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2025 

It was well into the turbulent start of the second Trump presidency that Gail Murray realized she hadn’t heard from her two oldest friends in a while. Now that she is over 60, time passes so fast. However, her recent move to part time work has opened up her schedule. She can wile away the hours on podcasts and social media, except that she has sworn she won’t waste endless time like that anymore. Gail tends to be introspective and introverted, but tries to push back against the more negative aspects of her nature. She has promised herself to be proactive with her new free time – she can be the one to reach out.

A quick scan of Instagram and Facebook showed that Angie was loud as ever, posting indignant rants and pushes for local activism.  The closest they have come to a conversation recently is likes and thumbs up emojis. As for Joni – crickets. She checked herself off lots of those places several years back, only posting completely impersonal news items on any such site. Her long time partner, a classic introverted and paranoid tech dude, had been railing about online privacy since the concept even emerged. He had likely scared her about it too, before unceremoniously dumping her back during the pandemic. 

Gail straightened her shoulders and opened her texts. It has been too long; they used to get together in person at least every year or so. Angie’s number was the same. She had a couple different ones for Joni and she went ahead and tried them both – a quick hello, miss you guys, it’s been too long and let’s make a plan.  

Gail sat back, satisfied. Then she chided herself – you don’t get a gold star just for sending a text. She checked her calendar and followed up with several specific suggestions: weekday lunch in the city, Saturday brunch, after work happy hour. Her office is in the city, as is Angie’s. Last she knew, Joni was living in Oakland, although her former employer, a once thriving political consulting firm, went out of business in an ugly splash a few years back.

Thinking of watched pots, Gail set down her phone and busied herself in the kitchen. Her husband Adam wouldn’t be home for an hour, and she liked to get dinner underway  before he decided he’d like to try some bizarre thing he saw on a cooking show. This extra time has been nice for both of them. Meals at a reasonable hour, less work for him, these quiet solitary hours late afternoon for her. Extra attention for the cat too, whom they still referred to as Ryan’s, but who was in fact elderly, needy, and hers. She stepped around him as she worked and he lounged on the floor in a sunny patch, eyes tracking her movements.

The kitchen caught the afternoon sun nicely. That golden light shined on the clean surfaces and bright walls, drawing attention away from the small size of the room, the aging appliances. Fixing any one of these things would point toward a comprehensive and expensive remodel. She’s not ready for that yet. Better to wait until Adam retires, he would like to oversee that sort of thing. The very idea of her house upended around her makes her appreciate the old stove and fridge and cupboards just as they are.

Not long later, her phone chirped.  Angie had enthusiastically replied with yeses to everything and a preference for happy hour downtown near her office. It still felt odd to Gail to go back and forth with text when talking could get to the point faster. But Angie was probably in a shared space at work. They agreed to give Joni a day or so, but then to meet up anyway, at least the pair of them.
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GAIL WAS DISAPPOINTED, though not very surprised, that Joni didn’t get back to her. Obviously her phone numbers were out of date; she can’t imagine that Joni wouldn’t at least say hi and make some excuse if she didn’t feel like getting together. She, of the three of them, had always been the most sensitive or caught off guard by the larger events of the world. She had been blistering mad, and posting links to conspiracy theories just after the election last year, Gail recalled. She would bet money that Joni was still smarting about the Harris/Walz defeat, possibly to the point of making some big change like moving overseas. Who hadn’t considered that, right? Anyway, something that would require a new phone and location.

Gail and Angie decided to meet at a coffee shop down by the Embarcadero. Happy hour nice as a concept, but they agreed neither of them drank before dinner these days, and prefer being able to hear each other. Gail arrived first, of course. You could put it on her tombstone, She Arrives Early. She ordered and then sat at a little table facing the entrance. 

It was a lovely day out. Gail preferred working in her home office, but she had to appreciate being forced into central San Francisco at least once a week – the long BART ride, yes, but also a reminder of the benefits of living close to a world class city. Down here by the water, she could see the pretty bay, the dramatic lines of the Bay Bridge, and not so much the homeless population or drug users who garnered so much attention by the right.

She glanced at her reflection in the window beside her. Even muted in the dark glass she looked old, she thought. Dignified, maybe, still slender, nicely dressed and hair subtlety shaded, but admittedly quite a bit older than the self image she presumed to project when not faced with this reality. She doubted many women her age spent much time gazing directly into the mirror anymore.

The door swung open, and there was Angie, a big smile on her face as she hurried over for a hug. She looked older too, like her same old self with a few more curves, that wild dark wavy hair now laced with white. Her energy though – as ever, vigorous and vibrant. She started in right away: “I have so much to tell you, let me order, that’s all I need, more coffee, but I do, wait, do you need anything?”

Gail couldn’t help laughing. She was like a wound up top. “I’m fine,” she said. “Go order. We have time.”

“Oh, time, I wish,” she called over her shoulder, pushing her way past tables to the counter. “I. Need. More!”

Gail noted that she had the attention of everyone around her, as per usual. What was it about her? She flashed back on the early days of their friendship, the yin and yang of it, how they had enjoyed each others company from the start. Gail appreciating that energy, being pushed into things, Angie needing the dose of quiet and calm Gail provided. I talk louder around her, Gail thought, one has to just to be heard. She knew that was a good thing. On her own, she’d be inclined to silent solitude. 

As always, they exchanged information in a flurry of shifting topics. Families: Gail and Adam’s marriage going on 32 years now, their son Ryan nearly 30 and settled in Austin. Angie between partners just now (“should I say between assholes”), but surrounded by good people, her coworkers and co-housing community. Her progressive shared community house still thriving, in its fourth or fifth iteration by now. 

Jobs: Gail’s earnest and liberal leaning education nonprofit was under-funded and ineffective these days. She was glad she made the move to part time even though nobody paid her much attention anymore, all those stereotypes about older women being invisible and boomer versus millennial miscommunication proving apt. Angie’s natural assertiveness a fine counter point – she was leading her organizing team now, and people were too dependent on her in her opinion. Her frustration was with their lack of success, as hard won gains were chipped away at, no longer appreciated or fought for.

Politics, always politics: They were in agreement, but still expressed the same disappointment and frustration about 2024, start to finish. Hashing those same tired topics that everyone did, everyone fair minded and progressive. It was so hard to understand. And yet, they agreed on this, apparently a large part of the population felt strongly in their own belief system, right wing media prompted, that painted a very different view of the world. Privileged people like themselves, struggling middle class as they might feel, were seemingly out of touch with those who really lived paycheck to paycheck, one unlucky break away from poverty. Then had come the chaos, just as predicted, day to day and week to week. Did anyone other than the billionaires really enjoy that?

They fell quiet for a moment, each taking a sip and sitting back on the soft cushioned chairs. Gail had been having versions of this conversation with many people. It usually ended with questions about whether to give up, go to Canada or someplace, or to try, once again, to reclaim their place, their democracy, damaged as it now was.

“I’m just so tired,” Angie said. Her face was uncharacteristically somber. “I feel like I’ll never catch up, not on work, on sleep, on trying to stay in shape.” Here she lifted her arms as if to demonstrate how they sagged. “My older sister had a heart attack. She’s okay, but she was only 65. Out of shape.  That got me back exercising at least.”

Gail expressed sympathy. It was hard not to start comparing other illnesses, other people suddenly seeming old. “Don’t you have a workout studio right in your house?” She recalled being a bit envious during the pandemic.

“Yeah, but you still need time and energy, you know? And somehow that’s where we go to argue these days.”

Gail raised an eyebrow. Angie’s community minded group house always seemed to be filled with strong personalities.

“Just minor stuff. But needing to be aired. Something about sweating together opens the pores and the mouths.”

“How many are you now?”

Angie blinked, as if counting in her head. “Eight, but one is on her way out.” 

Gail did not think she would last a month living with seven other adults. Angie, though, she probably thrived on all the interactions. As Angie described the intricacies of one break up, another ex who returned to her former partner, all of them friends now, Gail thought how dull her life must seem. And yet, would she trade it? Not with Angie by any means. But yes, a bit of drama might be nice now and then. She and Adam never had a lot of conflict between them, always had the fair minded ability to work out disagreements. By now, they didn’t even need to say the words out loud, they knew each others opinions and preferences so well. 

Gail asked in a round about way if she was meeting new people, meaning dating. She shuddered as she tried to imagine just meeting a potential partner at this point in her life. 

Angie laughed her jolly laugh. “You look horrified, you can’t help yourself. And no, at least I’m not being proactive.  People come and go, I just keep my eyes open.” Her expression seemed genuinely cheerful.

They gossiped a little about mutual acquaintances from back in the day. Some of the people they had known and worked with on Big Green had stayed in politics, made names for themselves. Others disappeared, faded from memory. So many years had passed by now that the old guard was long retired or no longer living. The up and coming had mostly come and gone by now; even Nancy Pelosi’s power had waned. 

Still, there was pleasure in reminiscing. Painting broad brush pictures of the lives of mostly forgotten people who had once been important on a daily basis. Of course it occurred to Gail that most of these folks had probably forgotten her as well. Or just remembered the three of them, Gail, Angie and Joni, as bubbly and naïve young extras in the swirling chaos of the campaign.  Fun but forgettable.
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2025

It was dumb luck that Angie Ramora managed to get home in time for her weekly co-housing check in – the streetcar right there, the conductor taking pity on her and waiting as she dashed down the escalator, out of breath and trailing gear. No traffic tie ups or in car conflicts once they rumbled above ground and toward her neighborhood. All she had to do was hustle those last several blocks – her daily heart exercise in one dose, thank you very much. 

It was barely seven, she wasn’t even the last one there. She grinned at Supreeta, her closest ally these days. Pretty sure certain other people wanted her to be late, something to complain about right off the bat. Angie could feel her stomach growl. All she’d had was coffee with Gail, and she was hungry for dinner. She excused herself to grab at least an energy bar, returning as Pam hurried into the living room, apologizing for her tardiness.

“No problem,” Angie said kindly. She liked not being the latecomer. The whole group sat, shoes off, nibbling their own snacks, sprawled across the aging mismatched couches and chairs. The others turned toward her. They were supposed to take turns leading these things, but that had slipped away at some point. The people with the most vested in the place tended to take the reins.

Angie, quite by far the longest tenured, had the most at stake. The rest of them cared, wanted to be part of the community or at least acted as if they did. Angie suspected that Pam and Dee, the newest and youngest couple, mostly cared about the relatively cheap cost of their large room.

Angie chewed a bite quickly, and then ran through a hasty list of maintenance items and reminders. She felt like her eyes were glazing over as much as everyone else’s. They were all tired from working long hours, she thought, and trying to squeeze in normal life activities too. Nobody wants to discuss cleaning the compost bins or replacing the water heater.

Once she had wrapped things up and eaten, quickly downing a not very appetizing Trader Joe’s heat up, she felt a dose of satisfaction. The kitchen was neat, her dish was washed, nobody was nagging about messes. The house chugging along, no immediate conflicts or sudden expenses. Another successful day, and nothing left to do but rest and relax. What had Gail called her, an admirable bundle of energy? Maybe so, but Angie got tired at the end of her days like a normal person now. No staying out till all hours after a full day anymore. Her body needed rest, even when her mind was still revving. 

The living room used to be a pointedly TV free room, a comfortable gathering spot for everyone in the household plus whoever they had over. Ideas could be shared, music performed, games played. There was still no television, although there was a modest sized one downstairs. But it was not screen-free anymore. Anyone who wanted volume used laptops in their bedrooms, but it was normal now for two or three of them to be plugged in, laughing at stuff on pads or laptops. Less casual conversation, in other words,  less of that idealistic sharing of grand ideas and societal goals. Angie still liked having company, even just flipping through magazines or catching up on messages. 

Supreeta was the same way – like little children, they sat near each other and scrolled their separate devices.  “How was your friend?” she asked, raising her head for a moment and gently massaging her own neck. 

“Good, it was good to see her.” Angie thought for a moment. “She hasn’t changed. And she didn’t think I had either, which, I don’t know if that’s flattering or not.”

Supreeta laughed. “Take the win. I can’t imagine you being much different.” 

Of course she was almost two decades younger, Angie thought. She barely remembered the time when Angie was young and full of fire.  Angie’s glory days, Supreeta would have been a child. Her interest was already drawn away to something on her screen, her dark hair falling forward like a curtain. 

Angie smiled, recalling those days. Seeing Gail, even as a buttoned up mature well dressed lady, brought back memories. That time in her life when her optimism was absolutely genuine and unchecked. When she had been new to the city, new to urban life, to adulthood, to the very concept of changing the world. Late 1980s, early 1990s, how very different things were back then. 

Who could have imagined the changes tech would bring, or the terrible things that had happened across the globe. She had predicted greater equality and collective problem solving at the start of the internet age, Angie thought. Not a world of increasing inequity and outright hostility, where the climate crisis was denied by newly elected right wingers everywhere.

Angie purposefully shifted her thoughts off that familiar train and back to Gail, to their days together working on Big Green. She knew better than to start spiraling. How many times recently had she talked one of her housemates down, or they her, when they contemplated the near future. No, remember the past, she told herself, take some pleasure in the changes they had managed to bring forth. 

The three of them, Angie, Gail and Joni, had been hired together, part of a group of twenty or so specifically recruited to reach young people. And not object to unpaid overtime or having to share crappy hotel rooms in tiny towns, Angie thought now. But that wasn’t the point – working on the campaign had been fun and energizing. People went out together afterwards, and it was hard to say when work ended and fun began. Don’t even get started on coworker hook ups, she thought. People Supreeta’s age or younger would be horrified.

Right up until they lost, she had been sure of the win. They all had, it seemed like such a simple and important matter. No breathless hourly polling updates back then, just undeniable results printed in the paper. Still, the organizing had not gone entirely to waste. The progressive movement had grown and widened; California had been a blue state since. Angie had even gotten a better job out of it, started her actual career.

Joni had eventually been hired as an assistant at the then preeminent women owned political consulting firm, she recalled, having garnered a good reputation even from so short a time. The ideal modest and always helpful assistant.

Angie’s phone chirped – a gracious thanks and good to see you text from Gail. She wished she wasn’t so busy, it had been nice to spend an hour just relaxing and catching up. She quickly replied, adding that she would check around for Joni’s new contact info. From her office tomorrow, she told herself. 
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IT TOOK UNTIL MID AFTERNOON, but Angie did squeeze time for a little research. She tamped down a moment’s guilt, bringing in an assistant to help. Certainly everyone took advantage of the collective skills of the group, and Joni surely was an ally. Angie offered these starting facts: Joni McCafferty with her most recent phone number, lately of Oakland, recently employed by the defunct firm Farrell Smith and Sothersby. Angie was pretty sure she had not married that techy guy Lyle. She’d have to dig out his last name if needed. Meantime, she had back to back meetings sure to finish out the day. Good thing she liked people, she told herself regularly, having to spend so much time chatting them up and conniving to get them to see things her way.

Angie was the last person to leave that evening, as usual. She was disappointed to see that two different young aides had struck out as far as finding anything recent about Joni. One of them, in fact, just presented the original information as if it was new and useful. Angie shook her head. Early signs of an employee who took short cuts and either didn’t like to invest time or wasn’t capable of doing research without step by step instructions. 

She had whined a little about that to Gail yesterday, the trend of young workers needing constant hand holding and praise, unconcerned about actual results. She knew these same people would tell their friends about how unwilling the old people were about using new tech or valuing social media. And they were organizers, supposedly sharing the goals of improving working conditions – imagine this dynamic in a more competitive place.

Angie boarded the J and stood swaying. She didn’t love standing like this, but it was worse if someone offered her a seat. Generally, she thought, she did not look that old. She squeezed into a seat someone vacated, and texted Gail, the strike out and did she remember Lyle’s last
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