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Prologue

From: Gabriela Machado

May 13, 2019

To: All Sunset Academy

Subject: A Message from the Sunset Academy PTA President

Dear Parents,

I’m writing to you as a follow-up to Principal Ileana Garcia’s email. I assume you are all aware of this morning’s tragic event that occurred at our neighboring school, Miami Beach Middle. We are enormously relieved that none of our precious children were harmed.

The Sunset Academy PTA wants you all to know that our thoughts and prayers are with the family of the deceased, and with our entire community, as we are all grieving.

I also want to assure you that both schools went on lockdown before the tragedy would have been visible to any students who happened to be outside. The Miami Beach Police Department arrived on the scene moments after the incident and were quick and discreet in roping off the area.

I’ve spoken with Principal Garcia, and our administration has arranged for grief counselors to be available to all students and faculty, beginning tomorrow morning.

It has been a dark day for our community, but together we will get through this.

In the meantime, we encourage you to speak with your children about what happened in an age-appropriate manner. We are working with the school administration, law enforcement, and several mental health professionals to come up with a toolkit for each of you to have meaningful family discussions. Some of those resources are already available in our shared Dropbox, which can be accessed here:

GriefToolkit_SunsetAcademy

Please do not hesitate to reach out to me with any questions. Be safe, be well, and Go Sunset Seagulls.

All my best,

Gabriela

Gabriela Machado

Sunset Academy PTA President



Charlotte

Ten Months Earlier

There are three types of moms at Sunset Academy: the know-nothings, the think-they-knows, and the ones who get shit done. Me? I’m one of the rare birds that make up the latter. I mean, some of these moms don’t even know their kid’s teacher’s name. Can you imagine? Try hitting up that kind with a contribution for the holiday gift. Scratching. My. Damn. Head. I mean, here we are at the best public elementary school in Florida, and these empty brains can’t even pick their child’s classroom out on a school map. How do you think Sunset became number one? I’ll tell you how. It’s because we have the most active fundraising machine of a PTA east of the Mississippi. But if I’m being honest, the dumb-dumbs aren’t even the biggest problem. It’s those god-awful think-they-knows. The “oh I’d love to be co–room mom with you, Charlotte,” and then can’t even design and fabricate a fucking door decoration ones. I know I sound triggered right now, but you wouldn’t believe the flak I get from some of these moms, and after all the work I put into this place. But they still act like, just because my work isn’t in an office, it must be easy? Excuse me if I don’t have a W-2! And, by the way, a job isn’t an excuse for not being active in your children’s lives. Just saying.

I’m excited to see what this school year has in store for us, though. I have plans, plans, plans! Taking Sunset to the next level, and all that. It’s my last year as VP of fundraising, and there’s a lot of pressure on me to keep outdoing myself. Things are great, as I said, but there is always room for improvement. If no one gets in my way, I predict another record breaker.

Miami is competitive. Like New York competitive, but less angry and more tan. Trade black tailoring for brightly colored miniskirts, and you get the idea. So I started planning Sunset Academy’s fundraising initiatives for this school year back in June. Everyone else was hopping into the D terminal at Miami International and boarding a plane to Mallorca or Capri, and I was posted up at Panther Coffee with a cold brew, my laptop, and a prospect list. Donors are hit up relentlessly from September to December, but if you catch them early enough, before the vultures start picking at the carcasses of those family foundations and grants, you can pull in so much more cash.

I wouldn’t say that fundraising is my calling; my calling is motherhood. But I’m good at raising money and it gives me a platform to help with my children’s education. And it’s not like my family has the time to just flit away for six weeks, anyway. My husband, James, has always said, “Babe, all these people spending the whole summer away? They aren’t focused on daily market volatility.”

To which I say, “Fine with me! I have work to do, too.” He always rolls his eyes at me when I call fundraising work, and isn’t that just typical for a finance guy? If it doesn’t inflate your own bank account, it must not be a worthy use of time!

But at least we are on the same page about getting a late start to summer vacation. The kids went to day camp for the first few weeks, and James got all those extra days in the office. A good investment banker doesn’t come with a pause button, but that’s probably why I married him! Well, that and because he “Miami Viced” me on our first date way back when. You know that move? It’s when you’re driving over the causeway in a convertible, and as you pass over the sparkling Biscayne Bay, the guy puts the top down and starts blasting Phil Collins’s “In the Air Tonight.” James had game.

So to kick off the summer, I closed as many deals as possible (hello Walker Family Foundation! Check your grant request!) and then we peaced out on Miami until the beginning of August. A small sacrifice in service to a school that is a true gem in the community.

We spent three weeks traveling in Sardinia and Capri, sunning ourselves along the rocky beaches and eating the most incredible fresh pastas. Little Madeline got so bronzed that we all started calling her golden girl. And isn’t that just fitting? Even Axel soaked up the Italian lifestyle, which is saying a lot. You know how these adolescent boys can be, and he really nails the moody, hormonal thing. I was actually so proud. He added a little color to his pastiness (that’s what happens when you don’t have PlayStation at the hotel). And he loved, I mean loved, the food. He clearly shares my enthusiasm for a good meal, though I rarely let myself indulge. But it’s all so good and clean there, and Ax and I would both literally lick our pasta bowls clean after every dinner, much to the disgust of Maddy and my husband. Even James relaxed a bit. He worked for only, like, three to four hours per day. It was the perfect family vacation.

By the time we touched back down at MIA, my inbox was exploding with requests. Every family at Sunset wanted me to plan an event for their super cool local business in return for a meager percentage of sales back to the school. Umm, no thanks. I’m raising money for Sunset Academy, not your family’s pizza restaurant. But also, my girlfriend slash PTA president, Gabriela, was begging for my Back-to-School PowerPoint slides.

Back-to-School Night is like the social kickoff to the school year, when all the students and parents get together to hear about bell schedules and fundraisers and dress codes and all that. So, that was on deck in a couple weeks and I had to be ready to present. It’s not easy to step onstage in front of a thousand Miami Beach families and deliver my spiel for the year, especially when some of those families (and I mean a small minority, and I mean clearly the losers) are absolute haters. I could raise a billion dollars and have Bill Gates himself give a kindergarten commencement speech and some people would still be all “but you used plastic cups at the post–Bill Gates commencement reception and don’t you know how bad that is?”

I know. Why on earth would I slog away for no money and deal with all this whining from the peanut gallery? Well, what wouldn’t I do for Madeline Rose? My sugar-and-spice, cooler-than-ice, perfection-in-motion little Maddy? She’s my forever “why.” If that girl asked me to hang the moon over her four-poster bed, I’d call Elon Musk and say, “Get me on the next SpaceX mission pronto.”

In the meantime, I’m content to bust my butt for her school with my fundraising initiatives, as their gala chair, Safety Council founding member, and, ahem, room mom of the year. My events have raised 300 percent more than what my predecessors scrounged together. And that, my friends, is how you give your daughter the best education in the U.S. of A. My efforts alone have resulted in resurfacing the entire basketball court, installing a state-of-the-art STEM lab, a daily organic salad bar in the cafeteria, cutting-edge online reading and math supplements, and completely new instruments for the music room. And now that my little angel is going into the third grade, you better believe I’m kicking things up a notch.

This is the year of statewide standardized tests! We need be up on our p’s and q’s. Test scores equal funding, funding supports our reputation, our reputation gets us into the best middle school, the right middle school feeds into the most competitive high schools, and before you know it . . . boom, Harvard. You think I’m joking, but this is very serious. Nothing is guaranteed, of course, but future success in children is dependent on taking early action and following a bulletproof plan toward advancement.

I wish my parents would have been this methodical with my own education. Sure, I was studious and hardworking and kept a breakneck extracurricular schedule, but there was no strategy to it all. The Ivys are looking for excellence these days, not some no-name B-rated school salutatorian from the burbs with a JV cheer career. Public schools, the right public schools to be exact, are very in favor right now. Yes, by high school you really need to be in an elite private, but first it’s preferable to come up with the masses. The right masses. And that’s why we’re at Sunset.

Just this morning, Maddy told me, “Mommy, you’re the MVP of this school and everyone knows it. You should run for president.”

And you know what? She’s right. Why am I slogging away making everything happen for this place when the PTA president gets all the glory? I mean, I’m doing all this work for the benefit of the kids, but come on. Even Mother Teresa got to be on the covers of magazines. They made her a saint, for Christ’s sake! And I’m not going to wait until I’m dead to get what I’m due.

I told James, “I think I’m going to run to be PTA president next year. It’s a two-year position and after that Maddy will be in middle school. We need to leave Sunset with a bang!”

He said, “That job is a sucker’s bet. Why are you going to work like a whipped dog for no pay? And who is going to manage things here at home while you’re off being the Sunset Academy Mother Teresa?”

Major eye roll, I know. I said, “Umm, the housekeeper, obviously. And don’t you want me to make a difference in our daughter’s school? For her education?”

But he was already back to checking his email at that point and, I swear, I could run, win, and serve as PTA president and he would not even notice.



Melody

We were in the wrong place. We had to be. We pulled into the Sunset Academy parking lot for Back-to-School Night and I double-checked the address on Google Maps. I mean, it was the same building where we had registered Lucy just days earlier, the school name was affixed to the entrance, but this wasn’t an elementary school event. It just couldn’t have been. Stepping out of the rows of fancy cars were the oddest families I’d ever seen. Moms were wearing denim cutoffs—short denim cuttoffs, like, their butts were hanging out. Daisy Dukes we used to call them. These were paired with high heels and pussy bow blouses. The dads were in loud button-up shirts and used an alarming amount of hair gel. The small children kept walking into people because they (and everyone!) had their faces glued to their cell phones.

I bit my tongue but gave Greg some major side-eye. Couldn’t he have gotten a promotion to relocate literally anywhere else?

It was all wildly confusing. But Back-to-School Night was our introduction to Lucy’s new school, and a swan dive, as it turned out, into Miami culture. The shock was immediate. It seemed like we’d slipped into a parallel universe where moms dressed and talked like teenagers, and elementary school kids also dressed and talked like teenagers, and everyone drove Maseratis and Porsches, and had professional hair and makeup done for an event that takes place at five P.M. on a Monday. And this is at a public elementary school! Miami Beach is definitely not Wichita.

Weeks earlier, we had found our new home. A charming 1930s art deco house painted cotton candy pink. It was located in Miami Beach’s Pine Tree neighborhood, which several of Greg’s coworkers had told us was perfect for families. With its cozy two bedrooms, the new place was much smaller than our Wichita home, but it had won us over right away with the tidy pair of sabal palm trees that flanked the front door and, the pièce de résistance, an oblong backyard pool. On moving day, Lucy ditched Greg and me with the moving van and dove into the deep end, fully clothed, staying in the water until well after the boxes had been unloaded.

The Pine Tree house, adorable and homey as it was, also came with a rent that made our Wichita mortgage look like a grocery bill. We were used to sprawling lots of land and grand homes. In Miami Beach, which is locally referred to simply as “the Beach,” the houses were stacked on top of one another, even in the most desirable neighborhoods. Lot lines overlapping lot lines. Here, a three-thousand-square-foot home like the one we had in Wichita was considered almost luxurious. Sticker shock aside, Greg had received a significant pay bump with his promotion, and, as an added bonus, the house happened to be zoned for the number-one-rated public elementary school in the state of Florida, which also had a top-notch gifted program. So, it was settled. We signed the lease on the house with the pool and Lucy enrolled in the third grade at Sunset Academy.

On Back-to-School Night, Lucy tried on every piece of clothing in her closet. She settled on her favorite seersucker overalls with leather strap sandals. “It’s a new chapter!” Greg teased. “I’m sure all these Miami kids are going to love meeting a down-home Kansas girl.”

Greg could have eaten those words as we pulled into the Sunset parking lot. “What is this, an exotic car show?” he said as we squeezed our old Nissan SUV between a Maserati and Porsche.

“Don’t say it,” I warned.

“I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore,” he said.

He earned a serious oh, come on look with that one. I thumped his ribs. Lucy covered her eyes and slumped down into her seat. “Please, no Dad jokes, not today.”

It got worse from there. We huddled wide-eyed in the packed auditorium for the official Back-to-School presentation, where the seats were filled with the fanciest people I’d ever seen: sequined jackets, designer sneakers, logo T-shirts, all of them entranced with their phones. And that was just the kids. It was like walking into a Las Vegas nightclub, if for some reason that nightclub allowed children.

“Welcome back, Sunset Seagulls!” a perky voice boomed from the stage. “And welcome to our new families.” The speaker introduced herself as Gabriela Machado, proud fifth-grade parent and your PTA president.

Gabriela was a statuesque brunette, with perfectly beach-waved shoulder-length hair. She wore an army green romper that was cinched at her impossibly tiny waist and cut short to reveal a mile of tanned legs. Were jeans and a white T-shirt the wrong choice for this event? Why would I even care about how I looked at my daughter’s school orientation? I felt suddenly conspicuous, like I’d stumbled into a men’s bathroom and all the urinals were full.

The PTA president presented some slides introducing the board of directors, all of whom had professional headshots, and some accolades and accomplishments from the last school year. Tame, housekeeping things, and I relaxed a little. Then she faced the audience with a wide smile.

“Sunset parents!” she said. “Don’t forget that this is an election year. Yes, I’ll be leaving you next fall to take my Bella to Beach Middle.” A weird coo of awww came from the first two rows. “But fear not,” Gabriela continued, “because I know you will elect a replacement who will take Sunset into the next era! So tell me, which one of you is going to be our next PTA president?”

Half of the crowd erupted in cheers, while the rest sat with their arms crossed, looking bored but not as surprised as I was. Random names were called out, but none that I could catch.

It was hard to imagine that anyone would need to run an election for PTA president. At Lucy’s old school, that role went to any sad sap who was unfortunate enough to say yes. It was basically an unpaid full-time job. I had always been quite active in the PTA, but president was a sucker’s bet.

“And now,” Gabriela announced, “make some noise for our own fundraiser extraordinaire, Charlotte Giordani!”

Make some noise?

Volunteers seemed to be de facto celebrities at Sunset Academy. Applause filled the room. That should have been the most ridiculous thing to happen all night, but the fun was just getting started.

“Hello hello, Seagulls! How are the best and most generous parents and kiddos in all of Miami doing tonight?” More applause.

Charlotte Giordani worked the stage like a professional auctioneer, her petite stature augmented with sky-high platforms. She was wearing what had to have been marketed as underwear: a lacy black camisole that not so subtly highlighted her can’t-be-natural cleavage and high-waisted black shorts. Her long chestnut hair cascaded halfway down her back in a delicate sway as she turned around to point to her first slide in the Back-to-School PowerPoint. I swear, it seemed like everyone in this town was drop-dead gorgeous.

I pinched Greg on the arm, and he shot back with a boyish I didn’t say anything! look.

This was when I started questioning why we had left a perfectly sweet, stable, and sane existence in Kansas for something utterly foreign. I couldn’t picture my place in this glitzy world, and worse, couldn’t imagine how my small-town Lucy would blend in. I mean, there was a girl in the front row with a Gucci phone case. It didn’t seem like she would be playing Candy Land with my daughter.

Charlotte flipped to the slide outlining PTA fundraising events for the year and I settled. The events seemed familiar enough: Parents’ Night Out, Halloween Costume Parade, Fourth- and Fifth-Grade Dance. Then I stifled a laugh. “Sunset Moms’ Bikini Car Wash?” I whispered under my breath.

“You’re new here.” A woman next to me leaned closer with a conspiratorial wink.

“Is it that obvious?” I asked. “I’m sorry but is this a joke? Bikini car wash for moms?”

“Oh, it’s real, so very real. They all think they’re Gisele”—she waved in the direction of the stage—“bouncing back from each pregnancy to walk the Victoria’s Secret runway. And taking half-naked selfies for their Instagram pages. Don’t worry. We aren’t all like that.”

And that’s how I met Darcy.

Darcy Resnick was a Miami native, an unusual status I came to learn. Most people in town were like me, transplanted from somewhere else at some point. The difference between the other settlers and me was that they had already assimilated, or at least possessed the secret code to blending in that I hadn’t yet received. Darcy, by contrast, was both local and foreign. She had been born in Miami Beach but refused to submit to its cultural stereotypes. “Stilettos at a school function make about as much sense as a thong bikini in synagogue,” she said after the PTA presentation. I liked her immediately.



Darcy

It was wrong. It was terribly wrong. This was a Back-to-School Night, not a live auction at a charity gala. This was an opportunity to greet new parents at their friendly neighborhood school and welcome back returning students. Instead, Charlotte Giordani and her cronies ostracized around 95 percent of Sunset families. How many people have the money or desire to toss out tens of thousands of dollars at a PTA meeting? Unfortunately, most of the parents put off by this don’t have the time or interest to be that involved and actually speak up. (Myself included.) The whole thing was just so cringe.

Gabriela, our current PTA president, teed up the circus act as if welcoming the parents into her big top of curiosities. Jumpsuit and clown makeup and a dancing “ta-da!” to introduce the queen of the inappropriate, our very own Charlotte Giordani. The self-styled fundraiser extraordinaire jumped through hoops like a trained lion to the tune of “Ten thousand! Five thousand! One thousand!” Until, triumphant, she relinquished the microphone to Principal Garcia so we could switch gears to the school dress code and how to access lunch menus. Give me a break.

Miami Beach is a microcosm of everything that is wrong with this country right now. The insane disparity between the haves and have-nots, put on display in an auditorium for our children to witness and conclude to which side of the aisle they belong. Sadly, Sunset Academy is really two schools in one. An affluent gifted school and a working-class regular school.

Did you know that 50 percent of Sunset Academy is in the gifted program? Isn’t it incredible that half of the children in Miami Beach have tested into a group that statistically represents the highest 2 percent of IQs? So, essentially half of the school paid for their kids to be tested into gifted, and the other half? Well, they didn’t, and their kids are in a program called general education. If anyone out there still believes that socioeconomic status, aka insane parental meddling and throwing money at the problem, doesn’t exist in public education, I invite you to visit our gleaming white schoolhouse.

Charlotte and her PTA mafia think they are so progressive for sending their kids to public school, as though we should all bow down and thank them for lowering themselves to our level, to allow their children to be educated in the same building as ours.

When I was growing up, school was where your parents dropped you off in the morning (if you didn’t ride the bus), maybe picked you up in the afternoon, and asked about your homework. That’s it. They didn’t march into the principal’s office when little Johnny came home with a bruise on his knee from the playground or raise hell to the school board if their kid got a C in first-grade Language Arts. Did you know that Charlotte got a teacher fired last year? Well, reassigned to another school, after a well-placed phone call no doubt. It was because the poor teacher sent Patricia Walker’s son Maddox to the principal’s office . . . for throwing a book at another child’s head. (My child’s.)

Not only are these moms managing to helicopter their kids while in the classroom, they’re also strong-arming all the parents into incessant social fundraising get-togethers. The Be a Kid Again Gala, another one of Charlotte’s innovations, is a new event where parents can dress up in their sparkling finery and bid on wholesome items such as “Botox for a Year,” “At-Home Exotic Dance Lessons,” and “Boudoir Photo Shoots.” Okay, that last one does sound like fun, but my point is, this is all insane.

At last year’s gala, half the parents got so drunk that the fifth-grade bathroom sinks became clogged with vomit. Patricia slipped on a broken wineglass and writhed helplessly on the floor while her husband, Don, was engrossed in apparently the most amusing conversation ever with Charlotte. Of course, the Walkers had just committed to underwriting the entire cost of the new basketball court, which meant that Charlotte was just tickled with the man of the hour. Way to set an example.

Back-to-School Night was a reminder that it starts all over again, every year. Kicked off with a spectacle for our wealthiest parents while the rest of us waited, meek and unimportant.

After the horror show, I stayed for a little bit of the social hour. It was my opportunity to meet Jackson’s new teacher, who was wonderful, by the way, a reminder of why we stay at Sunset—and I felt obliged to give a tour to a lovely new family, the Howards. It can be so intimidating for newbies to step into this world. Coming from pretty much anywhere else, Miami Beach can feel like Mars. Literally, as everyone is so fond of saying here. Literally like Mars.

The sweet new family was straight out of Kansas, not our typical New York tax escapees. They brought with them a refreshing Midwestern charm. The mom, Melody, looked like the type to bring apple pie to a new neighbor. I liked her instantly.

It turned out that her daughter was going to be in the same class as my Jackson (yes, a gifted one, and yes, that makes me sound like a hypocrite), so I showed her the classroom, a nice open first-floor location with windows that opened to the upper elementary playground, and pointed out the front office, the clinic, the library. Not that I’m the best tour guide at Sunset; truth be told, I step on campus only a handful of times a year. First day of school, a token special event or two, last day of school. I don’t have the luxury of spending time at Jackson’s school during the workday and have zero desire to fraternize with the parents that do. Not because they don’t work, but because they’re all Charlotte Giordani carbon copies, and, just, no thanks.

I pointed Sunset’s notorious cast of characters out to Melody, while her husband and daughter grabbed muffins from the concession table.

“There’s Charlotte over there, with her head firmly implanted inside Don and Patricia Walkers’ backsides. She has the personality of a stinkbug and will probably find a way to make your life miserable.”

Melody laughed, but I suspect she was surprised by my bluntness.

I continued. “Don and Patricia are very wealthy and like to make sure we all know it.”

“I noticed that they made a very . . . umm . . . significant contribution to the school tonight,” Melody said, between sips of lemonade.

“And they’re thrilled that you’ve noticed,” I responded. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll get to know them well, when Don invites you to invest in his fund.”

Melody kept it classy. “Well, it’s very impressive to see what an active PTA the school has. At our old school, it was just a handful of us gluttons for punishment who did all the work.”

“Oh, here it’s a status symbol,” I told her. “A stupid one, at that.”

I can’t say exactly why this certain group of women covet the PTA roles so fiercely. Perhaps because they lack power at home? Or just general unfulfillment? I mean, some of these women have MBAs and PhDs, yet they’re staying at home all day watching Dr. Phil and crafting sock puppets for first-grade Social Studies lessons. I’m getting too Freudian about it. They like to act more important than the rest of us. I think it’s just that. They are on a first-name basis with the principal and probably get a say on who their kid’s teacher will be next year. It all just seems a little desperate to me.



Charlotte

Back-to-School Night was a huge success. I know it’s not technically supposed to be a fundraiser—welcome back to Sunset and all that—but let’s just say I saw an opportunity. After I finished my presentation on last year’s events and numbers, I challenged the parents and said, “Now who thinks we can out-raise those snooty private schools? Public does not mean cheap!” I knew that would get them going. Some of our parents are so sensitive about the public/private thing. It’s about the education, people! Anyway, I said it and people went nuts. So I threw out a number. “Who here can commit twenty thousand dollars to the Sunset Academy PTA?”

Some of those dumb blank faces I could have slapped right there and then. Good old Darcy Resnick was locked into her standard resting bitch face, as if she has ever lifted a finger to try to make this a better place for our kids. Listen, not everyone has the money and I get that. But don’t be offended when someone else does!

So then Patricia Walker makes eye contact and I knew it was on. Sunset Academy’s very own Princess Di. I just love her. She raised her hand, and I pointed to her and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, Patricia and Don Walker are committed to your kids. Thank you, Walker family! Now, who can show how much they love Sunset Academy with a ten-thousand-dollar contribution?” And so on and so forth until I got all the way down to $100. By the end of the night, I’d collected $77,000 in commitments. I think we can sacrifice a couple offended parents for that.

After the official program was over, I thanked the Walkers, once again, for their tremendous generosity. They’ve done extremely well in business and, I swear, sometimes it feels like the Giordanis are the only family in town who hasn’t invested with them. But you know my husband. He wants to be the only finance genius in the room and invests where he wants. Too bad he doesn’t seem to have Walker’s Midas touch, though he does well enough.

Don, the husband, gave me the sweetest hug and said, “Anything for the kids, Char. If we can’t give back, then what’s all this even for?” He waved his hands above his glorious Ken-doll head, and I can only assume all this meant their jewels and fancy cars and luxury homes, and not the breezeway of the public elementary school auditorium (though they did pay for that, too). “We’ve been so blessed, it’s our duty to help,” he added.

“So blessed,” Patricia agreed, and put a hand on my shoulder. Do you know how hard it is to not turn your head and stare when an eight-carat oval is right next to your head? I kept my eyes on hers.

“And we are so blessed to have your support,” I said to Patricia. Wasn’t that the understatement of the year? This couple is our bread and butter.

Then there were the other donors to tend to. A fundraiser’s work is never done! I swear, all these people who claim to donate for the kids wouldn’t part with a penny unless it came with effusive praise and copious ass-kissing.

I made the rounds, cheersing paper cups of lemonade with the Vogel automobile dealership couple (always good for a gala sponsorship) and passing gluten-free/sugar-free cookies to a second-grade couple, two gay dads, whom I’ve been cultivating for the past year. Apparently one of the dads is the heir to some kind of textile fortune.

“Where’s your better half?” the textile heir asked me, cookie crumbs hanging from his five-o’clock shadow.

My husband is more or less a mythical creature at school events. Like the tooth fairy. You don’t see him, but someone put the $20 bill under your pillow! But god, it’s so annoying that people have to always ask about him.

“Oh, James would sooner wear a tutu to a Dolphins game than show his face at a school function,” I teased.

“Now that’s something I’d pay to see,” the heir’s husband quipped, bro-slapping his partner on the back.

And I was thinking . . . for the right contribution . . .



Interstitial

Interview Transcript with Patricia Walker

For profile in Magic City magazine, summer issue 2019

By Andres Castano

August 18, 2018, Session 1

Interviewer: Thank you so much for sitting with me today, Patricia. Magic City is looking forward to spending time with you over the next nine months to discuss the impact you and Don have made on this community. This will be the key feature in our annual Philanthropic Edition. The depth and scope of the Walker Family Foundation’s contributions certainly warrants special recognition. First off, do you mind if I record our interviews?

Patricia: Please, go ahead. Don and I are honored that you’ve chosen us for such a prestigious feature. Of course, the charitable work we do in the community . . . we do it because we believe in giving back. We have been so blessed in life, and it is our mission to uplift those who haven’t had the same opportunities.

Interviewer: Well, all of Miami owes you a debt of gratitude for your tireless service. May I ask, how did you and Don become involved in local philanthropy? Have you always seen this as your life’s calling?

Patricia: No, no, no, quite the opposite. I came from humble beginnings and Donald was pretty much the same. Our focus in the beginning was purely to build the business and create a good life for our family. We never imagined how successful Walker Equities would become. Don and I are living examples of the American dream. If you are smart, educate yourself, and work hard, nothing will hold you back. No excuses. We quickly got to a point where we had more than we ever needed, and we looked around and said, Okay . . . it’s time to pay it forward. How can we find the next Don and Patricia Walker and give them the opportunity to shine? How can we put a smile on an unhoused little girl or boy’s face? And the more we gave, the more need we saw. So, we started the foundation as a vehicle to support all these worthy causes that needed our help.

Interviewer: So generous. Can you name a couple of organizations that are particularly meaningful to you?

Patricia: Oh, that’s a hard one, because we feel deeply connected to each and every charity we support. The Samson Homeless Shelter is certainly near and dear to my heart. They house a community that has nothing and helps them get back on their feet with honest employment and affordable housing. You should take a tour and see those faces. So deserving and grateful. About half of the residents are kids, which is heartbreaking. So yes, the support we give to Samson is a great source of pride.

We also give quite a bit to our boys’ elementary. They are in a public school; it’s one way we keep them grounded. We love to support the school however we can, and you know how it is, they really need it. Don and I want all of the children at Sunset Academy to have access to the best possible education, not just Maddox and Monrow.

Interviewer: Tell me more about the boys. How hard is it to keep them grounded, as you say, when they have such accomplished parents?

Patricia: Oh, well, they are exposed to all types of people at Sunset. That’s one way. They aren’t surrounded only by privilege all day at school, which gives such great perspective. They also see how hard people have to work for a living, how it doesn’t come easy. Take Lucca, for example, he’s our personal trainer. Well, now he’s only Don’s personal trainer, because those two are like frat boys when they get together. Too much testosterone for my taste. Anyway, Lucca is part of the family. He comes over for dinners, events, even vacations. And the boys see that he works extremely hard. Started his own training business. It’s admirable. He doesn’t have what we have, but he just works so hard. Our sons understand what a special situation we are in, and how that’s not easy to come by.



Melody

Greg and I were high school sweethearts. We both grew up in Wichita, lived there our whole lives. We were the homecoming king and queen, grew up and bought a house two blocks from where my parents lived. People called us the golden couple, which was silly, but also I guess it was kind of true.

Then we left it all. We packed up and moved to Miami, where we knew no one. It will be fine, I told myself. We’ll make new friends. As if making friends was ever anything I’d had to do in my whole life. The last time I made a new friend I was younger than Lucy.

“I can’t believe you two are leaving,” Gail, my childhood best friend, had said. It was one of our last weeks in Kansas, and Lucy’s school was hosting an end-of-year movie night. The whole student body had gathered to watch Moana outside on the PE field, one last moment together before scattering to various camps and beach vacations for the summer. I felt so warm, watching Lucy and her friends chase one another in circles around the basketball court in an epic game of freeze tag, turning into sweaty statues when they got caught.

Gail and I had volunteered to serve pizza and lemonade behind the running track. The evening was that perfect Midwest moment, early summer when the sun warms your bare shoulders but the dry breeze keeps you from getting clammy. The
















































Praise for Pink Glass Houses

“Devilish and witty. . . . Every voice that narrates is pitch-perfect, drawing distinctions between characters that few authors can pull off.”

—Booklist (starred review)

“Asha Elias takes us on a wildly entertaining journey into the seamy underbelly of Miami Beach—the glamorous, cutthroat, scandalous, and sometimes deadly world of (I’m not making this up) elementary-school fundraising.”

—Dave Barry, New York Times bestselling author

“Delicious, decadent, and utterly diabolical. No one serves up a scandal like Asha Elias.”

—Kirsten Miller, author of The Change and Lula Dean’s Little Library of Banned Books

“The most delicious, hilarious page-turner of the year! This book will transport you to the world of Sunset Academy, full of fabulously wealthy supermoms, social climbers, and a PTA to die for. Pink Glass Houses is a perfect gift of a novel—sharply observed, juicy, and full of heart. Once you pick it up, you won’t be able to stop.”

—Jennifer Close, bestselling author of Marrying the Ketchups

“Asha Elias delivers a gripping story of trendy and toxic Miami mothers who will stop at nothing to come out on top. Pink Glass Houses is a fantastic debut with a delectable and exclusive setting—it will have you hooked from the first page.”

—Sian Gilbert, author of She Started It

“The tensions between characters rise and the novel takes on a new heft. Deeper issues related to honesty, loyalty, parenting, and mental health emerge, each of which is examined with admirable grace and just the right touch of humor. An ultimately satisfying tale about adult mean girls.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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