feel bad.  It’ll work out.” 

*      

     Hugh came out of Maria’s Shop’n Groom, a rundown pet-grooming shop.  It was the first pet 

grooming business he saw after he got off the highway.  He pre-tipped them.  Money didn't matter 

under the circumstances.  He had to make sure Dillon was given a bath and groomed.  Closing the 

door, Hugh cheerfully said to them, “Thank you.  Thank you.  I’ll pick up the dog in about two 

hours.  I have to go to the gas station to wash the interior of the car and air out for a while, you 

know.  I appreciate it.  You’re an angel.” 

     “Muchas gracias, señor.  Take your time,” said the voice in the store. 

     In an unexpected corner of the world, there existed angels.  Things were shaping up again 

toward his goal.  
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     Looking good.  Looking good.  

     He then checked in his car at a nearby gas station.   

     Miriam spent days commemorating the life she’d had with Dillon.  One day after the court 

appearance, she decided to write a novel about him.  She failed to reach the tenth page after a few 

attempts.  After all that she had gone through, Miriam’s heart was equipped with stronger muscles.  

That was Miriam.  A small, elegant, and fragile swan-like beauty sitting perfectly still in the coldest 

lake in winter.   

     Miriam then sorted out all the photos of Dillon that she had stored on her phone.  

     He lives forever in my mind.  I want people to continue to see him, care about him, and love him. 

 He'll like it if many people enjoy and smile at his photos. 

     As she got out the elevator, Charlie, the doorman, greeted her from behind the front desk.   

     “Here you are, Mrs. Day.  How are you this afternoon?” 

     “Good, good, Charlie.  What do you think about him starting his own blog?” 

     “I’m sorry, Mrs. Day?” Charlie was stumped. 

     “I was thinking about him starting his blog, you know, blog as a . . . of course, he can invite 

other moms to contribute sometimes.  All dog lovers can come to his place and talk about issues 

concerning the doggie life.” 

     “Ah . . . ‘he’ means . . .” 

     “Dillon.  Of course, Dillon.  He’ll host the blog and he’ll invite any dogs and their moms to 

socialize. That’ll be wonderful.  Don’t you think?  He can post all the photos I took of him, his life 

stories.  What do you think?” 

     “Ah . . . the idea sounds great, but who writes, you said?  I’m sorry, my mind hasn’t caught up 

with you yet.”  
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     “He writes.  Dillon writes.  Someone writes in his name.  In fact, anybody can write for him.  

You can, I can, and, for example, Katie at Happy Pooch can.  She’d be perfect, in fact.  You see, 

anybody that has something to say about the doggie life can.” 

     “I understand.  I like the idea.  He’s leaving a sort of legacy behind.” 

     “Well, he’s not dead yet, Charlie.” 

     “Oh, I didn’t mean that.  No matter where he lives, he’s sharing his stories, is what I meant.” 

     “Yes.  That’s correct.  So what do you think?” 

     “Sounds great, Mrs. Day.  About his life.  About his mother, what his days are like, and what he 

likes to do and eat.  Oh, how about . . . why don’t you post your special dog recipes?” 

     “Charlie, that’s excellent.  I can create a mom and child recipe page.  You know, sometimes a 

mom and a child wear the same or similar clothes.  I’ve seen them on some Internet shopping sites.  

So why not recipes for moms and dads and recipes for doggies?  This way I can promote my 

vegetarian lifestyle, which is part of the reason I came to New York to begin with fifty years ago.  I 

can’t believe this, Charlie.  You’ve given me a wonderful idea.  This is becoming a tribute to Henry, 

in fact.  It is amazing how things turned out.  My life is . . . it’s as if Dillon were here to fulfill the 

dreams Henry once had.  Everything has to have a purpose.  Oh, I’m excited.  We have a lot to do.  

Charlie, do me a favor.  Can you tell Nathan that I’ll email him later and possibly want to meet 

sometime soon if you see him?  Nathan can help me with the technical issues.  See you later.  I’ll be 

right back; I was gonna take a walk for a while.” 

     Miriam, cheerful now, was about to rush out of the apartment building. “Thank you, Charlie.  

You’re in with me, right?  Oh, I’m excited.” 

     Miriam didn’t wait for his answer and was out on the street, walking with no destination, her 

mind fully occupied with her new project. 

     Maybe I can start a fashion site, too. Yes, I have to talk to Nathan and Ben.  Wait, when Carla 

comes back, we can start the food business for dogs and humans, for the entire family.  I've got to 
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come up with a good name.  Ah . . . Natural and Healthy Food for Doggies and Parents.  Or, 

Dillon.  Henry and Dillon?  No, it's hard to say.  H and D?  Maybe. Wow, I'm excited.      

     Miriam walked to Lexington, then walked down a few blocks before turning left to head 

eastward up to First Avenue.  Within a few minutes, she turned left twice again and was back at her 

building.  Passing her building, she kept going.  The plan for her new venture was not complete; 

Miriam had to keep walking.     

      

     It turned out to be a long day for Hugh.  With one thing on their minds, the odd duo had 

somehow managed to deal with each other.  After an eventful journey, they were finally close to 

achieving the goal.  Bathed and trimmed, Dillon was newly accessorized with a blue bow on his 

head, which looked ludicrous, especially on his not-so-pedigreed persona, except that the 

bow showed the seriousness of Hugh’s pursuit of Miriam.  Dillon pulled Hugh along impatiently.  

Holding the leash in one hand and a large bouquet he had managed to purchase at a florist on 

Lexington in the other, Hugh had trouble getting full command of the situation.  Dillon knew the 

neighborhood so well that he didn't have to depend on Hugh.  Taking charge as his natural instinct 

urged him to, Dillon stretched his neck muscles as hard as ever in order to tug along his nuisance 

rival.     

     “Slow down, buddy.  Go easy on me.  The calf you ripped the flesh off of doesn’t stretch as it 

should.  Please.  Can’t you have a little more decency, you know, class, it's called?  I really 

don’t know what Miriam sees in you, to be honest.  I’m asking you.  I can't walk that quickly.  My 

gosh, what’s wrong with you?” 

     The odd pair turned the corner.  The moment was approaching.  They were only half a block 

away from the target.  The level of excitement was heightened as they were pulled toward the home 

stretch.  Dillon’s eyes were wide open like those of a samurai before the act of harakiri.  Intensity 

and spirit soared.  Passion and zeal were powerful, and anticipation had reached its peak.   
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     Miriam, approaching her building, was in another world.  She was deep in thought about the new 

project.  So Dillon was the first to feel the moment of drama.  His neck, although restrained by the 

heavy-duty harness, stretched forward with his eyes fixed on Miriam a few feet ahead.  His 

distorted thin body with a bow on its head was an unusual sight.  He looked like an undernourished 

gray hybrid animal of a mole-like rodent, a pig, and an anteater.  Hugh followed Dillon in spotting 

Miriam.  It was a sight that confirmed all the trouble he had gone through proved to be worthy.  

First on that fateful day in the park, second on the day in court, and finally now.  He had to make 

this time, the third time, the charm.  Hugh brought Dillon back to Miriam with a large bouquet.  He 

had prepared his speech.  What could go wrong?  Hugh was in love, madly, crazily.  His heart ached 

with that pleasurable pain one feels when one is in love. 

     Hugh’s footsteps stopped, frozen and stuck on the pavement in front of her apartment building.  

Miriam approached when a familiar yowl caught her attention, and there they were.  It changed her 

entire world.   

     “Hi,” Hugh said awkwardly to the bewildered belle in front of him. “How are you, Mrs. Day?” 

     Dillon’s leash was stretched enough.  Miriam immediately crouched down to meet Dillon’s face 

as he licked her all over.   

     “Oh, my gosh.  Dillon.  Oh, my goodness.  What's going on?  I missed you so much.” 

     For a while Hugh stood beside the two lovers until finally Miriam looked up and said to 

him, “Hu--  ah, Mr. Fanning, what are you doing here?  I’ve never expected your visit. What’s 

going on with Dillon and everything?” 

     “I . . . ah . . . I thought you might want to be with him.” 

     “Yes, but I can’t be with him.  You know that.” 

     “Oh yes, I knew.  So, instead, I picked him up at the shelter this morning.” 

     “What do you mean?  Where was he?  How did you know where he was?” 
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     “Figured you might be happy to see him again.  And I . . . I didn’t want them to put him to sleep,  

you know.  I sensed that would happen.  So I . . .” 

     “Are you saying you adopted him and you will live with him?  I can’t imagine.  You?  Nobody 

can adopt Dillon with an intention to give him to me.  I certainly can’t live with him; I’m not 

allowed.  I don’t get it.”  

     “Oh, no, no, no.  I can’t live with him.  Nor can he.  You know that.  Dillon doesn’t want to live 

with me.  This morning at the shelter he still wanted to kill me.  I needed the people there to put this 

heavy duty harness on him.” 

     “I don’t understand.  So what are you doing here with him?  You know that I can’t.” 

     “Well, I called up a few friends in upstate.  And I walked over a few blocks to Gracie Mansion 

the other day.” 

     “What did you do?” 

     “I had a conversation with my old friends.  That’s all.  I didn’t do that much.  I explained the 

circumstance to certain people, you know, who could help me.” 

     “Are you saying you spoke with the governor and mayor to bring Dillon back to me?” 

     “Ah . . . in essence, that’s correct.  It’s really nothing special I did.” 

     “I can’t believe this, Mr. Fanning.” 

     “You might think I’m such a bastard.  I’ve caused you so much heartache by taking Dillon 

away.  But I’ve been thinking about . . .” 

     Miriam looked straight at him. 

     “Well, I’ve been thinking about you, Mrs. Day.  A lot.  I want to make up with you.  So, in terms 

of Dillon, I’ve made all the arrangements: shots and registration, and actually a temporary permit as 

of today until you attend that dog owner training, you know, those sorts of things.  You’re all right 

to live with him.  You’re all right to walk with him.” 

     “You did all this for me?” 
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     “Yes, in fact, if you don’t mind.  Ah . . . I’m sorry, Mrs. Day.  If you forgive me for what I did, 

ah . . . maybe the four of us one day can get together.  Charlie and Dillon got along well, I thought.  

I know a nice cafe on Madison.  We can bring them with us for lunch.  They serve a small snack for 

dogs, too.  I want to start all over again, if you are still interested, Mrs. Day.” 

     “Miriam.  Please call me Miriam.  Thank you.  Thank you, Hugh.  I’d certainly love to.  Of 

course, yes.” 

     Exhilarated, Miriam hugged Dillon, who kept licking her.   

     “Dillon, you’re back.  I’m glad you’re back.  Oh my gosh, you look silly with this.” 

     Miriam playfully took the bow off his head and put it on her head.      

     “And one more thing.  I’m sorry for my language.  You know, the other day in the park,” said 

Hugh. 

* 

     Nathan emailed Miriam saying he would happily take his old job back by the end of the month.  

Until then, though, he was committed to cramming for exams.  So meanwhile, Miriam took Dillon 

out at all hours herself.   

     As usual, she was talking to Charlie downstairs before going out for the last walk of the day at 

midnight.  Since his dramatic return, Miriam was frequenting Happy Pooch every day, showering 

Dillon with new toys, all shapes of chewy stuff, boots, hats, different color leashes, and clothes for 

different occasions.  That night, Dillon wore a black pinstripe coat with a pink satin bow tie and a 

top hat with two holes allowing his ears to stick out.  To coordinate with his attire, Miriam wore a 

pink overcoat.  He looked like a millionaire; she looked like a candy princess standing on top of a 

birthday decoration cake.  

     “What do you think, Charlie?” 

     “Looking swell, Mrs. Day.” 

     “I wanted him to try these on.  Actually, I bought these for his welcome home party.” 
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     “Sure, sure, Mrs. Day.  That’ll be next Sunday.  I’ve been receiving many RSVPs.” 

     “Charlie, darling, you’ve been a great help.  It’ll be real fun.  I can’t wait.” 

     “I can show you the final figures by the end of Friday.  So far, I’ve counted sixty-three people 

attending, and I’ll make sure enough tables and chairs will be here for the party.” 

     “Wonderful.  Thank you.  Charlie, don't forget, your family is invited.  Please bring your 

nephews and nieces, too.” 

     “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Day.  I tell you, everybody in the building was behind Dillon during that 

time.  So it’ll be a great chance for many of us in the building to see him at the party.” 

     “Oh, so nice to hear that.  I’m so grateful that I’ve been surrounded by so strong a support 

system.  I am so lucky.” 

     Dillon was not so much a fan of the small talk; he was a lone wolf.  It took a zillion doggy years 

for Dillon to get rid of all of Miriam’s distractions every time they went out.  Miriam, from his 

perspective, had too many friends for him to monopolize her.  Well, what could he do about it?  By 

then, he knew how to be vigilant to protect his love.  He’d learned the hard way.  At the same time, 

he was happy to see Miriam enjoying her life.  Yet that night, enough was enough.  Dillon was 

eager to go out, looking straight out the door with full intention.  He stretched his neck and pulled 

Miriam. 

     “Okay, Dillon.  I’m ready.  Let’s go out.” 

     “When he’s ready, he’s ready, Mrs. Day.  Mommy’s ready, Dillon,” said Charlie. 

     “Yes, darling, here we go.  Just keep an eye on us, Charlie.  I’m just gonna go up to the end of 

the block and be right back.” 

     “Sure thing.  I’ll be out watching you, Mrs. Day.  Enjoy your walk, Dillon.” 

     At last, Miriam and Dillon, inseparable, finally walked out of the building.  His footsteps were 

light.  He walked proudly like a knight in shining armor escorting a blue-blooded lady.   
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     “Perfect.  Dillon, I’m so happy.  I’ve got a feeling this whole thing was meant to be.  I don’t care 

what people say about this, but you and I . . . nothing can ever separate us.  I’ll be with you all the 

time and you’ll be with me.  I’m telling you I’m not even going on the cruise or any trip unless I 

can take you with me.  I don’t care how many shiatsu massages they give you.  I’m not putting you 

up in any pet hotel.  I will take you to other shiatsu places in the city if that’s what you want.  

Seriously, no pet hotel.  The bottom line is that I don’t trust them.  You just have to get used to 

Hugh, though.  Eventually you will.  I hope, for my sake.” 

     Dillon trotted like a thoroughbred when they came to the end of the block.  Enjoying this 

precious night together, he pulled Miriam to turn left to go south.  Before turning, Miriam looked 

back at Charlie, who had been keeping an eye on them from the front steps of the building, and 

waved.  Miriam gave Charlie a thumbs-up sign and yelled, “It’s okay.  Will be back in two 

minutes.” 

     The night was beautiful.  They took advantage of the clear and crisp air and the tranquil 

atmosphere.  Then another young human couple came toward them, walking northward arm in 

arm.  When they finally came close enough to Dillon and Miriam, the tall young lady in her late 

twenties, who was well-dressed in a pair of elegant jeans, crouched to pet Dillon.   

     “May I?” 

     “Sure,” Miriam replied. 

     “He won’t bite?” 

     “Well, he won’t.  Certainly not ladies.”  

     “Is he vicious to men?” 

     “No, he’s not.  In fact, he’s very gentle.” 

     “That’s good to know.  Is he very protective of you?” 

     “To a certain degree.”   

     Miriam also crouched next to the lady and petted Dillon. 
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     “What’s his—ah, he or she?” 

     “He.  His name is Dillon.” 

     “Dillon.  Good dog.  Are you friendly?  Nice, nice.  Be nice.” 

     The lady petted Dillon, who enjoyed it.  This time he, not Miriam, stopped the world.  He was 

getting attention, which he loved.  He took pleasure in being touched, in being the center of the 

discussion.  Dillon lay down, placing his side onto the cold pavement.  His eyes were unfocused, as 

are those of any sleepy, happy animal.  His mouth was slightly open, showing his little uneven teeth 

as the lady rubbed his stomach.   

     “Nice dog.  Good, you love this, don't you?  Yes, yes, you’re a good dog.  You’re my friend.  

Nice and comfy?”  

     “Look at this.  He loves the attention,” said Miriam. 

     “Right.  He seems like a good dog.” 

     “Do you have a dog, too?” 

     “Yes, we used to have one.  A little poodle,” said the man, suddenly interjecting.   

     He had a slight European accent.  He looked to be in his thirties, tall, and cleanly dressed in a 

black turtleneck under a black leather rider’s jacket.  Jet-black hair and a thick beard made him look 

cool.  Together with the lady, they appeared to be a young professional couple.  They were friendly, 

in style, European chic.  Miriam stood up to talk to the man, leaving the lady on the ground with 

Dillon.   

     “Used to?  What happened to the dog?” asked Miriam engaging him in conversation.   

     “I shot him.” 

     He stood close to Miriam, grabbed one of her shoulders.  Under his jacket, he held a gun 

pointing at her.   

     “Stay quiet.  Don’t move.  Just do as I say.  I have a gun.”   
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     The man squeezed the gun and pushed it against her body.  Taken aback but not exactly grasping 

the situation, Miriam froze. 

     “You keep talking.  Keep talking about your fucking dog.  Go on.  And quietly take off your 

earrings and rings and throw them into my bag.  Don’t act funny, you understand.” 

     Meanwhile, the lady on the ground petting Dillon didn't react.  She kept rubbing Dillon’s 

stomach, smiling and cooing.   

     “Good doggy, you’re a good dog.” 

     Even Dillon didn't know the trouble Miriam was facing.  She slowly took off the rings on her left 

hand and quietly tossed them into his bag.   

     “Good girl.  You’re doing well.  Now take off your earrings.  Remember, don’t say anything.  

Just keep cool.  Nothing happens and you’ll be all right, lady.  Go ahead.  Do it quickly but quietly, 

you understand.” 

     Terrified, but thinking it wise to obey his instruction, Miriam followed exactly what the man told 

her to do.   

     What should I do?  Oh God, please.  Don't.  Please don't. Please, someone come.  Oh, please 

God. 

     “Go on.  We don’t want to be out here long.  Come on, those earrings and we have to get to your 

purse.” 

     “I don’t have a purse.” 

     “What do you mean?  Don’t lie to me.” 

     “It’s true.  I don’t carry money when I walk my dog.”   

     “Don’t be smart, old bitch.” 

     Miriam was numb, waiting for a reaction from the man.  The man became angry and squeezed 

her shoulder, his fingers digging into her body.     
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     “Goddamn bitch,” he hissed, with an uncontrollable temper, grabbing her wrist, “don’t you have 

a fucking purse . . .” 

     As he pulled her wrist, which held the leash, Dillon was jerked, yanking Dillon’s body badly in 

the wrong direction.  Dillon, reacting, went for the face, the closest thing he could go for—the face 

of the lady.  Dillon bit her lip, dug in, and growled without letting anything go.  She fell on the 

ground, unable to scream and bleeding.  Shocked and breathing heavily, Miriam stood stunned and 

glued to the ground.     

     “Shit.  Em,” the man said. He lost his temper while his partner struggled on the ground. “Fuck.”  

     He pulled the gun out and shot at Dillon.      

     The first bullet landed on the shoulder of his partner.  The man shot again.  This time, the bullet 

landed in Dillon.  Immediately his body became limp.  The man ran to the side of his partner, and 

helped her free herself from Dillon’s bloody, still body.  With difficulty as she was covered with her 

own blood, the criminal couple hurried away into the darkness.  Once again, Dillon had bit a 

person.  Only this time, he didn't have to go to the shelter.  He was safe.  He was not to be 

quarantined.  No, not this time.   

      

     Dillon’s lifeless body lay on the ground. The trauma Miriam had just gone through conquered 

her usual proactive mind, a moment of chilly dark but starry tranquility.  She stood there, helpless.  

She’d lost Dillon again.  Then that familiar shrieking noise of ambulances and police cars 

approached from somewhere.  The bloody wound in the center of Dillon’s abdomen had stopped his 

heart.  No chance of a monumental and tender moment between the lovers was granted to them 

before his death.  Life was uncontrollable.   

     Suddenly Miriam saw that Dillon’s body, slightly swollen, quickly bulged and protruded.  No 

sooner did she see a young man’s body coming out of his body, then he looked back to face her.  He 

moved his lips, saying something to Miriam, but she couldn’t hear anything.  The young man was 
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Henry.  Henry kindly smiled once and slowly winked at her, then turned back and walked away into 

the darkness before another crime scene in New York was surrounded by people.   
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Chapter 13 

Angel 

     By the time Miriam regained consciousness, flowers filled the hospital room.  They took the 

matter as another urgent family crisis, so the Days, Ben, and her usual loyal champions from the 

neighborhood were anxiously in and out of the room.  This time, there was yet another member to 

the army.  Hugh Fanning was a new addition to the Days’ close circle.  He was on the 

phone.  Beside him were several police officers, whose presence was disturbing to anyone who 

wished for the place to be a healing place.   

     “Thank you, pal. Thank you, guys.  I appreciate it.” Hugh gave the officers a thumbs up. 

     “Officer, I’ve just spoken with the commissioner.  You’ll receive the instructions soon.  Thank 

you.  We really appreciate it.  You guys are great.  You’ve been doing a great job.”   

     As Hugh shook hands with them, one officer received a radio message from the precinct.  

     “I understand, sir.  We will.  Leave just one plainclothes officer outside the door.  Just one?  All 

right, sir.” the officer answering the radio nodded to Hugh.   

     “Everything is set, Mr. Fanning.  We must station one plainclothes officer here, but the others 

will leave.  Is that satisfactory?” 

     “Oh, thank you.  That's perfect.  The family will appreciate that.  At this moment, they don’t 

want Mrs. Day to get upset, you understand.” 

     After handling the police officers, Hugh entered Miriam’s room.  She didn’t know what was or 

wasn’t real or a dream.   

     “Everything is all right, Mom.” Rose was the first to talk to her. 

     “Mom, you’re all right.  You can get out of here by this afternoon,” Jason added. 

     Staring above and around the bed, Miriam was confused.  She tried to say something. 
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     “Take it easy, Miriam.  We’ll talk.  For now, it’s best for you to rest,” Hugh held her hand, sitting 

on the side of the bed. 

     “Wh--” Miriam’s voice was hoarse. 

     “Would you like a glass of water, Mom?” Jen helped Miriam sit up and gave her a glass of 

water.   

     Miriam sipped and gave the glass back to Jen. “What happened?  Tell me what happened?  I saw 

something.  What happened to Dillon?” 

     “Mom, everything is taken care of.  Nothing to worry about now.  First, we have to get you out 

of here ASAP so you are comfortable,” said Rose. 

     “Wait, tell me what happened.  I don’t care.  I’ll stay here as long as it is necessary.  What I’m 

saying is, I saw something, someone.  I really did.  Is Dillon all right?” 

     “He’s all right, Mom.  Everything is normal,” Jason said. 

     “Apparently there were muggers trying to rob you.  They were caught soon after they left the 

crime scene.  But most important, you are not harmed,” Rose interrupted before Jason spilled 

some information. 

     “We should celebrate,” Matthew said. 

     “Celebrate?  Where’s Dillon?  What happened to him?  What happened to us?  Did anybody see 

a boy?  A young man, a handsome young man?”  

     “Excuse me,” the nurse interrupted. “Mrs. Day, if you feel up to it, why don’t we step outside to 

the X-ray room?  I have to make sure you don't have any fractures.  You look perfectly healthy, but 

we just have to make sure.”   

     “Did I fall?  I remember they shot.  They shot . . . oh my gosh . . .” 

     “Mrs. Day, let’s talk about what happened after the doctor says it’s okay to do so.  First, we have 

to make sure you are all right, which I’m sure you are.”   

     The nurse helped Miriam, still in her pink coat, move to the wheelchair.   
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     “Excuse us.  We’ll be back in thirty minutes.” The nurse wheeled Miriam out.   

    Accompanied by the plainclothes policeman, they passed through the nurse station when Miriam 

heard the chorus. 

     “Hello, Mrs. Day.  How are you feeling?”   

     Looking up while they waited for the elevator, Miriam asked the policeman, “May I ask who 

you are?”  

     “Oh, I apologize, Mrs. Day.  My name is Brennan.  Officer Brennan from the 19th Precinct.” 

     “Oh, oh.  I don’t do well with you guys.  You’re from the 19th Precinct.  I’m sure you know my 

story.  I’m the mother of the dog you guys arrested, you remember.” 

     “Yes, ma’am.  Don’t worry, Mrs. Day.  I’m here to make certain you and your family are safe.” 

     “By the way, can you tell me what happened to my dog?  You must know.” 

     “Well, I’m here to . . .”   

     As the officer started, the elevator door opened and the nurse interrupted. “Here we go, Mrs. 

Day.  We’re going all the way to the basement.” 

     In the elevator, a pesky bug jumped onto one armrest of the wheelchair.  

     “Gosh, that’s a stink bug.  How did it get in here?”   

     The nurse, annoyed by the bug, tried to shake it off the chair.  But the stink bug jumped from one 

place to another, avoiding the nurse’s unmerciful hand.  The bug even leapt onto Miriam’s blonde 

hair, burying itself into it. 

     “Oh, my gosh.  I’m sorry, Mrs. Day.  This is called a stink bug or something.  They came from a 

foreign country, I heard.  It’s terrible.”   

     Despite all her efforts, the bug kept jumping on the chair, the police officer, the nurse, and 

Miriam until it escaped, disappearing.  The nurse looked for it on and around Miriam. 

     “Where did it go?  I don’t want you to carry it to your apartment, Mrs. Day.  Gosh, I can’t find 

it.  It is a smart little thing, isn’t it?” 
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     Miriam, watching the commotion, was quiet.  Then she found the bug in the pocket of her pink 

coat.  She stopped for a moment and gently covered the opening of the pocket as if she sheltered a 

criminal.   She protected the bug, keeping it safe in the comfort of her pink coat.   

     Hello, are you Dillon?  You’re Henry, aren’t you?  Are we together again?  Is that possible?   

     The elevator reached the basement, and the nurse wheeled out Miriam with the police officer 

following behind them.   

     “Officer Brennan, do you know what a stink bug likes to eat?  I’m curious.” 

     “Excuse me?” 

     “Oh, never mind.  I can find that out myself on the internet.” Miriam smiled happily.       
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Before you go… 

Dear Readers, 

Thank you very much for reading Dillon. I hope you enjoyed the story. Before you go, I would very 
much appreciate if you would write a brief review of Dillon on Amazon.  It really does make a 
difference.  

I am also eager to hear from you. If you would like to drop me a line, please visit my website 
www.satokosilverberg.com.  I treasure all feedback and look forward to corresponding with 
you. 

Ciao! 
Satoko   
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