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PROLOGUE

Maybe you have done this.

You opened the voice-to-text on your phone. Before you even
started speaking, words were arriving on the screen.

You were not speaking.

The television was off. The radio was off. The window was closed
and there was no one in the room with you. There was no music playing.
There was no neighbor on the other side of the wall on a phone call.
There was nothing.

You watched the little microphone icon at the bottom of the
keyboard.

It pulsed.

You watched the cursor blink.

Then a word appeared in the text box.

Then another.

You didn’t say either of them.

You set the phone down on the counter. You looked at the phone.
You decided, after a moment, that it must have been something. The
refrigerator. The hum of the building. A bird outside. The settling of
the radiator. The wind under the door. You decided on the most boring
explanation available to you and you accepted it and you kept your day
moving and you didn’t think about it again.

You should not have accepted it.

The phone was right.

Something was speaking.

Did you know?

Voice-to-text is the only piece of technology in human history
that is designed to translate sound nobody can hear into language anyone
can read. It does not check who is talking. It does not check whether
the speaker is in the room. It does not check whether the speaker has a
body. It does only what it was built to do. It listens. It
transcribes.

The thing on the other side of the door has known about the door
for longer than you have.

The thing on the other side has been waiting.

They are always around us. They just can’t reach us.

The door is how they reach.

Most of the time, the door is closed.

Sometimes the door cracks.

* * *


CHAPTER 1

The rain had been falling since four.

By the time Sophia Goldstein left the steakhouse on Pearl Street, it
had been falling for six hours and the streets had given up. The dinner
she had just sat through was already living in the part of her brain
where bad nights go to wait. Two hours. A back room. A red leather
banquette. Her Managing Director had said the word headwinds nine times
in eleven minutes. A fourth-year associate from legal had laughed at
every joke the MD made before the joke was finished. She had eaten half
a piece of branzino. She had wanted to be there for none of it.

She stood under the awning of the steakhouse and opened Uber on her
phone.

The closest driver was a man named Yusuf — twenty-three minutes away,
in New Jersey. The estimate ticked up by a minute while she watched.

“Yusuf,” she said. “What.”

She closed Uber. She opened Lyft. Lyft wanted seventy-four dollars to
take her eight blocks. She closed Lyft.

She put the phone in the right pocket of her coat. She stepped out
from under the awning. The wind got the Duane Reade umbrella the first
time she opened it. She worked the spokes back into a dome shape with
both hands. It held for half a block.

She tried to hail a cab on Hanover. The first one had its off-duty
light on and didn’t see her. The second had a passenger. The third had
no light on at all and slowed for her, the way a certain kind of driver
slows for a woman alone on a wet street, and then sped up when she
stepped toward the curb. It was gone before she got her hand all the way
down.

She stood there in the rain with one hand still up and a broken
umbrella in the other.

“Fuck it,” she said.

She turned north.

The bar was eight blocks. The bar was the Dead Rabbit on Stone
Street. Liam was already there. He had been there since seven-thirty
because he was always early everywhere, which had been a trait of his
she had first found endearing and which she now found to be a small
ongoing accusation against her. Liam was at the bar. He was not alone.
Craig and Kati would be in the booth with him. They always were, the
week of one of their things, and Saturday was their rooftop karaoke, so
Wednesday was their booth. That was how the email chains worked. Three
of them in the back of the Dead Rabbit, waiting on her, with Liam
ordering whatever drink was on TikTok this week, and Craig leaning
across the table to ask about her comp, and Kati screaming SOOOOPH with
three Os the second the door opened.

She kept walking.

She thought, in her father’s cadence and her own voice at once:

I am too set in my routine. Work. Family. Pilates. Boyfriend.
Friends. Gym. I know I need a change. I do not know what to change. I do
not want to throw my life out of rhythm. Rhythm is safe. But I do not
know how much longer I can do this job.

I know I am due for a promotion. Bigger office. Bigger check.
Less responsibility. I wonder if every industry is like this. What
scares me is that the promotion will probably lock me in here for
another three years.

I am good at this job. That is what is scary about it. I caught
the Brevard wire in 2023 because the timing was wrong by eleven minutes
and nobody else looked at the timestamp. I caught the structured
Macedonia trades last June because the round numbers were too round. I
will catch the next one. That is what they pay me for. That is what the
senior associate office across from the MD is the prize for. A bigger
desk in a smaller box.

She had been thinking variations of this thought for eight
months.

She had not done anything about it.

FiDi after the markets close is its own quiet. The buildings were lit
in long vertical seams of cold white. The lobbies were dark. The delis
were closed. She didn’t pass another person between Hanover and
Beaver.

The umbrella ticked. The wind got it again on Beaver. The left side
gave up. She kept walking with a half-dome that dragged on her
sleeve.

She got to the corner of William and Pearl.

The walk sign was red.

The street was full of cars.

Six of them. A black sedan idling at the curb with its hazards on. A
delivery van with the back open and nobody at the back. Two cabs without
passengers. A garbage truck three blocks down rumbling toward her. A
black SUV crawling east on William, slow, the way SUVs in the city only
crawl when the driver is on a phone he should not be on.

Six cars. No people.

“Unusual congestion for the time and place,” she said.

She said it the way her father said things to himself. Big Mark had
been in her head since she was eight. She mostly just heard her own
voice.

She looked at the button.

The pole was black metal — salt-pitted at the base, leaning a
half-degree off vertical. The button was a small silver disc set in a
casing with a hairline crack down the side. It looked like it had been
there since before she was born and nobody at the Department of
Transportation had thought about it since.

Why is this thing still here, she thought. Does this even work. Is
this still a thing.

The umbrella ticked. The hood slid down off her head. She had the
phone in her right hand because she had been holding it since Hanover,
since she had given up on the Uber app. She had the broken umbrella in
her left hand. Her right foot had been in three inches of gutter water
for thirty seconds and her stocking was already through.

The wind got the umbrella again. The dome side gave up. Now both
sides were claws.

“Are you serious.”

She moved the umbrella to her right armpit and tried to get the hood
back up with her left hand. The hood was wet and stiff. She got it on.
It slid down. She got it on. It slid down.

Lightning hit somewhere west. The thunder came a second later. Close
but not at the corner.

She gave up on the hood. She got the umbrella out from under her arm.
She was now holding the phone in her right hand and the dead umbrella in
her left, hood down her back, rain coming into her collar.

She looked at the button.

She didn’t want to keep walking. Liam was in the back booth. Craig
and Kati were already three drinks in. Craig had forwarded her another
Bloomberg link at six in the morning yesterday with the subject line
thought of you and nothing else in the body, the way Craig
forwarded her things he had not read because Craig forwarded everything
to everyone. Kati had texted her the same Sephora sale link three
Wednesdays in a row because Kati didn’t remember who she had sent things
to. Saturday was the karaoke and the rooftop and Kati screaming her
name.

“I want to go home,” she said.

She said it to the rain.

She reached up with her right hand, the phone still gripped against
her palm, and she pressed the button with her thumb.

The shock was not small.

It went through the pad of her thumb and up. Through her hand.
Through the phone in her palm. Up her wrist into her elbow. The elbow
took it the worst, a hot white pull like the tendons of her arm had been
yanked from the inside. Up her shoulder. Into her teeth. The molars on
the right side of her jaw.

She cried out. A short hard sound she had not given permission to
leave her mouth.

Her right hand opened.

The phone fell out of it and hit the puddle her foot was in.
Screen-down. Splash.

Her left hand opened. The wind got the umbrella and dragged it ten
feet down the sidewalk and into the gutter beside a fire hydrant.
Gone.

She stood on the corner with her right arm shaking.

She looked at her thumb.

A red mark on the pad — round, dime-sized. The skin in the middle was
lighter than the skin around it. It hurt in a way she could feel in her
teeth.

“Motherfucker,” she said. “That fucking hurt.”

She bent at the knees and reached into the puddle. She picked the
phone up. Water poured out of the charging port and ran down her
wrist.

The screen was on.

There was a small starburst crack in the upper-right corner that had
not been there twenty seconds ago. The battery said 38%. The home screen
was up. The apps were where they always were.

“My fucking phone.”

She looked up at the sky. The rain hit her in the eyes.

“Can this day get any worse?”

She didn’t actually want an answer.

She got one anyway.

T-minus eleven minutes.

She crossed the street. The walk sign had come on at some point while
she was on her knee. She stepped out of the puddle and her right foot
squelched. She walked through the intersection with her right arm still
humming and her thumb throbbing and her phone in her hand.

She kept her eyes ahead, off the six cars.

She kept going north.

The umbrella was somewhere behind her. She didn’t turn around.

She turned onto Stone Street.

The cobblestones were wet. The string lights overhead doubled in the
rain. The outdoor seating on both sides was empty. The Dead Rabbit was
at the far end.

She walked the length of it.

She got to the door.

She put her right hand on the handle.

She did not push.

She stood there for one full breath.

She pushed it open.


CHAPTER 2

The Dead Rabbit was warm.

The Dead Rabbit was loud. Wood and bourbon and the yeasty exhale of a
basement that had been a bar for two hundred years. A hockey game was on
the TV over the bar. Somebody was yelling at the hockey game. Yacht Rock
under the yelling. Christopher Cross singing about sailing.

Liam was in the back booth.

Craig was on the inside of the booth, on Liam’s side. Kati was beside
Craig, half-turned toward him, her phone in her hand at chest level.
Liam was on the outside, facing the door.

He saw her come in. He did the thing he did. The small upward tilt of
the chin, the half-smile he gave to bartenders and delivery guys, the
eyebrow lift that said oh hey, you, you exist.

He didn’t stand.

Craig waved. A short, tucked-in wave.

Kati did the Kati thing.

“SOOOOPH.”

Three Os. Hard P. Loud enough that the two guys at the bar nearest to
the booth looked over.

Sophia walked toward the booth.

The staff at Craig and Kati’s penthouse building called them the
Suns. They had been calling them the Suns for so long that an old-timer
at the front desk had let Sophia and Liam in on it years ago, the way
you let a guest in on the joke when you have decided the guest is okay.
Should I announce you to the Suns, the old-timer would say when
Sophia and Liam came up the lobby. Nah, Sophia would say.
They know we’re coming. The old-timer would smile. Sophia and
Liam would get in the elevator. Sophia and Liam would go upstairs to a
couple who thought everybody on earth revolved around them and who had,
in their own building, been clocked years ago by the men who held the
door for them every day.

She didn’t take her coat off.

She didn’t say hello.

There were three drinks on the table. Craig had an IPA. Kati had a
glass of rosé with a lipstick mark on the rim. Liam had something Sophia
had never seen in her life.

It was in a tall coupe glass on a long stem. The liquid inside was a
clear violet — lavender-purple. Floating on top was a single real
orchid, magenta, the petals open. The rim was crusted with pink
crystals. A spiral of lemon peel curled out of the side of the glass
like a ribbon. It glowed under the candle on the table.

Sophia stopped at the edge of the booth.

She looked at the drink.

She looked at Liam.

He set the drink down on the table.

She reached down and picked up the coupe by the stem. She lifted it
to chest height and looked at Liam. Liam looked at the drink. Craig
looked at Liam.

She put her right thumb into the drink.

Pad-down. To the second knuckle. Past the orchid. The orchid drifted
to the side and sat against the rim like a small magenta lifeboat.

Liam didn’t say anything.

Craig made a small surprised oh sound.

Kati looked up from her phone.

Sophia held the thumb in the drink. The cold liquid was the first
thing that had touched the burn since the rain. The throb stopped for a
second.

She put the glass down on the table. Liam’s glass. With her thumb
still in it.

She let go.

Sophia pulled her thumb out. A drop of violet ran down it and fell
back into the glass. The orchid bobbed.

She wiped her thumb on a cocktail napkin.

“What the fuck are you drinking.”

Liam blinked. The half-smile faltered.

“Babe.”

“Did you see this on TikTok?”

“Soph.”

“Did you see this on TikTok, Liam.”

“It’s a butterfly pea flower...”

“Liam.”

“It’s a viral thing, Soph, Craig saw it on...”

“Yeah,” Craig said.

“It’s a thing,” Liam said.

“It’s a thing,” Sophia said.

She sat down across from Liam.

A waitress had been on her way over with menus and had stopped
halfway. Sophia raised a hand.

“Manhattan,” she said. “Up.”

The waitress nodded, slowly, and went away.

Nobody at the booth said anything.

Liam set the violet drink down. He did not drink from it. He pushed
it slightly toward the candle, as if distance from his own hand would
make it not his.

“What happened to you?” Craig said.

Sophia looked at him.

“Where do I start.”

“Start anywhere.”

“I came from a work thing.”

“Pearl Street?”

“Pearl Street. Two hours of headwinds.”

“Headwinds,” Craig said.

“Nine times in eleven minutes.”

“Damn.”

“Then I tried to Uber. Yusuf was in New Jersey.”

“Yusuf was in New Jersey?”

“Yusuf was in New Jersey.”

“Who’s Yusuf?”

“Craig.”

“Yeah.”

“Forget Yusuf.”

“Sure.”

“Cabs wouldn’t stop. There was a guy who slowed down and then sped up
when I stepped toward the curb.”

Kati looked up. “Oh my god.”

“So I started walking.”

“From Pearl?” Liam said.

“From Pearl.”

“In this?”

“In this.”

“Soph.”

“Don’t.”

“You could have just...”

“Liam.”

“You could have called me.”

“Liam, I literally just told you Yusuf was in New Jersey.”

“I would have come and got you.”

She looked at him.

“You don’t drive.”

“I would have come and got you, Soph.”

“Liam, you don’t have a car. You don’t have a license that goes
anywhere outside New York City. The last time you drove anywhere it was
Long Beach in 2022 and you sideswiped a mailbox in your mother’s
driveway.”

“That mailbox was...”

“Liam.”

“I would have figured it out, is all I’m saying.”

The waitress brought the Manhattan. Sophia picked it up and drank
half of it in one pull. She set it down. She looked at the candle.

“So I walked.”

“You walked,” Craig said. “Eight blocks in this.”

“Eight blocks.”

“Damn, Soph.”

“I got to William and Pearl.”

“Yeah?”

“The light was red. There were six cars at the intersection.”

“At ten p.m.?”

“At ten p.m.”

“That’s weird.”

“That’s what I thought.”

She looked at her thumb. The dime-sized red mark on the pad of it was
darker now than it had been on the corner. The skin had tightened around
the burn.

She held the thumb out, palm up, across the table, so Craig could see
it.

“I pressed the crosswalk button. The button shocked me. I dropped my
phone. The phone went into the puddle I was standing in.”

Craig leaned forward.

“That’s a burn.”

“Yeah.”

“That’s an electrical burn, Soph.”

“I know.”

“That’s not a static shock. That’s a real shock.”

“I know, Craig.”

“Like, you should, you should put something on that.”

“I’ll put something on it when I get home.”

“You should put neosporin...”

“Craig, I will deal with my thumb.”

He sat back. He held his hands up.

Kati was looking at Sophia’s thumb with the same expression she used
when Craig brought up retirement accounts.

“That is so trauma,” Kati said.

Sophia didn’t respond.

She took a second pull off the Manhattan. There was a quarter of it
left. The phone was in her coat pocket. She had not taken it out since
she had picked it up out of the puddle. She didn’t particularly want to
look at it now.

She took it out anyway, because everybody at the table was waiting
for her to take it out.

She laid it on the table next to the candle.

The crack was in the upper-right corner of the screen, a starburst
the size of a pencil tip. The home screen was up. The wallpaper was a
photograph of her and her mother at the Feast of San Gennaro two years
ago, both of them holding zeppole and laughing. The battery said
36%.

“Doesn’t look that bad,” Liam said.

“It went into a puddle, Liam.”

“It works, though.”

“It works.”

Craig leaned in. He picked the phone up off the table. He turned it
in his hand. He held it up to the candlelight.

“Soph.”

“What.”

“Look.”

He turned the phone toward her.

Behind the glass, under the glass, there was a small water
mark. A bead of water inside the screen itself. It had pooled under the
upper-left corner of the display. It moved when Craig tilted the phone.
A clear bubble. Inside.

“The seal broke,” Craig said.

She took the phone from him. She tilted it. The bead of water
rolled.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Soph, that’s done. That phone is done.”

“Yeah, Craig.”

“That’s a new phone.”

“Yeah, Craig.”

She set the phone back down on the table, screen-up. The bead of
water moved with the motion and settled at the bottom of the display,
just above the home button.

“Shut it off,” Kati said.

“I will.”

“Like, now. Shut it off now. You shouldn’t even be using it.”

“I will.”

“Throw it in the microwave when you get home,” Liam said.

Sophia looked at him.

“What.”

“The microwave. Two minutes on low. It steams the water out.”

She held his eye for one full second.

“Liam.”

“What.”

“If I hadn’t been at your graduation and seen them hand you the
diploma, I would think you made it on Photoshop.”

Craig laughed. The genuine laugh. The first real laugh anyone had
laughed since she walked in.

Liam did the half-smile again, the one he used when he was deciding
whether to come back at her, and he chose the small one.

“That’s harsh, Soph.”

“It is.”

“That’s really harsh.”

“I know.”

Kati, who had been about to laugh and had decided against it the
second she saw Liam’s face, looked at her rosé.

The candle on the table guttered.

Sophia finished her Manhattan.

She raised a hand at the waitress and signaled for another.


CHAPTER 3

The second Manhattan came.

Sophia drank it more slowly than the first. The phone on the table
did not move. The water bead under the screen had stopped at the bottom
of the display and stayed there. Kati told a story about a Pilates class
she had taken Tuesday morning where the instructor had cried in the
middle of the lengthening series. Craig argued with the hockey game on
the TV. Liam, between glances at his own phone, was being Liam. He
laughed at the right times. He put his hand on Sophia’s wrist across the
table, briefly, once, in a way Craig could see.

Sophia let him.

His phone lit up on the table. He glanced at it. He turned it
face-down. He didn’t read whatever it was.

“What was that,” Sophia said.

“Hm?”

“Your phone.”

“Slack.”

“At ten-thirty on a Wednesday?”

“It’s a deal.”

“It’s always a deal.”

“Sophia.”

“What.”

“Don’t start.”

She took a sip. She didn’t start.

Kati, who had been waiting for an opening, swung the
conversation.

“OH MY GOD,” she said. “Soph. Saturday.”

“Saturday.”

“The rooftop. Karaoke. Eight, eight-thirty? People are bringing
things. It’s gonna be amazing. Craig got the new speakers.”

“The new speakers are crazy,” Craig said. “Hey, Liam, did I tell you
about the new speakers.”

“You told me about the new speakers.”

“They’re loud. They’re so loud. You have to come hear them.”

“I’ll...”

“You’re coming, Soph,” Kati said. “I’m putting you down.”

“Kati...”

“I’m putting you down.”

Sophia looked at her. She looked at Liam. Liam was on his phone
again. He was not going to save her. He was, in fact, going to do the
opposite of save her in about thirty seconds.

“I’ll see,” she said.

“YAY.”

Liam set his phone face-down. He took a small careful sip of his
violet drink, the first one since Sophia had put her thumb in it. The
orchid bobbed against his upper lip and brushed it. He flinched. He set
the drink back down.

“Sunday,” Sophia said.

“Hm?”

“My mom’s making lasagna.”

He did the eyebrow thing.

“Soph.”

“Don’t.”

“I’m not, I just...”

“It’s a day.”

“It’s a day in Staten Island.”

“It’s a day with my family.”

“It’s a day where I sleep in your brother’s old room.”

“He has a guest room now, Liam.”

“It’s still Little Mark’s room.”

“He moved the trophies to the basement.”

“It’s still Little Mark’s room. There’s a Vin Diesel poster from Fast
Five.”

She didn’t answer.

“Big Mark and Little Mark, though. I still don’t know how you guys
keep them straight.”

“Well, that’s how we tell them apart.”

Liam laughed a beat behind it.

Craig laughed. He was looking at his phone.

“You sleep at her parents’ house?”

“I have to.”

“Why.”

“Sophia’s parents,” Liam said.

“What about them.”

Liam took another careful sip of the violet drink.

“They still don’t believe you sleep over six nights a week.”

Sophia set her Manhattan down. She set it down quietly. The glass
touched the napkin without a sound.

“Liam.”

“What.”

“What did you just say.”

“I said your parents still don’t believe you sleep over six nights a
week.”

“Liam.”

“They don’t. They refuse to acknowledge it. They refuse to stop
paying your rent until you get married. I don’t know what they think
we’re...”

“Liam.”

“What.”

Craig had stopped looking at his phone.

Kati had stopped looking at her phone.

Both of them were looking at the candle.

Sophia didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t change her tone. She
finished her second Manhattan in a single steady pull. She set the empty
glass down on the napkin. She looked at Liam across the table.

“Why are we doing this.”

Liam blinked.

He had not expected the question.

He had expected to keep saying things until she made the small
folding motion she always made, the one where the part of her that was
angry went into the small drawer in the back of her chest and the
conversation moved on.

She watched him decide whether to answer the question.

He decided not to.

“I’m just tired, Soph.”

“Mm.”

“Long week.”

“Mm.”

He picked his phone up. He did not turn it face-down this time. He
scrolled. He typed something with both thumbs. He had his tongue between
his teeth the way he did when he was concentrating, which was a thing
she used to find endearing.

The phone in front of her, her phone, the broken one, screen-up on
the table, buzzed.

A short, single buzz. Not a notification buzz.

She looked down.

The screen had not turned on. There was no banner. No app. The phone
vibrated once, against the wood, by itself, and stopped.

The water bead under the glass moved a quarter-inch and settled in a
new place.

She looked at it.

Sophia watched the screen.

The screen stayed dark.

“Soph?”

She looked up. Liam was looking at her.

“You with me?”

“My phone is doing something.”

“It’s broken.”

“It just buzzed.”

“Soph, it’s wet. You said you’d put it in rice. Put it in rice.”

“It buzzed.”

“It’s a wet phone, Sophia. Wet phones buzz.”

She looked back at the phone.

The screen was off.

She put her hand on it. The glass was warm. Warmer than the candle
had heated it. Warmer than the bar had heated it. Phone-in-her-hand
warm, even though she had not been holding it.

She pulled her hand back.

“I’m gonna head,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Early one?”

“Early one.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

Kati made a small disappointed noise.

Craig held up his beer.

“Cheers, Soph. Get home safe.”

Sophia stood. She put on her coat. She had not taken it off the whole
time. She picked the phone up from the table. She held it like something
that might bite. She didn’t look at the screen.

Liam stood.

“I’ll walk you out.”

“You don’t have to.”

“It’s raining.”

“It’s been raining.”

“Soph. Come on.”

He picked up his violet drink, considered it, set it down on the
table without drinking from it again, and followed her to the door.

The two of them stepped out under the awning of the Dead Rabbit. The
rain had eased a little. The cobblestones of Stone Street shone wet
under the string lights. Two finance guys were smoking under the awning
to their left.

Liam pulled out his wallet. He pulled out a credit card.

“Take this.”

“Liam.”

“For the cab. For whatever.”

“I have my own card.”

“Sophia, just take it.”

She took it.

He stepped to the curb and put his hand up. The first cab that came
down Pearl was a yellow medallion with the light on. It pulled up.

Liam opened the back door for her. He leaned in past her to talk to
the driver.

“Water and Maiden. Take her to Water and Maiden.”

The driver, an older man in a flat tweed cap, nodded once.

Liam straightened up. He looked at Sophia.

“Sunday,” he said.

“Sunday.”

“It’s a day trip to your parents, right? I’m not sleeping in your
brother’s room again.”

“Liam.”

“How could I turn down your mother’s lasagna, the Jets, and listening
to your brother talk about PVC fencing for six hours.”

He grinned.

He thought it was funny.

He kissed her on the cheek, performed a wet smacking sound near her
ear, stepped back from the cab, and saluted her. An actual salute,
fingers to his forehead, the way men salute who have never been in the
military and have never thought about what saluting means.

Sophia got in the cab.

She closed the door.

She kept her eyes ahead.

The cab pulled away from the curb.


CHAPTER 4

The cab smelled like pine air freshener and old leather and — faintly
— a cigar that had been smoked in the front seat sometime in the last
two days. The radio was on low. Something with horns. Something with a
piano underneath the horns. Something from before she was born.

The driver was an older man in a flat tweed cap and a denim jacket
with a fleece collar. The license card on the visor said his name was
Daniel.

He pulled out into the lane and they rolled through a yellow at
Pearl.

The Dead Rabbit disappeared behind them in the rearview.

“PVC fencing,” the driver said.

Sophia looked up from the credit card she was still holding. She had
been looking at the credit card without seeing it. She had been counting
the number of times in the last hour Liam had said the word just. She
had stopped counting at seven.

“Six hours of it,” she said.

The driver shook his head.

“That your boyfriend?”

“That’s my boyfriend.”

“Mm.”

“He’s in entertainment.”

“Mm-hm.”

“He’s a lawyer. He reads contracts.”

The driver’s eyes found hers in the rearview. His eyes were tired and
kind and the corners of them moved a little.

“Doll. If I had a nickel.”

She laughed. It was the first real laugh she had laughed since lunch.
It came out a little wet.

“He’s in entertainment, my ass,” she said. “The closest he ever got
to a celebrity was sitting forty-three rows back from Spike Lee at a
Knicks game.”

The driver’s eyes stayed on her in the mirror for a second too
long.

“Forty-three,” he said.

“Forty-three.”

“Mm.”

He looked back at the road. The wipers were going. The horn music was
on low. They rolled past Wall Street, all of its lights and none of its
people.

“I was almost in entertainment myself, once.”

“Yeah?”

“Long time ago.”

“What happened?”

“Well now. There was a night at Studio 54, must’ve been
seventy-eight, seventy-nine, somewhere in there. I was twenty-two. I had
a back you would not believe. I could move. I’m not gonna sit here and
brag but I could really, really move. And one night I come off the floor
sweating through my shirt, and somebody at the rail puts a hand on my
arm. And you wouldn’t believe me if I told you who this person was. And
he leans in. And he says...”

He braked.

A guy on a Citi Bike had cut across Water Street with no helmet and
no lights.

“Jesus,” the driver said. “Christ.”

The Citi Bike disappeared into Maiden Lane. The driver eased
forward.

“What did he say,” Sophia said.

He looked at her in the mirror.

“What did who say.”

“The man. At Studio 54.”

“Oh.”

He shook his head.

“Doll, we’re already here.”

The cab had pulled up in front of her building. The doorman was not
at the door. The lobby was lit with the dim yellow that her lobby was
always lit with. The rain was coming down in a soft steady fall on the
awning above the door.

She held out Liam’s credit card.

“How much.”

He waved her off.

“Don’t worry about it, doll. I never started the meter. I’m on my way
back to the depot, I got an early one.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

He reached up to the dashboard and came back with a business card. He
held it back through the partition. She took it.

“Anything you need,” he said. “Airport run. Ride to Staten Island to
see your folks. You give me a call.”

She looked at the card.

DISCO DAN

Private Car. All Five Boroughs. NJ on Request.

And a phone number.

She looked up. He was watching her in the mirror.

“Disco Dan,” she said.

“Long story.”

“Studio 54?”

“Long story.”

She smiled. It came slowly. It was a small smile — the second real
thing her face had done all night.

“My inner voice is one hundred percent my dad’s,” she heard herself
say. To the back of his head. She didn’t know why she was saying it. She
wanted to leave something with him.

“Yeah?”

“I hate it and I love it at the same time. He raised me street-smart
because he knew I wasn’t gonna stay home. My brother, momma’s boy.
Four-point-three minutes from her meatballs and fabric softener.”

Dan laughed. The quiet kind. The laugh














