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			Sandy in Her Tub

			Sandy Reuben is having a good soak before going out that evening for dinner at her parents’, when Jeffrey, her husband, knocks, enters, and sits on the edge of the tub. Sandy looks up from her copy of Vogue.

			“No need to wear a necktie tonight,” she says. “They’ll be just the four of us for dinner.”

			“I wasn’t planning to,” Jeffrey replies. “In fact, I’m not planning to go at all.”

			Sandy drops the magazine outside the tub.

			“We accepted this invitation two weeks ago.”

			“I’ve been unhappy in this marriage for a long time,” Jeffrey says. “I’m out of here.”

			Sandy sits up in the tub, her breasts above the bubble bath.

			“Out of here?”

			Now Sandy is standing, in her full nakedness, water dripping off her, looking as if she had just discovered an eel.

			“Are you fucking crazy?” she says, yells actually. “And why are you telling me this here, now, in the bathroom?”

			Stepping out, she nearly slips on the bubbly wet mess on the floor, and yanks a thick white towel off the nearby towel rack with which she covers herself. “Are you nuts, or what?” she says. She thinks about slapping him, but is afraid if she does so she will lose her hold on the towel.

			Jeffrey gets up from the edge of the tub and leaves the bathroom, slamming the door on his way out. Sandy reaches for her baby-blue terry-cloth robe. Slipping it on, she glimpses herself in the mirror. She has a small potbelly on which there is a caesarean scar from the birth of her third child, blue veins on her legs above her knees, breasts that have begun to sag. She leans in closer, over the double sinks, to the wall-wide mirror to inspect the wrinkles gathered around her eyes.

			Sandra Reuben is fifty-two. She has three children. Jonathan and Jacob are both at New Trier High School; her daughter, Ardis, is thirteen, recently diagnosed as having ADHD and put on Ritalin and just beginning what looks to be a difficult adolescence. A little diva of temperament, she is already showing lots of moodiness, tears, and tantrums. Raising these kids has pretty much been left to Sandy, even though for the past seven years she has been working full-time as a lawyer, specializing in domestic law, for the firm of Ganser & Maher in the Loop.

			Jeffrey has never been a fully engaged father. He went to soccer and little-league games when the boys were younger, but Sandy always felt he was just going through the motions. Jeffrey is a dentist, a periodontist, a successful one. Six or seven years ago, though, he began complaining that his work gave him no satisfaction. He started seeing a therapist, a woman named Lindsay Leibowitz, who has an office in the Old Orchard Professional Building in Skokie, two floors above Jeffrey’s. At brunch at Benny and Max’s one Sunday, they ran into her. Jeffrey introduced them. Dr. Leibowitz looked to be in her late thirties, slender, dark hair, well dressed. They seemed pleased to see each other. Do you suppose, Sandy thought at the time, he’s banging her? Not possible, she concluded, not my schmuckleheimer husband. Now, with Jeffrey’s announcement that he wanted out of their marriage, she had to rethink this earlier judgment.

			“Banging her,” “schmuckleheimer”—Sandy learned such talk from her father, who always spoke around her as if she were the son he never had. She also used such language at Ganser & Maher, where she is the only woman partner. Her father, Max Lansky, is a cardiac surgeon, on the staff at Rush-Presbyterian. No one has fewer pretensions than her father; no one was more critical or more openly, almost proudly cynical. “I assume the worst about people,” he told Sandy when she was in her teens, “and I’m not often disappointed.”

			Sandy once asked her father why he was so judgmental.

			“Judgmental?” Max said. “Judgmental? Wherever did my beautiful daughter find such a stupid goddamn word? If by judgmental you mean that I make lots of judgments, you’re right. At work I judge whether and where to cut a vein or clean out and reconnect an artery. I’m always making judgments. And why restrict my doing so to veins and arteries? Isn’t it as important to make careful judgments about people, about their weaknesses, strengths, overall quality? Always be judgmental, sweetheart, there’s no other way to live.”

			Max—he always insisted Sandy, his only child, call him by his first name—did not have a high opinion of Jeffrey Reuben.

			“Why anyone would want to be a dentist beats me,” he said when Sandy first mentioned she was going out with Jeffrey. “To stand there all day with your hands in other people’s mouths, I don’t get it.” That Max had his own hands, with their short thick fingers, in other people’s chests, Sandy chose not to point out.

			If Sandy’s father hadn’t much regard for Jeffrey’s profession, he was even more dubious about his future son-in-law’s personality. “What’s he, a depressive?” he asked Sandy the first time she brought Jeffrey home. Max even criticized his posture. Jeffrey was tall, thin, slouched in the way tall young men—he was 6'3"—who were never good athletes sometimes are.

			“Is the kid nervous around me,” Max asked, “or is he just missing a personality?”

			Jeffrey was daunted by Max Lansky. Who wouldn’t have been? Sandy and Jeffrey were the same age, and he was going into his last year of dental school when he proposed. Max asked Sandy why she wanted to marry him.

			“Because he’s solid, he’s steady, and he loves me—he really loves me,” she said. She didn’t tell Max that he could also make her laugh. Quiet and reserved though he seemed, when courting her, Jeffrey would do goofy madcap, whimsical things. Once at Gio’s Restaurant in Evanston, out with their friends the Ehrlichs, when the waiter took their drink orders before dinner, he neglected to ask Sandy what she wanted. When she said that she would like a margarita, the waiter said he was sorry but her friend (nodding here at Jeffrey) had instructed him, when she was in the ladies’ room before they were seated, that she had problems with alcohol and was not on any account to be served a drink. Another time, when they were at a dinner party with people she hadn’t met before, she noticed everyone speaking slowly to her, enunciating carefully. Only when the woman sitting on her left apologized for not being able to sign did she begin to understand, as Jeffrey confessed later, that he had told the other people at the party that she was deaf but an excellent lip reader. But not long after they were married, this kind of thing stopped; Jeffrey, for some reason, had lost his whimsy, his sweet silliness.

			Jeffrey’s parents had run a dry cleaners, on Devon, west of California, before they sold out to a Korean syndicate and moved to Delray Beach. Max paid for the wedding, a “pretty goddamn gaudy affair, if I do say so myself,” or so he described it, at the Gold Room at the Drake Hotel. He lent his new son-in-law the money to buy into the practice of a man in his sixties named Jerome Werner. (The money has long since been repaid.) He also helped the kids, as Marsha Lansky still referred to Sandy and Jeffrey, with the down payment on their first house in Morton Grove. With the spread of bypass heart surgery, of which he did a lot, Max Lansky had become a rich man.

			Sandy had never seen her father actually operate on anyone, but she had seen him at Rush-Presbyterian, his stomping ground. She met him one day before lunch in the surgical waiting room while she was still in high school.

			“Here comes Dr. Lansky now,” the receptionist told her. Sandy looked down the hall and saw her father approach, in his white coat, his name in blue thread sewn in cursive over the left breast pocket, his heels clicking against the marble floors as if he were wearing boots. (They were Bruno Magli loafers.) He might have had a white silk scarf tossed over his shoulder, which he didn’t, like a test or fighter pilot, so authoritatively heroic did he seem. Nurses, patients, families of patients, everyone looked upon Dr. Max Lansky with uncomplicated reverence. Sandy reflected that her father may have held in his hands the hearts of many of the people in this room. At that moment she wished she didn’t have to call him Max but instead could call him Daddy. Max Lansky was 5'4", 5'5", tops, stocky, dark, with a thick head of still black hair. He gave off fumes of strength, physical as well as mental. His eyes, like his hair, were black, and his hairline low. He had been a superior athlete as a boy—a gymnast and a swimmer at Senn High School, a champion at both. He must have radiated confidence his entire life, or so his daughter thought.

			Max had had more to do with raising Sandy than did her mother. By the time she was seven or eight, Sandy realized that her mother, Marsha, was steady enough but not inspiring in the way Max was. Max was his wife’s protector, he was also the family’s social playmaker, and Marsha felt no need to struggle against his domination. Marsha had been pretty as a girl, small, bosomy, dark, on the model of Elizabeth Taylor, but without much force. “You’ve got your mother’s good looks and my brains, kiddo,” Max once told Sandy, “and those aren’t bad cards to have drawn in life. A man’s mind and a woman’s body can make for an interesting hand. I’ll be eager to see how you play it.”

			Sandy has long thought that her father must be disappointed in her. He had sent her east to school, to Wellesley, where she did well, but where she also decided against going to medical school. Max never said anything about this decision, but it couldn’t have been to his liking. Max insisted that Sandy at least enroll in law school, so that she have serious work to do in life. In his rough way, Max was a bit of a feminist. So at her father’s expense she went to the University of Chicago.

			When Sandy told her father that Jeffrey Reuben had asked her to marry him, Max said, “You know, kid, Rocky Marciano’s mother is supposed to have been glad that her son gave up his baseball career to become a boxer: ‘I didn’t raise the boy to become a catcher,’ she’s supposed to have said. I didn’t raise my daughter to marry a dentist, kiddo. But I also didn’t raise her to let me stand in her way. I hope it works out.” Not exactly a fatherly blessing, but there it was.

			Jonathan was born the third year of Sandy and Jeffrey’s marriage, and Jacob arrived two years later. Max soon took the boys in hand. He had regular-season Bears tickets, on the forty-yard line, and when they reached the ages of nine and seven, the boys went with him to games. He bought them baseball mitts, paid to have a glass backboard erected just off the Reubens’ driveway, spent more time with the boys than most grandfathers would. They adored him.

			If Jeffrey felt rivalrous about Max’s relationship with his sons, he never made an issue of it. Max picked up the boys on a Saturday or Sunday, almost as if he were Sandy’s first husband with weekend visitation rights. Jeffrey tended to view it as giving him more time to indulge his own interests: trading stocks on his computer, fiddling with a 1962 vintage Jaguar E-Type that he kept in the garage, jogging. Max never expressed his feelings about his son-in-law in front of him, but he had a way of ignoring him that was perhaps worse than direct insult.

			At four o’clock on Friday afternoons, Jeffrey had his regular session with Dr. Leibowitz. When Sandy asked Jeffrey what he talked about during these sessions, he tended to be vague. His relationship with his parents, he would say, or his perhaps too great need to succeed in the world. She wanted to ask him if he discussed their sex life during his sessions with Dr. Leibowitz but held back.

			If Sandy were the one in therapy and sex came up, she probably would have said that of course their sex wasn’t what it was when they were much younger. What with three kids to raise, and her husband running a lucrative dental practice—he had four dental technicians, prepping patients, taking X-rays, assisting him in gum surgeries—and her working full-time handling domestic cases in the Loop, sex was much reduced in their priorities. Sandy was OK with that, she could live with it. Whether Jeffrey could was a question she never bothered to ask.

			When Sandy told her father that Jeffrey had begun to undergo psychotherapy, Max’s only reaction was to tell her he wasn’t surprised to hear it. “I hope he doesn’t get hooked on it. For lots of people it’s the goddamn highlight of their week, their fifty minutes with their shrink, pay please on your way out. I hope your husband doesn’t turn out to be one of those sad schmucks.”

			In fact, Jeffrey was going on his seventh year in therapy without having a very clear set of complaints, at least so far as Sandy was able to discern. When her father asked her why her husband was in therapy, the best she could offer was that Jeffrey was unhappy. “Really,” said Max. “Unhappy? Too bad. But then, I hear, so is Africa.”

			Her robe tied, a towel round her still wet hair, Sandy walks into the large dressing room she shares with Jeffrey. A small suitcase is missing, as are a number of his shirts, a suit, and pairs of trousers. In his dresser, she discovers that he had also taken underwear, socks, and handkerchiefs. She calls out his name—the kids are out of the house—and receives no answer. She has no idea where Jeffrey might have gone. Maybe to his new lady friend. “On second thought,” she says to herself, adapting a formula her father once told her were W.C. Fields’s deathbed words, “fuck ’im.” She decides to go to dinner without Jeffrey.

			What Sandy hasn’t decided is whether or not she will tell Max and Marsha about Jeffrey’s departure. But when her mother opens the door, with her father standing right behind her, and asks where Jeffrey is, Sandra blurts out, “He’s gone. I guess we’re getting a divorce.”

			Her mother looks properly shocked, is speechless, in fact.

			“So you’ve finally decided to get rid of him,” Max says.

			“Not quite accurate,” says Sandy. “Jeffrey is leaving me. For another woman, I suspect.”

			“No kidding,” says Max. His right eyebrow shoots up, as Sandy imagined it might do when examining the heart and arteries of a patient beyond saving. “I wouldn’t have thought the kid had it in him.”

			At dinner—Marsha has made veal scallopini, asparagus, a salad; Max opens a bottle of Pinot Noir—they discuss what is to be done.

			“Any notion who the dentist’s lucky lady might be?” Max asks Sandy.

			“I don’t know for sure if there is another lady,” Sandy says. “But if there is, my best guess is his therapist. But then it could be one of his patients, or even one of the girls who work for him.”

			“He does know that he’s divorcing a divorce lawyer, does he not?” Max puts in. “May I say that I fully expect you to take him for everything he’s got, including his own fillings?”

			“Right now I don’t think that’s the question, Max,” says Sandy.

			“What is?” her father asks.

			“The question is to find out what’s really going on. Why he’s found life with me no longer tolerable? And also what room in his new life does he plan to allot his children?”

			“How about you, baby?” Sandy’s mother asks. “How’re you holding up?”

			“This came as a surprise, Marsha, I have to tell you.”

			“Get over the shock, kid,” Max says. “View it as strictly an opportunity, a chance to get your life back. You’re still an attractive woman, and with brains.”

			Sandy recalls the view of herself in the mirror an hour or so ago. Had Max seen it, he might have revised his estimate. As for her brains, her father always seemed to think more of them than did she.

			“He sounds confused,” Marsha says. “I mean the way he told you he was leaving, then running out of the house. That’s not rational. Like he’s undergoing a midlife crisis.”

			“Midlife crisis? Surely you don’t believe in such horseshit, do you, dear?” says Max, spearing a long, slender asparagus.

			“For all I know,” Sandy added, “that may be Jeffrey’s explanation to himself.”

			“I hope you nail his ass to the barn door,” says Max, and asks Sandy to pass the platter with the veal.

			Sandy waits three days before calling Jeffrey at his office. When he calls back, she asks him where, precisely, things stand at the moment.

			“How are the kids?” he asks, avoiding the question.

			“They’re fine,” Sandy says. “I told them that you were in Honolulu at a dental convention. I wanted to give you time in case you decided to change your mind about all this.”

			“That’s not going to happen,” Jeffrey says, “at least not as long as things stand the way they do.”

			“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asks.

			“Look,” Jeffrey says, “maybe we would do better to talk about this face-to-face.”

			That night, at six o’clock, Sandy and Jeffrey meet at McCormick & Schmick’s, a seafood restaurant in Old Orchard, the shopping mall in whose professional building Jeffrey has his dental practice. They take a booth toward the back, where it is quiet.

			Jeffrey, wearing a black polo shirt and chino pants, looks tired. When the waitress asks them what they want to drink, he orders a martini—unusual for him, who is not much of a drinker. Sandy orders a glass of Reisling.

			“I assume that you have been living with Dr. Leibowitz,” she says, deciding not to waste time on small talk.

			“Why would you assume that?” Jeffrey asks.

			“A suspicion,” she says.

			“Lindsay Leibowitz is a lesbian, Sandy. I’ve met her partner, Stacy, on more than one occasion. The fact is that the last two nights I slept on the couch in my reception room. Tomorrow night I’m moving into the Doubletree.”

			“Who is it, then, that you’re leaving me for? Someone working in the office? A patient? I’m entitled to know.”

			“Another woman has nothing to do with it.”

			“Then what’s it all about?”

			“Your father,” he says.

			“Max?”

			“I’ve had enough of his contempt,” Jeffrey says.

			“Not this again,” she says.

			“He’s treated me as if I were the black sheep of the family from the get-go,” Jeffrey says. “I thought maybe over time it would ease up, but it hasn’t. I’ve told you this time and again.”

			“Look, my father may have a touch of snobbery, I’ve always given you that.”

			“Why against me? I made more than seven hundred grand last year. I save people’s teeth. I reduce their pain. What’s so terrible about that?”

			Once again, as at other times in her marriage, Sandy can’t bring herself to tell him that he is of course right, that her father does look down on him, always did, and probably always would.

			“What do you want me to do, Jeff? I can’t control my father.”

			“Maybe not. But I don’t think you ought to stand by and let him treat your husband as if he’s just come up out of steerage, which is what over the years you’ve consistently done. In the Bible somewhere it says a man shall leave his father and mother and cleave to his wife. Shouldn’t the same be true of a wife leaving her mother and father and cleaving to her husband? You’re not so hot at cleaving, Sandy.”

			“I love Max,” she says angrily.

			“As I understand cleaving, it means that in any conflict between your family and me, you’re supposed to side with me. I’ve never felt that you have—not ever.”

			“OK, I love you and I love Max. What am I supposed to do?”

			“Lindsay Leibowitz thinks maybe your father loves you too much. A reversal of the Elektra Complex, she calls it.”

			“What a perfectly stupid, utterly predictable thing for a shrink to say! What’re you doing in therapy anyhow? You’ve never really told me.”

			“Did you ask?” he said. “Your old man drove me to it. I thought I was doing all right in the world until I met him. He’s spent a fair amount of energy over the years letting me know I don’t measure up. The son of a bitch shot my confidence.” Sandy notes Jeffrey’s eyes begin to water. She’s glad her father isn’t here to see it.

			“My father has a high standard. I’m not sure that I measure up to it myself.”

			“Forgive me, Sandy, but you do measure up. In your father’s book you will always measure up. Just as I never will.”

			“I know he’s not an easy man, my father, but I also happen to think he is a pretty extraordinary one, too.”

			“What does he really have against me?” he says.

			“I suppose he feels you don’t come up to his standard.”

			“Who the hell does?”

			Sandy could think of only two people who did: Michael DeBakey, the Houston heart surgeon, and Walter Payton, the Chicago Bears running back. She mentions neither of them.

			“What do you want me to do?” she says.

			“I want you to find a way to get your father off my back. Have him show me at least minimal respect. And, if he’s feeling magnanimous, I wouldn’t mind his tossing in an apology while he’s at it.” Jeffrey pays the check. She goes home. He returns to the couch in his office.

			Sandy is back in her tub, soaking. The kids are asleep. Diana Krall is singing, softly, on a CD player on the bathroom counter. She has decided that she does indeed want Jeffrey back. She realizes, too, that she has been wrong in not attempting to curb her father’s treatment of her husband. Jeffrey is right; it is of course contempt, not snobbery, that Max had confronted him with from the very beginning. She feels more than a little guilty about trying to pass it off all these years, even to herself, as Max’s oddity. It’s been a failure of imagination on her part, and she feels terrible about it. 

			On the CD player she keeps in her bathroom, Diana Krall is singing “The Night We Called It a Day.” What is it about songs, Sandy wonders? The appropriate sappy ones have a way of turning up just when they shouldn’t. She wasn’t raised to be sentimental. Clear thinking is called for. “There was nothing left to say,” Diana Krall moans, “the night we called it a day.” Bullshit, Sandy thinks. There’s a lot left to say. Jeffrey may be no Michael DeBakey or Walter Payton, but then neither is Max Lansky. Jeffrey is in many ways the perfect husband for her. He lets her work long hours at her firm when required. Allows her, so to speak, a controlling interest in raising their children, which was the way she wanted it. Gives her the freedom she needs without the least jealousy or resentment. Truth is, though it was important that Jeffrey loved her, she wasn’t raised to be a woman smothered by a husband’s love.

			Max has to be told to knock off the way he talked about, thought about, and acted in front of Jeffrey. He is her husband. He loves her, and she loves him. Cleaving; she has to learn to cleave, damnit. She decides to set up a meeting with Max tomorrow, and get this straightened out, or at least she hopes she can get it straightened out. Diana Krall, thank God, had gone on to sing “Dancing in the Dark.”

			Sandy is sitting in the cafeteria at Rush-Presbyterian. She has arrived ten minutes early for a morning coffee meeting with her father. Max never arrives anywhere early but always precisely on time. She has a cup of coffee before her and is studying the passing physicians, in their white or gray coats, trying to make out the names over their left upper breast pockets: Dr. Roger Lowenstein, Dr. Jennifer Kirkpatrick, Dr. Paul Krickstein, Dr. Burton Ginsburg, Dr. Carol Blumenthal, Dr. Sandeep Gupta, Dr. Kelly Isner . . . 

			“I see you are watching my fellow physicians, the goniffim on parade,” says Max, coming up from behind. “I brought you a blueberry muffin, just to remind you to be glad that when you were a kid I never called you Muffy.”

			Max seats himself across from Sandy. He puts three Splendas in his coffee, no cream.

			“Now what’s the reason for this meeting, kid? I’ve got twenty minutes.” Sandy notices that Max’s Bruno Magli loafers are covered with plastic booties. For all she knows, he may be in the middle of a heart surgery and took a break to deal with his daughter.

			“I met with Jeffrey last night and he told me, in effect, that he is not so much divorcing me as divorcing you.”

			“Meaning?”

			“Meaning he’s been suffering under your lack of respect for him and can’t take it any longer.”

			“A joke, right?” Max asks.

			“’Fraid not, Max,” she says. “He means it.”

			“Sorry.” Max says, “I call ’em as I see ’em.”

			“You’ve got to learn to call ’em different—for my sake, and for the sake of your grandchildren. Turns out, whatever your view of Jeffrey, I love him. He’s my husband. And with three kids I’m not so re-marriageable as you might think.”

			Max doesn’t answer directly. Strangely for him, he looks slightly perplexed.

			“What exactly am I supposed to do?” he says.

			“You might call Jeffrey and tell him that you regret you have not respected him the way you should, and that you will be careful not to let it happen in the future.”

			“In other words,” says Max, “an apology. How about something less equivocal, like, ‘I’m sorry if I seem to have underrated you, now go fuck yourself’?”

			“Max, I need you to save my marriage.”

			“I have to think about this,” Max says.

			“Don’t think too long, Daddy, please.” Sandy realizes that she has called him Daddy. The word slipped out. If Max notices—and he doesn’t miss much—he pretends not to have.

			Max looks at his watch. He reminds Sandy that the Bears are playing the Packers at home, it’s a Monday night game, and so he probably won’t have the boys home until past midnight. Sandy asks how Marsha is.

			“Look, kid, I better return to work. I’ll get back to you in a day or two about this Jeffrey business.” He gets up, comes around the table, kisses her on the top of the head, grips her hand in his, squeezes it gently, and walks off.

			That night, 11:23 p.m. on the digital clock in the bathroom, Sandy is in her tub, her nightly soak. Brooding over her meeting earlier in the day with Max at the hospital, she has decided that there is no chance he is going to apologize. She must have been nuts even to ask him. Still, she had to try. A big decision awaits: whether to give up her husband or her father—a lose-lose deal.

			A knock at the door. Ardis should be asleep by now. She is in no mood for one of her daughter’s weepy sessions.

			“Who’s there?” she asks, a touch of petulance in her voice.

			No answer, but the door opens and it is Jeffrey. He is wearing a dark gray suit and red-and-blue rep tie.

			“I’ve some news for you,” he says. “I had a call late this afternoon.”

			“From my father?”

			“The great Max Lansky himself.”

			“Wanting?”

			“Wanting to know if I care to go to the Packers game with him and the boys Monday night. He has an extra ticket.”

			“Really,” says Sandy, sitting up in the tub.

			“There’s more,” Jeffrey says. “He tells me that he has been suffering some sensitivity in his gums on the upper right portion of his mouth, and he’d like to make an appointment to have me look at it.”

			“Did he make one?”

			“He did, for two weeks from today. But your father, being your father, couldn’t hang up without saying, ‘I assume you know what you’re doing.’”

			“What did you say?”

			“I said what I do may not be rocket science, but then neither is cardiac surgery.”

			“And he answered?”

			“He answered, ‘Touché. Pick you and the kids up at 5:30 Monday.’ And hung up.”

			“Well,” says Sandy, “it’s not exactly an apology, but it isn’t too bad for a start.”

			Then Jeffrey kicks off his shoes, removes his jacket, and gets in the tub with Sandy, all slouchy 6'3" of him, socks, shirt, trousers, necktie, wristwatch, and who knows what he has in his pockets.

			“What’re you doing, you moron?” she says, leaning over to touch his cheek.

			“I’m back,” he says, “back for good,” loosening his tie, the old goofy smile on his face.

		

	
		
			Arnheim & Sons

			Arnheim & Sons Optical, Inc., is in its fourth generation. The fraternal twins Eugene and Paul Arnheim took the business over from their father, Chaim, who had learned the craft of lens-making from his father and grandfather in Amsterdam. Having fled the Nazis, Chaim reopened the firm in Chicago in 1938, and it now operates in two floors of a building on North Avenue just west of Damen. His sons greatly expanded the business and eventually came to supply many of the lenses for such large firms as For Eyes and Lenscrafters.

			Spinoza was a lens grinder, Chaim told his sons, emphasizing the historical tradition and honorableness of the work. He kept a large portrait in oil of the philosopher in his office. After their father’s death, Eugene and Paul commissioned a portrait of Chaim Arnheim, which they hung next to that of Spinoza in the same office, which they came to share. They occupied, between them, a large antique partners desk acquired from an antique dealer on Wells Street and at which they worked, facing each other.

			For as far back as either could remember, the twins were never in the least rivalrous. They felt themselves lucky to have each other’s full-time company and support. Their talents and temperaments were different. Eugene was an exceptional athlete during his high-school years and somewhat introverted; Paul was more attractive to women and more outgoing generally. Knowing they were destined for their father’s business, neither took education all that seriously.

			The world seemed to contrive to keep them close. They married pledge sisters from Alpha Epsilon Phi at the University of Illinois; the girls were good friends and grew even closer after marriage. At Arnheim & Sons, Eugene was the inside man, running the day-to-day operations, while Paul hustled up new business and kept current accounts satisfied. Arnheim & Sons prospered under their control, and it made the brothers wealthy men.

			The trouble began when Eugene’s son Charlie was brought into the business.

			Eugene and his wife Susan had had difficulty conceiving. They put themselves through the nightmare of a fertility clinic without result and were about to adopt when Susan, miraculously, or so it seemed, at last became pregnant and stayed pregnant in their twelfth year of marriage.

			Paul remembered Charlie as an attractive child, affectionate, nice-looking. He was a little wild as an adolescent, true, once having been suspended for a week from Highland Park High School for kicking in a locker and then telling off a teacher. Paul never said anything to his brother at the time, but he thought that Eugene was maybe a little too easy on Charlie. The kid seemed to keep pretty much his own hours through high school; there were rumors that he was a heavy pot smoker. Eugene bought him a small BMW to drive in from Glencoe, the suburb where his family lived, to the Chicago campus of the University of Illinois west of the Loop. He didn’t insist the kid work summers as Paul’s daughters did without having to be asked. But, then, Paul recognized that he was fortunate in his girls, both of whom were good students and disciplined self-starters—Miriam had gone to Radcliffe, Rachael to the Rhode Island School of Design. They were a decade older than Charlie, and it seemed to Paul that kids, boys especially, had grown more irresponsible, more childish, during those ten years. Why should Charlie have been any different?

			Upon his graduation, Charlie made some noises about hoping to make it on his own. His first year out of college he entered an executive training program at Marshall Field’s, but things didn’t work out. Retailing didn’t interest him all that much, he said. Eugene and Susan offered him a summer-long trip to Europe to explore new possibilities. But he lasted less than a month, remarking that Europe no longer felt like where the action was; America had the ball now, he said, and America was the place to be. He also said that he had reconsidered the prospect of working for Arnheim & Sons and would like to give it a shot. “My best shot,” he added.

			Charlie seemed to work hard at learning the business, at least for seven months or so. He did monthly shifts with his father and then with his uncle, so that he could learn the business inside and out. He worked with his father in the shop, as Eugene called their small factory, among their thirty-eight employees. He applied himself to understanding payrolls, budgets, accounting worksheets. When Paul took him out with him to introduce himself to customers, Charlie made himself genial, which wasn’t the least difficult for him, for he had more than his share of natural charm: tall, slender, wore clothes well, had a nice smile. Paul never put it in words to any of these customers, but it was clear that he was introducing his clients to the heir apparent, the last male Arnheim.

			And then one morning, across their partners desk, Eugene announced that Charlie was leaving. He had a girlfriend, an Argentine, who had gone to medical school at the University of Chicago, and he was following her home to Buenos Aires. When Paul asked if Charlie was planning to marry this young woman, Eugene said he didn’t know for certain; he wasn’t sure if things had gone quite so far, but he assumed that this must be what his son had in mind.

			“I see,” said Paul, who really didn’t see at all. His first reaction was annoyance at all those months wasted teaching his nephew the business. But he was not about to criticize Charlie, lest it seem in some way a criticism of Eugene.

			“It’s a generation thing,” Paul’s wife Marilyn said. “Nowadays kids don’t get serious until thirty, sometimes later. I’m always hearing stories of some kid deciding at forty-two that he or she wants to go to law or even medical school. Maybe they’re all planning to live to a hundred, when they will die while out jogging. Go figure.”

			Paul couldn’t, quite. He wasn’t sure, either, whether he was pleased or disappointed when, three months later, Charlie came home from Argentina, his relationship over, and decided he wanted to return to Arnheim & Sons.

			“According to Charlie,” Eugene told Paul, “the girl’s family are what passes for upper-class in Argentina, and he didn’t, as he put it, ‘make the social-class cut’ with them. Argentine daughters, unlike American ones, apparently still obey their parents, if you can imagine that.”

			“Did Charlie want to marry the girl?”

			“He didn’t say. Truth is, he doesn’t seem much shaken up.”

			Paul asked no more questions. Eugene said no more about it. And Charlie came back to Arnheim & Sons as if he had been away on an extended vacation. The brothers tried to give Charlie more responsibility and that meant he spent more time with his uncle than his father. His talent was more akin to Paul’s than Eugene’s; he was good working with customers, but impatient with details. Paul decided to send him on the road, in the hope of opening up accounts on the West Coast. He had some success, too. His father and uncle began to feel that Arnheim & Sons might be safe for another generation. Who knew, when Charlie had children, maybe beyond that.

			Then, eight months or so after Charlie’s return, on a Friday afternoon just before closing, Eugene telephoned Paul, who was out calling on customers, on his cell phone to suggest that they meet for a drink at the Standard Club in an hour. Paul was anxious; was something up with his brother’s health?

			“I’ve got some news,” Eugene told his brother.

			“Bad?” Paul asked.

			“Elena Olchek is leaving,” Eugene said. Paul was flooded with relief for a moment, and then became worried. Elena had been with Arnheim & Sons for twenty-five years crafting lenses for people with difficult vision problems, a job that would be hard to find someone else to fill—and one so specialized that it would not be so easy for her to find work elsewhere.

			“Elena sick?”

			“More complicated than that,” Eugene said. 

			“What’s the problem? We pay her well. You’ve always treated her with great regard. She asked us to hire her daughter, we hired her daughter. What’s her name?”

			“That’s the complication,” said Eugene. “Charlie. Charlie knocked up the daughter.”

			“Her name is Marlus, right?” was all Paul could think to say.

			“Some of this is ancient history,” Eugene said. “I first heard about it three months ago. No way Charlie was going to marry the girl. Nor was Marlus about to have an abortion. Serious Catholics, the Olcheks.”

			“It is Marlus,” Paul said, because he had nothing else to say.

			“We lucked out, I suppose,” Eugene said. “The girl had a miscarriage yesterday. But Elena wants nothing further to do with the Arnheim family. I offered her $25,000 to help with expenses before Marlus lost the child, and that was apparently a big mistake.”

			This could have been the moment to hash out the problem Charlie had caused, to talk about Charlie problems in general, but Paul loved his brother too much to say anything that might cause a rift between them, and so they spent the rest of their time discussing how to replace Elena Olchek.

			Paul never brought up Marlus with Charlie. He continued to bring him along in the business. He even turned over a few smaller accounts to him, giving him sole responsibility for managing them. And this Charlie seemed to do well enough, until one Monday morning, opening his mail, Paul discovered that a small firm in the Southwestern suburbs called What Do Eye Care, a company now handled by Charlie, had cancelled all further business with Arnheim & Sons. The letter gave no reason.

			Alma, the secretary he and Eugene shared, told Paul that Charlie had taken a long weekend to go skiing in Vail. Paul decided to call Jim Williams, the head of What Do Eye Care—he was the firm’s founder and Paul had opened the account himself sixteen years ago, so he learned from his files.

			“He called me an anti-Semite,” Williams said.

			“What?”

			“Your nephew took me to a good lunch,” Williams said. “We had agreeable chit-chat, some of it about business, some about sports. Then before dessert and coffee arrived, he went off to the washroom, and when he returned he seemed suddenly changed.”

			“How changed?” Paul asked.

			“I’m not sure, but he seemed different. Next thing I know, out of the blue, he says it.”

			“I’m so sorry, but can I ask if there’s anything you can think you might have said that could have created the impression?”

			Williams was silent. “My wife is Jewish,” he said finally. “My kids are being brought up as Jews.”

			Paul apologized for his nephew’s behavior and asked if it were possible to win his business back. Williams said he had already gone over to a competitor.

			When Charlie returned from Vail, Paul called him into his office, showed him Jim Williams’s letter. 

			“Charlie,” Paul said, “Williams says you called him an anti-Semite.”

			“I did?” Charlie answered, genuinely surprised. “He said that?”

			“Not something I would make up, kid,” Paul said.

			“Is it too late to apologize? I’ll call him. There’s some goddamn misunderstanding here. Why would I do that?”

			“Don’t know,” Paul said, “especially when his wife is Jewish. Anyhow he’s taken his business elsewhere.”

			After this awkward exchange, Paul began to think his nephew was on drugs. He decided not to say anything about it to Eugene. When he and Eugene talked about What Do Eye Care having left Arnheim & Sons, Paul lied; Jim Williams had had a counter-offer from another optical firm so low that he couldn’t refuse it, Paul told him. 

			Another six months or so went by. Then Sylvia Kleiderman, the bookkeeper who had originally been hired by his father, brought Paul three requests for expense reimbursements Charlie had put in for trips to the Northwest, presumably to scare up new business, but for which he claimed to have no receipts, the airline having lost the suitcase in which he had kept them. The expenses came to $7,386. 

			Charlie had never been told to scout up business in the Northwest. He was, Paul surmised, trying to cheat his own family business. He had been given a decent salary, and anything expensive that he might have wanted—a new car, a down payment on an apartment—Paul was fairly certain Eugene would have helped him acquire. The reason for his stealing seemed obvious. 

			That evening Paul stayed late, and after everyone was gone for the day, he went into Charlie’s small office. In the left-hand lowest drawer of Charlie’s desk, he found the only book in his office, a copy of a school text on macroeconomics. Paul opened it, and found it had a hollowed-out center that contained a razor blade and two plastic straws, each cut in half, and three small plastic packets of white powder. 

			“Sylvia tells me that you put in receipts for trips I have no knowledge you ever took,” Paul said to Charlie the next day after going into his nephew’s office and closing the door. 

			“Oh,” Charlie answered, very coolly, Paul thought. “I was in northern California and figured I would check out possibilities in Portland and Seattle. I thought it worth a look-see.”

			“Was it?” Paul asked.

			“I think it was,” Charlie answered. “There’s a firm in Tacoma, name of Corrigan and Wieboldt, that’s supplying most of the optical firms in both cities. And my sense, from talking to retailers, is that we can beat them, both price-wise and on delivery time.”

			“Really?” said Paul. “Sounds interesting. You should write up a report on that.”

			“I had planned to,” said Charlie. “I’ll get to it straightaway.”

			Paul felt a passing wave of admiration for his nephew’s gall. He also felt a stab of pity for the kid, lashed to a drug problem that had locked him into stealing and lying.

			“Charlie,” Paul asked, “are you in any kind of trouble? Do you have any problems that maybe I can help you with?”

			“What kind of trouble would I be in?” he answered. “No, I’m good. Really. I’m cool.”

			Paul had no idea how to bring up the book in Charlie’s desk to Eugene. Yet he knew they couldn’t let Charlie continue working for Arnheim & Sons, at least not in his present condition. If they did, they could only expect the firm to lose more customers and Charlie to do more stealing.

			Paul waited more than a week before bringing up the subject with his brother. He arranged for a table in the far corner of the dining room at Lake Shore, their country club, which was mostly empty at 4:30 on a Sunday afternoon. He had arrived ten or so minutes early to collect himself, to go over what he intended to say.

			Eugene entered in chino pants, a blue button-down collar shirt, and a maroon cashmere sweater. He retained the confident walk of the successful boy athlete. Even though they were not identical, Paul always studied his brother’s face for signs of aging, assuming that his own growing older was proceeding at roughly the same pace. Eight or nine years earlier, Paul had seen on television a 1940s movie called The Corsican Brothers in which Douglas Fairbanks Jr. played both parts of Siamese twins separated at birth, each of whom directly felt the pain undergone by the other. If one brother was flogged in the provinces, the other felt the lashes in Paris; if one brother was wounded in a duel in Paris, the other felt the stab in his flesh in the provinces. The movie, as they say, spoke to Paul. He sometimes thought that he felt more deeply about Eugene than he did about his own wife and daughters.

			“How goes it?” Paul asked, when his brother sat down at his table.

			“All calm on the western front,” Eugene said. “About the eastern front, I’m afraid to look.” Of the two brothers, Eugene was the habitual worrier, with Paul assigned the role of optimist. Eugene was financially frugal, Paul looser, more the sport, with money. He sometimes thought that, taken together, he and Eugene comprised one complete, and rather superior, human being.

			They began by talking about family matters: Paul’s young grandchildren, Eugene’s plan to spend a few weeks on a golf holiday in Arizona with Susan, the prospect of their going in together on a condominium in Sarasota, which they had talked about in a vague way for some while now. After they had ordered coffee, Paul felt he couldn’t hold back any longer.

			“Gene,” he said, “it’s Charlie.”

			“What about Charlie?” Eugene asked.

			“We have a serious problem with Charlie. He’s on drugs. I’m sorry. Cocaine. I’m so sorry.”

			“How do you know?”

			“I was suspicious, and I didn’t tell you. He blew off our client in Oak Lawn, What Do Eye Care, by telling him off. He recently put in fake expense claims for more than seven grand. Going back a bit, there was the defection to Argentina, the incident with Elena Olchek’s daughter. It doesn’t add up to a happy result.”

			“How do you jump from that . . .”

			“Because the other night, after Charlie had left for the day, I went into his office and found the stuff in a book in his office.”

			“You went through my son’s things in his office?” Eugene said. “Jesus, Paul, even I wouldn’t do that.”

			“I felt it was necessary, Genie, or believe me I wouldn’t have.”

			Eugene shook his head. “You should have come to me before rifling through my kid’s things. What you did is out of bounds.”

			“I didn’t rifle anything. I opened a few drawers. I found a book. The main point’s Charlie’s in trouble, and so are we.”

			“You should have come to me first,” Eugene said again.

			“I apologize if I’ve done anything wrong,” Paul said. “But what are we going to do? Charlie is a danger to himself and to the firm.”

			“I’ll talk to him,” Eugene said. “I’ll find out what’s going on. You leave it to me from here on out.” He called for the check, and they sat in awkward silence. After Eugene signed for the check, they rose and left the dining room. Eugene said nothing as he got into his Lexus. Paul watched him pull away as his own Porsche was brought around. 

			Monday morning, in their office, Eugene got up to close the door and returned to his chair behind the partners desk. “I talked to Charlie,” Eugene said, “and he denies the drug thing absolutely.”

			“You didn’t tell him I found evidence in his desk?”

			“Of course not,” Eugene said. “What I said was that you thought his behavior suggested he might have a drug problem.”

			“And he replied?”

			“‘Uncle Paul is full of shit.’ His words. When I asked him why he thought you would tell me this, he said that he thought you might be envious of him.”

			“Envious of what?”

			“Of his success with customers. Some of them, he claims, feel you’re getting older and now you’ve made your pile you’re losing interest in them. That’s what they’ve told him.”

			Paul was astonished. He waited a moment to reply, “You can’t really believe that crap, Gene.”

			“He’s my son,” Eugene said. 

			“I know,” Paul said.

			“Did you actually see the drugs in his desk? Are you 100 percent certain it was cocaine?”

			“I didn’t kitchen test it. I didn’t taste it, I didn’t blow it up my nose, but I saw it. It was there in small clear plastic packets. In a hollowed-out book. Why would I make any of this up? I want my nephew to succeed. I want Arnheim & Sons to go on and on and on.”

			“You’re asking me to believe my boy is a liar, a drug addict, and a thief. That’s a lot to ask, Paul.”

			“It’s the drugs making him steal and lie. You have to help him. We have to help him. The kid’s in trouble.”

			“He tells me there’s no problem. He says the problem’s you.”

			“You believe him. You believe him over me?” 

			“This is a terrible subject,” Eugene said. “We better get off it.”

			 “No, we better stay on it,” Paul said, and suddenly he was yelling. “It’s everything to the future of this business.”

			“You’re out of control,” Eugene said. “Maybe you’re the one on drugs.”

			And then Paul found himself on his feet, and, with no intention of doing so, he slapped his brother. It was an inept, even a slightly effeminate slap; and as soon as it was loose more than anything in the world he wanted it back. He grazed his brother’s cheek with a ragged nail. A thin trickle of blood appeared high on Eugene’s cheekbone. Eugene got to his feet, his fists clenched. Paul stood there. He imagined them tumbling across the partners desk, papers and arms flying, and it seemed ludicrous, melodramatic, comic even.

			Instead Eugene, with a terrifying calm, said, “Leave.”

			Only when he was behind the wheel of his car did Paul notice that his hands were shaking.

			Eugene, usually in the office by 8:30, failed to come in the following day. At 9:30, he called from home.

			“Paul,” he said.

			Before he could say another word, Paul said, “I apologize. I was way out of line. I handled everything all wrong. Please forgive me. Please, Genie.”

			“I’m out of here,” Eugene said. “It’s over. I can’t work with you. Not after last Friday.”

			“One argument, Genie, our only argument.”

			“It was on the worst possible subject,” Eugene said, “the very worst. I’ve nothing more to say.” And he hung up.

			Paul received a call an hour later from Lou Freifeld, the firm’s attorney since their father’s time, to say that Eugene wanted Paul to buy him out and that Freifeld would negotiate on Eugene’s behalf. The terms were reached in a day; documents were Fedexed back and forth; the sale was completed in a week.

			The Arnheim twins never spoke again.

			Paul tried to run the firm alone, but after three years found himself exhausted and, his physician found, during his most recent yearly physical, he had incipient ulcers. One man alone could not run Arnheim & Sons. Paul arranged to sell the company to a large firm in Atlanta called Omni Optical. As part of the sale, Paul agreed to stay on for a year. And so Arnheim & Sons died in its ninety-seventh year. When he departed the premises, Paul took with him only the paintings of Spinoza and his father Chaim. He left the partners desk behind.

			Eugene retired to Sarasota soon after the split. Later, Paul and Marilyn settled in Palm Springs, where, almost daily, he thought about picking up the phone and calling his brother. Once, a few years after their breakup, he did call and, to his relief, got his brother’s voice mail: “Gene,” he said, “it’s Paul. Call me when you get a chance: 760-492-3884.” Eugene never did.

			Charlie left Arnheim & Sons with his father, of course. Two years later, he tearfully confessed to his parents that he did in fact have a cocaine problem and needed help. Eugene thought of calling Paul and telling him he was right, but decided it was too late for that. What was done was done. At considerable expense, he sent Charlie to Hazelden. There, alongside rock musicians, movie starlets, and wealthy young hedge-fund operators and their wives, he conquered his addiction. Not long after he got out of Hazelden, with his father’s financial help, Charlie enrolled at John Kent Law School, attending classes at night.

			Charles W. Arnheim is today one of Chicago’s most successful personal-injury lawyers.
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