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“Remind me never to complain again about traveling out of state for a wedding,” Eve grumbled to herself as she tossed clothes into her suitcase. “If I thought driving to Nebraska was a lot of hassle for Clarissa’s wedding, it was nothing compared to this. I mean seriously...Istanbul? If I didn’t love Celia so much, there is no way I would be flying halfway across the world just to watch her get married.” 
But it wasn’t really the travel that Eve Shields was complaining about. If she was honest with herself, she was excited for the adventure ahead, and she had always wanted to visit Istanbul. She had never been on a trip, for vacation or even traveling to various conferences about software development, that she didn’t enjoy.
Her objection was to the idea of traveling for a wedding. Because as any of Eve’s friends knew, if you wanted to hear one of her signature rants, the best way to ensure it was by bringing up the topic of marriage, and specifically weddings.
“It’s not that I’m opposed to marriage,” she said to the empty room, as if she were rehearsing for her next happy-hour-soapbox-TED-Talk. “It’s about the excess of weddings. All that money spent on one day of your life. One day! Just think of what else you could do with that money. You could make a down payment on a house or take an epic honeymoon for six months.” She sighed. “Or, you know, pay off your student loans or donate it all to charity. All better options than spending it on a fancy dress, flowers that will die before you leave for your honeymoon, and an overpriced meal.” She threw another black dress into her suitcase, bringing the total number of dresses she had packed so far up to six. While she had enough details from Celia, her oldest friend, to know that some Turkish weddings might last multiple days but that this one would only be one day, that didn’t change the fact that she was an indecisive packer and had no way of knowing which particular dress would suit her fancy come the big day.
“The big day,” she said out loud, following it with a scoff. “How absurd that a phrase like that can only be used to refer to a wedding. Surely we could also use it to refer to, oh, I don’t know, the day someone receives their graduate degree or their company goes public or...literally anything else?”
It wouldn’t do, having a conversation like this and coming up with such witty one-liners with no one else to hear them. Eve dug around in her pocket and pulled out her phone, dialing the most frequently contacted person in her call history.
“You freaking out about this trip?” was how Simon, her brother, answered his phone. “If it’s such a big deal to you, you don’t have to go.”
“There are so many possible definitions of the phrase ‘freaking out,’” she said with a smile, “so let’s get specific. I’m not freaking out because I don’t know what to pack—”
“Yeah, right,” he interrupted. “If you’ve actually packed a reasonable number of outfits and not packed as if you’re planning to do a full costume change every four hours, I owe you a beer.”
Eve rolled her eyes, grateful that her little brother couldn’t see her. “I’m not even going to address that. As I was saying, though, I’m not ‘freaking out’ about my wardrobe choices.”
“What is it then? The basic concept of committed relationships and matrimony got you down?”
She groaned as she flopped onto her bed, smack in the middle of a pile of discarded clothing that wouldn’t be making the journey with her. “Pretty much. Do you realize how much money is spent on the average wedding?”
“I certainly do. If you’ll recall, I am, of the two of us, the one who has actually planned a wedding.”
“Yeah, but you did it right.” Simon had married his high school sweetheart two years before, and their wedding had been the exception to Eve’s rules about weddings being a waste of time and money. The celebration had been intimate, just their immediate families and closest friends, and though she hadn’t been so bold as to ask just how much money he had spent on the wedding, she was sure it was a fraction of the typical American blowout celebration.
“We did what was right for us,” said Simon, “but that doesn’t mean it was right for everyone. Lex and I got exactly what we wanted. We wanted to have a small enough number of guests that we would actually be able to spend quality time with everyone and, yeah, we didn’t want to spend six months’ salary on the whole thing either. But that doesn’t mean that everyone else should do it the way we did. If they want to feed the whole community or live out their dreams of dressing up in designer gowns, then who are we to say that they shouldn’t? No one is going to be passing any laws about how much money should be spent on a wedding, Eve. Nor should they.”
She groaned at that. “I mean, I get that. I’m familiar with the basic concepts of different strokes for different folks and all that.”
“Then what, exactly, is the problem?” His tone was indulgent, and Eve was regretting calling him already. She had the sneaking suspicion that he was already considering how he was going to relate this latest misadventure of hers to Lex once the call was over.
“I think I might be having some sort of allergic reaction to the concept of weddings and marriage. Is that a thing?” Simon was a nurse practitioner, after all. He could at least use his medical expertise to help her out.
“It’s nothing I’ve ever heard of before, but you know how science is always evolving and changing our understanding of the human body. I wouldn’t rule anything out. What are your symptoms exactly?”
“Well, it’s nothing physical, which is why I was confused. It’s not the same way I react to pollen or mold, so that’s good.”
Simon murmured along in agreement, and she exhaled a chuckle. It was fun to joke around with him, almost fun enough to take her mind off the task at hand.
“It’s more just...what’s the best way to say this?” She paused for just a second for dramatic effect before plowing ahead. “I guess I would sum it up as a strong feeling of aversion. Dread. Annoyance. The temptation to lie down on the floor and bang my fists and kick my heels and throw a proper tantrum, two-year-old style.”
“Well, that does sound serious.”
She nodded. “It does. So, you see, I really don’t think I should be getting on a plane any time soon. My body is literally rejecting even the idea of going to this wedding, and what kind of hypocrite would I be if I—”
“Eve, no.” Simon’s tone had some impact behind it as he interrupted her. “You’re being ridiculous. First of all, this is Celia. You love Celia. We all love Celia. And if you don’t go and support her—and represent the entire Shields family, might I add—then you will regret it. Not just because you will naturally feel bad about standing up your oldest friend, but because I will make sure you feel bad about it every chance I get.”
“What else?” she asked through gritted teeth. “You said ‘first of all,’ so...”
“Right.” Simon was plowing ahead, and she could almost picture him pacing through his kitchen as he spoke. “Second of all, it’s Istanbul. Do you know how cool it’s going to be to explore Istanbul? If we looked alike, I’d steal your passport and go in your place.”
“Ah, but alas,” said Eve with a genuine smile. “Curse these darn genes of ours that would never let us pull that off. It would never work.”
“Not even if I shaved?” Simon was sporting a full ginger beard these days, but even with a shave and a brown wig, it was clear that he took after their mother while Eve was more like a mini female version of their father.
“Trust me, I wish we could do that even more than you do.” She sighed. “But just...well, hypothetically, why don’t you tell me what you’d be so excited to see and do in Istanbul just in case, you know...it isn’t already on my list.” Eve knew enough about Istanbul to know that it had its fair share of history and culture, but when it came to specifics, the list of sights to see was surprisingly short, and the last thing she wanted to do was clue her brother in to that fact. Sure, it was on her to-do list—once she actually resigned herself to the fact that this trip was happening—to pull together some sort of itinerary, but she hadn’t exactly gotten around to it yet.
“Seriously, Eve?” Her brother sighed into the phone. “I mean, where do I even begin? There’s the fact that the city has an Asian side and a European side, which is, like, way cooler than going to the Four Corners on a family road trip and having one of your family members stand in each state and carrying on about it like it’s the coolest thing ever—”
“Hey!” Eve cut in. “That was cool, and I was also eight years old. It’s not like we took that trip last year.”
Simon laughed. “No, we certainly didn’t. Though it would be a little harder to get Mom and Dad to take a road trip with us these days.”
Eve winced. Their parents had separated in the past year, after thirty years of marriage, and the thought of it still brought a pang to her chest, even after countless hours dissecting it with her therapist. It wasn’t as if Elaine and George Shields had been living the picture of American sitcom domestic bliss, but they had seemed happy. Of course, as Eve looked back at the last few years now, there was a marked shift in the tone of their family gatherings. While in the past they had been more inclined to laugh together about the stupid thing the dog was doing, in more recent years, it seemed like her parents had been doing more laughing at each other than with each other.
There was also the fact that both of her parents had separately confided in Eve since the separation began a version of the same thing. He thinks I’m a fool, her mom had said, and I’m sick of it. Her dad, on the other hand, had shaken his head sadly. She just doesn’t respect me any more, and I’m tired of being the punchline of every joke.
On second thought, maybe they were more like the typical sitcom family than she had originally thought, thought Eve, as images from her childhood television viewing flashed through her mind. The “I hate my wife” and “My husband is the worst” jokes had been a nearly ubiquitous part of her experience of growing up.
“You still there?” Simon’s voice broke through her reverie. “Sorry for bordering on the edge of The Subject Which Shall Not Be Named. It just slipped out.”
“No, it’s okay,” said Eve, letting her guard slip for just a second. “It might actually be good for the two of us to try talking about it again. I think-slash-hope that I’ve done enough processing by now to not run out of the room like a dramatic, emotional teenager.” She let out a humorless laugh. “No promises though.”
“And I promise not to try to Parent Trap Mom and Dad. Or, actually, not even to suggest it. They’re going to do whatever makes sense for them, and I promise to do my best to accept it.”
Eve narrowed her eyes as she surveyed her open suitcase. “Are you holding your fingers up in that scout’s honor gesture?”
“It’s better than crossing them behind my back,” said Simon, “but yes. Yes, I am. I am solemnly vowing to let my parents be humans and not insist they only be parents who do what they think is right for the children.”
“Yeah, I mean…” Eve blew out a breath, her lips fluttering as she did so. “It’s a bad enough idea to stay together for the kids when the kids are...you know, actual kids. But when the kids are old enough to start thinking about saving for retirement, it really doesn’t make sense.”
“Hey now.” Simon sounded put out, and that made Eve smile. “Just because some of us are being responsible and thinking about the future, that doesn’t mean we aren’t still young and cool and fun and all of those things.”
“Hmm.” She paused in thought. “I feel a bit ancient at the moment. Like ten years ago, I would have been throwing my best party dresses in a bag and hitchhiking to the airport, and now—”
“Hold up,” Simon interrupted. “Mom would never have let you do that ten years ago. You would have been 17, Eve. I think you meant something more like two years ago, and that definitely does weaken your point. Also, there is no chance any of your friends were getting married ten years ago, thank God. Very grateful we all managed to get to the other side of our adolescence without anyone needing to get a note from their parents granting them permission to get married before they were 18.”
“All perfectly valid points,” Eve admitted, an uncomfortable feeling forming in the pit of her stomach. “Are you suggesting, perhaps, that I might have been more excited about a wedding two years ago than I am now because…oh, I don’t know...two years ago I still thought our parents were happily married?”
She could practically hear him shrug into the phone. “I don’t know, Eve. I’m not that kind of doctor.”
“You’re not a doctor at all, dumbass,” she scoffed.
“Right, but I’m definitely not that kind of doctor, in addition to already not being a doctor. You know what I mean?”
“You’re ridiculous. Are you telling me that if you were on this flight with me and someone started having a medical emergency and they asked if there was a doctor on board, you would raise your hand and give an impromptu speech about the difference between MDs and nurse practitioners before finding out if there was actually anything helpful you could do?”
“I don’t know, sis,” said Simon, and she felt a twinge of nervous anticipation. He only called her “sis” when he was about to drop a bomb.
“What?” she asked, waiting with bated breath for him to continue.
“Oh, nothing. Just sounds to me like you’re already committed to getting on that flight of yours. You didn’t say if I go or anything like that. You said if I came with you. I kind of stopped listening after that, so whatever sick burn you attempted to deliver, it didn’t reach me. Wrong address, I guess.”
She groaned in exasperation. “Of course I’m going, Simon. I was never not going, no matter how much I may not want to.”
“Yeah?” He sounded genuinely shocked. “What was the point of this whole call, then?”
“Apparently, it wasn’t to talk me into anything,” she said through gritted teeth. “Apparently, it was for me to talk through my feelings and feel held and supported so that I could arrive on the other side with a packed suitcase and just the tiniest bit of excitement about my upcoming adventure.”
“Ah. So I failed fairly epically at that, huh? I’m guessing you weren’t looking to be reminded of our parents’ impending divorce or—”
“You don’t know that they’re getting divorced, so don’t say it like it’s a foregone conclusion.”
“Right. Still, though, you probably didn’t want your little rant about weddings being a waste of money to turn into questioning the viability of a long-term relationship in any capacity.” He let out one single laugh then. “Who would have known that the lessons of couples therapy would apply to your relationship with your sister, too?”
Eve felt the blood drain from her face as if in slow motion. “Couples therapy?” She gritted her teeth. “What’s wrong? What’s going on? What can I do to help? What did you do wrong?”
“Chill, Eve, it’s okay.”
“It is not okay, not if you and Lex are in counseling.” She stopped herself from saying out loud that she could not handle another close relationship in her inner circle falling apart, remembering just as the words were about to escape unheeded that this was likely much more traumatic for her brother than it could possibly be for her.
“Believe it or not,” he began, “but we aren’t actually in therapy to address a problem. And I know that celebrities say that all the time and no one ever believes them, but it’s actually true.” He paused then as he took a deep breath. “It’s just that when Mom and Dad announced the separation, it really shocked me. Just like it shocked you. And Lex and I, we wanted to make sure we were on the right track. That we were already doing the right things to ensure the firmest foundation for our marriage. I intend to love that woman for the rest of my life, so I’m not taking any chances where it comes to her.”
“Simon, that...” Eve glanced down to see that she had placed her hand on her heart, touched by her brother’s words and his dedication to his wife. “That’s really sweet,” she said. “And I hope you said exactly that to her.”
“Oh, I did. I do, actually. I say something to that effect at least once a day. I just, apparently, missed the part where what works in one relationship could be helpful in another one.”
“Oh, right,” said Eve, remembering how the topic had come up. “What did you mean? I could use all the relationship tips I can get.”
“Says the most single person I know,” said Simon, stifling his words with a badly timed cough. “But the point is about clarifying what someone wants rather than delivering what you think they need.”
Before she could ask him to clarify what he meant, he plowed on.
“I mean, when Lex comes to me with a frustration from her day, I know now to ask if she is looking for solutions or just wants to be heard. But with you, I could have done the same sort of thing. Asked if you were looking to be talked into a trip you didn’t actually want to take, or if you just wanted to vent some frustration. I’ll try to remember that for next time.”
“Right.” Eve paused then, shocked into silence. “So when exactly did you get replaced with such a convincing clone of yourself?”
“Sorry, sis.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “If it’s not too late to ask, what did you actually need from me on this fine evening? Could I interest you in a listening ear? A nonjudgmental observer? Or would you prefer the two of us rant about our distaste for weddings together?”
She laughed at that. “I think I already got what I needed, Simon. Thanks for renewing my faith in the male species ever so slightly, and for giving me a little bit of perspective about this impending trip of mine.”
“So you’re definitely going then? And maybe even feeling a tiny bit of excitement about it?”
Eve nodded. “I was always going, but yeah. Now I’m at least aware that a chance to explore Istanbul is better than staying put at home and playing therapist to my parents as their marriage falls apart.”
Simon snorted. “The fact that you were able to lose sight of that particular truth for even a moment is truly astounding. But yeah, you definitely are getting the better end of that particular deal.” He let out a shuddering breath. “I can only hope they don’t increase their frequency of calls to me in your absence.”
“You could always come with me
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