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y father and I have piliows behind our backs. The

television is on bur we ralk v,rithouc iookine ar each

other. ir is betrer this way, easieii for my r%ther to find

words, which interrupt his brearh l ike commercials. It is

one of those strange moments when our small apartment

in the Bronx is empry. My sister is on a date with a boy

she can'c bring home. My brother is at church l ighting

candles and saying prayerc which will nor lengthen his

tife. My mother: is selecting lamb chops over pork in a

sallow runnels smudged with mascara" They seemeclenlarged wirh light, sllwlns t;o,dl;;"m her pale face.Even rhe shadovi,_ben"nrh il". J,;,;.r" her darknessffi: i".,::ff t :"s"ffi #"r*tfi ,:TT;you?" AIdo blurted, srarrled by ,i" ,ight of h., sitting,,.*j-:*::ed, back behind ,h. ;.;;l a.rt!-lu, t,aye said. . Everybody,s getring it. I mean, younX ffi".:H,,11'* *o d;;;'-,;; J ;;
"Everybody should ;.. ; ,i.i,,,atlo ,"1a.

. . 
It seemed ro Faye an odd rernarlc at the time, but she, ignored ir and kept talking, 

"b";; J; po, .n. weather,
, the flu epidemic. Ir was rhe first ."r,u.rr",ion she,d had, since she'd been sicl,, udy ro tark, ;#il::l#:,r_::;il#xj;'T;
' warching her.

r
f-"yr', illness had transformed her in a way no diet

E or face-lift could have' After days of nausea' vertigo'

diarrhea; a fast of toast and tea; fever; dreams that came

and went more like mirages; an aching lethargy that

demanded fourteen-hour sleeping spells from which she'd

wake confused, but only too aware of how terribly alone

she was, Faye felt better.

The usual grim weariness was gone from around her

lips. Her eyes no longer peered out like a miner's from

And later, when people would ask them how *1sy rnsland fell in love, it was always AId" _h" ;"uld answer."Flu." He'd smile earnesd)2. ,,It 
all ,rrr..j wirh flu. trstill haven'r recovered.,,

nearby i[cri,., ar:iC .r1f,

1'1^i il: :'h' n'.':"';;ffi;#: ;::; ;:: ;Tln tne pJs: '; l . i lc; ar,r. l ihis r_niracie of.iest is whar we share
while ,r,rarchine. slC iTio./ieg rhar offer. i-lo resei:rblance to
WfiO vyi :  l , i :
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ounces ("She's not eadng enough"; "The furnace is fail-

ing"), they tdked about family matters, mostly ("Her

friends are hoodlums, her room is a disaster"; "There's

something abouc the brakes, the water heater's rusting

out").
lworry grew between them like a son, with his own

small insistencies and then more pressing demands. They

stroked and coddled him; they set a place for him ar the

table; they sent him to kinderganen, private school, and

college. Because he failed at nearly everphing and always

returned home, they loved him. After all, he was their

son.
"I've been reading her diary. She does drugs. She sleeps

around."
"I just don't think I can fix rhem myself. \Jilhere will

we find a carpenter?"

Their daughter married her high school sweethearr,

had a family, and started a health food store in a distant

town. Although she recalled her childhood as fondly as

anyone-how good her parents had been and how they

worried for her, how old and infirm they must be grow-

ing, their house going to ruin-she rarely called or visited.

She had worries of her own.
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Her back resred againsr rhe headboard.
"This for your wife?"

"No. Too chancy tr'm hiring a

professional."
"How abour me?"

He smirked. "Cure. Bur who'd be
dumb enough ro hire a lady hir man?"

She wer her lips, sighring along
rhe barrel.

"Youf wife."
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l-h. two boys srood warching Saran

waik awaf, the power of his hypnotic eyes ,

still in rheir minds.
"Geez,whar'd he want from you?"
"V{y soul. F{ow'bour you?"

A quarrer ro call home."
"Oh. Wanna go gr;t somerhing ro ear?"
"Yeah, but { cant. Now n'm our

of money."
a,

"]\o problem. I've gor plenty."
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