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Chapter 1

F

rancesca Thayer sat at her desk until the gures started to blur before her eyes. She ha
been over them a thousand times in the past two months—and had just spent the entir
weekend trying to crunch numbers. They always came out the same. It was three o’clock i
the morning and her long wavy blond hair was a tangled mess as she unconsciously ran he
hands through it again. She was trying to save her business and her house, and so far sh
hadn’t been able to come up with a solution. Her stomach turned over as she thought o
losing both.
She and Todd had started the business together four years ago. They’d opened an a
gallery in New York’s West Village where they specialized in showing the work of emergin
artists at extremely reasonable prices. She had a deep commitment to the artists sh
represented. Her experience in the art world had been extensive, although Todd had none a
all. Before that, she had run two other galleries, one uptown after she graduated, and th
other in Tribeca. But this gallery that they had started together was her dream. She had
degree in ne arts, her father was a well-known artist who had become very successful i
recent years, and the gallery she shared with Todd had gotten excellent reviews. Todd was a
avid collector of contemporary work, and he thought that helping her start the gallery woul
be fun. At the time, Todd was tired of his own career on Wall Street as an attorney. He had
considerable amount of money saved and gured he could coast for a few years. The busine
plan he had developed for them showed them making money within three years. He hadn
counted on Francesca’s passion for less expensive work by entirely unknown artists, helpin
them whenever possible, nor had he realized that her main goal was showcasing the work
but not necessarily making a lot of money at it. Her hunger for nancial success was far mor
limited than his. She was as much a patron of the arts as a gallerist. Todd was in it to mak
money. He thought it would be exciting and a welcome change of career for him after yea
of doing tax and estate work for an important law rm. But now he said he was tired o
listening to their bleeding-heart artists, watching his nest egg dwindle to next to nothing, an
being poor. As far as Todd was concerned, this was no longer fun. He was forty years old
and wanted to make real money again. When he talked to her about it he had already line
up a job at a Wall Street rm. They were promising him a partnership within a year. As far a
selling art was concerned, he was done.
Francesca wanted to stick with it and make the gallery a success, whatever it took. An
unlike Todd, she didn’t mind being broke. But in the past year, their relationship had begu
to unravel, which made their business even less appealing to him. They argued abou
everything, what they did, who they saw, what to do about the gallery. She found the artist
worked with them, and curated the shows. Todd handled the money end of things and pai
the bills.
The worst of it was that their relationship was over now too. They had been together fo
five years. Francesca had just turned thirty when she met him, and Todd was thirty-five.
It was hard for her to believe that a relationship that had seemed so solid could fall apa
so totally in a year. They had never wanted to get married and now they disagreed about tha
too. When Todd hit forty, he suddenly decided he wanted a conventional life. Marriage wa

sounding good to him and he didn’t want to wait much longer to have kids. At thirty- ve, sh
still wanted what she had when they met ve years before. They had talked about mayb
having kids one day, but she wanted to turn their gallery into a success rst. Francesca ha
been very honest with him about marriage when they met, that she had an aversion to it. Sh
had had a front-row seat all her life to her mother’s obsession with getting married—and sh
watched her screw it up ve times. Francesca had spent her entire life trying not to make th
same mistakes. Her mother had always been an embarrassment to her. And she had no desir
whatsoever to start emulating her now.
Francesca’s parents had gotten divorced when she was six. She had also watched he
extremely handsome, charming, irresponsible father drift in and out of relationships, usuall
with very young girls who never lasted in his life for more than six months. That, combine
with her mother’s fetish for marriage, had made Francesca commitment-phobic until she me
Todd. His parents’ own bitter divorce when he was fourteen had made him skittish abou
marriage too. They had had that in common, but now he had begun to think that marriag
made sense. He told her he was tired of their bohemian lifestyle where people lived togethe
and thought it was ne to have kids without getting married. As soon as Todd blew out th
candles on his fortieth birthday cake, it was as if a switch were turned on, and without an
warning, he turned traditional on her. Francesca preferred things exactly as they were an
had always been.
Now suddenly, in recent months, all of Todd’s friends seemed to live uptown. H
complained about the West Village where they lived, and which she loved. He thought th
neighborhood and people in it looked scuzzy. To complicate matters further, not long afte
they opened the gallery, they had fallen in love with a house that was in serious disrepai
They had discovered it on a snowy December afternoon and were instantly excited, and ha
gotten it at a great price because of the condition it was in. They restored it together, doin
most of the work themselves. If they weren’t working in the gallery, they were busy with th
house, and within a year everything in it gleamed. They bought furniture at garage sales, an
little by little they had turned it into a home they loved. Now Todd claimed that he had spen
all of the last four years lying under a leaky sink, or making repairs. He wanted an eas
modern condominium where someone else did all the work. Francesca was desperatel
fighting for the life of their business and the house. Despite the failure of the relationship, sh
wanted to keep both, and didn’t see how she could. It was bad enough losing Todd withou
losing the gallery and her home too.
They had both tried everything they could to save the relationship, to no avail. They ha
gone to couples counseling and individual therapy. They had taken a two-month break. The
had talked and communicated until they were blue in the face. They had compromised o
everything they could. But he wanted to close or sell the gallery, which would have broke
her heart. And he wanted to get married and have kids and she didn’t, or at least not yet—
and maybe never. The idea of marriage still made her cringe, even to a man she loved. Sh
thought his new friends were dreary beyond belief. He thought their old ones were limite
and trite. He said he was tired of vegans, starving artists, and what he considered left-win
ideals. She had no idea how they had grown so far apart in a few short years, but they had.
They had spent last summer apart, doing di erent things. Instead of sailing in Maine a
they usually did, she spent three weeks in an artists’ colony, while he went to Europe an

traveled with friends and went to the Hamptons on weekends. By September, a year after th
ghting had begun, they both knew it was hopeless and agreed to give up. What they couldn
agree on was what to do about the gallery and the house. She had put everything she had an
could scrape up into her half of the house, and now if she wanted to keep it, he expected he
to buy him out, or agree to sell it. They had less invested in the business, and what he wante
from her was fair. The problem was that she just didn’t have it. He was giving her time t
gure it out. Now it was November, and she was no closer to a solution than she had bee
two months before. He was waiting for her to get sensible and finally give up.
Todd wanted to sell the house by the end of the year, or recoup his share. And he wante
to be out of the business by then too. He was still helping her on weekends when he ha
time, but his heart was no longer in it, and it was becoming increasingly stressful for both o
them to live under one roof in a relationship that was dead. They hadn’t slept with each othe
in months, and whenever possible he spent the weekend with friends. It was sad for both o
them. Francesca was upset about ending the relationship, but she was equally stressed abou
the gallery and the house. She had the bitter taste of defeat in her mouth, and she hate
everything about it. It was bad enough that their relationship had failed— ve years seeme
like a long time to wind up at ground zero in her life again. Closing the gallery, or selling i
and losing the house was just more than she could bear. But as she sat staring at the number
in an old sweatshirt and jeans, she could nd no magic there. No matter how she added
subtracted, or multiplied, she just didn’t have the money to buy him out. Tears rolled dow
her cheeks as she looked at the amounts again.
She knew exactly what her mother was going to say. She had been vehemently opposed t
Francesca going into business and buying a house with a man she loved but didn’t intend t
marry. She thought it was the worst possible combination of investment and romance. “An
what happens when you break up?” her mother had asked, assuming it was inevitable, sinc
all of her own relationships had ended in divorce. “How will you work that out, with n
alimony and no settlement?” Her mother thought that all relationships had to start with
prenup and end with spousal support.
“We’d work it out just like your divorces, Mom,” Francesca had answered, annoyed by th
suggestion, as she was by most of what her mother said. “With good lawyers, and as muc
love for each other as we can muster at that point, if that happens, and good manners an
respect.”
All of her mother’s divorces had been on decent terms, and she was friendly with all he
former husbands, and they still adored her. Thalia Hamish Anders Thayer Johnson di Sa
Giovane was beautiful, chic, spoiled, self-centered, larger than life, glamorous, and a litt
crazy by most people’s standards. Francesca referred to her as “colorful” when she was tryin
to be nice about her. But in fact, her mother had been an agonizing humiliation for her all he
life. She had married three Americans and two Europeans. Both of her European husband
one British and one Italian, had titles. She had been divorced four times, and widowed th
last time. Her husbands had been a very successful writer, Francesca’s father, the artist, th
scion of a famous British banking family, a Texas land developer who left her comfortab
with a big settlement and two shopping malls, which in turn had allowed her to marry
penniless but extremely charming Italian count, who died eight months later in a terrible ca
accident in Rome in his Ferrari.

As far as Francesca was concerned, her mother came from another planet. The two wome
had nothing in common. And now of course she would say “I told you so” when Francesc
told her that the relationship was over, which Francesca hadn’t had the guts to do yet. Sh
didn’t want to hear what she would have to say about it.
Her mother hadn’t o ered to help her when Francesca bought the house and opened th
gallery, and she knew she wouldn’t help her now. She thought the house a foolhard
investment and didn’t like the neighborhood, and like Todd, she would advise Francesca t
sell it. If they did, they would both make a pro t. But Francesca didn’t want the money, sh
wanted to stay in the house, and she was convinced there was a way to do it. She just hadn
found it yet. And her mother would be no help with that. She never was. Francesca’s mothe
wasn’t a practical woman. She had relied on men all her life, and used the alimony an
settlements they gave her to support her jet-set lifestyle. She had never made a penny on he
own, only by getting married or divorced, which seemed like prostitution to Francesca.
Francesca was totally independent and wanted to stay that way. Watching her mother’s lif
had made her determined never to rely on anyone—and particularly not a man. She was a
only child. Her father, Henry Thayer, was no more sensible than her mother. He had been
starving artist for years, a charming ake and a womanizer, until, eleven years ago, he ha
the incredible good fortune to meet Avery Willis, when he was fty-four. He had hired her a
an attorney to help him with a lawsuit, which she won for him, against an art dealer who ha
cheated him out of money. She then helped him invest it instead of letting him spend it o
women. And with the only genius he had ever shown, in Francesca’s opinion, he had marrie
Avery a year later, she for the rst time at fty, and in ten years she had helped him build
solid fortune, with an investment portfolio and some excellent real estate. She talked him
into buying a building in SoHo, where he and Avery still lived and he still painted. They als
had a weekend house in Connecticut now. Avery had become his agent and his prices ha
skyrocketed along with his nancial a airs. And for the rst time in his life he had bee
smart enough to be faithful. Henry thought his wife walked on water—he adored her. Othe
than Francesca’s mother, she was the only woman he’d committed to by marrying her. Aver
was as different from Thalia as two women could ever get.
Avery had a respectable career as a lawyer, and never had to be dependent on a man. He
husband was her only client now. She wasn’t glamorous, although she was good-looking, an
she was a solid, practical person with an excellent mind. She and Francesca had been craz
about each other from the rst time they met. She was old enough to be Francesca’s mothe
but didn’t want to be one. She had no children of her own, and until she got married she ha
the same distrust of marriage that Francesca did. She also had what she referred to as craz
parents. Francesca and her stepmother had been close friends for the last ten years. At sixty
Avery still looked natural and youthful. She was only two years younger than Francesca
mother, but Thalia was an entirely different breed.
All Thalia wanted now at sixty-two was to nd another husband. She was convinced tha
her sixth would be her nal and best one. Francesca wasn’t as sure, and hoped she’d have th
brains not to do it again. She was sure that her mother’s determined search for number s
had frightened all possible candidates away. It was hard to believe she had been widowe
and unmarried for sixteen years now, despite a urry of a airs. And she was still a prett
woman. Her mother had had ve husbands by the time she was forty- ve. She always sai

wistfully that she wished she were fty again, which she felt would have given her a bette
chance to find another husband than at the age she was now.
Avery was totally happy just as she was, married to a man she adored, and whose quirk
she tolerated with good humor. She had no illusions about how badly behaved her husban
had been before her. He had slept with hundreds of women on both coasts and throughou
Europe. He liked to say he’d been a “bad boy” before he met Avery, and Francesca knew ho
right he was. He had been bad, in terms of how irresponsible he had been, and a lous
husband and father, and he would be a “boy” till the day he died, even if he lived to b
ninety. Her father was a child, despite his enormous artistic talent, and her mother wasn
much better, only she didn’t have the talent.
Avery was the only sensible person in Francesca’s life, with both feet on the ground. An
she had been a huge blessing to Francesca’s father, and to her as well. She wanted Avery
advice now, but hadn’t had the guts to call her yet either. It was so hard admitting she ha
failed on every front. In her relationship, and in her struggling business, particularly if sh
had to close it or sell it. She couldn’t even keep the house she loved on Charles Street unle
she could nd the money to pay Todd. And how the hell was she going to do that? Bottom
line, she just didn’t have the money. And even Avery couldn’t work magic with that.
Francesca nally turned o the light in her o ce next to her bedroom. She started to hea
downstairs to the kitchen to make a cup of warm milk to help her sleep, and as she did, sh
heard a persistent dripping sound, and saw that there was a small leak coming from th
skylight. The water was hitting the banister and running slowly down it. It was a leak they
had before, which Todd had tried to x several times, but it had started again in the har
November rains, and he wasn’t there that night to x it. He kept telling her that she’d neve
be able to maintain the house by herself, and maybe he was right. But she wanted to try. Sh
didn’t care if the roof leaked, or the house came down around her. Whatever it took
whatever she had to do, Francesca wasn’t ready to give up.
With a determined look, she headed down to the kitchen. On her way back up, she put
towel on the banister to absorb the leak. There was nothing else she could do until she tol
Todd about it in the morning. He was away for the weekend with friends, but he could de
with it when he got home. It was exactly why he wanted to sell the house. He was tired o
coping with the problems, and if they weren’t going to live there together, he didn’t want t
own it. He wanted out. And if she could nd a way to pay him, the problems were going t
be all hers, on her own. With a sigh, Francesca walked back upstairs to her bedroom, an
promised herself she’d call her stepmother in the morning. Maybe she could think o
something that Francesca hadn’t. It was her only hope. She wanted her leaky house and he
struggling gallery with its fteen emerging artists. She had invested four years in both, an
no matter what Todd and her mother thought, she refused to give up her dream or her home

Chapter 2

T

he call to Avery was easier to make the next morning than Francesca had expected. Onc
she spoke to her, she felt better. They chatted for a few minutes and laughed about he
father’s latest antics. In many ways, he was charmingly adolescent, which Avery foun
lovable, and Francesca had learned to forgive his failings as a father. And after an eas
exchange Francesca got down to business and told her what was going on. With a catch in he
throat, she told her about the breakup with Todd, and her dilemma about the gallery and th
house, and how upset she was.
“I’m so sorry to hear it,” Avery said immediately with compassion. “I had a feelin
something like that was going on. We haven’t seen much of Todd in the last few months.” I
fact, they hadn’t seen him at all, and Francesca had visited them alone in Connecticut sever
times that summer. She had made excuses for him, but Avery had suspected there was mor
to it than that. And Henry had said as much himself, but didn’t want to pry and intrude on h
daughter, who was always extremely private. “She’ll tell us when she’s ready, if something
going on,” he had commented to Avery, who agreed with him. So when she heard the new
she wasn’t entirely surprised. “And that’s tough about the gallery and the business. Are yo
losing money at the gallery?” She wondered if Francesca could sell it.
“Not really. But we’re barely breaking even. I don’t think anyone would buy it with n
pro t. Todd thinks that if I raised prices, I’d be showing a pro t in another two or thre
years, but he says that if I stick to emerging artists, it’s never going to be a big money-make
and I really don’t want to start selling bigger artists. That’s a whole di erent deal and no
what I wanted to do when I opened.” She was very idealistic about art, which was one o
Todd’s complaints about their business. He wanted to get more commercial to increase wha
they made, and it was a compromise Francesca hadn’t wanted to make, but she realized tha
now maybe she’d have to, although she would hate to do it. She loved serious artists, even
they were unknown, and commercial art wasn’t her thing, even if it was Todd’s. She had ju
acquired a new Japanese artist, who she felt had enormous talent. He had received grea
reviews on his rst show, and she was selling his work for next to nothing. But she didn’t fe
she could charge more for an unknown. She was very ethical about what she sold, and ho
she sold it.
“You may have to compromise a little on your ideals, and sell a few midcareer artists
Avery told her practically. She had learned a great deal about art from Francesca’s father, an
knew a lot about the business end of it. But his art was in a whole di erent league, an
thanks to Avery, his work now sold for huge prices. “Why don’t we talk about the hous
rst? Have you got anything you can sell to raise the money to pay Todd his half?” she aske
practically, and Francesca felt miserable. She didn’t. That was the whole problem.
“No, I don’t. I put everything I had into the house. I can barely scrape up my share of th
mortgage payments every month. I’ve gured out what I can do about that. I can take i
roommates. I think with three, I can make it, which would solve that problem at least.”
“I can’t see you living with strangers,” Avery said honestly. She knew her stepdaughter wa
an extremely private person, and as an only child she had always been something of a lone
But if she was willing to take in roommates, it would certainly help. It told Avery just ho

determined she was to keep the house, knowing that having roommates in her home woul
be a big sacri ce for her. “But I guess if you can stand it, it solves the issue of the monthl
payments. What about the rest that you’d owe Todd if you keep the house?” Avery sounde
pensive as she asked her, and then suddenly out of the blue she had an idea. “I don’t kno
how you feel about it, but you have six paintings of your father’s. They’re some of his be
early work, and they’d bring a lot at auction. Enough to pay your whole payment to Todd,
think, if you’re willing to sell them. I can even call his principal gallery uptown. They’d g
crazy to get their hands on his early work. There’s always a market for it.”
Francesca winced as Avery said it. Just thinking about it made her feel guilty. She couldn
imagine selling her father’s work, and she never had before. But she’d never been th
desperate before either, and she had nothing else to sell. “How do you think he’d feel abou
it?” Francesca asked, sounding worried. He was a little crazy, and a ake, but he was still he
father and she loved him, and she had a deep respect for his work. She loved the six painting
she had.
“I think he’d understand,” Avery said gently. “Before we got married, he was always sellin
something to stay alive. He knows better than most people what that’s like. He even sold
small Pollock once to pay your mother money he owed her. You do what you have to
Francesca.” She was a practical woman, which was why Francesca had wanted to talk to he
more than to her parents.
“Maybe I could get by with selling ve. That way I could keep one. Daddy gave those t
me. I feel like a real jerk selling them to buy a house.”
“It doesn’t sound like you have any other options.”
“No, I don’t.” And she hadn’t thought of the paintings. She had absolutely nothing else wit
which to pay Todd. For a minute, she thought of agreeing to sell the house instead of th
paintings. But she didn’t want to do that either. “Why don’t you call his gallery and see wha
they say? If they can get a decent price for them, I guess I’ll sell them. But only o er them
ve. I want to try and keep at least one.” She was extremely sentimental about them. Th
was going to be a big sacrifice for her, yet another one.
“I’ll do that,” Avery assured her. “They have a list of collectors for his work. I suspe
they’ll pounce on them pretty quickly, unless you want to wait and sell them at auction.”
“I can’t wait,” Francesca said honestly. “Todd has been wanting to sell the house fo
months, and I promised him I’d pay him or let him sell the house by the end of the yea
That’s less than two months away. I don’t have time to wait for an auction.”
“Then we’ll see what the gallery says. I’ll call them as soon as we hang up.” And she ha
another idea then too, although she wasn’t sure what her husband would say about it. Sh
shared her idea with Francesca. “Your father’s been very excited about what you’re doing a
the gallery ever since you opened. He loves emerging artists the way you do. I’m ju
wondering if he’d like to go into partnership with you, kind of as a silent partner, not tha
your father is silent about anything. But it might be exciting for him to help you with thi
until the gallery starts to make a pro t. From what you said, Todd wants a pretty sma
amount for his share.” He had been very fair about it. What he wanted was more of a toke
payment, barely more than what he had put into it in the rst place. The house was
di erent story, and had appreciated considerably in four years, but he was being fair abou
that too. He was counting on getting more money out of the house, so he could buy a

apartment. He had been very decent through the entire breakup and the untangling of the
joint holdings. It was hard and a big disappointment for him too. They had never expecte
this to happen, but they were both sure now that it couldn’t be worked out, and they bot
wanted to get it over with quickly. Francesca was moving as fast as she could, given th
enormity of the problem for her.
“I never thought of asking my father to invest in the gallery,” Francesca said, soundin
intrigued by the idea. “Do you think he’d do it?”
“He might. It would be exciting for him, and I’m sure he’d like to help you. It’s not a b
investment. Why don’t you have lunch with him and ask him?” Francesca liked the idea, an
he was far more likely to help her than her mother, who had disapproved of both projec
right from the beginning. She never had any interest whatsoever in art, although she ha
several of his now-very-valuable paintings too. She had hung on to them more out o
sentiment than because of their value, but now they were a windfall for her. Thalia had a
least a dozen of his early works, which were going for such high prices. She always said sh
would never sell them. Francesca never thought she would have to either.
“I’ll call him and ask him to lunch tomorrow,” Francesca said, sounding hopeful for the fir
time in two months. “You’re a miracle worker, Avery, and a genius. My father is so dam
lucky to have you.”
“No luckier than I am to have him. He’s a good guy, especially now that he’s not a collecto
of women.” She had met several of his old girlfriends, and liked a lot of them, although som
of them seemed pretty crazy to her. She was far more down to earth than any woman he ha
ever dated before her. And she had a fondness for Francesca’s mother too. Thalia was s
outrageous in her own way, that Avery found it hard not to love her, and be amused by he
But she could also understand Francesca’s discomfort about her. Even Avery had to conced
that Thalia would be embarrassing as a mother, particularly for a child who wanted a mothe
like everyone else’s. Thalia was de nitely not one of those. And Henry was fairly eccentr
and freewheeling too. They were anything but traditional parents, and Francesca had becom
extremely self-e acing as a result. The one thing she didn’t want when she grew up was to b
like them, and she wasn’t. She was much more like Avery than like either of her biologic
parents. And Avery was aware too of what an odd match Henry and Thalia must have been
They were entirely di erent people, and she was surprised the marriage had even laste
seven years. The only good thing to come out of it was their daughter, and Henry and Thal
were now casual friends. But Thalia liked Avery a great deal. They all did. One had to respe
her, and everyone liked her easy, friendly, intelligent ways. She was a smart, wholesom
unassuming, real person. Everything Francesca’s mother wasn’t.
“I think you’ve solved all my problems,” Francesca said with a sigh of relief.
“Not really. I still have to call your father’s dealer, and you have to talk to your fathe
about the gallery. But I think we’re o to a good start,” Avery said encouragingly, and sh
was hopeful it would work out for her. She loved Francesca, thought she was a good person
and she deserved some reward for her hard work. She hated to see her lose everythin
because of the breakup with Todd.
“I knew you’d help me gure out something,” Francesca said, sounding happy and hopefu
for the rst time in months. “I just couldn’t see where to go with all this. I couldn’t nd
solution.”

“You’re too close to it,” Avery said simply. “Sometimes it takes an outsider to come u
with a plan. Let’s hope this all works. I’ll let you know what your dad’s dealer says, as soo
as I talk to him. Your timing is pretty good. They’ll be going to Art Basel in Miami prett
soon, and if he doesn’t have any collectors waiting for your dad’s early work, he’ll see a lot o
other people there. You might just have your money by the end of the year.”
“That’ll make Todd happy,” Francesca said sadly, thinking of him.
“It should make you happy too if you get to keep the house,” Avery said. With or without
marriage license, they had a lot to work out and split up. It was almost as bad as a divorce.
“I’ll be happy with the house,” Francesca con rmed. “I guess I’d better tell my paren
about Todd. To be honest, I dread it. Dad will be okay about it, but my mother is going t
remind me seven hundred times that she warned me of this in the beginning. She thought w
were crazy to buy the house and start the business without being married.”
“That’s what people do these days. A lot of people who live together make join
investments.”
“Tell her that,” Francesca said with a wry grin.
“I wouldn’t want to try,” Avery said, and they both laughed. Thalia had a million of he
own opinions, and it was impossible to sway her in any direction other than her own.
“I’ll call Dad and set up lunch with him. And I’ll call my mother about Todd. Let me kno
what the dealer says.”
“I will. I promise. And keep your chin up in the meantime. We’ll work it out,” Aver
reassured her, and a moment later they both hung up. It was what her mother should hav
said and never would have. Thalia was more an Auntie Mame than a mother. And Avery wa
more of a friend.
Francesca sat at her desk, thinking for a long moment before she picked up the phon
again. She was feeling better after her conversation with her stepmother. Avery had helpe
her, just as Francesca hoped she would. She always came through, and had some truly good
solid ideas, which usually worked, just as they had for Francesca’s father. He had been s
impressed with her in the beginning, and still was. She had wrought miracles for him, and th
proof was in their very comfortable lifestyle. Avery had money of her own too. She’d had
lucrative career and invested well. And the idea of being dependent on anyone other tha
herself would have made her laugh. As she put it, she hadn’t worked her ass o all her life i
order to be dependent on a man. She did what she wanted with her money—and always had
None of that had changed when she got married. Henry had bene ted far more than she from
their relationship. Financially, he had needed her, she didn’t need him. But emotionally, the
were dependent on each other, which seemed like the way it should be to Francesca. Sh
thought she had had that with Todd, but she didn’t. And now they were pulling everythin
apart, and it hurt. A lot.
Francesca’s next call was to her mother. Thalia barely asked her how she was, an
launched into a long conversation about herself, what she was doing, who she was annoye
at, what a terrible job her decorator was doing, what bad investments her stockbroker ha
made recently, and what a worry it was for her.
“It’s not like I have a husband to support me,” she lamented.
“You don’t need a husband,” Francesca reminded her practically. “Don left you se
forever.” Her two shopping malls had grown to ten over the years, and she had othe

investments as well. She wasn’t the pauper she pretended to be, by any means. And he
small, chic penthouse apartment on Fifth Avenue was ample testimony to that. It was
beautiful place with a splendid view of Central Park.
“I didn’t say he didn’t. But it’s very unnerving not having a husband to protect me,” sh
said, sounding momentarily small, which she wasn’t either. And Francesca didn’t say that sh
should be used to it by now, sixteen years after her last husband had died in Rome. He ha
left her with the title of Contessa, which she enjoyed very much. Thalia was only sorry h
hadn’t been a prince, and she had admitted to Francesca years before that she would hav
loved to be a princess, but countess wasn’t bad. She was the Contessa di San Giovane.
Francesca decided to dive in then at one gulp. “Todd and I broke up,” she said quietly
waiting for her mother’s reaction.
“When did that happen?” Her mother sounded startled, as though she had suspecte
nothing, unlike Avery and her father.
“It’s been coming for the last several months. We tried to work it out, but we couldn’t. He
going back to working at a law rm, and he wants me to buy him out of the gallery and th
house.”
“Can you afford to?” her mother asked her bluntly. It wasn’t sympathy, just a question.
“Not yet. But I’m hoping to work it out by the end of the year.” She didn’t tell her mothe
that she had discussed it with Avery, and asked for her advice. She didn’t want to hurt he
mother’s feelings. But Avery’s advice was a lot more useful than her mother’s, who relied o
other people to manage her money. Avery made all the big decisions herself.
“I told you that you shouldn’t have bought a house and started a business with him. That
a crazy thing to do if you’re not married, and guaranteed to turn into a mess. Is he bein
di cult about it?” Thalia had liked him, but not the fact that neither of them wanted to ge
married. She strongly disapproved of that, and in some ways was very old-fashioned.
“Not at all, Mom. He’s being very nice. But he wants to get his money out of the hous
and a little bit out of the business.”
“Can you do all that?”
“Maybe. If not, I’ll have to sell the house and close the gallery. I’m trying my best not to.”
“What a shame you got all enmeshed with him. I never thought it was a good idea.” Sh
never let her daughter forget it.
“Yes, I know, Mother. But we thought we had a sure thing.”
“We all do, until it falls apart. And when it does, you’re much better o with alimony an
a settlement than just a broken heart.” It was the only thing she knew, and the only caree
she’d ever had.
“Alimony’s not a job, Mom. Or at least not the one I want. Hopefully, I’ll be able to work
out.” As usual, her mother annoyed her.
“Why don’t you just sell the house? You can’t handle it without him anyway. The place
always falling apart.” It was exactly what Todd had said to her, that she would never be ab
to manage it alone. She was determined to prove both of them wrong. “Can you even cove
the mortgage payments?” her mother asked her, without o ering to help her. But Francesc
wasn’t surprised. So far the conversation had gone exactly as she had expected, starting wit
“I told you so.” There were no surprises here. There never were with her mother.
“I’m planning to take in roommates to help cover the payments,” Francesca said in a tens

tone.
Her mother responded instantly with horror. “Are you insane? That’s like havin
hitchhikers in your house. Are you serious? Rent to strangers?”
“I don’t have any other choice, and I want to keep the house, Mom. I’ll be careful who
rent to. I’m not going to put up signs on the street. And I’ll check them out carefully first.”
“You’ll end up with an ax murderer in your house,” her mother said, sounding distressed.
“I hope not. Hopefully, I’ll find some good ones.”
“I think that’s a terrible idea, and you’ll regret it.”
“If I do, you can remind me that you told me so,” Francesca said wryly. She knew he
mother too well. Thalia always reminded her of her mistakes and that she had warned he
beforehand.
“I want you to rethink that,” Thalia persisted.
“I can’t,” Francesca said honestly. “I can’t make the mortgage payments otherwise withou
Todd. Once the gallery starts making money, I can give up the roommates. But for now,
have no other choice. I’ll have to bite the bullet on that one.” And all else. She was going t
have to give up a lot to keep the gallery and the house, her privacy in taking in roommates t
pay the mortgage, her father’s paintings to buy Todd out, and if her father didn’t want t
invest in the gallery, she might lose it entirely. It was all upsetting to think about.
“I think it’s utterly crazy. I won’t sleep at night, worrying about who else is living at you
house.”
“There’s safety in numbers. With three of them, I should be fine.”
“Should, but maybe won’t be. And if they sign a lease, you’ll be stuck with them for th
duration of the lease. You can’t just throw them out if you don’t like them after a while.”
“No, I can’t. So I’d better pick good ones,” Francesca said practically.
She got o the phone as quickly as she could after that. She had told her mother all th
pertinent information, that she and Todd were breaking up and she was trying to keep th
gallery and the house. She didn’t need to know more than that, nor the gory details. And he
mother had done just as predicted. She had criticized her, and o ered no help at all. Som
things never changed.
Her call to her father was easier and quicker. All she did was invite him to lunch the nex
day, and he accepted. She was planning to tell him everything then and he was much mor
easygoing than her mother. They agreed to meet at La Goulue for lunch, which was h
favorite restaurant uptown. It was close to his gallery and he went there often. He was pa
of the celebrity landscape there. He sounded happy to hear from her.
“Everything okay?” he asked her before they hung up. He wondered what it was about. Sh
rarely invited him to lunch.
“Okay enough. We can talk about it tomorrow.”
“All right. I can’t wait to see you,” he said pleasantly. He still had the voice of a young ma
on the phone although he was sixty- ve. And he looked far younger than his years as well, a
did his wife. Francesca thought her mother looked older than Avery, and being desperate t
nd a new man gave her a certain frantic look of desperation, and had for years. Her fathe
was far more relaxed and free and easy. It was his nature, but he also had Avery at his sid
Her mother hadn’t had a serious relationship in years. Francesca had a theory that she wante
one too badly, and it showed. It was a good lesson for her to remember herself now, as sh

had to face the dating world again, for the first time in five years.
The thought of it depressed her profoundly, and she wasn’t even remotely ready to thin
about going out with other men yet. She couldn’t help wishing that she would never have t
face dating again. She wasn’t looking forward to it. As far as she was concerned, it was th
worst of all possible worlds. She had to look for three roommates to share her house if sh
found the money to keep it, and eventually she’d have to start dating again, if she didn’t wan
to be alone for the rest of her life. It was a big decision, but not one she had to face in th
immediate future. Todd hadn’t even moved out yet.
Her lunch with her father the next day went smoothly. He hopped out of a cab in front o
La Goulue, just as she was arriving, after a brisk walk from the subway. And as always, h
was looking very dashing. He was wearing a black and white tweed coat he had bought i
Paris years before, the collar raised against the wind, a battered Borsalino hat he had bough
in Florence, boots, and jeans, and he looked half GQ and half artist. He had a lined, cragg
face with a square chin with a deep cleft in it that had fascinated her as a child, and h
instantly put an arm around her and hugged her. He was a much warmer person than he
mother, and he looked delighted to see her.
It was easier to tell him about Todd than she had expected, and he admitted that he wasn
surprised, and told her that he had always thought they were too di erent. Francesca ha
never thought so. She thought they had everything in common. And in the beginning the
had, but no more.
“He was just a tourist in the art world,” her father commented as their lunch arrived. H
had ordered onion soup and a dish of haricots verts, which was how he kept his long, lean
slim gure, not unlike her own. And he thrived on Avery’s good healthy cooking. Francesc
was always more haphazard about what she ate, especially lately with Todd gone. Mo
nights she was too lazy to cook herself dinner and had been losing weight since the breakup
“I always gured he’d go back to Wall Street eventually,” her father said as he started in o
the onion soup. Francesca had ordered the crab salad.
“That’s funny,” Francesca said pensively, “I never thought that. I guess you were right. H
says he’s tired of being poor.”
Her father laughed at that. “Yeah, so was I, until Avery saved me.”
She told her father then about trying to buy Todd out of the house, and with a guilty look
she told him that she might sell his paintings, and he was very nice about it. It was easy t
see why women had always loved him. He was easygoing and charming, rarely critical, an
all-forgiving. He made her feel better about it immediately, and assured her he wasn’t upse
about it at all. By the time their co ee arrived, she had gotten up the courage to ask him
about the gallery, and he smiled at her across the table. Avery had warned him about
cryptically, and said she needed his help, and told him to be nice. But he would have bee
anyway. She was his only child, and however unreliable he had been as a father, he wa
essentially a kind man.
“I’m very attered that you would ask me,” he said simply, as he sipped a café ltre. “I’m
not sure I know any more about running a gallery than you do, probably considerably les
But I would very much enjoy being your silent partner for now.” She told him how muc
money she needed to satisfy Todd, and it wasn’t a great deal, but it was more than she had
“You can always buy me out, when the gallery takes o ,” he said con dently. “You’re no

stuck with me forever.”
“Thank you, Dad,” she said, genuinely relieved. They looked very much alike as they sa
smiling at each other. She was deeply grateful for his help and had tears in her eyes. He ha
just helped her save the gallery she had worked so hard on for four years.
She got a call from Avery after lunch that was the rst step to saving the house. He
father’s dealer had been thrilled about the paintings she wanted to sell. He had buyers fo
three of them immediately and thought he could sell two more in Miami in December. Bu
the money from the first three would keep Todd happy for now.
Her father had gone to see his dealer at his gallery, and as Francesca headed toward th
subway to head back downtown, she felt as though she had gotten a reprieve from th
guillotine. Thanks to her father, and the paintings he had given her over the years that ha
increased so much in value, she was going to be able to hang on to her gallery and the hous
she loved so much. It was better than she would ever have dared to dream. As she hurrie
down the stairs to the subway, Francesca broke into a broad smile. She was o to a goo
start, and the breakup with Todd didn’t seem quite so bad now. There was hope. She still ha
a business and a home, and a very nice dad.

Chapter 3

F

rancesca called Todd at his o ce to tell him the news as soon as she got home. She tol
him she expected to have the money, or a good part of it for him, in the next few week
Her father had promised that Avery would write her a check for Todd’s share of the galler
the next day. And Avery said that the gallery would give her a check for the rst thre
paintings within the month. Todd was more than comfortable with that.
“I guess that means I’d better start looking for an apartment,” he said sadly at the othe
end of the phone. “I’ll check some out this weekend,” he promised, and it felt like a knife i
her heart. Although they’d been talking about his moving out for months, and he was neve
there on the weekends now, it suddenly felt all too real. It was over.
“There’s no rush,” she said softly. They had loved each other and thought they would b
together forever, and they were both sad that it hadn’t worked out. It was easie
concentrating on the business details about the gallery and the house than talking about th
loss to both of them. It was the death of a dream. They had both survived other faile
relationships before, but neither of them had ever lived with anyone else. Suddenly, it reall
did feel like a divorce. She wondered what they would do about all the things they ha
bought together—the couch, the lamps, the dishes, the living room rug they both liked. It wa
painful to think about that now. But sooner or later they would have to face pulling the
common life apart. She hated the thought. And he wasn’t happy about it either.
“I’ll let you know what I nd,” he said, and had to hurry into a meeting, which was
mercy for them both. She wondered when he would start dating, and how soon he woul
meet someone else, or if he already had. She didn’t ask him what he did on weekends, bu
she didn’t think he was seeing anyone. They hardly saw each other at the house now. H
came in late at night, and he was sleeping in a guest room on another floor.
Talking to him reminded her that she had to start looking for roommates, since she wa
going to be able to keep the house. In one sense, it was a huge weight o her shoulders, an
in another sense, she was suddenly unbearably sad. They didn’t hate each other, they ju
didn’t get along anymore, and they wanted di erent lives. He had said something abou
moving uptown. That was more his world than hers. He had moved downtown for her, an
now he was going back to his old familiar world. Maybe her father was right, and he ha
only been a tourist in her life, like moving to another country for a few years, and the
deciding you wanted to go home again. She didn’t blame him, she was just very sorry fo
both of them that it hadn’t worked out.
She had a long talk about it with Avery that night. She was so wise.
“You can’t make someone be something they’re not,” Avery reminded her. “He wants a
the things you don’t. Or he says he does. Marriage, kids right now before he gets any olde
Wall Street, the law not art, and a much more traditional world and life. If he’s calling yo
bohemian, that’s not what he wants.”
“I know,” Francesca said quietly. “I’m just sad. It’s going to be hard when he moves out
But it had been hard for the last year too, ghting all the time. They weren’t arguin
anymore, the way they had for months. They hardly talked to each other now, except abou
the details of burying the relationship they’d had. It felt like a death even more than

divorce. In the last ve years, she had forgotten how hard it was to see a relationship end
Avery felt sorry for her, and she was glad that Henry had agreed to help her with the gallery
At least she had that, and the house. It wasn’t a total loss.
Francesca had told her she wanted to look for new artists when she had time. There was s
much she wanted to do to keep the gallery moving forward, and she felt as though she ha
her father to answer to now, although he had assured her he wasn’t going to be too involved
He was busy, and currently preparing a show for the spring. She had his support, but he ha
no desire to interfere with her. She knew what she was doing, and they both understood tha
getting the gallery pro table was going to take time. He accepted that a lot better than Todd
who wanted to see results. Art galleries just didn’t work like that. Her father was right, Tod
had been a visitor in her world. And now he was going home.
She looked at ads in the newspaper that night, and on the Internet, for people who wer
looking for roommates and places to live, and none of the descriptions t. And then sh
decided to place her own ad. She had already gured out that she was going to divide th
house on Charles Street oor by oor. On the top oor there was a sunny little living room
with an even smaller bedroom and a tiny bath, but it was big enough for someone to liv
Todd was sleeping up there now. On the oor below it was her own bedroom, which she ha
shared with Todd. They had a dressing room, and a marble bathroom they had installed, an
she had a small home office off their bedroom, where she worked when she was at home.
Below them was the dining room, which she was going to turn into a living room, an
conveniently it had a guest bath, and a library she could turn into a bedroom for whoeve
rented that oor. And on the main oor was the main living room that she planned to kee
for herself. The kitchen was one floor below, on the garden level. It was large and sunny wit
a comfortable dining area that she and her tenants could all use. And next to it there was
spacious storeroom where Todd had kept his gym equipment. It looked out over the garden
had a decent bathroom, and could be used as a studio unit for a third tenant. It was going t
be tight, but there was enough space for four of them, as long as they were all respectfu
considerate, and polite. She had the top oor and the oor below her bedroom to rent ou
and the studio unit next to the kitchen. She was determined to make it work.
She wrote out a description of each area on her computer that night, and she described th
house. She thought of only renting to females, but she didn’t want to limit it, she needed a
the eligible tenants she could nd. So she made no mention of females only and decided t
see what she would get in answer to her ad.
She was just editing it one last time when Todd knocked on the door of her o ce, an
stood there with a serious expression.
“Are you okay?” He was worried about her. He still didn’t think she could manage on he
own, and thought she should sell the house. But he knew she wouldn’t do that, and wa
stubbornly determined to make it work, even if it meant taking strangers into her home.
seemed foolhardy to him and concerned him for her.
“Yeah, I am,” she said, sounding tired. “What about you?”
“I don’t know. It feels weird, doesn’t it? Pulling our lives apart. I didn’t expect it to hurt s
much.” He looked vulnerable and sad. It reminded her of everything she loved about him
which made it worse.
“Neither did I,” she said honestly. But neither of them could imagine putting it bac

together now either. It had gone too far, and all their di erences were still there
Irreconcilable di erences, as it said in a divorce. But it hurt anyway, no matter how bad
had been for the past year. “I’m going to hate your leaving. Maybe I’ll go to my father’s i
Connecticut, so I don’t have to watch.” He nodded and said nothing. He was ready to mov
on, but sad to leave her behind. She was just as beautiful as she had been ve years befor
just as appealing and warm, but they seemed like di erent people now. They no longe
belonged to each other and were already pieces of each other’s pasts.
“If I can do anything to help after I move out, you can always call me. Mr. Fix-It at you
service. I’m going to be a plumber in my next life.” He smiled ruefully, and she smiled back
He was tired of doing their repairs, but he was willing to lend a hand. The best and worst o
it was that they didn’t hate each other, which made it that much sadder now. It would hav
been easier if they were both mad, but neither of them was. “I’ll leave you my tools,” h
promised. He was happy to leave them behind and never have to use them again.
“Thank you,” she said, and laughed. “I’d better learn to use them pretty quick.”
“What if one of your roommates turns out to be nuts, or a criminal or con artist, o
ransacks the house?” he asked. But even as he worried, he knew Francesca was a stron
woman, and she was aware of what she wanted. She had survived thirty years without him
before he came along. He correctly assumed that she would manage without him once he lef
But he would miss her anyway. As it turned out she wasn’t the woman for him, but he love
her as the very special person she had been in his life. He would always care about her, an
hoped she’d be okay. And she wished the same for him.
“If they’re nuts, I’ll tell them to leave,” she said firmly.
He went upstairs then to the room where he slept. And she nished the ad. She wa
planning to submit it to the paper, and put it on the Internet the next day. And then Go
knew who would turn up. It was hard to imagine living in the house with three strangers.
was going to be a whole new world. She was planning to check their references diligently
and they couldn’t move in until Todd found an apartment, but it seemed like a good idea t
start looking for roommates now. She had no idea how long it would take to nd thre
people to live in the house with her.
It all felt very strange as she got into bed that night. She was anxious for Todd to go. It wa
too painful waiting for the other shoe to drop. And odder still to wonder about who woul
turn up to move into the house. 44 Charles Street was about to become a very di eren
place, and so was her life without Todd.

Chapter 4

T

he responses to Francesca’s ad were abundant, and most of them were pretty outrageou
She was stunned by what most people were willing to say about themselves. Some o
them were fresh out of rehab and said they didn’t feel ready to take on an apartment, an
would be delighted to live with her. Everyone seemed to love the description of the hous
Several couples answered the ad, and Francesca told them honestly that the spaces she wa
renting were too small for more than one person, and she didn’t feel ready to live with mor
than three roommates. One couple had two kids and wanted to rent two of the three space
which didn’t feel right to her either. They were three- and ve-year-old boys and she wa
afraid they would destroy her house. Two people said they were recently out of prison, on
said he was a sex o ender, and the other said that he had been convicted of a white-colla
crime he didn’t commit. She didn’t ask what it was. Four lesbian couples wanted to rent th
house together and asked if she’d be willing to move out, which she wasn’t. It defeated th
whole purpose of what she was trying to do to keep the house. And at least a third to half o
the applicants had dogs, many of them large. German shepherds, Labradors, two Iris
wolfhounds, a Great Dane, a Rhodesian ridgeback, a Rottweiler, and a pit bull. She wasn
prepared to take that on either. And she was beginning to wonder if anyone normal and easy
without a partner, a child, a dog, a substance addiction, or a prison record would turn up. Sh
was beginning to lose hope and wonder if Todd and her mother were right. Maybe they wer
all crazy, or she was for trying to nd three sane, normal roommates. She was beginning t
think that there was no such thing in New York.
It was two days before Thanksgiving when she got a call from a young woman who sai
her name was Eileen Flanders. She said she had just graduated from Loyola Marymount i
L.A. in May, she was originally from San Diego, and had just gotten a job and arrived in Ne
York. She was a special ed teacher for autistic children. She said nothing about having been t
rehab, didn’t mention doing time in prison, said she was alone, and had neither kids nor dog
It was a hopeful start. Francesca couldn’t help wondering if she was covered with tattoos, ha
countless body pierces, and wore a Mohawk, but the initial conversation over the phone wen
pretty well. She said she was hoping to move in quickly, but she was staying at the Y, an
said she could stay there for a few more weeks, when Francesca explained that the plac
wouldn’t be available until January first.
Todd had just found an apartment on East 81st Street, near the river. He was planning t
pack between Christmas and New Year, and said he would be out on January rst. She didn
want anyone moving in till then. It would be too painful for both of them to have strange
living in the house while they went through the emotional upheaval of his leaving. Eilee
said she didn’t mind, and she said she was going home to San Diego for the holidays anyway
It sounded good so far and Francesca made an appointment with Eileen to come to the hous
the following afternoon.
The next day Francesca was immensely relieved when she opened the door and saw Eilee
standing on the front stoop. Eileen was wearing Nikes and jeans, and she had on a red ca
coat with toggles and a hood, white mittens, and earmu s. She looked like a kid on
Christmas card. She was a redhead with freckles and blue eyes, and she had perfect whit

teeth when she smiled. She was wearing no makeup and looked about fteen years old, an
she looked nervous as she waited to come inside.
Francesca invited her in, and the two women chatted easily in the front hall. Eileen looke
around and commented on how pretty the house was. There was a stained-glass window ove
the front door, and a narrow but handsome circular staircase leading upstairs. And she coul
glimpse a marble replace through the open door of the living room, which Francesc
explained she was keeping for her own use. Eileen said she was ne with that, as Francesc
explained that some of the furniture throughout the house would be going, when her curren
roommate moved out, but she would replace it as soon as she could. The room on the to
oor was furnished with things Todd didn’t want. And she was willing to furnish the othe
possible units if necessary.
She led Eileen upstairs to the top oor, where some of Todd’s clothes were strewn around
since he was sleeping there. Eileen admired the view of the neighbors’ gardens behind th
house, and then peeked into the bathroom and the closets and seemed to like what she saw
And Francesca liked her. She appeared to be wholesome and clean, a small-town girl come t
the big city. She said she was the oldest of six children, and asked if there was a Cathol
church nearby. She was everything that Francesca could have wanted in a tenant. She was th
epitome of a nice, friendly girl next door. There was nothing worrisome or unsavory abou
her. They both looked relieved.
Francesca showed her the oor below her own, and explained that the dining room woul
be turned into a living room and the den into a bedroom. It was bigger but darker than th
top oor, and she and Todd had painted the walls a forest green, which worked as a dinin
room, but might be a little somber for a living room, or too masculine for her. And Eilee
didn’t like the garden unit. She said she was afraid that someone might come in through th
sliding doors. She said she felt safer on the top oor. And she loved the cozy country kitche
that Francesca and Todd had installed themselves. Or he had, while Francesca watched
handed him tools, and made coffee. It was their favorite room in the house, and Eileen’s.
“It looks like a lot of love went into this house,” Eileen said as Francesca nodded, not sur
what to say, and not wanting her to see that there were tears in her eyes. A lot of love ha
gone into 44 Charles Street, and a lot of hope. And now all those hopes were dashed, and sh
was standing here with this pixie of a girl from San Diego instead of Todd. It wasn’t fair, bu
that was life. Francesca had made her peace with it over the past months, the transition wa
just hard. And talking to Eileen about moving in made it a reality that Francesca had to fac
She was by far the most suitable candidate Francesca had seen so far. And if her credit an
references checked out, Francesca was willing to rent her the top floor. She told her the pric
and Eileen didn’t inch. It wasn’t enormous, but it was enough to cover a quarter of th
mortgage payment Francesca had to make.
“I think I can manage that. I thought I was going to be able to get my own apartmen
maybe with a roommate. But everything I’ve seen so far has been way over my head. This
a lot for me, but it would work, and I like the idea of living with other people. It feels safe
and less lonely that way.” Francesca thought so too. “Do you know who the other tenan
will be yet?”
“You’re the rst person I’ve seen so far who feels right to me,” Francesca told her honestly
and then told her that she was breaking up with someone who was moving out, and this wa

the first time she was going to be living with roommates in the house.
“I’m sorry,” Eileen said sympathetically, and looked like she meant it. “I broke up wit
someone in L.A. That’s why I left. We started going out right after I graduated, and he turne
out to be insane. He practically stalked me when I said I wanted some space. He climbed i
my window one night and tried to strangle me. I quit my job and came to New York the nex
day. That was a month ago, and I was really lucky to nd a job here.” She looked relieved a
she said it and Francesca looked sorry for her. She looked so scrubbed and sweet an
innocent, it was hard to imagine anyone wanting to strangle her or scare her.
“It’s a good thing you got away,” Francesca said as they walked back up from the kitche
to the main hall. “There are a lot of crazy people out there.” She had interviewed many o
them as potential tenants. “You have to be careful too in a city like New York. Th
neighborhood is very safe. I walk to and from work. I have an art gallery a few block
away.”
“How exciting!” Eileen looked thrilled to hear it. “I love going to galleries on weekends.”
She gave Francesca her credit details then and the phone number of her landlord in L.A
She had lived there for her last year of school at LMU and for ve months after sh
graduated. She had worked in a children’s shelter after school, and in a day care center fo
special needs kids after graduation. Everything about her was wholesome and nice. Francesc
promised to call her as soon as she checked it all out. And with the Thanksgiving weeken
ahead of them, she reminded her that she couldn’t do it until Monday, but she would get on
immediately then. Eileen said that was ne, and that she hoped Francesca would let he
move in. She liked Francesca and loved the house. She said it felt like home to her, and th
house where she grew up. It seemed perfect for them both. She was exactly the kind o
tenant Francesca wanted, one she didn’t have to worry about. It was rare to nd anyone a
squeaky clean as that. She thought it a great stroke of good fortune that Eileen had responde
to the ad.
Finding Eileen, the rst of her tenants, put Francesca in better spirits for the Thanksgivin
holiday. She knew it would be hard this year—it was the rst holiday in ve years that sh
hadn’t spent with Todd. He was going to his own family in Baltimore, and she was going t
her father’s in Connecticut. Her mother had gone to Palm Beach to stay with friends.
Francesca ran into Todd that morning in the hall before they both left. There was
soundless look of sharp pain between them, and he gave her a hug.
“Have a nice turkey,” she said softly.
“You too,” he answered, gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, and hurried out. And she fe
odd again as she sighed and went out to her car parked on Charles Street. Their breaku
seemed to be taking forever, but it would be over soon. She wasn’t sure if that would b
better or worse.
She thought of Eileen again as she drove to Connecticut, and was so glad she’d found he
She seemed absolutely perfect to Francesca. She just hoped her credit checked out, and th
references from her landlord.
When Francesca got to her father’s house at noon, there were already a dozen peop
drinking champagne and standing around the re, while Avery and a caterer organized thing
in the kitchen. The turkey looked fantastic and was golden brown. Francesca was planning t
spend the night with them after dinner so she wouldn’t have to rush back to the city. Most o

the other guests were either locals or artists. Their neighbors, who had a handsome farm
were there, and Henry’s art dealer from New York. It was an arty, intellectual, interestin
lively group. Francesca knew most of them, and always had fun with her father and Avery
friends. He had never been much of a father to her until recently, but he was good company
and treated her more like a cherished friend than his daughter. It didn’t bother her anymor
but she had always felt cheated by it when she was young, and wanted a real dad, lik
everyone else, not an eccentric father with a revolving door of twenty-two-year-ol
girlfriends. Things had improved immeasurably when he married Avery, but Francesca wa
twenty- ve by then. And at thirty- ve, she accepted him for what he was, talented, kind
hearted, irresponsible, and fun to be with. And she was very grateful for his helping her ou
with the gallery recently.
He told everyone at lunch that he was now a partner in her gallery. And his dealer told he
quietly after lunch that he had just sold another of her father’s paintings for her, at a
amazing price, so she was going to be able to make yet another payment to Todd for th
house. Thanks to the sale of the four paintings, she had almost paid him the full amount. On
more would do it. And that left her one that she could keep. Everything had worked out ju
right, and in a remarkably short time. All she had to do now was nd two more tenants t
make the mortgage payments with her.
She spent the night at her father and Avery’s, and went back to the city on Frida
afternoon. She had closed the gallery for two days for the holiday, but planned to reopen o
Saturday. They got a lot of people just looking on Saturdays, but the occasional serious buye
as well. Much to her delight, they had a busy day and several young couples came in. The
looked around nervously at rst, afraid her prices would be too sti for them, and wer
thrilled to discover that her prices were well within their range. It was the whole point o
what she was doing. She wanted to bring young collectors together with artists starting ou
on their careers. She sold three very handsome paintings to two of the couples. The painting
were big, reasonably priced, and would make their décor. The prices were so low that
wasn’t a major nancial victory for her, but the three sales made her heart sing and she kne
all three artists would be as excited as the people who had just bought their work. The a
they sold was beautiful, and she was proud of it and each one of their artists. The people wh
bought paintings from her that weekend were so elated about their purchases that it touche
her heart. It always did. She couldn’t wait to tell the artists, all of whom desperately neede
the sales. She felt like a mother hen with each one of them. And the day before, talking t
her father’s friends, some of them very well-known important artists, had invigorated he
She loved everything about her life in the art world, and being part of the process. She wa
the link between the creators, some of whom were very talented, and collectors of the
work. It was exactly what she wanted to do, and what she knew best. She lived and breathe
it. She had a keen eye for new artists, gave them good advice, and had a good sense for wha
would sell. It was why she was so convinced that given enough time, the gallery would d
well. She often spent hours in the studio with her artists, talking about their process o
guiding them toward a new phase of their work. They had a deep respect for her.
She spent Sunday cleaning out closets, and getting the upstairs ready for her tenant. And o
Monday morning she called Eileen’s landlord in L.A., and started the credit check on her. Th
landlord said she was a lovely young woman, had given him no problems, and paid her ren
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