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She’d fight for him. No more cool, no more walking away. She’d trust him. 
Claim him. Love him. If it couldn’t be forever, it’d be for now. If it couldn’t be 
always…she wouldn’t believe it. She’d go to him. She’d make it work. 

 

 
 
Grace stared into the sink at last night‘s dirty dishes hoping one 

would be easy to clean. Yuck. 
She fished out a small glass bowl, turned on the hot water and 

squirted soap over everything, watching, delighted, as a hundred tiny 
bubbles flew out from the top of the bottle. A million colors at once 
floated up in front of her face, a million mirrors reflecting her face, 
her soft blonde hair and brown eyes, hanging in transparencies so 
delicate they would break from a touch. She waved her hand through 
them slowly, smiling, watching them dance until they were gone. The 
whole kitchen took on a lemony smell. 

Over the metallic noise of running water splashing on pans, she 
suddenly heard it again. It was louder than hot water ringing through 
the faucet or hitting cold spoons, louder than cups overflowing. It was 
her body humming. She was vibrating like a tuning fork.  

She closed her eyes to listen. Fireworks, sparklers striking on and 
off beneath her skin—not blood rushing through her, not the sound 
of her heart—but small cannon fire, gun salutes, crashing plates beat 
out a rhythm inside her. She was a drum. She was a neon sign. Colors 
whipped through her, lights raced up and around inside her, glittering 
as they passed down her shoulders, her arms, her legs, turning red 
when they reached her womb, throbbing to her drumbeat. 

She leaned back, her mouth open, barely breathing, giving in to 
the pounding, the throbbing, the lights. All of it felt now like beautiful 
hands caressing her from the inside. She lifted her chin as though 
someone was behind her, holding her, pressing hard against her. The 
noise turned to breathing and the pressure took on a shape, a male 
shape, filled in with real muscle, with real, beautiful hands pulling her 
to him, leaning her back.  

It was the man in her dreams, and now he was here. 
“Grace,” the dream man whispered into her neck. 
She let go of the dish. It dove down and crashed against the knives 

and forks, tinkling, breaking the spell. Her eyes flew open.  
She had no idea where she was. Grief-stricken, as though she‘d 

just lost everything, she turned to the empty air behind her, looking 
for what had just happened to her. There was no more drum, no 
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neon, no sparklers. Everything was gone. In one instant, she felt she‘d 
been given something and lost it.  

―Who are you?‖ she asked, breathless. Shaking, but not moving 
from the spot, she waited for an answer. She studied the empty air as 
though she could see it, see him, if she looked hard enough, the way 
she‘d just seen air currents flying tiny pieces of soap across the room. 
She searched the space in front of her for molecules of the dream. But 
it was only empty air. No dream. 

Her finger stung. She lifted it up and stared at it. A small red line 
was dripping blood onto the kitchen floor. Glass, she thought. Broken 
glass. And then, all in a rush, she returned to her life. Her kitchen, her 
sink, the broken bowl, the shards of glass in the disposal.  

The hot water was still running. She switched the faucet to cold 
and held her finger under it, watching her blood run down the 
porcelain and mingle with the soap and food and glass. 

She was insane, that was it. It was so ridiculous. Silly. She looked 
at the broken glass and dirty dishes and just couldn‘t stand there 
anymore. A new day waited for her. Things to do. Long lists. 

She put the finger in her mouth and turned off the water. So what 
if her hand was still shaking and she was crazy? Trembling against her 
will, she pushed aside the lace curtain that hung softly in the window 
like an invitation to strangers‘ eyes and only blurred her view of the 
park across the street. She leaned on the windowsill with both hands, 
forcing herself to focus on the two huge, shiny black dogs racing each 
other through the trees,  

The day is already going by too fast, she thought, shivering. Like 
it‘s on a wheel. With her eyes closed, she could see the wheel of days 
rushing past her house, picking up speed as it plunged downhill 
towards the boulevard, towards the ocean, to disappear forever before 
she could touch it, or hop on. This morning she‘d leapt from bed, 
determined, reaching for the wheel, trying to grab on, trying to stop it 
from carrying the day away without her. 

She stretched to the top of the window to unscrew the pin holding 
it closed and shoved it up and open with both arms and all her weight, 
holding her face in the fresh gust of air, smiling at the feel of it on her 
eyelids.  

It was February, right after her fortieth birthday, after a beautiful, 
warm, clear, healthy winter in Brentwood, near Los Angeles, near the 
ocean. Sea salt still hung in the air, coating Grace‘s skin with a silky 
film that made her think of walking into an empty, sunlit white room 
and being wrapped in gauze curtains. On the other side of the window 
slept the hundreds of ladybugs who‘d flown five miles from the beach 
to her house just to climb on her daffodils. 

It was 6:35, and she‘d been awake for five minutes. Robin was at a 
friend‘s house. Paul was still asleep. Broccoli ran up the steps from the 
side yard after her morning pee, her nails clicking on the cement, 
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managing to slide by the screen door just before it shut itself in the 
breeze. She licked Grace‘s ankles, whining gently for breakfast, her 
fuzzy white coat covered with burrs and leaves from her five minutes 
in the yard. 

Grace got down, kissed the dog‘s lovely nose and pulled off the 
sticky burrs. ―Want to eat this stuff?‖ Broccoli gave her a soulful, 
hopeful look. ―Okay, you can have chicken.‖ 

 
―I love it,‖ Matt said, studying the huge drawings spread out across 

the grass of his Beverly Hills back yard. 
―We‘re here,‖ Grace pointed to a group of circles surrounding a 

rectangle, then lifted her arm up to the greenery surrounding them at 
the top of a small hill. Wild limbed bushes, deep green and black, 
stood in a semi-circle in their rubber pots like a ring of forest gnomes 
guarding the end of the path. ―The roses and lilies will be there,‖ she 
pointed to the left, into a plot of ground tilled and sprinkled with plant 
food and fresh topsoil, separated from them by small trees.  

Grace had designed this section of Matt Walton‘s grounds to feel 
like a sacred spot. There would be a fountain, and benches made of 
rock and concrete she‘d had built to look like huge, original stones 
from the rock hedges of Yorkshire, England. All the trees and bushes 
spread their arms out, embracing each other with jumbled, furry 
branches like the thorn bushes on Watership Down, her favorite 
place, from her favorite book.  

Matt, too, was captivated by the romance of England. In fact, 
Grace‘s current popularity as a landscape architect owed itself to her 
rich clients who wanted her to unfold the British countryside in their 
gardens, complete with wild purple heather from the moors, green 
hedgerows from the dales, and open spaces where they could imagine 
the rabbits of Watership Down digging their home in their hard-won 
sanctuary in the Hampshire Downs.  

Every year, Grace promised herself she‘d get on a plane and see 
the Downs for herself. Maybe this year. 

It was only nine o‘clock, but the sun was already starting to burn 
the baby tear moss left unprotected in its angular flower border by the 
previous designer. When they cleared some of the old plants from the 
lower gardens, she‘d have them move the moss up here, under the 
trees.  

Grace loved baby tear moss. It was all over the front yard of her 
parent‘s home, shaded by the roof and huge philodendrons, growing 
so full and bushy over the years that she could step into it, dance, and 
sink down, laughing, delighted with the velvety feel of it on her feet. 
She loved the smell. It made her think of fern grottos and ancient 
forests, right there in the middle of the grayness and sameness that 
was the Valley. 

―I like daffodils,‖ Matt said. ―Can I have daffodils?‖ 
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Grace smiled. ―Sure.‖ 
―I mean, do they fit the—you know, the theme?‖ He waved his 

arms over the huge yard.  
―The theme is that it‘s your garden. There‘s enough room here for 

anything you like.‖ She passed her eyes over the acre of small hills, 
wooden steps made from train trestles, and weeds. ―Plenty of room 
for daffodils.‖ 

Matt grinned at her.  
Grace slowly rolled up the drawings and put a rubber band around 

them with a snap. ―Would you like to hold onto these?‖ she smiled 
and held the tube out to him like a baton. 

―Yeah,‖ he took them from her. ―Thanks.‖ He patted her on the 
shoulder and then walked back towards the house.  

With a huge, contented sigh, she breathed in the scent of flowers 
and soil, reached in her bag for a shiny garden spade, plopped down 
on the ground and dug. She loved the feel of dirt on her hands. Even 
liked the surprise of the occasional bug, especially the huge earth 
babies that made Robin, when she was little, cringe and go ―Icchh.‖  

Sifting the earth through her fingers, feeling for clay and sand and 
old roots calmed her. It was like a meditation. All her attention rested 
on tiny pieces of debris, as though she were looking for something 
ancient. Suddenly, she remembered the ladybugs. 

From the seemingly bottomless bag, she carefully lifted out a 
canister.  

―Hi, beauties,‖ she said, and let them loose. She watched the tiny 
red specks crawl slowly out of their plastic house and then fly all over 
the yard, landing on the apricot roses and gold yarrow and pale yellow 
daylilies, making them look polka-dotted. They‘ll love the daffodils, 
she thought.  

Not wanting to tear herself away from her spot in the sun, Grace 
stood up and stretched out her arms, letting the ladybugs land in her 
hair and on her hands, laughing, believing that each one cast a wish of 
good luck, like fairy godmothers. 

 
At four in the afternoon, the computer‘s screen in the tiny office 

at the back of her house was filled with her landscape design for 
Matt‘s garden. Green scallops for bushes and trees, colored shapes for 
stepping stones and pathways, red and lilac dots for flowers. Grace 
concentrated, moving the dots around, creating patterns of color and 
shape that pleased her, listening to the fan whirring beside her. 
Brocolli scratched a fierce itch, shaking her wicker sleeping chair so it 
banged against the mirror on the wall like a jackhammer.  

All of a sudden, Grace‘s belly flipped. She felt her heart turn over. 
It was daylight, she was working, and she could feel the dream 

man. He was here. He was with her. The dream was in her body now, 
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controlling it, bringing with it longing and lust, clouding her mind and 
her vision. 

As if he were real, flesh and blood, not a dream, not imaginary, as 
if he‘d always been there, he stood next to her, towering over her, 
magnificent, dark hair falling in his eyes.  

She gasped, startled, lifting her hands off the keyboard and letting 
them hang in midair.  

The dream man stared at her, his dark eyes reaching into her and 
pulling her toward him as though they were tides of a deep ocean, 
fixing her to him, and then, suddenly moved, he knelt down before 
her. Somberly, elegantly, his soft white shirt hanging open at his chest 
and at his wrists, he lifted his long right arm to her as slowly as if the 
air were jelly. 

Grace froze. Everything in her told her she was mad. He was too 
real. No more a fantasy than the table, or the chair she sat in. All she 
had to do was get up, laugh, slap her forehead, and he‘d be gone. He‘d 
evaporate. Dissolve. But all she could do was stare at the beautiful 
face, the long, beautiful arm, the beautiful hand coming towards her 
face. 

He touched the top of her head. 
She could stand up. Should stand up, walk away. But would he 

follow? Would he follow her everywhere, be everywhere? Had she 
built a fantasy so powerful it now had a life of its own? Her mind 
started spiraling, trying to make sense, trying to get her up off the 
chair. But his hand was on her head. The very top, and now it was 
moving down. He was tracing her hair down to her cheek. She could 
feel the warmth of his hand on her forehead, then on her cheek, on 
the very ends of her golden hair. And the warmth made her melt. Her 
eyes were magnetized to his, unable to see anything else, and in a 
shock she realized he was not from her. He was not her invention. She 
was not so powerful. He was not her dream, he was something else.  

For a second she panicked, nearly fell off the chair. He moved his 
other hand to her waist and steadied her. The new touch sent another 
wave through her body. She stiffened. He held on, and then he did 
something amazing. He smiled. He smiled and lit up not just his own 
face, but hers, and the whole room seemed brighter. Grace had never 
seen such a brilliant smile. She had never seen such joy on anyone‘s 
face. And sitting there with his hands on her, feeling his hand, so 
large, so gentle, on her cheek, captivated and completely undone by 
his beautiful smile and his beautiful face, she slowly began to forget to 
think. It felt as if so much time was passing, there was time to be with 
him. She began to let go. Forget about her sanity. Without her pushing 
it, her mind went away.  

He pulled her towards him. Gently he slid her off the end of the 
chair, holding her in the air. He would be very careful, he thought. His 
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heart was pounding, he was mesmerized, but he would be very careful. 
This was not supposed to be. 

And as she felt herself fall off the chair, or was the chair falling 
away—she had no idea and no longer cared—she felt herself fall into 
him, as if she was his now. He was no longer under her control, but 
he had taken control of her. Now he was dreaming her. 

Carefully, holding the intensity of his feelings behind his eyes, 
holding her with his hands and with his eyes, he bent to her, touched 
his mouth to hers, slowly, as though she were glass, as though the kiss 
would last forever, and then all at once lost control and kissed her as 
though it were his last kiss, as though he had decided to take her away 
with him, overwhelming her, making her give in to the dream. 

She opened her mouth to breathe him in.  
He grabbed onto her shoulders, opened his mouth on hers, pulled 

her down to the floor, wrapped her tight in his arms, and then, 
suddenly, stopped.  

Desire and confusion, wonder, some deep sense of honor fought 
across his beautiful face. He stared at her. 

“I didn’t think I’d find you this time,” he said. 
Grace gasped. Startled by his very real voice, so soft and intense, 

not yet even halfway back to herself, wanting his mouth again, Grace 
could only stare back into his eyes, knowing she was staring into the 
air, and that she was crazy.  

The front door lock shifted. The sound of it clicking open carried 
all the way into the back room. Grace turned, her heart jumping, and 
when she quickly looked back to the dream man, he was gone.  

―Mom?‖ Robin yelled. 
Grace, amazed to find herself on the floor, picked herself up and 

practically ran out of the empty office into the living room, beaming, 
as always, the moment she saw her daughter‘s lovely face.  

―Hi,‖ Grace said, wrapping her arms around Robin, a big Mama 
bear hug, hoping to slow everything down for a second. 

―Gotta go,‖ Robin said, dumping her backpack and sweatshirt on 
the floor, but then falling into her mother‘s embrace, hugging her back 
and leaning forward on her, like she used to when she was three. 

Only now she was as tall as Grace, and her weight almost knocked 
them over. Seventeen, living at home, her friends‘ houses, and her 
boyfriend Josh‘s shared apartment in equal thirds, she was a born 
scientist—a mathematician, an engineer, an explorer of the cosmos 
and in the fall she would leave home for college in Boston. 

Grace planted her feet behind her and buttressed them so that 
they were holding each other up. 

―Gotta change,‖ Robin said, finally letting go and making them 
both stagger for balance. She gave Grace a quick kiss and ran off to 
her room. 
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Grace looked after her, suddenly overwhelmed by the work on the 
desk not completing itself, the dishes in the sink not washing 
themselves, and the hole in her heart that was being filled not by 
anything real, not by her husband, but by a dream. 

 
It was eleven at night. Paul was out at the gym, Robin was with 

Josh, and Grace was alone. Paul is too busy for love, she thought, and 
stopped waiting for her husband to come home, picking a book off 
the bedside table and sliding naked into the pale green flannel sheets. 

In an instant, the dream man was sitting on the edge of her bed. 
He stared at her with the same look of love and longing in his eyes 

that she always felt in her belly. 
―Why are you here?‖ she asked, awed, knowing she was talking to 

a dream, but seeing a magnificent, real man sitting in front of her. 
Instead of answering, he reached out to touch her skin. 
Grace felt the air grow warm around her. A spark of electricity 

jumped through space from his hand into her body, startling her, then 
just as suddenly relaxing her. She watched his hands. Beautiful, large 
enough to hold all her face. 

He kept staring at her, as though he‘d just discovered her, his eyes 
glowing. He was struggling with himself, digging deep into the 
molecules of his body, trying to rearrange them so he could do what 
he wanted. He wanted to run his strong fingers all over her skin, to 
feel her in her body, not just her soul. 

She let herself look at his face, seeing it as clearly as though it were 
her own, in a mirror, looking back at her. In his dark eyes, so deep she 
thought she could actually see time, seconds, minutes, years, all the 
way back to the beginning of her life, she saw love for her. So much 
love that it broke her careful, protected heart wide open and filled it 
and all the space inside her body, spilling tears down her face and 
making her smile. She was being loved. She couldn‘t remember ever 
being so loved. Her mouth dropped open. All of her came open. She 
felt the heat of the dream man‘s hand on her face, leaned into it and 
took a breath.  

―You‘re a dream,‖ she said. 
“No. You are my dream.” 
―Hey, you okay?‖ Paul asked, throwing his gym bag on the floor, 

seeing Grace wrapped in the sheets, staring at the air. 
She jumped, the spell broken. ―Just sleepy.‖ 
He walked around the room, taking off his clothes as he went, 

then disappeared down the hall.  
Grace could hear the water and the electric toothbrush running. 

Splashing, water and soap streaming down Paul‘s face. She tried to 
remember if he had always been so cold.  

She remembered when they met, eighteen years ago, in 
Hollywood, at the small theater company where they were both actors, 
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and how he‘d smiled at her like it was Christmas and she was 
something fuzzy and wonderful. He‘d beamed; couldn‘t talk fast 
enough, couldn‘t move fast enough, couldn‘t get enough of her. 
Everywhere they went, they nearly knocked water glasses off the 
tables, napkins onto the floor—they were so animated, so much in 
love. He was the most interesting, sexiest man she‘d ever met, and he 
was crazy about her. 

Somehow, she‘d become an old toy to him, lying now somewhere 
in a back closet of his mind. When did it happen? When did she stop 
trying to clear away the dust and make everything like new?  

She‘d always thought it was her fault. Maybe she wasn‘t what he 
needed. Maybe she was deliberately not giving him what he needed. 
Grace shook her head. So many years of thinking it was her fault, that 
she could do something to change things. 

When had she realized this is the way it would always be, as long 
as she stayed? When did she decide she would stay because of Robin, 
no matter what? 

The shades of beige on the ceiling coalesced into drab clouds, 
hovering and shifting over her in the moonlight from the window. 
Waves of despair rippled through her skin. She thought of her choices 
for love—one man, her husband, whose heart was gone from her 
though his body was here; one man, a dream, with no body, whose 
heart was here, loving her.  

And then there was herself. Just herself, alone, with no man. The 
hardest choice, or the easiest?  

She searched the clouds for a magic door in the ceiling. A way she 
could fly up, into the air, look out on the world, and see everything. 
Make choices from a big perspective, not from this narrow little 
window here on earth.  

She stretched her hand over to Paul, who was now lying in the 
bed, without so much as a kiss, curled up into himself and facing so 
far away from her he could barely be reached.  

What does he think? she wondered. How can this be for him? He 
can‘t be happy like this. How can he live without love, without 
contact? He must want more, just like I do. 

―Gotta sleep,‖ he mumbled as he felt her hand on his thigh. He 
picked up her wrist and put it down behind him, on the sheet, away 
from him, staying curled in his ball, a shell of steel. 

Grace rolled away from him, wanting to run away forever, and 
found herself wrapped in the arms of the dream man.  

He was stretched out beside her, love in his eyes, long, strong arms 
holding her tight. 

Shocked, surprised at the strength of his hands and the feel of his 
skin, she shook, staring at him, into his dark eyes where she could see 
time.  
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―You aren‘t real,‖ she whispered to the dream man, then suddenly, 
desperately, turned again to Paul, clinging to him, trying to run away 
from the dream, from madness, trying to merge the face and force of 
the dream into the body of her husband, the man she knew was real. 
But Paul was asleep.  

She stayed there for a moment, holding onto Paul as though he 
were a tree, then let go, and slowly turned back to the dream man.  

He was still holding her, still looking in her eyes. 
―Why are you here?‖ she whispered, so intensely it came out as a 

cry. ―You‘re not real. Please, leave me.‖ 
Paul stirred, turning toward her. He heard her voice, followed her 

gaze to the empty air, and rolled away again, asleep. 
The dream man lifted himself up and leaned over her, supporting 

himself on his massive arms, letting strands of his hair fall into her 
face, “I can’t leave you,” he said. “You belong with me.” In his whole 
existence he‘d never seen anything more beautiful than her. Couldn‘t 
remember anyone but her. “I love you. I’ve loved you forever.” 

He kissed her, slowly, with his whole heart.  
She felt his love, gave up her fear, gave up reality, and kissed him 

back as though he were the only real thing in the room. He kissed her 
harder, deeper, overtaken by his love for her as soon as he felt her hot 
breath on his tongue. She opened her mouth as if letting out 
everything she was inside, into his mouth, into him. She breathed out 
her inhibitions, her thoughts, her fears, and moved in his arms like she 
was about to dissolve, a silvery liquid about to become a glowing gas. 
She felt her lower body open up, as though he were inside her.  

Too much all at once. The fear came back, fear for her sanity and 
her soul, her marriage and her life, She nearly stopped breathing and 
almost pulled away. 

But he could wait. Instead of pushing his way into her, instead of 
speaking, he waited. He held her, and watched her, and waited, until, 
for only a moment, less than a blink of his eye, he could feel her let 
go. He moved. She surrendered, she had no choice, and melted away 
in an orgasm that carried both of them off the earth and into the 
ethers, clutching each other. 

As soon as she could breathe, as soon as she felt herself back in 
the room, back in her life, she looked at Paul, longing for things to be 
the way they once were. Safe, real. She put her arm over Paul‘s chest 
and breathed into his shoulder, though he was as hard and cold as a 
rock.  

The dream man was still in the room, still in the bed, still holding 
her, tightly, breathing with her. He heard his own heart pounding. It 
was a trumpet, a call to his soul. A beacon carrying him back through 
lifetimes, shaking the boundaries of the world, reaching out for her, 
and making him whole for the first time in this life.  
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Grace, feeling his arms around her, in her house, in her bed, in 
what she thought was her real life, began to weep, but so softly it 
couldn‘t be heard over the sound of all their heartbeats. 

 
Picking up two turkey wraps at Wrapped to Go, with lite salad 

dressing and no tomatoes for Paul, Grace headed for the twelve story 
building on Weyburn that housed Paul‘s office. Somehow, she would 
make it work. People could change, marriages were supposed to be 
forever.  

The parking lot was crowded, and she had to go down two levels, 
which she hated. It was dark and musty, and smelled of exhaust 
fumes. On the way up in the elevator, she was alone.  

At the fifth floor, the doors opened out onto a massive reception 
desk. Grace walked up to the receptionist and smiled, and Janet, 
who‘d only met her a few times, said ―Hi‖ and waved her on to the 
double doors leading to the inner hallways.  

Halfway to Paul‘s office, she heard voices, and turned to look left 
into the snack room.  

The first person she saw was Paul, and she let out a big grin, lifting 
up the lunch bag in front of her face. Then she saw Bonnie, sitting on 
the table top, her short skirt hiked up high on her thighs, laughing. 
She knew Bonnie. Something was wrong. Something was wrong with 
Paul‘s face. He stepped towards her, out of the room. 

―What‘re you doing here,‖ he joshed, but only partly joking. 
―Lunch,‖ Grace said, still holding the bag in front of her. She 

reached out her other hand to touch his shoulder, but he slid a little to 
his left and then her hand was touching nothing. Grace looked at 
Bonnie, who looked surprised to see her, but waved. Grace waved 
back. Then she got it.  

Without thinking, she dropped the lunch bag on the floor. 
Instantly nauseous, not knowing what to do, she turned and walked 
back down the hallway and back through the doors. She banged on 
the elevator button, feeling trapped. She heard Paul call a nervous 
―Grace‖ after her, and when the elevator doors didn‘t open and Paul 
was nearing her, she pulled open the heavy stairwell door and bolted 
down the stairs. 

Seven flights down, and Grace‘s stomach was still up at the top.  
She felt as though she‘d been up in the air a thousand feet, floating 

on the end of a cord, and then suddenly yanked down, falling fast, 
slamming into black asphalt at a hundred miles an hour. She went 
through her purse like a madwoman searching for car keys, pulling on 
the door handle of the car at the same time, as if it were somehow not 
really locked.  

The parking attendant saw her coming towards him fast, and 
waved to her to slow down, but she skidded to a stop at the bar, 
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almost going through it. ―Open the gate!‖ she screamed at him, 
rummaging through her purse for the parking ticket.  

―Eight dollars, ma‘am,‖ the attendant said, afraid of her. 
Grace wanted to bust through, but slowed herself down. It wasn‘t 

this man‘s fault. Perhaps he was kind and loyal to his wife. ―Please 
open the gate,‖ she said, finding a ten and handing it to him carefully, 
with a smile. Paul may have wrecked her day. He may have wrecked 
their marriage. But he would not wreck her. 

She let herself in the house, took off her clothes, threw on shorts, 
laced up her running shoes, and just as she was about to leash up 
Broccoli and run to the beach, thinking maybe they‘d never stop at all, 
they‘d run all the way to Santa Barbara, the dream man stood in front 
of her.  

Seeing him opened up the huge hole in her heart, and she started 
crying. She waved him away. She didn‘t want to cry, and she didn‘t 
want to lean on him.  

He grabbed her hands in midair, and held them steady between 
their bodies. “Find me,” he said, looking straight into her eyes. 

She stared into the air, though she could see his face six inches 
from hers, and asked, ―How?‖ 

“Write it down,” he said. “Write the dream.” 
 
She ran to her desk and sat at the computer‘s keyboard, amid the 

piles of papers and blueprints, scraps of rock and leaves, the In box, 
the Out box, the Urgent box. She closed her eyes, and with the dream 
man in front of her, wrote down every word they‘d spoken. 
Everything he‘d ever said was in her heart, in her body. It was more 
magic than his being there. She was taking him down onto paper.  

He sat watching her, talking to her, loving her, with his silky hair, 
chiseled chin, enormous hands touching her, all night, while she wrote 
about a woman in love with a dream. 

 
In the evenings, Paul tiptoed around her, afraid she would turn 

into a snarling beast. Grace was just watching him live in the house. 
She wasn‘t exactly living with him, but alongside him, in a parallel 
universe, not listening or responding to him, putting a good face on it 
whenever Robin was around.  

She hadn‘t figured out what to do about Paul, or about their 
marriage, or about her life. She only wanted to write. She was writing 
ten hours a day, barely sleeping, the dream man beside her, loving her.  

Now Robin was staring at her, and Grace realized she was 
standing mesmerized, engrossed in a spot on the kitchen wall while a 
pot boiled over right in front of her on the stove. ―Oh!‖ she said, 
turning off the burner and watching pasty water flow out from the lid 
onto the stovetop, fizzing and turning brown when it hit the enamel.  
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Robin gave her a disgusted look, got up, and walked straight to 
her. ―What‘s wrong with you and Daddy?‖ she asked. 

Grace instinctively put her hands on Robin‘s arms, not knowing 
how to start but wanting to protect her. Paul was in the next room.  

―Robin….‖ was all she could get out. 
―He has a girlfriend, doesn‘t he?‖ she shot at her, ice in her voice, 

then waited for an answer. 
―Yes,‖ Grace said. 
Robin shifted her weight to her other hip. ―Don‘t stay with him on 

my account,‖ she said and walked back to the coffee drink she‘d 
blended. 

 
At one in the morning, Grace sat up, screaming. She gasped for 

breath, put her face in her hands, and realized the man in her 
nightmare was lying next to her in the bed. 

She shook Paul. She hit him on his back until he woke up and 
fought her off. She grabbed the blankets away from him. ―Get out of 
the bed!‖ she hissed. She pulled on his legs and pushed him until he 
was practically on the floor. 

―I‘m sorry,‖ he said, his hands up. 
She waited. 
He stared at her, saying nothing. 
―I can‘t do this anymore,‖ she said. 
He looked at her, confused. ―It‘s been eighteen years.‖ 
―I don‘t want to do this anymore.‖ She was trying to be tough, 

though her legs were barely holding her up, she was leaning against 
the bed, and she did not feel tough. 

―Grace…‖ 
―What do you want?‖ she asked, calmer now. 
―I want to go back to being normal.‖ 
Grace looked at him as though he were now the crazy one. ―And 

how do we do that?‖ 
―You forgive me.‖ 
She thought. ―Is Bonnie over?‖ 
He looked at his hands. 
Grace could feel tears on her cheeks. She ignored them. She stared 

at Paul. She waited for him to say something, but there was nothing. 
Just a sad look on his face, as though he were powerless to choose.  

The tears stopped. Anger overwhelmed her, and she picked up the 
closest thing, a book, and threw it at him, wishing it were a brick, a 
two-by-four, a garden hoe. ―Then get out.‖ 

―What? It‘s the middle of the night.‖ 
―Get out,‖ she whispered, not wanting to wake Robin.  
She grabbed some of his socks and underwear from a drawer, then 

hauled a suitcase out of the closet, throwing everything on the bed, 
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staring him down, wishing her eyes were lasers and could bore 
through his brain.  

He slowly got up. She stood there and watched. He packed, 
muttering angrily, as if it were all her fault. 

―Go,‖ she said, holding her breath. 
When the door closed behind him, she breathed out. There was 

no more crying. She‘d cried enough for him. Enough.  
The second she breathed in again, the dream man was there, 

wrapping her in his arms, kissing her neck, leading her back to the 
dream. He tightened his grip on her hand. “Find me,” he said. He was 
there as though he were real, looking at her like she was a new 
Christmas toy, like he wanted to open her.  

She stared into the air, reached out her hand, sure she would touch 
only air, and felt his hand against hers, their palms together, his so 
much larger. He breathed out and it went though her, shaking her 
insides, making her shiver. 

“Write,” he said.  
It was two in the morning. She went to the computer, put her 

hands on the keys. She wrote that the heroine, Daisy, finds her dream 
man in a real man, Michael, and that they fall in love.  

Suddenly, the dream man took over the keyboard. He laid his 
fingers on top of hers, softly caressing them, and then pushed down, 
putting letters on the screen. She closed her eyes and let him write to 
her. 

Daisy sees Michael as he is, feels him, loves him beyond reason, responds to his 
every move, every touch, drives him on. She is so utterly vulnerable to him, it makes 
him feel powerful. So much more powerful than anger, than being right. He takes 
her down to the floor, pushes on her hands with his own, and finally allows himself 
to be carried away with her.  

He stopped. “I don’t know how it ends,‖ he said. 
She looked at him, and thought how it should end. How she 

wanted it to end. She fought with herself, wanting them to go off into 
the sunset together, thinking it was impossible. Can a dream, an 
obsession, come true? Of all the billions of people on the planet, how 
do you find your soulmate?  

She wrote that Michael never believes he is the dream man, and 
Daisy goes off, alone, to find herself. And just now, that‘s what she 
wanted. To go off for the first time in twenty years, alone, and be just 
with herself. Time for everything to be about her. Time to try and 
dream some new dreams that she could make come true.  

Grace‘s dream man watched her finish. He took her hands off the 
keyboard and turned her to him, fixing his mouth to hers, moving 
with her, breathing with her. Then, as clearly as if he were there in 
flesh and blood, he said, “Goodbye.” 

Grace, stunned, searched his face. ―Why?‖ 
“You must look for me.” 
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She reached out, and he was only air. 
“When you find me, I won’t remember. You won’t remember. Use the book.” 
When he was gone, it was as if he‘d only been there in her dreams. 
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She was thinking about him so hard, she didn’t even notice the slight dip in 

altitude. The sharp turn to the left. And when her sunglasses jumped off her lap, 
she quickly remembered it was just a rocky flight, a tiny plane. Shaky from the 
beginning. She loosened her fingers from the sticky plastic armrests and made 
herself breathe. In the next second, the bottom dropped out of her stomach. 
Mountains climbed up the window towards her, glowing orange in the sunset.  

 

 
 
The brass on the revolving door was cold, tickling Grace‘s already 

shaking hand as she pushed it forward. It was February, right after her 
forty-first birthday, one year after she‘d written Dream Man, which was 
now a bestseller about to be made into a film, and had made her 
famous. Today she was in New York, for television interviews, for 
booksignings, and to meet Nick Wyler, who was about to play the 
dream man. 

When the producers signed Nick to the film, she knew nothing 
about him, could barely place his face. He was another British actor 
from British films she‘d never seen. Two days ago, she‘d rented every 
movie he‘d made, and watched them, one after the other, becoming 
more and more infatuated with him. She thought he was the most 
gorgeous human she‘d ever seen. In the love scenes, he was on fire, 
passionate beyond belief, and also incredibly sweet.  

Articles about him said he was arrogant. Sam, her agent, told her 
he was gay. After she got over her disappointment about that—What 
was she thinking anyway, she told herself, he‘s a movie star, for God‘s 
sake—she was kind of glad. All her best friends in her theater days 
had been gay men. This way, she would have a better grip on herself, 
not be so intimidated. This way, they might be friends. 

Nervous to be meeting him, determined not to be intimidated, 
after all, she did write the book, she made for the elevator and missed 
it. She stood in front of the closing doors, in the overheated lobby, 
and peeled layers of clothes off her body. The gray wool scarf, the soft 
hat, huge coat now weighed down her arms. She fluffed her hair, and 
realized she now wanted a bathroom more than anything. A quick pee 
and a long look in the mirror. She loved the way cold, dry weather 
straightened out her hair, leaving it limp to fall in loops down the side 
of her face. She thought she would throw up. 

―Grace!‖ The voice was deep and British.  
Oh my God, she thought.  



The Dream Man 

18 

 

He quickly stood beside her, took her coat and hung it over his 
huge arm. Nick was a good foot taller than Grace. The size of his face 
alone made her think of ancient statues. Greek gods. 

―Isn‘t it ridiculous how hot they keep the buildings? Everyone gets 
sick from cold, hot, cold, hot,‖ he said, looking her up and down, 
sizing her up. 

Grace forgot that she needed to pee and that she wanted to throw 
up. Nick was wearing a stunning grayish suit, a small stud in his right 
ear lobe, an expensive watch, and what looked like a class ring. He was 
magnificent. Masculine. Dark. Dark hair, dark eyes. He was Heathcliff, 
standing a foot in front of her, studying her. She was totally 
intimidated by his presence and flushed instantly. Her heart jumped 
out of her chest. And she wanted to laugh. 

The giggle started from her knees. They were shaking so hard 
she‘d clamped down on her whole body to try and stop them. Her 
mind went in a million directions. He was here because of a book 
she‘d written. It all seemed so ridiculous that the giggle just grew into 
a huge Grace smile, making her eyes glow, and turning her back into a 
living girl. He smiled. His teeth were so perfect they filled his face with 
light, showing the dimple in his right cheek. ―Hi,‖ she said. 

Nick was caught totally off guard. Here he was in his best 
businesslike manner, prepared to charm what he assumed was a 
deranged woman, and instead, he found himself charmed. Grace 
dropped her hat. 

―Here…‖ they both reached for it, she got it, then wished she‘d let 
him pick it up instead.  

―Shall we? He gestured into the elevator.  
Grace got in, turned around and faced front, then started 

blabbing… 
―I‘m very nervous… 
―Oh…Of me? 
She wanted to go, ―Like, duh.‖ Instead, she just decided to take a 

breath and see who this magnificent man in front of her really was. 
She noticed he wasn‘t wearing a suit at all. He was wearing dark pants 
and a jacket, and he was carrying her coat, and a neck scarf and 
overcoat of his own, and he had a cold. He searched in his pockets for 
a tissue. The elevator doors shut slowly. They were alone. He sneezed. 

Grace opened her purse, found the little package of Kleenex that 
she‘d carefully put there last night after rooting out the millions of 
pieces of tissues, new and used, that usually lived there, and waved it 
in the air. He reached out his hand, and she gave it to him.  

Nick struggled with the package. The little piece of tape closing it 
was stuck, and his hands were so big, watching him pull at the tiny 
cellophane tab made her heart leap around in her chest, surprising her. 
His nose was starting to run. He pulled hard, breaking the package 
with a snap that sent the tissues flying. They floated like tiny 
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parachutes all over the elevator. He grabbed one in mid-flight and 
blew his nose. Grace stared at the floor in wonder, then caught him 
looking at her. Bells went off. The doors started to open. Voices 
filtered in and broke the spell. 

Two beautifully dressed beautiful young women stood waiting for 
the elevator. The first thing they saw were the tissues like snow on the 
floor, then they looked up the long male body, realized who the 
beautiful man was, and pulled in their stomachs. Nick smiled politely, 
then pushed the stop button to freeze the elevator. In one move, Nick 
and Grace dropped all their belongings on the elevator floor and got 
down themselves to pick up the tissues. The girls quickly joined in, 
getting as close as possible to Nick, handing him all the dirty white 
Kleenex they had gathered. Grace and Nick slid by on either side of 
them, each holding a wad of tissues, and stepped onto the marble 
floor of the anteroom.  

Nick flashed her a mock look of fear, referring to the girls now 
safely in the elevator, and she cracked up. He smiled, showing his 
glorious white teeth, and pushed long strands of glossy black hair out 
of his left eye with his wrist. Between them they carried so many 
things they could barely walk. The receptionist got up and took 
Grace‘s jacket from Nick‘s arm. 

―Mr. Wyler….‖ She bestowed on him, and then tilted her head to 
Grace, having no idea who she was. 

―Ms. Patton….‖ Nick introduced Grace, as politely as he could, 
though he had no patience for this kind of stupidity.  

Grace saw the look of controlled anger on Nick‘s face and knew 
how he‘d gotten his bad-boy reputation. 

The receptionist seemed puzzled. With a giant smile, she stepped 
backwards, then continued to walk backwards, so she could continue 
to look at Nick. ―They‘re in the conference room.‖ ―Oops.‖ Her heel 
rammed into a leg of her desk. Reluctantly, she turned around and led 
them past the brocade slip-covered sofas and the arty shots of actors 
that lined the wine-colored walls.  

Without thinking, Nick and Grace followed her down the hallway 
together, a step behind the scarf-skirted swinging hips, and past 
several young, frenetic men on their way to ringing phones and the 
Xerox machine. The young men stopped moving the instant they laid 
eyes on Nick, and increased the hall‘s light by half with the wattage of 
their perfect-toothed smiles.  

While Grace wondered how many of these young men had made 
their way into his embrace, Nick was staring at his last, tattered, wet 
tissue. He reached out and laid his hand on the tissues clutched in 
Grace‘s palm.  

She opened her hand flat. Nick took the tissues, carefully 
separated out one, stuffed the rest in his pants pocket, and looked 
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around for a trash can for the wet ones he held in his other hand. He 
spotted an ashtray and dumped them in.  

They stepped into the conference room and shook hands with 
half-a-dozen men and one woman in business suits. 

Nick had hoped Grace would be reasonably attractive, for, to be 
gentlemanly, as usual, he‘d sleep with her. He‘d hoped they‘d be able 
to at least hold some kind of conversation, preferably not one about 
her, or one that required his answering questions about his private life.  

His experience told him that a crazy housewife dabbling in writing 
would be a distasteful bore, and he was hardly known for pretending 
not to be bored. This one, he thought, had written quite a potboiler. 
She‘d also laid herself open to the world. Anyone who read the book 
would know what she felt, what she thought, what she was like in 
bed—at least in her imagination, and what she wanted. What she 
wanted was the dream man, and at the moment, Nick knew, that was 
him.  

He thought it would be a good omen for the film if he came up 
with a nice end to her fantasy. It was, as his romantic-minded friends 
said, a no-brainer. 

On the other hand, he‘d have to be careful not to hurt her. That 
wouldn‘t be good at all. Not for the film, not for his friends, and he‘d 
feel badly about it.  

Perhaps the power brokers on all sides would cut her out of the 
loop, he thought. She‘d go home, and they‘d make the movie without 
her. He‘d see her at the premiere. Still, what would he say on the talk 
shows when they asked if he‘d ―….You know,‖ as Leno would surely 
put it. 

He hadn‘t expected her to be adorable, which she was.  
Grace wished they‘d had a few minutes to talk by themselves 

before the meeting. The business was done, theoretically, and this was 
just a get-to-know. But she was relaxed enough now to appreciate her 
situation. Nick‘s agent, Wills Brown, was a sweet-looking young man 
with the rapid speech of a salesman always ready to move on to the 
next call, and a sense of despair about him. She wondered how 
someone with so much power could be so sad. She wanted to ask him. 

―Hi,‖ Grace shook Wills‘ hand. She realized he realized he was not 
the creative talent he sold. Perhaps he had a drawer full of his own 
scripts, none of which anyone wanted to represent. 

―Hi, how‘re you doin?‖ Wills shot back. 
―I‘m happy to meet you,‖ Grace said simply, hoping that would 

put him at ease about her. 
―Great,‖ he answered. 
She looked around. Everyone else belonged to the movie studio or 

the production company, except for a representative from her literary 
agency, the lone woman.  

―You must be Jolene,‖ Grace reached out her hand to the woman.  
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―Yes, great to meet you.‖ She shook Grace‘s hand, clearly happy 
to be remembered by name, just from one phone call. Jolene had 
flown in from Chicago when the bigger fish in the literary office, who 
should have been here instead, had another deal to attend to. After all, 
the deal here was done, this was just the hellos.  

Nick and Grace, at almost the same time, backed into comfortable 
chairs facing the huge desk, with Wills standing behind it looking like 
the leader of the event. They sat down at precisely the same moment, 
which caused them to look at each other. Nick, before he could stop 
it, smiled. Grace, having no idea why she felt so gooey, melted. As 
formal and artificial as this was set up to be, when she looked at him, 
somehow all she felt was delight.  

Nick pulled another tissue out of his pocket and wiped his nose. 
Just then, the receptionist walked in to ask if anyone wanted coffee, 
saw Nick needing tissues, and ran out of the room.  

Nick was pretending to be very busy with his nose, but actually he 
was busy studying Grace. He didn‘t even know exactly what it was he 
was interested in. Perhaps he wanted to make sure he had some input 
on the script. That could be it. Professional interest.  

The way she looked at him was not what he expected. It was so 
soft he had no reason to use all his many defenses, though they were 
ready on standby. No need to be cool, because she was not cool, 
though cool was what he was always. No need to be hard, because she 
was not, though his protective armor was so permanent, guarding 
against anyone who might think of using him for his fame, looks, or 
money, that it was as much a part of him as his name. It seemed as 
though she didn‘t want anything from him, at least not yet. 

The receptionist ran back in the room, leaned down next to Nick, 
showing her cleavage, and placed a nice, big, fresh box of pink 
Kleenex in the chair with him.  

―Thank you,‖ he said, absently. He was too busy watching Grace 
talk to the roomful of strangers to be either as polite as he usually was, 
or as rude as he could be. 

―You‘re welcome,‖ said the receptionist, and asked around if 
anyone wanted coffee. 

After an hour of talking about schedules and rewrites, Wills stood 
up. ―Grace, it was great to meet you.‖ He leaned forward, making it 
clear he now meant for everyone to get up and leave the room. ―We 
still don‘t have a Daisy,‖ Wills said to her, ―We can talk about that 
next time. Gloria Epson‘s still making up her mind. We‘ll let you 
know.‖  

Gloria Epson was not Grace‘s first choice, though she‘d never met 
her. 

―Wills,‖ Nick said, with so much authority everyone stopped 
moving, ―let‘s talk about that now.‖ 

―What?‖ 
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―Gloria. We can do better. I thought you all wanted someone else. 
Someone a bit fresher.‖ He looked down at everyone in the room, 
though most of them were standing and he was still, elegantly, sitting. 

―She‘s a box-office draw,‖ Wills said 
―You don‘t need a draw. You have me.‖ He looked at Wills as 

though he were a servant. 
Grace smiled. That was the kind of arrogance she liked. She could 

have used it when she was fighting to get Dream Man published before 
she got discouraged and almost gave up. 

Wills looked for a moment as if he didn‘t know what to say. ―Who 
do you want?‖ he asked him. 

Nick pulled a folded, typewritten paper out of his wallet, and 
handed it to Wills. ―My short list,‖ he said, relaxing back in the chair 
and waiting for Wills to read it. ―If this is a meeting, it‘s a meeting.‖ 

Wills read through it, and handed it to one of the producers, who 
read it and handed it on. ―Okay, I‘ll have Lucy make copies for 
everyone. 

―I have one too,‖ Grace said. 
Nick turned to her, amused. 
―A list. For Daisy.‖ She reached into her purse, pulled out a 

folded, typewritten page, very deliberately handed it to Nick, and sat 
down. She was enjoying watching him take charge. 

Nick was surprised to have the list in his hand. He read it and 
looked back at her. ―Same good taste.‖ He handed Grace‘s list to 
Wills, who read it and passed it on. ―And where‘s your list?‖ Nick 
asked the room, pointedly. ―After Gloria.‖ 

Wills conferred with the producers, and everyone sat back down, 
throwing out names. Nick nodded at some of them, made faces at 
others.  

―Sheryl Rogers,‖ one of the producers said. 
―Absolutely not,‖ Grace and Nick said at exactly the same time. 
They looked at each other ―Jinx, 1,2,3,4…‖ Grace started. 
―Stop,‖ Nick said, still serious, then broke into a smile, he couldn‘t 

help it. 
Grace laughed. 
―Why not Sheryl?‖ the producer asked. 
Grace and Nick looked at each other, thinking they might say the 

same thing again. Nick waved her first. 
―She‘s hard. Daisy‘s soft,‖ she said. 
―Couldn‘t agree more,‖ Nick said, looking at Grace, then quickly 

turning to the producer. ―About Gloria,‖ he said to Wills. ―This 
wouldn‘t be about you representing her as well, now would it?‖ 

Wills blushed, an unusual thing to see in a power broker, Grace 
thought. 

―Absolutely not,‖ Wills said. 
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They all sat there for another half-hour, while the producers, Nick 
and Grace put together a list of names that were acceptable to all, 
even though Gloria had already been offered the part.  

Nick got up. ―I think we‘re done here,‖ he said sarcastically. 
Grace had to stifle a giggle. 
Wills smiled and walked Grace and Nick out of the room, into the 

hallway, into the foyer, practically into the arms of the receptionist, 
who had their coats and scarves and hats, and was trying to figure out 
which ones belonged to Nick.  

―I‘ll take those.‖ Nick scooped everything up, looked at Grace, 
and without saying anything, they walked out of the office and 
towards the elevator.  

―Do you have anything in there for this?‖ He pointed to her purse, 
which had magically produced the tissues, and then to his nose.  

―Probably,‖ Grace said, reaching into the little bag and pulling out 
her prescription bottle filled with mixed drugs: Advil, Excedrin, 
Fiornal for migraine, Adavan for muscle pull, Vitamin C and Clariton 
D for colds. The elevator door opened. They let it go by while Grace 
poured pills into her palm, picking out the Vitamin C and Clariton, 
holding them out for him. He fished them from her hand. Grace 
tingled for a moment. 

―They‘re…‖ she started. 
―I trust you.‖ He stopped her. He held onto the pills, the coats, 

the hats, the scarves, his briefcase, and wondered where he could find 
water to take them. 

Grace reached into the magic purse and pulled out a small bottle 
of water, lunch pack size. She unscrewed the top and would have 
handed it over, but Nick had no free hand.  

―Oh,‖ she said, reaching for the coats, the scarves, the hats. He 
shimmied them off his arm and into hers. The scarves loosened 
themselves and fell to the floor, entwined. Grace laughed, thinking at 
least her scarf got to kiss something of his. Nick looked where Grace 
was looking, saw a pile of wool, and didn‘t quite get what was funny, 
but he liked the sound of her laugh. It was real. Real laughing wasn‘t 
something you got to be around all that much, he thought. People 
often laughed around him when they couldn‘t think of anything else to 
do or say. 

He threw the pills into his mouth, downed the water, and wiped 
his lips with the back of his hand, studying her, counting in his mind 
the number of people he knew who he would consider real at all. 

―What‘s the ring?‖ Grace asked. 
―Oxford.‖ He put his hand near her eyes so she could see the 

stone and the inscription. ―Long time ago.‖ He made a dark, dramatic 
face. 

Grace meant to study the ring, but found herself staring, instead, 
at his hand. Beautiful, strong hand.  



The Dream Man 

24 

 

The elevator doors opened and closed.  
―Got any more of those?‖ he asked, taking his hand down, nearly 

putting it on her hair. 
Grace looked up at him.  
―Pills. Cold pills.‖ He smiled. ―You can stop being impressed now. 

Just a British thing, Oxford. Cold pills for tomorrow.‖ 
Grace poured out more assorted capsules and tablets. ―For 

tomorrow,‖ she said. 
―Thank you.‖ Nick took them and put them in his pocket. 
The elevator bell dinged again. Holding everything, the pills, water 

bottle, heavy coats, tissues, they stepped in. Grace pulled the happily 
entwined, dragging scarves in the doors just as they snapped shut. The 
three people already inside made space for them. 

―Feels better already,‖ Nick said. 
Grace looked at his beautiful face and didn‘t know what he was 

talking about. 
―My nose.‖ He sniffed, to show it had dried up. 
Grace smiled and didn‘t know what to say. Her heart was leaping 

around again, and all of a sudden she had the idea that she‘d met him 
before. ―Maybe it‘s an allergy,‖ she offered. 

―To meetings, certainly.‖ He looked up at the numbered lights 
going on and off as they passed each floor. 

She nodded and looked up at the numbers with him. 
The elevator bumped rudely on the eighth floor. The man behind 

her, carrying a set of yellow envelopes, moved past her and out. 
―Have you eaten yet?‖ he asked, looking straight at her. 
―Nope.‖ She put her hand on her stomach. Maybe it was her 

stomach growling, she thought, and not her heart thumping. 
―I‘m starving,‖ he said. 
―Me too.‖  
―Alright.‖ He looked back up at the changing numbers. 
Grace had no idea what he had in mind, but instead of looking up 

at the numbers, she looked up at him, smiling. 
Nick felt her looking at him, and responded inside instantly as he 

always did, uptight, dukes up, as though she were after something 
from him, quickly changing his mind about the lunch offer he‘d 
almost made, and turning to shoot something cutting, like ―Well, 
enjoy your lunch, then‖ at her. But the moment he saw her smile, 
totally open, with nothing on her mind, a feeling of something familiar 
washed over him, and he just stood there, watching her. 

Nick‘s gaze totally unnerved her, and she looked back up at the 
numbers. 

The elevator bumped on the ground floor, and when the doors 
opened, it seemed hundreds of people were rushing towards them. 
Grace and Nick slipped through, then stopped just past the doors 



The Dream Man 

25 

 

counting up their belongings. It was still too hot in the building to put 
on the coats.  

―Thank you.‖ Nick held up the water bottle to give back to her. 
Grace had to hand him her coat and the mingled scarves to get the 

purse open, and dropped in the bottle, wondering if he‘d actually 
asked her to lunch or if she wouldn‘t see him again until the next 
meeting. 

―Got anything really good in there?‖ he leaned in to the purse. 
Grace could feel his warm breath from even a foot away. He 

smelled smoky and leathery, though he was wearing silk. She watched 
his shirt flow down his chest, trying to remember everything the purse 
held. Mints, gum. ―What would be really good?‖ she said. 

In spite of himself, he grinned. He separated out Grace‘s scarf and 
impulsively wrapped it around her neck. Then, almost without 
thinking, he took her hand. ―C‘mon.‖ 

 
It was freezing outside. Grace was still warm from being in the 

building and flushed from standing so close to Nick, from the feel of 
his hand. Trying hard not to become infatuated with his magnificent 
looks and powerful personality, she reminded herself over and over 
that the best any woman could hope for here was friends. She was not 
about to get sucked in, all starstruck and stupid. He handed over her 
coat. As she struggled with the sleeves, Nick wound his scarf twice 
around his neck, looped it tight, fished in his pocket for a tissue, blew 
his nose, and, Grace noticed, never took his eyes off her. 

Nick was curious. Growing more so by the minute. She was like a 
lot of his women friends, sharp, witty, but she was also sweet. Not 
sappy, but kind. Genuine. Funny. Loose. A bit like Tinkerbell to his 
Peter Pan. Quite sexy. 

Grace watched him watch her, and felt utterly uncool. With an 
uncool grin on her face. Something made her think of Tinkerbell. She 
felt like Tinkerbell trapped in a bug jar, with Peter Pan watching on 
the other side of the glass. Nick was a work of art. At this moment, 
though, with his eyes on her, she wasn‘t sure who was the artist, and 
who was the subject. 

He watched the way her mouth opened when she smiled, and then 
suddenly took her arm and started walking up Madison Avenue 
toward a French restaurant he liked on Third. 

It was lunchtime, and there was heavy traffic on the sidewalks. 
Everyone in business clothes, a few brave souls in running gear. Grace 
wondered why anyone running would pick this street, so especially 
gray with solid stone buildings lined up on both sides. Her fingers 
were getting numb from the cold, even pushed down into the coat 
pockets, but she didn‘t want to put on gloves in case Nick took her 
hand again. She told herself to stop this nonsense. She was dealing 
with a gay man here. Was she nuts? She looked at him striding along 
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next to her like a thoroughbred, and was able to keep up his fast pace 
even though her legs were half as long. 

―You like French food?‖ he asked, making conversation. 
―Dessert. Salad Nicoise.‖ 
―I know you know I live in Paris part of the year.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―Actually, I don‘t like you knowing so much about me.‖ 
―Oh. Sorry.‖ 
He looked at her, smiling at her, again in spite of himself. He 

much preferred to gaze at people coolly, detached, saving his smiles 
and giggles for people he knew well. And even then he tended to hold 
back. Familiarity and affection were not his favorite modes of 
expression. 

―You‘re all there on the Web,‖ she said. ―A lot of people visit you. 
Night after night.‖ She made a sly face. He sent it back to her with an 
extra dramatization of shock. ―I danced in the streets of Paris on 
Bastile day when I was twenty-one,‖ she remembered. 

He slowed his pace a little. ―And did you love Paris?‖ 
She nodded ―I loved Paris. And I fell in love with an American 

and had sex for the first time.‖  
―Oh?‖ Perhaps she was, actually, interesting, he thought. 
―In a little hotel room on Boulevard San Michel. Five flight walk-

up. Half a block from the river.‖  
He remembered falling in love in Paris. Though he wasn‘t about to 

share his stories.  
They were approaching Third St., and Grace wished they‘d keep 

on walking, to the end of the island, so this would last the whole day. 
―The French hate you, you know,‖ he said. 
―Oh, yes, they made that very clear. They hate all Americans. 

Unless we speak en Francais, then they‘re quite wonderful to us.‖ 
―Did you?‖ 
―Badly. Speak French, right?‖ 
He nodded. 
―They laughed at me.‖ 
―Then they must have liked you.‖ She was sort of fun and breezy, 

he thought. Unselfconscious. All of a sudden he realized they were 
having a conversation. He was used to people watching themselves 
have conversations with him. No one ever really listened, and he‘d 
gotten into that half-here, half-somewhere else habit over the years, 
except when he was onstage, or in front of a camera. Then he listened. 
Now he wanted to listen. ―More.‖ 

Grace smiled. ―I kept on trying, I spoke French all day, and they 
talked to me. His friends tried to pass me off to tourists as a French 
girl who didn‘t speak English. It was great.‖ 

―What happened to him?‖  
―He lives here.‖ 
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He raised his eyebrows. 
“I had all these plans—train to Venice, boat to Greece, flight to Israel. 

Kibbutz, the whole thing. We were supposed to meet in Amsterdam. He never 
showed, or I never saw him.” 

―How sad.‖  
―And how many hearts have you broken in Paris?‖ 
 He was not about to tell her anything personal. ―In Paris you can 

have a broken heart every week and it doesn‘t matter. There are always 
the Rodins in the parks and little paper boats in the Luxembourg 
fountain.‖ 

Grace studied him quietly. He chuckled. He‘s sentimental, she 
thought.  

 ―The Paris fellow lives here?‖ He didn‘t know why he was so 
interested in her Parisian experience, but he was. 

She nodded. 
―Did you think of looking him up?‖ 
―I used to live here, you know.‖ 
―No, I didn‘t.‖ More surprises. 
―You‘ll have to hit Random House.com. There I am.‖ 
―Actually, you‘re all over three hundred and fifty pages.‖ 
Grace flushed. 
Someone bumped gently into Nick, and he maneuvered around. 

Grace noticed people looking at him as they passed, trying to figure 
out where they knew him from. Grace thought Nick liked the 
attention.  

They stopped in front of an outdoor café, with huge green 
umbrellas looming over perfect white tablecloths. ―This is it. Don‘t 
order in French, you‘ll embarrass me.‖ 

She laughed. He reached into her coat pocket and took out her icy 
hand. He rubbed it in both his and shivered. ―Brrrr.‖ This was totally 
unusual for him, he thought. Making a friend so quickly. 

Grace just stood there in amazement, giving him her hand. 
 
 
 ―Did you leave?‖ he asked, swallowing broiled salmon. 
―When?‖ 
―After Mr. Paris-New York fizzled.‖ 
―No. I stayed here and auditioned.‖ 
―You were an actress?‖ He wiped his mouth and folded up the 

napkin.  
―Am. See? There‘s a lot I left out of those three hundred some 

pages.‖ She picked through her salad for potatoes. ―You won‘t believe 
me, but Daisy is herself, not just me.‖ She speared one with her fork. 
―You write.‖ She looked at him. ―You know how it just takes off from 
you. You start out hammering this character into some shape you like, 
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and then she takes off like a real person, and you follow her around all 
night.‖ 

Nick leaned forward. ―For me it‘s like chasing my thoughts 
around. Trying to hold them still long enough for me to write them 
down. I have to chase them all over my body, or they run and 
disappear.‖ All of a sudden he sat back. He didn‘t mean to tell her 
about himself. 

Grace nodded excitedly. ―Yes.‖ She put down her fork. ―And then 
you feel like you‘re only marking time and making things up, and then 
when this character finally shows up, she‘s got new stuff, and you just 
listen and take it down. That‘s my favorite part. When you think 
you‘ve lost them, and they come back fresh.‖ 

―Yes, that‘s it. They come back fresh.‖  
There was silence for a moment. At least Grace could hear 

nothing but her heartbeat. Something about his eyes made her think 
about touching him, and she flushed. Then she saw him looking at her 
too, and realized they were staring at each other, as though they knew 
one another.  

Two tall sherbet glasses filled with pears and cream arrived at the 
table. Grace and Nick stopped staring and smiled as though the lights 
had just switched on. The waiter placed the desserts carefully in front 
of them. 

―Would you like coffee?‖ Nick asked her. 
―Peppermint tea?‖  
The waiter nodded. Nick nodded. ―Same here. Please.‖ 
Now they had no idea what to say. Grace dug into the pears. 
―Ummmm.‖ 
Nick tried his. ―Yummy.‖ 
Grace laughed. She felt the urge to recite some silly song from 

―Sesame Street‖ to celebrate the pears. Her laugh made Nick laugh, 
especially since he had no idea what had tickled her. 

―What‘s so funny?‖ he demanded, laughing. 
“I’m not sure,” she said, but it just made her laugh more.  
Nick leaned forward and held out a spoonful of the whipped 

cream. ―Dream Man is very erotic. You‘re not thinking what you could 
do with this in bed, are you?‖ 

―OhMyGod, no!‖ Grace nearly shrieked and barely kept the food 
in her mouth. The cream fell off Nick‘s spoon onto the tablecloth, 
making him laugh more, and then his nose began to run. Grace 
handed him her napkin, without thinking, and he blew hard and loud.  

On the street, Nick tied up his scarf even tighter and took Grace‘s 
hand to warm his own. A jolt of longing went through her brain and 
belly. She felt as though a friend was about to leave her. This is 
ridiculous, she thought, you just met him. She tried to quiet down her 
heart by breathing slowly and deeply.  
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This wasn‘t like Los Angeles, where you had to walk back to your 
car. They stood there for a moment. Grace couldn‘t take her eyes off 
of his beautiful, strong face, thinking This is really weird, like being 
attracted to John, her long time, gay best buddy, and hoping, that like 
most men, he had no idea what she was feeling. As long as she didn‘t 
weep or say something nasty, he would have no idea, just from 
looking at her face, what was going on inside her. 

 ―Are you coming to the theater tonight?‖ he asked, impulsively. 
She took a breath and grinned. ―You‘re sold out. Even Sam 

couldn‘t get me a ticket.‖ 
―Oh,‖ he smiled. ―I can.‖ 
―Then I‘d love it,‖ she said, still grinning. 
―Good.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ Nick Wyler on Broadway. She‘d planned to pay a 

scalper to get in, and now she had a personal invitation. 
―My pleasure.‖ He realized he was rubbing her hand now, holding 

it close to his chest. ―Wait for me afterwards. I‘ll introduce you 
around.‖ 

―Thank you.‖ She grimaced inside for saying so many Thank 
Yous. 

―My pleasure.‖ They stood silently while he rubbed her hand. 
―Can you find your way back to your hotel?‖ he asked. 

She smiled as though he‘d said something silly. 
 ―Oh, yes, you lived here.‖ He smiled back. 
Her hand was so warm now. She wanted to touch his chest, feel 

the soft shirt. ―I think I‘ll walk for awhile. There‘s so much to look 
at.‖ 

―The Whitney Museum,‖ he remembered from the book. 
―Yes,‖ she smiled. ―See, you know more about me than I do about 

you.‖  
―I know what you like.‖ 
Grace blushed. She would have stuck out her hand for a 

handshake, but Nick was still holding it. 
―Where did you live?‖ he asked. 
―All over. West Ninth, Fifteenth in Chelsea, Riverside and 

Ninetieth, Columbus and Fifty-Ninth—I loved that one. It had a 
sleeping loft that looked out over the living room and out onto 
Columbus. It was like sleeping on the street. Forty-eighth and Third.‖ 
She pointed down the street. ―Right around the corner. That one was 
beautiful. Great sound system. I spent many nights singing I Could 
Have Been a Sailor, and that highwire thing—Melissa Manchester.‖ 

―Baby danced……‖ he sang. 
―Yeah. I loved that. Very sad.‖ 
―I still love Peter Allen.‖ He remembered his old record collection 

at home in London, in the closet. 
Grace nodded. ―Me too.‖ 
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―Okay, I‘ll see you tonight.‖  
―Break a leg,‖ she smiled. 
Nick put her hand back in her pocket, then waved and walked 

down Madison. Grace stood there, shaking, confused, looking around 
as though she‘d just woken from a dream. 
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3 
 
 
It was a rollercoaster, spiraling down, pitched straight to the ground, and then 

all of a sudden, it stopped. They were floating now, almost level, gliding. It was 
quiet, and everything was orange. The world was orange. 

 

 
 
Grace turned around slowly, getting her bearings. There were old 

friends to call, old apartments to visit, the Whitney, the Staten Island 
Ferry. But everything was different.  

The first thing she‘d done this morning was visit the empty space 
where the World Trade Center had stood. She‘d once been a New 
Yorker. Now it felt like everyone everywhere was a New Yorker 
forever. 

She started walking uptown, then turned toward 5th Avenue. 
Central Park was just ahead. She remembered lunches with the girls at 
the Plaza, auditions, walking to the opera, dance classes, acting classes, 
the excitement of having it all, so close, so many people around all the 
time, and all of a sudden she missed Los Angeles.  

What she missed was the space. There were so many things to do 
and see in New York, so close, it had been hard for her to be still, 
even for a moment. So much out there. Even sitting in a postage 
stamp park, reading, seemed wrong. It was lonelier inside an 
apartment in New York, surrounded by everything just outside, than 
in a cabin in the woods. Or a quiet house in Brentwood. Where 
everything was so spread out you felt like you drove for days just to 
get down the block. 

She kept walking up Fifth, by the Park, by the Zoo. The stores, 
laundries, tiny restaurants, yogurt bars, all made her think of the year 
she‘d lived here, the days she‘d spent wandering. She remembered 
how she and John, her best friend, fresh from Los Angeles, had 
jumped into the New York scene, each of them with an acting job, 
sharing an apartment. He introduced her to directors, and she got 
more work. She introduced him to friends from her year at UCLA and 
fixed him up with the same gay men she‘d had crushes on in college.  

It‘d been incredibly exciting, being here and not feeling like a 
stranger. And she remembered how everyone else, old and new 
friends who‘d lived here for awhile, seemed so depressed. All those 
lunches she‘d eaten at the restaurants where her friends waited tables. 
Everyone she‘d known then seemed intense with sadness; they longed 
for fame and love, in that order.  

People came away from parties sadder than when they‘d arrived. 
Friends‘ miseries rubbed onto each other. They talked of having hope, 
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and faith, using those words a lot, going to the Church of Religious 
Science on Saturdays, buoying each other up. But really, as each day 
went by, each one dragged the other down, deeper into confusion and 
a sense of loss. It was starting to get to Grace even before John got 
sick, and afterwards it was unbearable. 

It had been easy for Grace to connect with strangers on the 
streets, with other girls living alone, because she was warm, sweet, and 
new in town. They‘d formed quick bonds, having lunches and talking 
on the phone. But everyone was so busy, it was hard to keep up a 
friendship. Everyone had a day job, and was trying to be somebody 
the rest of the time. An actor, a writer, a director, a dancer, a singer, an 
artist.  

Once, when Grace had been sick with the flu and covered in 
blankets in the cozy loft bed on Columbus at Sixty-Ninth, a girl she 
barely knew called. The girl had just been dumped by her boyfriend 
and was trying to cope. They talked, and when the girl found out 
Grace was sick, she begged her to let her bring something over, some 
food. Grace said she could use some apples, but…. The thought of 
allowing this girl to run her an errand was more than Grace could 
handle. The girl said ―Please. I need to feel like a human being.‖ 

Since that night, when the girl delivered a bag of red apples and 
said Thank you to Grace, she‘d always thought that that was the truth 
about what it is to be a human being. You make yourself useful. That 
single idea had leapt out and hit her on the head whenever she 
threatened to take herself too seriously. 

 
Whenever he walked around the city, Nick wondered if he would 

meet someone who would interest him, or someone who would 
accost him. Walking was losing its charm. He was tired of shopping, 
tired of gourmet coffee, and tired of seeing the same people sitting in 
the same booths speaking to him with the same opening lines.  

On the stage, although he knew what was supposed to happen 
next, it was always a surprise because he never knew what he would 
do. He never knew exactly what he would feel or how it would come 
out, or what the audience would do. He missed his home in London, 
but nothing else about that city. He had lovely bits of memories from 
all over the world, set in a dreary, aching background of miseries and 
might-have-beens. 

Even though the pace was different in Sydney, and Paris, the 
parties all felt the same. The same people were at them, no matter 
where they were happening on the globe, sort of like a party tour. 
When he‘d been selling something, himself, his book, the party tour 
was helpful. He met people who opened up opportunities for him, 
though some turned to disaster. It‘d been a very long time since he‘d 
even thought he was in love. 
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He headed back down Madison, nodding to people who 
recognized him, hoping no one would actually walk up to him and say 
―Aren‘t you Nick Wyler?‖ He thought about going to the gym, but 
didn‘t really feel like working out, or picking up someone hot and 
sweaty for the afternoon. He wondered who this woman was who‘d 
made him laugh, who‘d written a book about an obsession that got the 
heroine what she wanted. He was no stranger to obsession, and they 
had all landed him nearly in the gutter. He thought how funny it was 
that money, fame, and good looks wouldn‘t heal your soul, but 
perhaps insanity could. Then he should have stayed in the gutter 
longer. Perhaps it would have done the trick. 

Not that he was depressed, though he used to be angry. An angry 
young man, they‘d called him. Arrogant, smart-mouthed. All of a 
sudden, he felt exhausted, and jumped in a cab for home. 

 
Before she knew it, she was at Madison and Seventy-Second, and 

the Whitney was only three blocks ahead. On either side of her were 
office buildings. Down the side streets she could see Upper East Side 
apartments, with nicer stoops and trees, and bellmen dressed in red 
standing guard outside.  

Everything, every place reminded her of the winter John died. 
They‘d spent Christmas with his family in Montauk, in the snow, and 
then he got sick. After he died, and she‘d gone from being devastated 
to being numb, she‘d left.  

Telephone numbers of all the friends and acquaintances she‘d 
made, all the casting directors and producers and musicians, were 
scrawled somewhere in her long misplaced old address book. She 
wondered now what had happened to them. Did anyone get famous 
here? Was anyone in a Broadway show, or playing a lead on a regional 
tour?  

All of a sudden she remembered the tall windows on West Ninth 
with snow halfway up the glass, on New Year‘s day eighteen years 
ago—Monty Python marathon running on the television, art supplies 
out, easel up, the phone not ringing, ever, with a call from the man 
she‘d seen the week before. That winter, so many trips to the Whitney 
she felt she lived there, in front of the sad women in Edward 
Hopper‘s paintings. 

She was there now—paid the admission, and walked straight 
upstairs to the room where her beloved Calder’s Circus, with it‘s 
magical wire lion and rubber hose elephant, seemed to be in mid-
performance under a clear dome. The sculpture was surrounded by 
children. She stood there with them for a long time, watching them 
discover each fantastical acrobat and animal, smelling popcorn and 
summer in the museum air.  

On the way out, she passed by the Hopper she‘d spent so many 
hours in front of, the woman who looked so sad, and so ready to 
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either give up, or take a big chance. Grace always felt she‘d given up, 
but today, she looked like she was about to take a chance, making 
Grace feel brave, waving to her, then pointing her finger, saying ―You 
go, girl!‖ Grace pointed back to the woman, slapping her five in her 
mind, then waved and walked out into the cold air.  

 
Nick went through the mail, then dumped it on his desk. Dream 

Man was sitting there, next to the laptop, covered in crumpled and 
marked up papers. He‘d come upon Grace‘s book in a bargain bin in 
his favorite, tiny corner bookstore where no one ever bothered him. 
He‘d stood there, reading it, taken it home, and the same day, had 
Wills call Grace‘s agent to try to buy it for a film. He loved the first 
line: 

 
“He was born outside London, or in Yorkshire, or on Watership Down, the 

place I love most but have never seen. He was born everywhere, because he is 
imaginary, and I can imagine him anywhere.” 

 
He wondered how he would play Michael, who was both real and 

imaginary. Sometimes, he felt like both himself. Imaginary to people 
he‘d never met, real to a only a few. And even then, he wasn‘t sure if 
they were really looking at him, or what they imagined was him. 

He sprawled across his huge bed with the book and the 
screenplay, leafing through them, comparing what he thought were 
the key scenes. Part of the deal was that he would have script say. 
Grace knew he wanted to work with her on it, and she‘d agreed. 

  
His half-filled cup of peppermint tea sat cold on the table beside 

him, and Chuck had snuggled up as close as he could get. The dog‘s 
giant head lay fully on his master‘s ribcage, warm, sleepy nose pressed 
on warm human flesh, and the rest of him stretched out across the 
pillows in the big, warm bed. Happy dog. Nick, propped on his side, 
reached around and fluffed Chuck‘s ears. 

―She even put a dog in here,‖ he motioned to the book. Chuck 
shifted his head just enough to gaze into his master‘s eyes. ―Looks like 
you.‖ They moved their ears up and down together. ―Not as cool.‖ 
Nick planted a kiss on the dog‘s nose, and pulled himself up from the 
bed. His long body, with sculpted arms and shoulders forming an 
inverted triangle with his flat stomach and David-like waist, moved 
across the room to the bathroom with the galoomphy elegance of a 
man who cannot dance. 

He stared back at himself in the wall of mirrors lining the 
bathroom. He was getting distinguished-looking. When would he start 
coloring the gray hairs? The glistening Jacuzzi set among a garden of 
flowers in the corner hadn‘t been used much lately. He wasn‘t crazy 
about being alone at night, but there was no one he wanted to be with.  
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When he was wired after a performance and the long legged 
beauties lined up for their shot at him, more often than not he took 
them up on it, though none of them knew how to touch him, and they 
all wanted something from him. They were too rough, all over him in 
a fake seductive way, or they were starstruck and timid. None of them 
had anything like what he assumed a great female orgasm should be 
like—something different from a man‘s, and worth watching. 

Most of them thought they were ―turning the gay movie star 
around‖ by showing him a great heterosexual time in bed. By the time 
they figured out that he was a little more complicated than his press, 
he‘d already backed his mind and heart out the door and into the 
hallway. His body just went on by itself, like every other man they‘d 
been with.  

He was, as they finally discovered, both familiar with, and quite 
interested in, pussy. He wasn‘t about to get involved with them not 
because they were women in general, but because he didn‘t like them 
in particular. He could be as insensitive as any man. 

He never brought them to his home, actually he never brought any 
one-night stand to his home—he‘d get a nice hotel room, order 
champagne, then leave them there to order breakfast for themselves in 
the morning while he slept alone in his own bed.  

In the old days he liked to think he would sleep with anything. In 
the dark, all those parties, all those bodies, all the wine and cocaine, 
you couldn‘t tell who was who anyway. He‘d sleep with anyone. 
Anyone but his friends, at any rate.  

Randy was a great pal, and they still made the rounds together long 
after midnight. Only it wasn‘t really dark anymore, and the bodies all 
had clothes on. Randy‘d always meet someone and disappear, and 
Nick would end up dancing with the same person until three and then 
leave, alone, no explanation, totally sober. You couldn‘t talk much to 
anyone above the music, and he got bored quickly with the snippets of 
conversation in the hallways. The last thing he was in the mood for 
was sex in the bathroom or the alley, where someone might 
photograph him.  

Sometimes his women friends stayed over. The ones who‘d 
decided they‘d rather be his friend than sleep with him, once, after 
he‘d made it clear that it was either sex or friendship, not both. They‘d 
soak with him in the hot tub and talk about their problems—and then 
crawl in the bed with him, if it was late and they‘d been drinking, and 
he‘d wrap his arms around them in his best brotherly embrace. They 
knew he would never touch them once they announced their intention 
to be a friend. If he ever felt it get tense, that was the end of it. 

The ones who‘d picked sex never heard from him again. But the 
women who were his friends watched out for him, listened to his 
stories, and trusted him with their lives, because he could keep a 
secret. 
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His main worry these days seemed to be how stuck he was in his 
writing. The ideas he had were more witty than anything else, and the 
story hadn‘t really taken hold of him yet. He enjoyed acting, and he 
loved being famous for it, but he could sit for hours at the keyboard, 
watching his thoughts form into words on the screen. Making the 
pieces of his play fit together was easy, that was the way his mind 
worked, but all the characters seemed to be at each other all the time, 
as though anger was the only way he could resolve things.  

Trying to get to the heart of a person - that made him squeamish. 
He had to look inside himself in a different way than he did acting, 
where he really felt like he was someone else. Writing was somehow 
more personal, as though people could see into him through the 
words. He had writing partners, but felt these days like he needed to 
do it alone. He thought perhaps he was trying to top himself, or 
someone else whose work he admired, and that he just hadn‘t found 
his own voice. Not yet. 

 
Grace rummaged through her belongings for something great to 

wear to see Nick on the Broadway stage, wondering why she hadn‘t 
thought about this more before she left, then remembered she‘d 
practically fled Brentwood 

With Robin at college in Boston, she‘d just left, and as far as she 
was concerned, she had nowhere to go back to. If she‘d had time to 
think, she would‘ve taken the whole household with her and just 
moved to New York.  

It made sense. She‘d be closer to Robin, she could reconnect with 
all her old friends, it‘d be a great jumping off point for Europe, 
England exactly, and Random House was here, and the location for 
Dream Man, the movie. It was a perfect way to leave Paul.  

She‘d miss her friends. She‘d miss her parents. Everything else she 
could do without. It was the kind of mood she‘d been in at least once 
a month during the eighteen years of her marriage, the I‘ll Start Over 
thing. Well, now she could. 

Except she had nothing knockout to wear. Only a black dress, 
business clothes for booksignings and interviews, and a trendy leather 
skirt she‘d bought on a whim. She was too tired to shop. The black 
would have to do. The phone rang. 

―Grace?‖ 
―Paul.‖ 
―How was your day?‖ 
He was so nice, she thought, so attentive since she‘d thrown him 

out. Old feelings flooded her system. Anger. Fear. Old questions she 
couldn‘t answer ran through her mind. Was she the one who‘d been 
most afraid of being really close, really married? Had she driven Paul 
away? 
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The last year hadn‘t helped her understand much about love and 
romance. She hated dating. Like everybody, she figured. She‘d tried, 
just to spite Paul. Just because of Bonnie. Since there was so much sex 
in Dream Man, men thought she‘d be wild in bed—she could see it in 
their faces, in their conversation, the way they looked at her. From the 
moment they saw her, that‘s all they were thinking.  

And Paul, watching her transformation from gardener to author, 
had started sending flowers, leaving messages hinting about his 
wanting to come back, wanting to start over. She was both sick of it 
and pulled to it. They had so much history. She had loved him so 
much. He was her first real love, and she‘d been with him her whole 
adult life, until now. ―It went well, thank you, she said.‖ 

―What‘s he like?‖ Paul asked, too nice. 
She figured he meant Nick. ―Great. Tall. Huge.‖ Nicer than you, 

she wanted to say.  
―I‘d like to come up next week.‖ 
―Paul, don‘t. Please.‖  
―Grace…‖ 
―Don‘t.‖  
 
When Nick made his entrance on the stage, in a beautiful black 

period costume, towering over everyone else in height and presence, 
Grace wasn‘t the only one swooning. There were gay men all around 
her beaming, with their hands clasped to their chests, and women, like 
her, doing the same. He was all purpose. He was also brilliant, funny, 
charismatic, and anything else she could think of.  

When it was all over, all the curtain calls, and the standing, 
shouting, stamping audience had reluctantly left, Grace wasn‘t sure 
where to go.  

She walked up front and waited, nervous, one hand massaging the 
wall of the empty orchestra pit, until a lanky, bearded young man busy 
clearing the set saw her, stopped in mid sweep, and grinned. 

―I loved your book,‖ he yelled across the stage. ―It was a hoot.‖  
Grace, too surprised that he knew who she was to tell him why 

she was standing there, and too unsure to yell back, smiled and started 
up the stairs to the stage to ask for directions.  

―Stay here,‖ he said, nearly handing her the broom. ―I‘ll tell him 
where you are.‖ 

She watched him disappear behind the fuchsia curtain, smoothed 
out her dress and tried to relax. Hoped she‘d be able to get her coat, 
hat and scarf out of the checkroom this late. Not relaxed, she 
rummaged quickly through her purse for a mint and tossed one, 
partially coated in Kleenex, into her mouth.  

In a moment, Nick walked out from around the curtain and 
towards her in jeans and dark green shirt, wiping his hair and neck 
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with a towel, still wearing makeup. He looked like Valentino in an old 
silent. She swallowed the mint. 

―Did you have a good seat?‖ he asked, as he walked toward her. 
―Great. Thank you.‖ 
―You‘re welcome.‖ 
She looked at him. ―You were amazing.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ 
And then they stood there, Nick perfectly comfortable, just 

looking at her, Grace just trying to remember to breathe, standing 
there long enough for an entire song, it seemed, to play over the 
sound system. 

―Come on, I‘ll introduce you.‖ He took her hand and led her up 
the stage, pushing aside the heavy velvet curtains.  

Their footsteps resonated in the cavernous space as they passed 
the ropes and pulleys and huge pieces of sets, so familiar to Grace in 
another, earlier life. The backstage area was mobbed with actors in 
and out of makeup and costume and friends and fans crushing each 
other. It smells so good, she thought. Makeup and sweat, old 
costumes, musty dressing rooms, history. The theater. More home 
than any home she had.  

Nick, in his element, taller than everyone else, held court. He 
smiled at Grace, a beneficent king with a sense of humor. For a 
moment, she felt like a princess, and the sweetness of the feeling 
embarrassed her.  

―So, you gonna make the little lady‘s dream come true?‖ a cast 
member teased Nick, loud enough for everyone standing around to 
hear. Nick laughed, but Grace winced. She had forgotten she was 
recognizable too, especially this week. She‘d been on television, radio, 
the newspapers, posters for her bookstore appearances were up 
around the city, and her face was on the back cover of Dream Man, but 
she would never get used to the idea that she was, possibly, famous 
and successful. She still felt like a shy high-schooler with zero 
experience with the world, and men in particular.  

A handsome man standing next to Nick moved over to her and 
took her arm. ―Never you mind the busybodies,‖ he told her. 

―Grace,‖ Nick leaned in, ―Randy. My oldest and dearest friend.‖ 
―Not oldest,‖ Randy said. ―Please.‖ Then he shouted, ―My place!‖ 

over the noise. When everyone turned to him he lowered his voice, 
―Bring your own.‖  

 ―Want to go?‖ Nick asked her. 
Like duh, she thought. ―Sure,‖ she said. 
 
The party reminded her of the ones she‘d been to with John. He‘d 

known everyone in New York it seemed, gay and straight, the best 
looking, wittiest people in town. She surveyed the huge loft. In the 
cab, pressed between Randy and Nick in the back seat, she‘d watched 
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the neighborhoods change as they drove fast from Broadway to 
downtown, to Soho. Now she realized this was an artist‘s studio—the 
easels and canvases were tucked neatly into corners and cubbyholes 
custom made for them. But it was too dark to see the artwork on the 
walls. Was it Randy‘s work?  

 Big band music blasted through the building. She‘d danced with 
nearly everyone at the party, nearly all at the same time. It was like 
having magic shoes on. She was holding club soda instead of wine or 
champagne because she didn‘t want to miss a thing. Robin would‘ve 
loved this, she thought.  

It was a slow song. Nick reached for her hand. ―C‘mon,‖ he said. 
She stepped forward and started dancing—sort of rock dancing, 

group dancing, only slow. But Nick held onto her hand and pulled her 
into regulation slow dancing position, holding her formally, just far 
enough away from him that she could see his face. She was wearing 
high heels, and he was slouching, so she only had to look up a bit to 
see him. Suddenly, with Frank Sinatra‘s Bossa Nova album in the 
background, Nick looked her square in the eye, and in that second, 
she saw the dream man. Her mouth dropped open, and she almost 
reached for him, instinctively, as she had so many times before.  

Nick saw her face change and smiled, having no idea what thought 
had crossed her mind, but enjoying the look of total surprise in her 
eyes, and continued to look at her. She was so connected to his eyes, 
she felt like she was being drawn into them, losing her footing for a 
second, and suddenly stopped moving altogether, staring at him. Now 
he looked surprised. 

―Am I tripping you?‖ he asked. 
Grace shook her head, her heart going a mile a minute, her belly 

starting the ache she hadn‘t felt since she‘d finished the manuscript, 
and tore her eyes away from his face.  

―No,‖ she said, smiling, trying to get back in step. And then she 
saw his hand holding hers, the huge hand, and remembered that same 
hand holding her face, big enough to hold all her face, and she almost 
cried. Oh my God, she thought, I‘m going crazy. And then she 
remembered that, she remembered feeling crazy.  

She looked back up at his face for a second, and he was still 
looking back at her, feeling her shake, and then he stopped moving 
too, and for an instant she thought he‘d stopped time. In his eyes she 
could see time. She could see herself, like in a mirror, looking back at 
her, and she could see love for her. She gasped, and Nick, not 
knowing what was wrong, and without thinking, pulled her in closer to 
him, wrapped her arm around his neck, and started dancing again.  

Grace followed him. She followed him all around the room, trying 
to breathe, smelling him, feeling the skin of his neck against her hand, 
feeling terrified. She shivered. Nick held her closer. 
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All of a sudden, it was Benny Goodman, In the Mood, and Nick let 
her go, spinning her away from him, holding her hand. She tried to 
shake off the dream, concentrating on the dance, twirling under his 
arm. They did all the tricky moves, back and forth, circling round and 
round each other, Nick dipping low, Grace‘s heart pounding. Trying 
to stay with the swing beat, Nick moved left when Grace moved right, 
and they collided, falling into a leather armchair big enough for only 
one.  

They scrunched together, Grace practically in Nick‘s lap. 
Instinctively, he put his arm around her. Feeling so close to him made 
her shake, and though she tried to stop them, the fairies of love 
started their dance up her body. Nick held her steady on the chair. She 
was flushed and embarrassed and looked away.  

―What are you dreaming of now?‖ Nick asked her, staring straight 
at her, watching her golden hair move across her neck. 

Grace froze, completely caught off guard. She made herself turn to 
him. His face was amazing, a marble sculpture, with incredible, intense 
dark eyes, full mouth, and softness everywhere. Soft eyes, soft mouth. 
Like his heart was on the outside of his skin. Her own heart jumped 
so far out of her chest she thought it had stopped and she would die, 
right there. Just looking at his beautiful face was the dream.  

She tried not to look in his eyes, thinking she would be swept away 
and throw herself on him. But then she never had thrown herself on 
the dream man. He was always there, always reaching for her, always 
loving her. It was all coming back to her. The way he‘d looked down 
to the dimple on his cheek, down to every strand of hair, the slightly 
crooked smile, the way he smelled. And he was sitting right in front of 
her. In the flesh. 

Nick was the dream man, and he was in the wrong body for her, 
and she was in the wrong body for him. She had to answer him. You, 
she thought. I dream of you. ―Love,‖ she said. 

He smiled, his face only a few inches from hers in the chair. 
―What do you dream of?‖ she asked back, her voice shaking. 
He looked at her face, all soft now. ―I don‘t dream. None at all.‖ 
 
Exhausted, on fire, after saying good night to the dream man at 

the curb and then hello to the doorman at the lobby, Grace rode the 
elevator, alone at 2:30 in the morning, and listened to the machinery 
above her head pull her up to her room.  

He‘d said she wouldn‘t remember, but she did. She hadn‘t seen the 
dream man, hadn‘t thought of him, since the day he said Goodbye. Until 
tonight. Tonight she‘d danced with him. 

And now, like the Velveteen Rabbit, he was real. He had a real life, 
his own life, apart from hers. His life wasn‘t in her dream.  

Did he remember? Was he pretending not to know her? Was it a 
game, a test? It didn‘t matter. He couldn‘t be for her. It was 
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impossible. Her dream had arrived in the wrong body. She could 
dream him over and over, and it wouldn‘t matter. She‘d found him, 
and he couldn‘t love her. It was all wrong. All for nothing.  

She walked up and down the tiny room. Around the bed to the 
window and back again, trying to make sense of it. Mostly trying to tell 
herself she was sane, and then believe it was true. That she hadn‘t 
been mad from the beginning.  

Instead, she was talking herself into believing she was crazy. 
Terror of her own craziness kept creeping up into her throat. Had she 
been insane from the beginning? And now, to be even imagining Nick 
as her dream man, was she more insane? 

If he can‘t love me, why am I here? she wailed to the black sky. 
She couldn‘t understand. And she would not let herself be crazy. 
There was nothing to do but calm herself down and accept the 
mystery of it, the impossibility of it. Whatever she imagined him to be, 
Nick could not be her lover. But he could be her friend. That was 
possible. Maybe that was all it was supposed to be. They would be 
friends, and then, one day, she would understand. They would be 
friends, and they would both be lucky. 

 
Nick climbed into bed, alone, Chuck draped over him. Why was 

he alone? Grace would have followed him home—he was sure of that. 
She could barely walk straight halfway through the night. So why was 
he alone? 

He would have been attracted to Grace anyway, she was beautiful 
and funny, but this was different. It wasn‘t just his body. It was too 
complicated, that‘s what it was. She wasn‘t some—actually, he had no 
idea who she was. Not really. There was something more to it. To her. 
Too complicated. Much too complicated. 

And she was his screenwriter, his co-worker. His muse. He needed 
her professionally. He didn‘t want to break her heart and ruin her for 
the film. He‘d been through that before. The attraction was too 
complicated. At any rate, he certainly wasn‘t going to treat her like a 
tissue. He wouldn‘t, even if he weren‘t working with her. This was 
uncomfortable. The entire thing was uncomfortable.  

Ahh, it hit him, it‘s the script. If she were Daisy, really, and he was 
about to play Michael, then he was pulling himself into the story on 
purpose. He was interested in Grace as if he were the dream man. He 
didn‘t need Grace to be a body in his bed, he needed her to be Daisy. 
All of a sudden he was comfortable with what he was feeling, he‘d 
figured it out. He pulled the covers up over his head and closed his 
eyes.  

 
Grace tried to stay awake. She sat up, looking at the bright 

buildings outside the window, a clip-on lamp softly lighting the pages 
of the untouched book in her lap. She watched the moon rise and the 
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numbers on the clock move, followed the dust in the air around her 
with her eyes as it shifted and churned in the glow of her lamp, 
studying each second as it passed by her, as if she could see time.  

Just before the moon began it‘s descent and she started to drift 
away, she noticed the air in the room change. All of a sudden, as 
though someone had asked her to, she opened her eyes, wide, and saw 
moonlight fly through a slit in the curtains onto the mirror, making it 
glow. He was there. The dream man. Nick was there. She knew it. She 
felt him. And all of a sudden, she knew Nick was dreaming, and that 
he had no idea who he was. Just as he‘d said, he hadn‘t remembered.  

She wasn‘t crazy. And if she was, well, maybe that was the part 
that didn‘t matter. She closed her eyes and fell asleep, and didn‘t wake 
until the phone rang at ten-thirty with an invitation to a meeting. 
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4 
 
 
 The orange world came into focus: hard, angular walls of rusted metal. Like 

floating through a junkyard on Mars. It was a dream landscape. An ugly one. She 
thought about her daughter, so far away, and held on. 

 

 
 
There were cords strung across the floor, zigzagging from wall to 

light, to camera, gray tape over every inch of them, and it was dark. 
Grace felt her way past the make up stands and the snack table, spread 
with fruit, crackers, bagels, donuts and coffee, and stood near the 
cameras. They were pointing at stand-ins while the cinematographer 
adjusted the lights. Today, Nick was shooting an independent film in a 
warehouse just outside the city. A man wearing a headset and carrying 
a clipboard and loose papers spotted her. 

―May I help you?‖ 
―Grace Patton. Here to see Nick.‖ 
―He‘s over there.‖ He pointed to a make-up table on the other 

side of the set. Nick was sitting in a tall director‘s chair, leaning in to a 
conversation with another actor. Just as she was picking her way 
around to him, he yelled. 

―Grace?‖ 
She waved, ―Hi, Nick,‖ and took a deep breath. Her heart was 

pounding already, seeing him. She hoped he wouldn‘t notice; hoped 
she could concentrate and be businesslike. She could be friends. She‘d 
have to be. This wasn‘t a matter of him liking her or not, this was 
impossible. If only her heart would calm down so she could relax. 

She was wearing her leather skirt and boots, a tight tank top and 
silk jacket, and feeling almost comfortable. She‘d acted in television, 
and some film, but it‘d been a while since she‘d been on a set. Her last 
commercial, for some bread that baked in five minutes in the oven, 
had paid for Robin‘s braces four years ago.  

Somehow, she‘d never gotten over being star-struck. She‘d been 
hit on plenty of times by leading men, and sometimes directors, and 
rarely noticed it was happening until it was way too late to do anything 
about it, even if she‘d wanted to. A few opportunities slid by that way. 
Why would they be interested in me? she‘d think, since her husband 
wasn‘t.  

The thing was, she‘d been good. A good actress. Walking around 
on the set now, she missed it. Maybe she should pursue it as long as 
she was in New York. You didn‘t need an agent here, and she could 
get pictures pretty fast. Maybe Wills would help her. She was thinking 
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a mile a minute, the way she did in department stores when she 
wanted everything she saw. 

Nick was walking toward her, so incredibly gorgeous, a sweet 
smile on his face. She was beaming, praying she didn‘t look love 
struck and stupid. Friend, friend, pal, she kept saying over and over to 
herself. He‘s gay, a pal, just like John. Over and over. A mantra. She 
remembered surviving crushes in high school, on boys who couldn‘t 
have cared less. She‘d kept her love to herself, and they never knew. 
Years later, when she ran into some of them, she‘d told them, and 
they hadn‘t known she ever loved them. 

―You‘ve been around this before,‖ Nick said. 
―Yep. Another lifetime.‖ Maybe not so long ago, she thought.  
―Perhaps we can give you a small part. Would you like that?‖ Nick 

said. 
Wow, she thought. ―Sure,‖ she said. 
―I‘ll talk to Wills about it. Hungry?‖ He put his hand at the small 

of her back and walked her over to the snack table. ―This‘ll have to do 
‗til we break.‖ 

Grace, trying hard to ignore the feel of his hand on her, scanned 
the bagels and donuts, crackers and cream cheese laid out on the 
picnic table. 

―I‘ve got the book, the script, and my notes, is that alright?‖ he 
asked. 

She could barely believe he was genuinely asking her permission 
about anything. ―Sure,‖ she said, smiling up at him. ―Sounds great.‖ 

―Do you play cards?‖ He picked up a chip, put it on the back of 
his hand and started moving it around, like a slight-of-hand artist with 
a quarter. 

―Sure. Cards, games, you name it.‖ Grace watched the chip dance 
on the back of his hand, mesmerized. ―We have a closet full. Boxes of 
Yahtzee and Boggle Bowl. Things you never heard of.‖ 

―I doubt there‘s anything I‘ve never heard of.‖ 
She smiled at him, wondering if she could stump him. 
― I play for blood,‖ he said. 
―Oh. Monopoly, then,‖ she lit up. She loved Monopoly. 
He pointed at her ―That‘s it.‖ He picked up a bagel and smeared it 

with cream cheese. Tuesday morning I play in Long Island with 
friends. Want to come?‖ 

―Love to.‖ An outing. Oh my. 
―It‘s beautiful. There‘s a beach, and a boat. Wear sneakers.‖ 
―Okay.‖ She picked up an apple and crunched on it. Eating always 

made her feel more relaxed. 
―I‘m always the battleship,‖ he said. ―Even when I‘m unlucky, it‘s 

my lucky piece.‖ 
―Nick,‖ the man with the clipboard walked up. ―We need you in 

wardrobe.‖ 
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―In a minute.‖ 
Grace grabbed a bagel and a napkin. ―Let‘s go.‖ 
―Right now,‖ Nick revised his message to the man with the 

clipboard, and they followed him to the other side of the set, walking 
carefully over the cables, talking to people as they passed. Nick was 
very chatty, introducing Grace to everyone who spoke to him. He was 
alternately loud and boisterous, flashing his perfect teeth, and soft-
spoken, letting his eyes go all gooey and liquid, totally melting any 
woman who was near him. Around the men on the set he was all 
business, efficient, cool, pulling himself to his full six-foot something 
and looking fairly intimidating. 

The wardrobe room was in the back of the set. 
―I want to change your shirt,‖ Dorothy the wardrobe mistress 

said, fingering the pink cotton he was wearing and holding up a blue 
one. He unbuckled his belt, pulled the shirt out of his pants, and 
started undoing the buttons on the cuff. 

It was just like being in the Theatre Company in Hollywood, 
Grace thought. Changing clothes backstage. She remembered how she 
and John, usually playing opposite each other because they got along 
so well and looked so good together, found themselves standing 
around in their underwear a lot of the time, doing each other‘s shirt 
buttons and zippers, just like an old married couple. Except that Nick 
was gorgeous.  

When he pulled the shirt off, handing it to Dorothy and taking the 
blue one from her hand, Grace couldn‘t help but stare.  

His chest was tanned and smooth, his shoulders and arms 
muscled. Put him in a toga, she thought, and he‘s a god. Even better, a 
loincloth, she giggled to herself. 

Nick saw her smile and thought she was adorable. 
She tried to shake off the flush rising in her cheeks. ―I like the 

thimble,‖ she said.  
―Monopoly.‖ 
―You‘ve got to be kidding,‖ he buttoned up his shirt, tucked it in, 

did the belt, and Dorothy handed him a tie. He put it around his neck, 
started tying it, then walked over to Grace and turned his back to her. 
―Will you fix the collar please?‖ 

Grace reached up and folded the collar carefully over the tie, 
tucking it in just so. She could smell him, faintly musk, like sun-tan 
lotion, like the ocean. Oh my, she thought, not like John at all. ―Nope, 
the thimble for me,‖ she said. 

Dorothy turned him around, stuck a battery pack in his pants 
pocket, threaded the wire up through the shirt and taped the 
microphone to the inside of his collar. 

―Nick,‖ the man with the clipboard said, knocking on the open 
door. ―They want you.‖ 

―And who doesn‘t?‖ Nick said, half-joking. 
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Oh, she thought. Full of himself. 
They headed back to the set, following the man with the clipboard, 

walking over the cables, and Nick stepped into the lights. 
Grace found a place to stand behind the cameras, eating her bagel, 

her arms crossed in front of her, having fun, wishing she were out 
there too. 

She watched them rehearse the scene. Nick never missed a line or 
a mark, but the actress playing opposite him didn‘t like the direction 
she was given. She‘d stop and discuss it with the director every few 
minutes, getting tenser every time they started up again. Grace could 
see Nick was getting irritable. He turned away from the actress and 
paced around in his spot. Nick was supposed to be coming home, late 
from work, and she thought he‘d been with someone else. It made 
Grace remember the night she threw Paul out of the house. 

―Just roll it, will you, let me try it. I hate all this rehearsal,‖ the 
actress said. 

Nick laughed.  
Grace knew they didn‘t do things that way in England. Though 

she wasn‘t sure exactly where he‘d studied, she knew he was classically 
trained. You couldn‘t do Shakespeare and Shaw without knowing 
what you were doing. You couldn‘t be a British actor without doing 
Shakespeare and Shaw. She saw that Nick liked to talk softly in front 
of the camera, intimately, as though he were going in the opposite 
direction from acting on the stage, where he had to throw his voice to 
the last seat in the house.  

She remembered those tiny microphones. The weekly musicals 
she‘d done fifteen years ago with a battery pack and wires taped to her 
inner thigh, trying to do dance numbers with a plastic box strapped to 
her leg. It‘d made her afraid to talk, as if someone wearing 
headphones would pick up every word she said. 

The buzzer sounded for quiet. It was a take. They made it through 
the master shot once; twice. The actress blew up on cue, Nick blew 
up, they yelled a little then ended up kissing and hugging. It was very 
funny. Nick was very sexy. Grace listened to the lines, leaning in to 
catch anything she could use for the Dream Man screenplay.  

Ever since the book was bought, she‘d read every script she could 
get her hands on, took a class, wrote so many drafts they all blurred 
together. Somehow, what she put together was good enough that they 
hadn‘t assigned another writer to it yet. 

The director, Chris Thomas, liked her version. They‘d worked 
together on it a little in Los Angeles, and this week, here in New York, 
they‘d probably be hammering out a final draft. With Nick.  

The buzzer rang again ―Take lunch!‖ the man with the clipboard 
shouted, and Nick walked off the set, looking for her. Grace threaded 
herself through the grips and gaffers towards him. 



The Dream Man 

47 

 

―Jean,‖ Nick stopped a woman with a clipboard. ―Are you 
ordering lunch?‖ 

―I will if you want,‖ she said, clearly smitten with him, Grace 
thought. 

―Turkey sandwiches, pasta,?‖ he asked Grace. 
―Turkey sandwich, please, no onion,‖ she smiled at Jean. ―On 

sourdough.‖ 
―Same for me,‖ he said. ―To drink?‖ he asked Grace. 
―Tea. Peppermint, if they have it.‖ 
―Great. We‘ll be in my trailer,‖ he said to Jean, touched her on the 

shoulder, and started walking. 
―Thank you,‖ Grace said to Jean, and followed Nick out through 

the doors, into the bright daylight across a parking lot, and into his 
trailer.  

Nick shut the door and turned up the air conditioning. It was a big 
RV with a table and bathroom and a king-sized bed in the back. I 
wonder how much use the bed gets, Grace thought. 

She remembered being in just such a trailer with the leading man 
on a television series, running lines and being asked,‖ Have we made 
love before?‖ She‘d been so shocked, the only snappy retort she could 
think of was ―No, I would‘ve remembered.‖ And a moment later she 
wished she‘d said ―No, you would‘ve remembered,‖ or even ―Not yet,‖ 
but by then it was too late.  

He‘d spoken differently to her after that. Acted differently. As 
though she‘d actually turned him down for sex in his RV bed. She still 
wasn‘t even sure she‘d been asked. All she knew was that she had a 
husband, and it didn‘t make any difference. That night, when they‘d 
finished up, she saw one of the other day players go off to his trailer 
with him and felt glad it wasn‘t her. They were disposable. One day on 
the set, one day in his bed. Since he could have nearly anybody, she 
wondered who Nick would have in his bed tonight. She knew he 
didn‘t have a boyfriend, or she would‘ve seen him already.  

They slid into the booth around the table. Nick plunked down his 
copy of Dream Man, and a whole sheaf of papers—computer printouts 
marked up with different color ink, circles, numbers, arrows, and lines 
all around pointing from one place to another. Just like her working 
copies.  

Probably just like everybody‘s, she thought. 
But sitting so close, totally alone with him, she could feel the 

dream whooshing through her like a bird, fluttering its wings around 
her heart. She thought for a second about just straight out telling him 
the truth, but dismissed it. He‘d think she was nuts. As long as she 
knew in her head he would never be interested in her, could never be, 
she‘d be alright. She‘d be a pal. The thought relaxed her and made her 
smile. She glanced at his notes. 

―What do you read?‖ he asked. 
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―Besides trashy romance?‖ she looked up at him. 
―Yes, please.‖ He was studying her. 
―Do I have food in my teeth?‖ she asked, seeing his eyes on her, 

trying for a joke. 
―What? Oh, no. Just checking out the author slash actress.‖ 
―Oh,‖ she smiled. ―I read not quite so trashy novels. Women 

writers. Erica Jong. From the fiction section, not the romance section, 
except for the last year and a half, when I was teaching myself how to 
do this.‖ She patted the book. ―And children‘s books. My next 
project.‖ 

―From sex to children‘s literature.‖ 
―We‘ll, there hasn‘t been much sex lately, so I have nothing new to 

draw on. I burned out my imagination on Dream Man.‖ 
―We‘ll have to fix that.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―Your lack of a sex life.‖ 
Maybe he was going to fix her up, like John used to. ―Please do,‖ 

she said. 
All of a sudden, he grinned. ―I thought for sure your next one 

would be pure erotica. Fifty-percent, as they say. Cover to cover.‖ 
―All trash?‖ 
―No, all sex,‖ he said. ―Not necessarily the same thing.‖ 
―Nope, not the same. What do you read?‖ 
―History.‖ 
There was a knock on the door. Nick opened it and Jean handed 

him a bag with Styrofoam containers stacked inside. ―Thank you very 
much, dear,‖ he said, smiling sweetly at her.  

God, he‘s so incredibly beautiful, Grace thought, staring at the way 
he managed his huge, lanky frame, and the way his face looked like it 
was perpetually being photographed. Every shot was a work of art. 
No bad angles. 

He put the bag on the table, and Grace reached in, pulled both 
cartons out and opened them up. They each took out their sandwiches 
and looked inside for accidental onions, licking the mayonnaise off 
their fingers. 

―History,‖ she said. ―You read history.‖ She crunched into her 
sandwich, dropping little pieces of carrots and sprouts into the box. 

―Absolutely.‖ 
―Any particular kind?‖ 
―Wars.‖ He crunched into his sandwich, squeezing lettuce and a 

wad of mayonnaise off the side into the box. He looked at his box, 
then hers. ―Messy.‖ 

―All wars?‖ 
―Yes, dear. Blood and guts. Strategy. And the Egyptians.‖ 
―Mummies. My favorite.‖ She grinned. ―I wanted to be an 

archaeologist.‖ 
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―Really?‖ No wonder he liked her, she wanted to dig up history. 
―Yep. King Tut. The cases in the British Museum. Incredible.‖ She 

moved her hands in front of her, remembering the smell of the 
museum, the smell of ancient things. 

―I spent my childhood there, among the mummies,‖ he said, his 
eyes getting deeper. History was probably his greatest passion. He 
even liked the American side of the Revolutionary War, though he saw 
it a bit differently. 

―I was there for two weeks,‖ she said, remembering walking 
thorough room after room of Egyptian antiquities, case after glass 
case. ―All that humanity, wrapped up, preserved.‖ 

―Various stages of decomposition. Glorious. Two weeks in the 
mummy room?‖ 

She laughed. ―Oh yes, sir, I slept on the floor and everything.‖ 
Carrots fell on her shirt and in her lap. She giggled. 

―Actually,‖ he said, ―I read all history. I wanted to be a professor. 
Of history.‖ 

She looked at him. All of a sudden he‘d changed from a movie star 
into a person. ―A teacher.‖ 

He nodded, then noticed the green and orange food in her box 
and on her shirt and laughed. She was both adorable and colorful. 
―The script‘s good,‖ he said. 

―Thanks.‖ 
―I have notes.‖ 
―I can see. Your pages look just like mine.‖ 
―Shall we plow through them?‖ 
His eyes were so soft, and so deep, she could see the dream man. 

―Sure, let‘s do it.‖ 
He spread out his notes and she sipped on her peppermint tea, 

glancing at his markings, barely able to make out his handwriting. If 
she didn‘t correct her changes immediately after writing them down, 
she could never decipher her own handwriting either. She opened 
Dream Man. ―Where do you want to start?‖ 

―At the beginning,‖ he said. 
 
In an hour, the man with the clipboard knocked on the door. 

―Nick, we need you.‖ 
Nick sighed ―Duty calls.‖ 
How old fashioned, she thought. ―Boarding school?‖ 
―Yes, when I was seven. Nickwyler.com?‖ 
―No, a guess. You seem rather upper class,‖ she said with an 

English accent. 
―Very good,‖ he said.  
―My Russian accent is much better, Dahlink,‖ she grinned. 
―Are you any good?‖ he asked, pulling his long body out of the 

booth. 



The Dream Man 

50 

 

―At what?‖ she said, wondering along with millions of other men 
and women, she figured, what it would be like to kiss him. What a 
ninny I am, she thought. 

―Naughty. At acting, silly. Are you any good?‖ 
―Yes. I‘m very good. Make you laugh, make you cry. No. Not in 

your league, anyway. You‘re fairly amazing.‖ She watched him wash 
his hands in the small kitchen sink, and then shook her eyes away 
from him and picked up their empty lunch boxes. ―Trash?‖ she asked. 

―Over here.‖ He stepped aside and opened a cabinet. She leaned 
down and dumped the boxes and napkins in the garbage bag, and ran 
her own hands under the water. He tore off a towel and handed it to 
her. When she looked at him, he was staring at her. 

―Have we met before?‖ he asked. 
She burst into giggles, remembering the last time she heard that in 

a trailer. 
―What‘s so funny?‖ he asked, his eyes not moving from her face. 
―Sounded like a pickup line.‖ 
―Perhaps it was,‖ he said, still staring at her, sure he‘d seen her 

somewhere. 
She looked at him in shock. 
He smiled at her expression, then opened the door and led her 

onto the blacktop. 
―Tuesday, nine o‘clock, your hotel,‖ he said. ―Wear sneakers and 

bring a jacket, it‘s cold on the water. I‘ll bring the script.‖ He leaned 
down to kiss her on the cheek, then changed his mind and kissed her 
lightly on her mouth. 

She was stunned, feeling tingles up and down her. Not like John at 
all. Well, she thought, he‘s a tease and a flirt. Fine. To her, he‘d be a 
pal.  

When he stood up, towering over her, he smiled and turned away 
from her quickly, waving ―Goodbye,‖ so she couldn‘t hear that his 
heart was pounding. 
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5 
 
 
They floated, almost still, like a seagull just before the dive into the ocean. 

Right in front of her was solid rock, straight up, staring at her. An orange 
monolith. 

 

 
 
―Hi.‖ It was Tuesday morning, nine o‘clock on the nose, and Nick 

was in a white sweater and loose, pleated jeans, gorgeous, leaning 
against a black Mercedes in the taxi circle of her hotel.  

―Hi,‖ she said, taking the picture in. 
He stood there for a moment, as if he forgot what he wanted to 

say, then put his arm around her, settled her in the car, and walked 
around to the driver‘s seat, smiling to himself. 

 
The drive was beautiful, especially when they rode along the 

shoreline. Grace remembered watching the dunes and the silver grass 
when she‘d taken the train to Long Island twenty years ago. She 
couldn‘t believe it was that long ago. She looked over at Nick behind 
the wheel, thinking he was like a king and a playmate at the same time. 
She felt like both kissing him and giving him a noogie.  

―Have you been here before?‖ he asked. 
She nodded. ―Three times.‖ She watched him push the sleeve of 

his sweater up his arm. The expensive gold watch reflected a dot of 
light around the inside of the car. It danced as he moved his arm, 
picking up rainbow colors. 

He waited. ―More.‖ 
―Once on a date. We were supposed to sleep over at his friend‘s 

house, and by the evening I couldn‘t stand him. I slept on the couch, 
and he was not happy.‖ 

―I can‘t imagine why.‖ 
―What I remember most about that is this huge painting over the 

fireplace, all the way to the two-story ceiling. I spent most of the night 
on a second floor balcony, looking at it. Second time to see a friend 
from home and her new baby. Third to see a play a friend of mine had 
written.‖ 

―Who was that?‖ 
―John. Markam.‖ 
Nick quickly flipped through his mental data bank of playwrights. 
―You might have met him.‖ 
He shook his head slightly. ―Not that I recall.‖ 
Grace nodded, watching the sunlight leap around in his hair.  



The Dream Man 

52 

 

They drove over a small hill, and the ocean appeared. Grace 
leaned out the window. ―It‘s beautiful,‖ she said. 

―What‘s he doing now? John.‖ 
―He‘s dead.‖ 
Nick looked at her, his eyes soft. ―I‘m sorry. What, heart attack?‖ 
―AIDS.‖ 
―Oh.‖  
He went back to concentrating on the road.  Grace followed the 

moving dot of sunlight on the rooftop. A breeze blew across the grass 
at the sides of the highway, and through the car windows, ruffling 
their hair, making a muffled whooshing sound. 

―I‘m healthy,‖ he said. 
She smiled. 
―In case you were wondering.‖  
―Yeah,‖ she admitted, embarrassed. 
―My reputation and all.‖ He reached under the dashboard, pulled 

out a box of CDs and put it on her lap. ―And you?‖ he asked, looking 
at her seriously. 

―I‘ve been faithful for eighteen years.‖ 
―But has he?‖ he said, lightly, a joke. 
For a moment her face fell, but she caught herself, she thought, 

before Nick noticed. 
―Alright,‖ he said, quickly, seeing a lovely vulnerability pass across 

her face and not wanting to lose it. ―Before the eighteen years.‖ 
She made him a crinkly smile. ―Okay, I was wild. I was very wild.‖  
―Thought so.‖ 
―I was lucky,‖ she said, turning away from him to shuffle through 

the box on her lap, taking out the little plastic boxes and studying each 
one. 

―Yes, you were.‖ 
They were quiet except for the sound of plastic on plastic as she 

went through the collection. She held one up, ―Steely Dan?‖ 
―Perfect,‖ he said, pointing to the CD player in the dashboard. 

―Did you love him?‖ he asked. 
―Who?‖ She slipped the disc into the slot. 
―John.‖ 
―Yes,‖ she said, remembering. He was my friend.‖ 
Nick nodded and turned to her, listening. 
―We lived here in New York together. When he died, I went 

home.‖ Her face turned soft and sad. 
He reached over, put his hand on hers, and left it there. 
―Have you lost anyone you loved?‖ she asked. 
―Yes. Many. A long time ago.‖ 
Grace remembered the winter in New York when John died. His 

family upstate took him out of the hospital for awhile, and then there 
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was a call about the funeral. It felt like New York had swallowed up 
everything. She felt Nick grip her hand tighter. 

He watched her face, thinking how beautiful she was. ―Would you 
like to see another show tonight?‖ 

―Sure,‖ she said, ―I‘d love it.‖ 
―Go with Randy, he can get you tickets to anything you‘d like. 

He‘ll bring you back to the house afterward.‖  
 ―Great,‖ she said, wondering what his house was like. ―Don‘t you 

get tired?‖ 
―Of what?‖ 
―Just tired. On stage every night, staying up late.‖ 
―I usually lay pretty low during the day. Eat, maybe the Whitney.‖ 

He looked over at her, giving the Whitney a dramatic pause for 
emphasis. ―Today‘s special. Monopoly. They can always get me out 
here for Monopoly. Sometimes even for Diplomacy.‖ 

―Oh,‖ Grace sat up. ―I love that game.‖ 
―I had no idea anyone else even knew about it.‖  
―I know, you can‘t find it in the stores, I keep looking. I had it a 
long time ago and lost it somehow.‖  
―We play Diplomacy when there are too many for Monopoly. 

Double up on teams.‖ 
―I tried that, once. We invited about eight couples, sent them 

instructions in advance, made sure everyone knew it was serious game 
time, and then it all fell apart in about an hour.  All anyone wanted to 
do was drink and talk.‖ 

―If you‘re not serious, you don‘t play with me.‖ 
At exactly the same time, they started singing along with the music 

―Don‘t take me alive.‖ They looked at each other and laughed. 
―You sing,‖ he said. 
―As loud as I can.‖ She felt shy telling him about her days in 

musical comedy. ―Rhythm and blues, gospel.‖ 
He looked at her. ―Like Aretha?‖ 
―Not quite,‖ she laughed. 
―Whitney, Mariah?‖ 
―Like a white girl. Like a white girl screaming.‖ 
 ―Ah,‖ he chuckled. This he had to see. His life was full of actors, 

Broadway dancers who sing, singers who act, movie stars, clothing 
designers, rock musicians. Most of them were driven and boring. 

Perhaps you play the violin,‖ she said. Or the cello, with those 
hands.‖ 

―Saxophone.‖ He couldn‘t believe he told her. He hadn‘t played in 
years. He took his hand off hers, realizing he‘d been holding it for 
miles, and fingered an imaginary sax. ―Dut dee, Dwah, De Dweedo 
Do.‖ 

―Wow,‖ she said, truly impressed. ―I didn‘t see that on the web 
site. Does anyone else know?‖  
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―My mother. My father never listened. You?‖ 
―Piano. Guitar. To accompany myself. That‘s as far as I got.‖ 
―You love Watership Down, he said quietly. 
She looked up. ―My favorite book.‖ Just hearing the title brought 

her back to spring days spent reading in her garden, early in her 
marriage when she was still hopeful. She remembered feeling braver 
just imagining Hazel and Fiver and the rest of the Sandelford rabbits 
finally finding their one safe place in the world. 

―You‘re on RandomHouse.com slash GracePatton,‖ he said. 
She smiled. ―You found me.‖ 
―Yes, I did.‖ He looked over at her and felt his heart pounding, 

again, loud and fast, and put a hand over his chest, trying to slow it 
down. ―Did you ever see it? Watership Down?‖ he asked. 

She shook her head. ―Only on the Internet. There‘s a site called 
Literary Pilgrimages. I cried for twenty minutes looking at the pictures. 
I‘m a sap. You?‖ 

He looked at her. ―Of course. I‘m English, remember? British 
Museum. Watership Down. All that.‖ 

―Mummies and bunnies,‖ she said. 
 
Two hours later they were on a speedboat, zooming across the 

Long Island Sound, about to be attached to parachutes and flown a 
thousand feet above the sea. 

―Is this what you meant by a boat ride?‖ Grace yelled over the 
motor, terrified. 

Nick went first. She watched him sail up, his dark hair catching the 
sun and sending glints back to her, his face lit up with glee against the 
blue of the sky. It seemed that he was up there forever, at the very end 
of the cable slowly unwinding from a winch at the back of the boat. 
Next it would be her turn to fly.  

Fear and adrenaline made her so stiff and hyper, she couldn‘t stop 
talking, asking questions, moving from the front of the boat to the 
back carefully, trying to stay calm. The assistant took her camera out 
of her hands. 

―Grace?‖ the captain shouted over the engine. ―It‘s too windy, and 
you‘re too light. I can‘t send you up alone. You‘ll have to go with 
him.‖ 

The assistant had her step into the leg straps of a rock climbing 
harness, then sat her down near the back of the boat, next to the 
engine. She secured another strap around her waist, then more straps 
over her shoulders, around the life jacket, while Grace, shivering from 
cold and fear, smiled furiously and asked a million questions. 

―We have a one-hundred percent safety record,‖ the assistant said, 
trying to be reassuring. 

The captain slowed down the boat, reeled a beaming Nick in and 
left him hooked to the parachute, sitting on the platform at the end of 
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the boat. The captain‘s assistant settled Grace in front of Nick, 
between his legs, and attached her harness to his and to the parachute 
with metal carabiners. Nick wrapped his long arms around her.  

―Nick?‖ she shouted over the motor. 
―Grace.‖ He could feel her shaking in his arms. 
―Do you rock climb?‖ 
He laughed. ―No.‖ 
―Me either.‖ 
―Next week,‖ he said. 
The sound of the boat‘s motor and the rhythmic crashing up and 

down on waves had made her woozy. She reached up and gripped the 
straps holding her to the parachute. ―I don‘t climb rocks because I‘m 
afraid of heights,‖ she said, laughing. 

Nick hugged her with his legs. ―Don‘t worry, it‘s not scary!‖ he 
yelled over the noise. 

―Sure!‖ she yelled back and then they were in the air before he 
heard her, sailing up peacefully, smoothly, gently. Grace grinned, 
delighted, now totally unafraid, holding onto the straps as if they were 
attached to the sky, as if the sky, not the silk, were keeping them from 
plunging into the ocean, now a hundred feet below, now three 
hundred feet below.  

The boat got so small she could no longer tell who was who, and 
all of a sudden she let go of the straps. She let her arms hang down 
and looked in wonder at the green sea, nothing but the one boat for 
miles. She could see clearly all the way up the coast, and all the way 
out to where there were only sea creatures, off the edge of the earth.  

Nick, with Grace tied to his chest and the expanse of the Atlantic 
below him, was feeling so stirred, he let go of the straps and put his 
hands on her shoulders, running them down her fleece-covered arms. 

Grace shivered. She didn‘t know if it was from the cold, or the 
fear leaving her body, or feeling of Nick‘s hands on her. She leaned 
back into him, leaning her head back on his chest and looking up at 
the colors of the chute spread out above them like a huge upside-
down flower. The wind blew them gently, rocking them back and 
forth. She spread her arms out into the air, embracing it, and suddenly 
found Nick‘s hands around hers. Their arms together were like wings, 
carrying them through the sky. She held her breath. 

Nick felt so far away from everything, except Grace, that when the 
slack disappeared from the line, and he felt them being reeled in, 
slowly, he yelled, ―Leave us here!‖ 

The captain heard him and let them out again, let them go higher, 
and for another fifteen minutes they hung in the air. Nick pointed 
down at the white caps and what looked like whales breaching or 
dolphins jumping. He tickled her, and she laughed, reaching her arms 
down and around his legs, getting him behind his knee. They were 
both strapped in so tight they were completely helpless, and had to 
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scream ―Stop! Stop!‖ after a minute. She grabbed his hands and 
pushed their wings out to the sides, and they stayed that way until they 
landed, gently, in the boat. 

 
On the way back, it was quiet. Nick‘s eyes were closed. As Grace 

drove, the grasses alongside the highway leaned away from her and 
gestured up the road, directing her on, this way. All of a sudden she 

noticed that the light had changed from the way out the grass, silver 
in the morning, now looked golden, a slight breeze waving it over the 
sand. She remembered the marsh on Cape Cod, where she‘d gone all 
alone after John died. She‘d walked out, at sunset, to the end of a long 
jetty that reached out over the marsh, over the waterways and the 
grass like over another planet, one with a red sky, and watched the 
water birds fly low, white against the dark green water. 

―Where are you?‖ Nick asked. 
She turned to him. ―On a marsh at Cape Cod, watching the water 

birds.‖ 
He smiled at her, and she went back to driving. 
 
At eleven, after the sold out musical Nick had given them tickets 

for, Randy took Grace to Nick‘s apartment.  
She hugged him. ―Thanks for the show.‖ 
―You‘re welcome,‖ Randy kissed her cheek. ―I‘ve got some work 

to do in the office, okay?‖ he said when they‘d peeled all the coats and 
scarves off themselves. 

Nick was standing in the living room, waiting, when they came in. 
―I‘ll make tea,‖ he said on his way to the kitchen. 

Grace looked around. She noticed the artwork, and the huge pine 
tables and chairs, the leather recliner like her father‘s, and a huge 
cranberry colored pillow in front of the cold fire. She took herself to 
the fireplace, knelt down, and began piling wood in the metal frame. 
First small scraps of kindling, then slightly larger pieces, then the 
quarter logs arranged in a pyramid, just as she‘d done on West Ninth 
in the village eighteen years ago. She remembered John‘s apartment, 
with posters for plays they‘d done together and her art school 
drawings hanging on all the walls.  

Nick walked in with two mugs of tea and stood there watching 
her, thinking that her hands were beautiful. There was a peacefulness 
about her. He felt himself drawn to her again, and had to take a 
breath.  

Randy stopped at the top of the stairs, watching Nick watch 
Grace. After a minute, he walked down. ―Like a ride, Grace?‖ 

She looked over at him, then looked back at the fire. ―No thank 
you.‖ She looked back quickly to him, smiling, ―Thank you for the 
show. I had a great time.‖ 
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―Me too,‖ he said, and left, looking more thoughtful than usual. 
Nick walked over with the tea, and handed one to Grace. ―It‘s 

hot,‖ he said. 
―Thank you.‖ She held it carefully, the steam rising in front of her 

eyes. ―Your house is beautiful.‖ 
―Look around.‖ 
On his desk she saw some printed pages with notes scrawled in 

the margins. ―May I?‖ she asked. 
―Sure,‖ he said, sipping his tea. ―Just some sketches.‖ 
She picked up the papers and sat at the desk, reading. He moved 

over to the recliner and pushed it back. 
It seemed like a long time to Nick, watching her turn over page 

after page. 
Grace‘s face turned pink. ―This is wonderful.‖ 
Nick had not let anyone read his work in progress, ever. He was 

very nervous about it. ―Can you tell me why?‖ 
―Simple. I want to know what happens next.‖ 
Nick got off the recliner and sat down on the floor in front of 

Grace. ―More, please.‖ 
―Well, I love historical fiction. I don‘t know why it‘s so romantic, 

people just like us, only long ago. And I don‘t know anything about 
the French Resistance,‖ she waved the pages in the air. ―I like the way 
you‘ve woven the War in with these people‘s stories.‖ 

―More.‖ 
―I like the people. I care about them. Especially when they‘re 

being nasty. It‘s very funny.‖ 
―And…‖ he led her on. 
She lifted her shoulders. ―The secrets. They all have secrets. And 

they have one together. I want to know. I want to see how it ends. I 
keep thinking they‘re going to let me in on it.‖ 

―What if they never do?‖ 
 ―I don‘t know,‖ she smiled. ―This is only Act Two. How does it 

end?‖ She held up her hand. ―Wait, don‘t tell me.‖ She smiled. ―I have 
total faith in them. They‘re going to tell me. Somehow. Unless you kill 
them.‖ 

―I hadn‘t thought of that,‖ he laughed. 
―Let me read the end, and I‘ll tell you if they do.‖ 
He nodded. He was relieved she wasn‘t offering opinions and 

advice. He loved how she just told him how his work made her feel. It 
was helpful. It was encouraging. He looked at her, and at the fire, and 
wanted to push her down on the pillow and kiss her. In another 
moment, he would have to either move forward, or get up and leave 
the room. He wasn‘t sure what he wanted to do. Lord, he thought, we 
have to work together, she‘s the author of the film, she‘s a friend. Do 
I want to turn her into a one-night stand? 
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She looked at him, and at the fire, and all of a sudden felt 
overwhelmed. She stood up. ―I‘d better get going. It‘s late.‖  

―I‘ll call you a taxi,‖ Nick said, quietly. He got up to dial a cab, and 
Grace tried to breathe and calm down while she found her things. 

When the taxi came, he walked her down, holding her hand and 
her scarf, placing it carefully around her neck and tying it, breathing 
peppermint into her face. He helped her into the back seat, leaning in 
to pay the driver for her, and then kissed her on the cheek.  

He let his mouth stay on her skin a moment longer than she 
expected, long enough to flush her face. As the car pulled away, Grace 
wiped fog off the back window with her hand and watched him. He 
was still standing there, his hands in his pockets, tall, majestic, lost in 
thought.  

 
When she was out of sight, Nick went inside and closed the door, 

a heaviness in his head and a confusion of signals going off in his 
body. The fire was burning out. He poked at it, and managed to revive 
it a little. He wandered into the kitchen to freshen up his tea. He 
hadn‘t wanted her to go home.  

Sex was one thing. This was another entirely. Perhaps it was her 
warmth. He was attracted to her softness, her warmth. He thought of 
his other women friends. They were all beautiful and successful, and 
cold. As cold as he could be. When he opened up to them, he could 
feel their minds clicking away even as he felt their hand on his arm.  

Grace was the only warm person he‘d ever met who‘d gotten this 
close to him. He walked back into the living room and joined Chuck 
on the big cranberry pillow. Stretched out, staring into Grace‘s fire, 
they both watched it‘s embers crackle and fly up the flue until it died 
out and went gray. 

 
When Grace walked into her hotel room, she went straight to the 

mirror. Her short blonde hair was soft around her face, and her brown 
eyes were utterly clear. She was so certain of her love for Nick, so 
completely bathed in it, that though the impossibility of it would make 
her cry herself to sleep, she felt alive.  

Every part of her was in the same place, there was no split. She 
was one person, Grace. She was not torn between her husband, a man 
with a body who did not love her, and the dream man, a man with no 
body who loved her more than anything. The man with no body now 
had one, Nick‘s, though he would never be her lover. How had this 
happened? How had they met this way, in this life, when it was 
impossible? Why had he come for her if he couldn‘t love her? 

She looked out to the moon, made sure the curtain was open a slit, 
and then she felt it. A rush through her like an angel had just flown 
into her hair and tossed golden dust down her body. She closed her 
eyes. She didn‘t have to imagine him, he was there. 
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“I didn’t think I’d find you this time,” he said.  
Her eyes shot open, her heart started racing. The room was filled 

with light. She held onto herself, shivering, feeling herself pulled back 
into the dream. 

 
The shuttle to Boston was like an amusement park ride. Up and 

down. It took longer to get to the airport than it did to fly over land.  
Grace took a taxi to Robin‘s dorm, opened the heavy wooden 

doors of the brick building and let herself into a world she 
remembered from twenty years ago. College. Bulletin boards lined the 
walls. Huge signs—―Cafeteria,‖ ―Check In,‖ hung on the corners and 
over the reception desk. She used the in-house phone to buzz Robin. 
―I‘m here,‖ she said. 

 
―Mom!‖ Robin bounded down the hallway from the elevator. 
―Robin!‖ She threw her arms around her, not caring if it was 

uncool. 
―It‘s over,‖ Robin said. 
―What?‖ 
―Bonnie‘s gone.‖ 
―That‘s nice. So how are you? How‘s school?‖ The last thing 

Grace wanted to talk about was Paul. 
―I‘m fine. Are you listening to me? She‘s gone,‖ Robin persisted. 
Grace sighed. There was no way out of this conversation. ―Honey, 

do you want me to care?‖ 
―Yes, I do.‖ 
―He‘s your Daddy, Robin. Your Daddy‘s your Daddy. That‘s it. 

I‘m sorry. Can we talk about you? Tell me about subatomic particles. 
Explain the universe. Please‖ 

―This is about me. I just got off the phone with him. Why don‘t 
you want to give him another chance?‖ 

―Could I store this somewhere?‖ Grace held up her daypack. 
―Sure. Let‘s go upstairs.‖ 
They headed down the hall, passed up the elevator, and started 

climbing the stairs. 
―Why don‘t you want to give him another chance?‖ Robin stopped 

at level one, put her hands on her hips, gave Grace an imperious look, 
clangedher boots on the metal landing, and demanded an answer. 

Grace was trapped in the stairwell. ―Okay, the only reason would 
be for you. Is that what you want?‖ She brushed past Robin and kept 
climbing. 

―Yeah, that‘s a good idea.‖ Robin followed her up, opening the 
door on the third floor. ―So will you give him another chance?‖ 

They stepped out into the hallway.  
―Look, eighteen years is a long time to be unhappy,‖ Grace said. 

―It‘s not just Bonnie, though she pretty much took care of it.‖  
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As they walked down the hall, Grace noticed the common room, 
with computers and extra phone lines, kids hanging out doing 
homework and watching television, steam coming out of the 
bathrooms when someone opened the door. Everyone looked a lot 
more serious than she remembered from UCLA. Probably a lot 
smarter.  

Robin stopped and put her key in the lock.  
―I like your room,‖ Grace said, as Robin threw open the door.  

There were plaid sheets and comforters on her side, pink and 
green on her roommate‘s, Robin‘s desktop computer with a huge 
monitor and ports for her laptop, coffee maker, microwave, books. So 
many things in such a tiny space. 

Robin closed the door and stared at Grace. ―You were unhappy all 
this time?‖ 

Grace stood there, not wanting to talk about this. ―Hey, do I get 
all the information about your boyfriends? Do I even ask if you‘re 
sleeping with them? Do I even ask anything? Do you volunteer?‖ 

―I‘m a teenager.‖ 
―So am I,‖ Grace laughed. ―Give me a break. Let me figure it out.‖ 
Robin watched Grace walk around the room. All of a sudden she 

smiled. ―Okay, you have a week.‖ 
―Ohhh ho,‖ Grace joked. ―Thanks.‖ She walked around, looking 

at things. ―I like your artwork.‖ She stood a long time at a complex 
Escher print on the wall, one with so many perspectives it was eerie, 
you could get lost in it. ―Robin, let‘s go have lunch, I‘m starving.‖ 

―Don‘t poke,‖ she said, stopping Grace from going through her 
collection of books. 

―See,‖ Grace threw up her arms with a big smile, ―you like your 
privacy.‖ She wrapped her arms around Robin and hugged tight. Even 
though she was being breezy, it really upset her to see Robin so upset. 
―Robin, I‘m so sorry.‖ 

―Is it your fault?‖ Robin shot at her. 
The ice in her tone froze Grace for a moment. ―I hope not. I‘d 

rather it was him,‖ she smiled. ―Look, it‘s probably both our fault and 
no one‘s fault. Eighteen years is a long time, things happen. You don‘t 
plan for this kind of thing,‖ she laughed. ―You dread it, but you don‘t 
plan for it.‖ 

―Stop joking, this is serious,‖ Robin said, her face set in a scowl. 
Grace took a breath. ―Some things you forgive and go on. Some 

things you don‘t.‖ She pushed a wayward lock of hair around Robin‘s 
ear. ―Don‘t hate him on my account, okay?‖ 

―Okay.‖ 
―Are you guys alright?‖ Grace asked. ―You talk?‖ 
―I‘m alright.‖ She shifted her weight to her other hip. ―Mom, you 

always told me to ‗Go with the one who loves you.‘‖ 
―I did. I like that saying.‖ 
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―Daddy loves you.‖ 
―Well,‖ Grace said slowly. ―Sometimes it‘s too late to unbreak 

something.‖ 
―No, it‘s not,‖ Robin insisted. 
―Rob,‖ Grace started, ―all those years I wasn‘t listening to the 

advice I gave you that you just gave me.‖ 
―Yes you were.‖ 
―No. It doesn‘t matter what someone feels. It only matters if they 

can get it out of them so you can feel it. Love is an action word. You 
have to do it, not just feel it.‖ 

Robin looked deep in thought. ―You were going with me.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―You were going with me. You were feeling it from me. I was a 

child. You did the right thing, staying so long. Mom, people change, 
Daddy can change.‖ 

Grace‘s heart went out to her, and there was nothing she could do. 
―Then give it time, sweetie. It‘s been eighteen years, we can stand a 
little more time. Let me figure it out.‖ 

―You have a week,‖ Robin smiled. ―Let‘s eat.‖ 
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The pilot breathed out, so loudly it resonated to the back of the plane. She 

tightened her grip on the armrests. They were still floating, silently, down, like a 
white petal falling off a floribunda rose, shifting and swinging in the air. Like 
multi-colored debris tossed into the heart of an orange earth. 

 

 
 
―We murdered ‗em,‖ Nick said long past midnight the next night, 

putting his bowling ball and shoes in the closet. 
―Best scores I ever had.‖ Grace laughed, studying the 

computerized score sheet in her hand. ―Broke a hundred.‖ 
Nick hung up his jacket neatly in the closet, then took hers off, 

spinning her around, and hung it up too. ―I wasn‘t aware you were a 
jock. It‘s not in your book or on the web. Is it on your resume?‖ he 
said with a silly face. 

―I was a dancer.‖ 
―Really.‖ He stood back and looked at her, already wanting to put 

his arms around her, stopping himself. 
―Yes. Not a jock. Except for basketball. I‘m waiting for you to 

scream ‗Basketball!‘‖ 
―You‘re kidding, surely.‖ 
―Nope. Played point guard in junior high. I‘m fast. I can dribble. 

Fancy.‖ 
―Whoa. And you bowl too.‖ 
―Hardly.‖ She showed him the score sheet. ―I was respectable.‖ 
He took it from her and looked it over. ―You are hardly 

respectable. You‘re the current queen of fantasy erotica. Kinky too. 
Can you cook?‖ 

She shook her head. ―I hate to cook.‖ 
―Me too,‖ he said, looking wistful. ―I was hoping you liked to 

cook.‖ 
What a flirt, she thought. A tease.  
―I play regularly.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―Basketball. I play regularly. The height, you know.‖ He gestured 

to the top of his head. ―Seemed logical.‖ 
―Are you good?‖ 
―At nearly everything.‖ 
―Yes, you are,‖ she said, totally seriously. She looked at him, and 

felt her love for him race through her. If I never tell him, she thought, 
he‘ll never know. 
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He handed her his notes for Dream Man. ―Have you ever had sex 
with a friend?‖ 

―Sure,‖ she said, remembering her old theater days, looking down 
at the pages so he wouldn‘t see her eyelashes flutter. ―Haven‘t you?‖ 

―No. I don‘t have sex with friends.‖ 
She eyed him. 
―Honestly. Way too complicated. That‘s what this script is about, 

isn‘t it? Friends and lovers, and what‘s the difference?‖  
Grace just listened to him. ―Yes. That, and psychotic obsession.‖ 
―That too. Tell me the story.‖ 
She thought back. ―He drank. He lived in a tiny apartment. There 

was a crazy girlfriend. He was charming, sweet. He made stained glass 
windows. I‘m cold.‖ She hugged herself and headed for the fireplace. 
―We were on the floor, and he was trying to protect me from glass 
chips in the carpet. You would have liked him.‖ A new cord of 
firewood was sitting by the screen. She sat down, undid it and started 
to build a fire, little piece after little piece then the big pieces. ―We‘d 
known each other for awhile, we were actors in the same theater 
group, you know. We stayed friends for a long time. Sometimes I‘d 
call him and he‘d come over and spend the night. I didn‘t want to 
marry him or anything. He was a terrific actor. Very funny. Then later, 
he stopped drinking, and married a librarian from San Francisco who 
he told me was frigid.‖ She finished building, struck a long match and 
held it under the kindling until it caught. ―That‘s better,‖ she said, 
rubbing her hands together and watching the fire engulf the first log. 

―That‘s true?‖ He followed her down to the fireplace.  
―Yep.‖ 
 He picked up his play and a red pen off his desk, and draped 

himself in the recliner, the play in his lap. ―What about John? Did you 
want to sleep with him?‖ 

―Oh my, am I research? She leaned forward to sneak a peak at his 
play. 

―Na aaah,‖ he said, holding it up to his chest. 
 ―I never thought about it.‖ She tilted her head, trying to 

remember. ―He was always with someone or other. I thought it 
mattered that I was a girl.‖  

―Of course it matters. Everything matters.‖ 
―No,‖ she said. Gender doesn‘t matter. Looks don‘t matter. 

Cleanliness matters.‖ 
―Somewhat.‖ 
―I‘ll ignore that. People can‘t find other people to love, and they‘re 

only looking at half the human race. Then they narrow that down by 
looks, then age, then power—how can you find someone to love like 
that? Someone shows up. Sex is you open yourself up.‖ Absently, she 
picked up the string tying the wood bundle and stretched it out in her 
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hands. ―C‘mon.‖ She sat down in front of him and held up a design of 
crossed strings from one hand to the other. 

He put the pages down and sat forward on the chair. ―What do I 
do?‖  

―Cat‘s Cradle? You‘ve never done Cat‘s Cradle?‖ 
He looked at her as if she were mad. ―Well, not lately.‖ 
―Oh,‖ she grinned. ―Take your pinky…‖ 
He held up his right pinky. 
―…and slip it under this string. Wait a minute, let me show you.‖ 

She undid the strings from her hand, and wrapped them around his. 
Then she picked up the strings, slowly, showing him, lifting them off 
his hands and onto her own, stretching them out and ―There, see?‖ 
creating a new design in her hand. She let it all slide apart, and then 
wrapped it again around her own hands for him to try. 

―Okay, I‘ve got it, by George,‖ he said. 
―You can sleep with practically anyone you want,‖ she said. 
―Perhaps.‖ He concentrated, lifted up his two pinkies, wiggled 

them in preparation, slipped them under the strings, moved his hands 
out and under and came up with the second move beautifully laid out 
across his hands. 

―Whoa!‖ Grace said, clapping. She reached for the strings, picked 
up new ones with her pinkies, and dove her hands under the whole 
thing.  

―What do I do now?‖ 
―Here.‖ She let the strings slide out of her hand, and demonstrated 

the second move. 
 ―Grace, at the risk of wrecking my reputation, you do know I 

sleep with women.‖ 
She looked up, shocked. 
―You didn‘t know that.‖ 
―No.‖ 
―God, you‘ve seen them, at the theater, at the restaurants. 

Gorgeous creatures. They‘re all over me.‖ he grinned, teasing her. 
Her mouth was hanging open. She was still two sentences back. 
―You wouldn‘t throw them out of bed now, would you?‖ 
She gave him a sly smile. ―Not all of them.‖ Not when she‘d 

already said gender didn‘t matter. It would have to apply to her too. 
―Of course not. Not you.‖ 
―Not me.‖ She thought for a moment. ―And how is it? With 

women?‖ she asked, holding her breath. 
―I‘m usually too drunk to notice.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She saw her hands were still in the air, wrapped in string, 

and put them in her lap. ―That‘s true?‖  
―No.‖ He thought for a minute, deciding how much to tell, then 

looked at her. ―I‘m teasing, you goose.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She turned red. 
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―Actually, I prefer women. Always have. Everything else is just a 
hobby,‖ he couldn‘t help playing with her. 

She thought she‘d managed to close her mouth. ―My mother 
always thought that about Errol Flynn,‖ she said, stunned. 

―Couldn‘t tell you. Before my time. Only hearsay and innuendo.‖ 
―Still, sounds very Old Hollywood.‖ 
―Very Old English Theater. A long tradition. In the seventies it 

was very fashionable, you remember.‖ 
Grace nodded.  
―Pop stars and actors and artists, all of us, omni-sexual, 

androgynous, that sort of thing. Too much sex to spend on just one 
gender. So many groupies, you know. All kinds. No one cared what 
one preferred. No one thought about it. We preferred sex. As much as 
possible, with whomever and how many others at once possible. With 
strangers preferably. Strangers that we would never ever see again.  

Grace thought she probably couldn‘t turn any redder. 
―Don‘t look so innocent. I will not believe that you, Miss Erotic 

Fantasy herself, don‘t have many more, less appetizing perhaps, 
fantasies to share than you let on. All kinds. I just happened to have 
lived nearly every one of mine.‖ 

―Nearly,‖ she got out, trying to stay with Nick‘s light mood. 
―Yes.‖ He waited. 
She waited. 
―I‘ve never been married and I‘ve never been a father.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
―You were expecting something with dead people or aliens…‖ 
She laughed. 
―And now, of course, it‘s all quite politically incorrect. And socially 

complicated.‖ 
―How?‖ she asked, her face slowly fading to a pretty bright pink. 
―My gay friends don‘t like it when I date women. My straight 

friends would prefer I be, clearly, one or the other. It‘s much too 
confusing for them. They never know who I‘ll show up with, or which 
of their friends I‘ll be taking home with me. They don‘t know how to 
try to fix me up. Everyone assumes that since I will quite happily fuck 
anyone I find attractive, man or woman, that I cannot be faithful to 
either.‖ 

―Can you?‖ 
―On occasion.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
―Not for long. Never wanted to. Perhaps I‘m not a relationship 

person.‖ 
She nodded. 
―If I weren‘t rich and famous, it would be difficult to hold onto 

friends. As it is, I do what I damn well please. I always have, even 
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when I wasn‘t rich and famous. I let people label me anyway they 
choose.‖ 

―Everyone assumes you‘re gay.‖ 
―By everyone, I assume you mean the celebrity crowd.‖ 
―Yeah.‖ 
―The general public, I believe,‖ he grinned, ―has a much better 

grasp of the complexities of being me. At any rate, I can‘t be bothered 
with anyone‘s interpretation of my behavior. I don‘t care.‖ 

―I once read that being bisexual is chaotic. It feels chaotic inside.‖ 
Nick thought about that. ―Perhaps,‖ he said. ―True. Yes.‖ 
―Oh.‖ Grace didn‘t expect him to answer so simply. 
―But then, all of life seems chaotic to me. Doesn‘t it to you?‖ he 

was asking her seriously. 
She thought about the last year, about feeling crazy, feeling driven, 

feeling scared. ―Yes.‖ 
―Granted, making these kinds of basic choices all the time adds an 

extra dimension to the show, but then, that‘s the way I like it. I would 
say it feels honest.‖ 

Grace nodded. ―How…?‖ 
He waited, watching her smile at him. 
―How do you cope with the chaos?‖ she finally asked. 
―Oh. Well, quite simple, really. You make it simple. The chaos 

comes from all the choices, all the different people coming at you all 
the time. Everyone trying to affect you, judge you, direct you, pull and 
push you. And you don‘t let them. You rely on instinct. In all things, 
you are who and what you think you are.‖ 

―And what are you?‖ 
―Ahead of my time, my dear,‖ he grinned, his gorgeous, 

thoughtful face lit up by perfect white teeth. ―I am somewhere in the 
gray area of a great many things. Really now, anyone who feels the 
need to resist a Leonard Bernstein has truly got his values in the 
wrong place.‖ 

―Men are always saying they wouldn‘t throw Mick Jagger out of 
bed.‖ 

Nick laughed. 
Grace couldn‘t help but wonder if Nick had slept with Leonard 

Bernstein and Mick Jagger. Then other names popped into her head. 
Nick read her face. ―Ah, the tallying begins.‖ 
She looked down for a moment, embarrassed. 
―No,‖ he answered the unspoken question. ―The queue was too 

long.‖ 
―Oh,‖ she smiled. 
―And what are you, Grace?‖ 
―Way behind,‖ she said. ―Barely catching up.‖ 
He waited. 
―At sea.‖ 
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―Ah. The gray area. The great gray area.‖ 
―Yes.‖  
―If you put any man who ever found another man attractive, or, 

horrors, the idea of actually having sex with another man attractive, 
even in a dream, or worse, a nightmare, into the box marked 
‗homosexual only, and not at all interested in women,‘ you ladies 
would find pretty slim pickings out there. If everyone were honest 
with themselves. There are other ways to tell if a man is not interested 
in women.‖ 

Grace leaned forward, all attention. ―Such as…‖ 
―Perfume. He takes no notice of your perfume. It doesn‘t exist.‖ 
She listened. 
―Even better, he tells you he‘s not interested in women.‖ 
―Okay,‖ she laughed. ―What if he‘s lying and doesn‘t tell. Or what 

if he doesn‘t know?‖ 
―Then he clearly—he can‘t pretend, now, can he—is not truly 

fond of your lovely feminine folds, especially when they‘re all nice and 
wet.‖ 

Grace turned red again. 
Nick laughed at her. ―Lubricant does not count. He likes you dry.‖ 
―Oh, God,‖ she looked down into her folded hands, she couldn‘t 

help it. 
―And, perhaps,‖ he tilted his head and leaned down, following her 

face with his, ―when it comes to romance, he has other fantasies than 
you‘d imagine. Though you‘d probably never get that out of him. 
Anyone, gay, straight, transexual, somewhere in the gray area, who 
doesn‘t believe it can be pleasant to have sex with nearly any other 
human being who‘s healthy…‖ 

―Reasonably clean,‖ she added, smiling. 
―Yes, that. And hopefully, not related to you, has just made that 

decision in his or her mind. Has nothing to do with the body, or the 
heart.‖ 

―So, you‘re just highly evolved,‖ she teased. 
―Yes, as are most women, as even the general public seems quite 

willing to accept. However, I can see you don‘t believe me.‖ 
―Do you?‖ 
―I‘m not sure,‖ Nick laughed. ―Love to talk about it, though.‖ He 

reached into her lap for the mess of string and pulled it into his hands, 
mushing it together and then winding it slowly into a ball. 

―So…‖ she started, watching his huge hands work with the small 
string. 

He waited, winding and listening. 
―So where are you in the ‗heart‘ department?‖ 
―Can‘t answer that.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
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―It‘s quite unused, you see. Rusting away somewhere. Like the Tin 
Man.‖  

―You‘ve never been in love?‖ 
―Many times.‖ He loosened the ball and let the string fall into his 

lap. 
―Oh.‖ 
―Not that that‘s the same thing as loving someone.‖ 
―No,‖ she agreed. 
―Now,‖ his eyes narrowed, ―do you yearn to touch a woman?‖ 
Caught off guard by the question, she thought back. ―Once. 

Twice.‖ 
―Well, now. Tell me the story.‖ 
This was hard. She‘d have to be honest if she wanted him to be. 

―There was Barbara.‖ 
―Barbara. Sexy name.‖ 
―Yes. I was jealous of how much my husband wanted her.‖ She 

put the strings on the floor and leaned back on her hands. ―They were 
best friends, but she didn‘t want him. She was in love with another 
woman, a straight woman, Lisa, who‘d lived with my husband before 
me. And Lisa couldn‘t allow herself to be with Barbara, sexually, 
though they were practically inseparable. It was impossible for her, it 
was against everything she believed about herself. Though I heard that 
once, after they‘d been drinking, they had sex, and then Lisa couldn‘t 
admit, even to herself, that it happened.‖ 

―Oh, my.‖ 
―Yes. Their friendship was dead after that. That was it. I thought I 

was jealous of her.‖ She stopped and looked at him. 
―And…‖ 
―And…really,‖ she leaned in, ―I wanted her, and I wanted my 

husband to get out of the way.‖ She‘d never told this story to anyone. 
―Barbara.‖ 
―Barbara. She was a beautiful, magnetic, incredible woman.‖ She 

remembered sitting across from Barbara at a lunch, and wishing 
something would happen between them. She was young, she‘d wanted 
a passionate, adventurous life. She remembered wishing Barbara 
would save her from a life with Paul, it seemed somehow easier than 
going off with another man. ―She should have become famous for 
something, and had a high life, like you. Everyone wanted her. I don‘t 
know what she‘s doing now.‖ 

―Very good story.‖ 
―Okay,‖ she said, ―Your turn.‖ 
―I‘m not done with you yet. What about him?  
She looked up. 
―Your husband.‖ He pointed to the ring still on her hand. ―Why 

isn‘t he here with you, cheering you on and so forth?‖ 
―Because I left him.‖ She said it simply, with very little feeling. 
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He looked at her, now really surprised, thrown, actually. He had 
assumed there was a husband. ―On account of…?‖  

―Bonnie. On account of Bonnie.‖ 
―Oh. On account of stupidity.‖  
She smiled at him. ―Thank you.‖ Without thinking, she started 

unrolling the little ball of string and wrapping it around her hands. 
 ―Tell me about number two,‖ he ordered.  
―Number two?‖ 
―Your second woman.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She put her hands in her lap, looked off at the ceiling, and 

thought back. ―That was Dina, John‘s friend.‖ 
―Oh, Goody,‖ He slid to the floor, sat cross legged, leaned 

forward, put his stringed hands out to her, and listened intently. 
―We were bunking in the same bed, platonically, you know, 

friends. It was late, after a party, no one wanted to drive home. She 
was gay. I kissed her. She turned me down.‖ She remembered how 
scared she‘d been to start something she wasn‘t sure she wanted to 
finish, and how exciting it was. ―She said she hadn‘t shaved her legs.‖ 

―Oh, that one,‖ he laughed. 
―Yeah.‖ She looked at him. ―That‘s it.‖ She took the strings from 

him, into a very strange looking design.  
―What you don‘t know is, what would‘ve happened after the 

kissing part? When it really got down to it, you would have chickened 
out.‖  

She scrunched up her face with a No way expression. ―If you can 
sleep with anyone, why can‘t I?‖ she said softly, watching his thoughts 
run across his eyes, wondering if he could read hers.  

―Right.‖  
―It‘s all in your head anyway, isn‘t it?‖ she said. 
―Often it‘s in his or her head.‖ 
―True. I don‘t know how long it would have lasted. It‘s hard. You 

can‘t kiss in public. Girls miss that.‖ 
―That‘s why it‘s so nice to be part of one community or other. Gay 

or straight. Around here, you can kiss anyone in public. Some places. 
Elsewhere, it‘s, you‘re right, you hold back. But then, I‘m not very 
demonstrative anyway.‖ 

―Stiff upper lip and all that?‖ she smiled. 
―Yes. Very English. Very cold.‖ He was looking at her again. 

―Whoever you are, you‘re always different from everyone else anyway. 
Doesn‘t matter what you‘re actually doing.‖ 

She nodded. ―What about straight men?‖  
―What about them?‖ 
―Do you sleep with them?‖ 
He laughed. ―Well, now, if I had, the gentleman in question would 

not, then, be exactly straight, now, would he?‖ He lifted the string out 
of his lap and began wrapping it around his hands, starting over. ―You 
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may not be able to choose who you love, but you can choose who you 
sleep with.‖ 

―Why would anyone want to do that?‖ She took a breath. ―You 
should sleep with who you love.‖ Or love who you sleep with, she 
thought.  

―If you like to get that close,‖ he said. 
All of a sudden she felt an impulse to do something silly. ―Well,‖ 

she grinned,‖ What would you do if I….‖ She leaned forward and 
reached up under his armpit, ―…got this close…‖ and tickled him. 

―Wait, wait! No fair, I‘m tied up here!‖ he laughed, holding his 
arms against his body, trying to get loose from the string. 

She knocked him over, tickling first one armpit, then the other, 
while he tried to get the strings off his hand and protect himself at the 
same time. He threw the string off and flipped her over, holding her 
hands together with one of his, leaving him a free hand to torture her 
with.  

―No!‖ she screamed, and broke away. He was bigger, but she was 
faster. She managed to get to him, tickling his chin, and behind his 
knee, and then in one move he pinned her to the floor. ―I give up!‖ 
she screamed. ―Stop!‖ He let her go and sat next to her. She was still 
giggling hard, happy to release all the energy she‘d been holding, 
happy to be touching him, safely like this. They both stopped 
laughing, and just grinned at each other. 

Her face was so soft, her eyes shining at him. Nick couldn‘t sit still 
another second. ―Look,‖ he said, as casually as he could manage, 
―Since I‘m the only dream man around at present, if you‘d like to 
sleep with me, let‘s do it.‖ 

―What?‖ she said, flabbergasted. 
Nick could never, ever remember being the one to ask, and 

certainly, never that badly. 
All of a sudden she was frightened and angry. ―I‘ve done that,‖ she 

said, and stood up. 
―In the dream.‖ He pulled himself up slowly. 
―No, I meant, I‘ve slept with a man who didn‘t really want me. 

Lived with a man who didn‘t really want me.‖ 
―Didn‘t know what to do with you, more likely.‖ He was standing 

in front of her, towering over her. 
―That too,‖ she smiled. 
―What makes you think I don‘t want you?‖ 
She stared at him as if he‘d come into the conversation late. ―I‘m a 

woman.‖ 
―I thought we‘d cleared that up.‖ 
This wasn‘t how it was supposed to happen. ―You fuck women. 

One night with you, and a woman never sees you again.‖ 
―Grace, tell me, did it end badly? The dream?‖ 
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―I don‘t know. It never ended.‖ Was this the ending? Her feelings 
were pushing and pulling her in different directions. ―Can you turn a 
friend into a lover and then back into a friend so easily?‖  

―I‘ve never tried.‖ He smiled. ―I sleep with women, but not with 
friends, remember?‖ 

―I don‘t want to be a one-night stand to you. Something kinky.‖ 
―Soft and kinky,‖ he said, quietly. 
She looked at him looking at her, and knew he was serious, this 

wasn‘t some kind of favor for the lady writer. ―I didn‘t come all this 
way for one night.‖ Instantly she was sorry she spoke. ―I‘ll fall in love 
with you.‖ Did he know she already was? ―Then where‘ll I be?‖ 

He took a step towards her, his hands in his pockets. ―That‘s a 
very odd reason to turn me down. What if I fall first?‖ 

Her mouth opened. All of a sudden he sounded like the dream 
man saying, “I can’t leave you. You belong with me.” The feeling of being 
with the dream man, and how much he wanted her came washing 
over her, and she felt like her heart was breaking. Who was this man 
in front of her? Nick was something she‘d never seen before. A man 
who made love to anyone but loved no one. How many men that she 
would call ‗straight‘ had ever really loved a woman? If he was the 
dream man, how could he not know? Could she make him remember? 
Her mind went backwards and forwards, stuck, like a broken record. 
He was her dream man, and she knew she was in the wrong body for 
him, and he didn‘t seem to care. Could he love her in this lifetime? 
―What are you saying?‖ she finally managed. 

He‘d gone too far. He could promise her either friendship or sex. 
One or the other. Not both. He could see her thinking. ―I‘m not 
sure.‖ 

They stood there, forever it seemed. So much time passed, just 
looking at each other, and they didn‘t notice. He waited for her to 
change her mind.  

―Thank you for the offer,‖ she finally said, shaking. Another long 
wait. ―Are we still friends?‖ 

He smiled, though he was not happy about this. ―Of course. 
Friends. Grace, I can‘t remember ever being turned down before. In 
fact, if it means anything to you, I can‘t remember ever being the one 
asking. Perhaps you‘ll change your mind.‖ 

―Perhaps.‖  
―Don‘t go.‖ 
She didn‘t want to go anywhere. She couldn‘t move. 
―Tea,‖ he said. ―I‘ll make tea.‖ He backed up a step toward the 

kitchen. 
―Wait,‖ she said, before he could turn away. 
He stopped and waited. 
 She tried to think how to start. ―There‘s something I have to tell 

you.‖ 



The Dream Man 

72 

 

He waited, studying her. 
She looked up. ―You‘re the dream man.‖ 
He smiled. ―Well, thank you, I think I can do Michael justice.‖ 
―No. You are Michael.‖ 
He looked at her blankly. 
―The real dream man. My dream man.‖ 
He stared at her, thinking. ―I assumed he was just a character. You 

know, a bit of this guy, a bit of that guy. Your imagination. Men you 
knew.‖ 

―No. It was you.‖ 
He shifted his weight, watching her, thinking. ―You mean all of 

me, all the time?‖ 
She nodded. ―You‘re why I wrote it. You were there the whole 

time. At least, it seemed you were.‖ 
―So you turned me into the dream man.‖ 
―No. You were there. You were with me.‖ She thought she was 

going to die of embarrassment. 
―You saw my movies. You saw pictures of me. You turned me 

into Michael. It happens. Usually I don‘t get books written about me,‖ 
he smiled. 

―No. To me you were there. You. Nick.‖ 
―You believe I came to you in the dream?‖  
―I don‘t know that I believe it. I thought I was crazy. I didn‘t 

know who you were until I met you.‖ She looked up at him. ―You told 
me you wouldn‘t remember. You said when I found you, you 
wouldn‘t remember. You said I wouldn‘t remember. There would only 
be the book. That‘s why you came to me. The book. So I‘d find you.‖ 

He looked at her. ―Do you remember?‖ 
―Yes. Some of it,‖ she said. ―I did find you.‖ All of a sudden she 

shivered. ―You must think I‘m crazy.‖ 
―Are you?‖ He didn‘t know what he thought. All artists were 

crazy. He was crazy. 
She shook her head. ―It was just a dream. It led me here. Made me 

famous. Gave me a new life. That‘s the magic part.‖ 
He tried to think, but his mind was being pulled in a million 

directions, pulled towards her. ―It‘s a good story,‖ he finally said. ―It 
would be good for the book. Good for me. You should tell it.‖ 

This was not what she expected. She stared at him. ―They‘ll be all 
over us.‖ 

―That‘s good. I don‘t mind being controversial. I don‘t like 
looking undignified,‖ he laughed, ―But I like controversy. This is 
romantic.‖ 

―With a happy ending for all,‖ she said softly. 
―Don‘t know about that,‖ he said. 
She looked at his face. He was magnificent, and sweet. 
―Why didn‘t you tell me right off?‖ he asked. 
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―I didn‘t want you to think I was a nut.‖ 
―Well, too late for that,‖ he laughed. 
―I didn‘t want you to think I was going to jump you. I didn‘t want 

you to think I was an idiot.‖ 
―Actually, Grace, you can‘t be an idiot. Idiots don‘t sell a million 

books.‖ He looked at her carefully. ―Or get this close to me.‖ 
She smiled. 
―I would have known. I have idiot radar.‖ He wanted to ask her 

again. Ask her to stay. Or just lean down and kiss her. However, 
though he was never one to run from the strange and confusing, he 
was not about to be turned down twice. ―Calandre,‖ he said. 

She looked at him. 
―Your perfume. Calandre. One of my favorites.‖ He could see the 

lines and angles of her face soften even more. 
―Oh,‖ she smiled. 
―Tea,‖ he said. ―I‘ll make tea. Peppermint.‖ 
―Peppermint,‖ she echoed, standing there confused, then just 

before he moved, ―It‘s my only one,‖ she said. ―Perfume.‖ 
―I know.‖ He smiled and turned for the kitchen.  
Grace could hear him lifting the kettle, setting it on the stove, 

pulling two mugs from the cabinet. She put her head in her hands, 
completely overwhelmed, and moved to the big pillow by the fire to 
get warmer, thinking back, trying to remember more. She wondered if 
she really wanted to say No. 

Nick waited for the kettle to whistle, putting his arms on the 
counter and feeling dizzy. Is that where he knew her from? Magic? 
The dream man? He closed his eyes and tried to remember the entire 
year. Where had he been, who had he loved? There were huge spaces, 
huge stretches of time that blurred into each other.  

This year hadn‘t been like the old days, strings of one-nighters or 
one-monthers, like that was his life. He‘d begun to notice there was a 
world around him. With children in it, and people hustling home to 
each other, and pain and darkness over much of it. He remembered 
searching for something, but didn‘t know what it was. He 
remembered waiting.  

The kettle clattered on the metal grid. He took a deep breath and 
poured the teas, watching the bags of peppermint float in the boiling 
water, bobbing. Trying not scald himself, he carried the mugs to the 
living room and found Grace stretched out on the huge pillow in front 
of the fire, sound asleep. So soft on the cranberry chenille, her hair 
like a golden powder puff over her face. He let his heart open to her 
now that she couldn‘t see him, and wondered if she‘d change her 
mind. If she did, would he know what to do with her?  

He put the teas down on his desk, then picked up two fluffy 
flannel blankets from the couch and covered her up carefully, without 
waking her, tucking the ends under her body. Then he picked the Act 
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Two pages off the chair, brought them over to his desk, turned on the 
laptop and went to work.  

 
At about three-thirty in the morning, Grace woke up to the tinny 

sound of the computer. Groggy, she looked at the fire, now burned 
out, and then at Nick, hunched over his desk, asleep. She got up and 
straggled to the bathroom.  

On the way back to the living room, she smoothed out her jeans 
and tried to think where her purse was, but was stopped by the sight 
of him sleeping, and by the pages of his play on the desk. She tiptoed 
over to him, picked up the pages, went over to the big reclining chair, 
sat herself down and began to read. She turned page after page, 
reading slowly, the way she liked, picturing the action as she went. His 
characters were jumping off the page, talking to her, alive. By the last 
line, she wanted to hug the work and run over to him, wake him up 
and hug him, but instead, she leaned back in the brown leather, and 
drifted off again, thinking about Nick, the play in her lap. 
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There was no more noise; no engines, no propellers, no banging, no whirring. 

When her heart started beating again, she heard it in the silence. Raindrops, 
sprayed at them by the wind, landed on the glass like millions of tiny, transparent, 
rubbery creatures, turning the cabin into a crystal cocoon.  

 

 
 
Around four-thirty, Nick woke up. He was used to finding himself 

sprawled across his desk, his hand cramped and stinging, and shook 
himself out. Then he remembered Grace. He turned, saw her on the 
recliner with his play in her lap, pulled himself slowly out of his stiff 
wooden chair, and walked over to her. Gently, he lifted the play from 
under her hands, saw she‘d read to the last page, and wondered what 
she thought. He covered her carefully with one of the blankets and 
stood there for awhile, watching her breathe, then stretched himself 
out on the pillow in front of the dead fire, wrapped himself in the 
second blanket, read Act Two of his play again, and fell back to sleep. 

 
At seven in the morning, Chuck walked over and licked Grace‘s 

feet, then moved over to Nick‘s face, settling himself down on the 
floor at the perfect height to reach Nick‘s stubbled and beloved cheek. 
Grace opened her eyes. 

―Ahhhg,‖ Nick said as he woke up to Chuck‘s drool, and sat up, 
stroking the big dog‘s head, whispering ―What time is it?‖ in his ear. 
He looked up to the clock on the mantle and groaned. ―Go let 
yourself out.‖ Then he saw that Grace was up too. She stretched her 
arm, looking at him, smiling, still sleepy. He smiled back and said 
―Hi.‖ Grace thought he was about to say something else, but before 
he could, Chuck laid another wet doggie kiss on him. He turned away 
from Chuck, gave him a gentle push with his hand, winked at Grace, 
and fell back asleep. Grace set the recliner at it‘s lowest level, curled 
into the blanket, and drifted off. 

At about nine o‘clock, Grace woke up, uncomfortable, took 
herself into the kitchen, made some tea, and searched for something 
to eat. She found bread in an antique wooden box on the counter and 
popped it in the toaster. When she‘d finished the toast and tea, she 
heard Nick‘s voice. 

―Make me some too, will you?‖ 
She popped more bread in the toaster and made another cup of 

tea, and then brought them out to Nick, balancing the plates on the 
mugs. She sat on the floor and placed the food right next to him. 

―Thank you,‖ he muttered. 
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―You‘re welcome.‖ 
―Did you sleep well, my dear?‖ he asked, making a joke. 
She laughed. Then suddenly serious, she leaned in to him. ―I love 

your play,‖ she said. 
He lifted himself up on his elbow.  
―Can I see the rest?‖ 
Nick looked at her. ―Sure. It‘s in the study, on the desk.‖ 
Grace got up to get it. 
―Now?‖ he asked. 
―Okay?‖ she asked. 
Nick tried to act nonchalant, which he never was when someone 

read his work. ―Sure.‖ 
Grace went into the study and came back with a black ring binder 

holding acts one and three, plopped down in the chair and read. 
Watching her slowly turn the pages, waiting for any little reaction—a 
smile, confusion, anything—unable to take his eyes off her, Nick 
quietly drank his tea and chewed his toast.  

An hour later, Grace, with tears streaming down her face, finished. 
She closed the cover and looked up, expecting to be instantly grilled 
on her every impression. But Nick was beautifully stretched out on 
the floor, deep asleep on his long arm. She got up, laid the play 
carefully on the chair, and went to sit by him. She wanted to just sit, 
watching him sleep, for a very long time, but after a few minutes he 
felt her there and woke up. 

When he saw her wet cheeks, he didn‘t know what to think. 
―This is great Nick, really great,‖ she said into his eyes. 
He smiled, almost shy. ―Do you have any suggestions?‖  
She shook her head. ―No.‖ 
He wiped the tears off her face.  
 ―I‘m all grungy,‖ she said, standing up and smoothing out her 

jeans and shirt. 
―You look beautiful,‖ he said, smiling at her. 
She smiled back. ―Thank you.‖ Impulsively, she crouched down to 

him and put her hand on his hand. It made her feel warm down to her 
toes. After a moment, he turned his hand and held hers, rubbing the 
top of her wrist with his thumb. She started to melt. ―I‘m gonna go 
back to the hotel,‖ she managed to say. 

Nick sat up. ―Don‘t. Don‘t go.‖ She could say No, but he didn‘t 
want her to leave. 

―Okay.‖ She slowly sat back down in front of him. 
He swallowed, wanting to touch her, but holding back. 
She looked at his gorgeous face, the strong bones and now soft 

eyes, and wanted to trace the lines of his cheek with her fingers. 
Instead, she sat, trying not to feel so overwhelmed by him. 

―Do you do crosswords?‖ he asked. 
She brightened and nodded. 
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He struggled out of the tangled blanket, setting his long legs 
around her on the floor, rubbing his chin, smiling at her. ―I‘ll get the 
paper. Can you make some tea?‖ 

―Sure.‖ His legs were touching her knees, his feet under her 
thighs. She didn‘t want to move. 

They sat there for another minute. Finally, he reached his hand out 
to her. 

She took it, feeling her own hand like a child‘s in his huge palm, 
and they got up together. They walked hand in hand across the living 
room, and just as they passed the front door, he let her go, she to the 
kitchen, he downstairs for the paper.  

By now she knew where the mugs and kettle and tea were, and 
started the water boiling. She was exhausted. She looked around the 
kitchen. There were plants, a Creeping Charlie, one of her favorites, 
and pothos and ivy, and an orchid near the window, huge and white, 
standing tall in it‘s enamel pot, it‘s bulb exposed. There were some 
roses floating in a dish of water. Dolly Parton, Mr. Lincoln, Peace. She 
wondered if the bushes were on his patio, or if they were a gift.  

While the water boiled, she looked around in the cabinets for 
crackers or cereal, and in the fridge for fruit, she was starving. She 
found fresh bread, and jam, and apples, and put them together on a 
plate. Just being in his kitchen made her feel at home. It was big, with 
windows and views, and an island in the middle, something she‘d 
always wanted. Beautiful, hand-made tiles covered the counter tops 
and floor, warm to her eyes but cold to her bare feet.  

While she was cutting up the apples, Nick came into the kitchen 
with the paper, plopped down at the big pine table under an 
overflowing basket of ivy, and picked out two pencils from a drawer 
behind him in the breakfront. 

―It‘s Monday,‖ he said. ―Pitiful puzzle.‖ 
The kettle whistled. Grace poured the tea, and watched him. Both 

of them were in the clothes they‘d worn yesterday and slept in, 
looking rumpled and worn out. Grace wanted a shower, but wanted to 
sit with him more. He looked at her and motioned with his head for 
her to sit down. 

―C‘mon. Five letter word for ―Gait.‖ 
She walked over with the tea and plate of food. ―Gate, or Gait?‖ 
―The horse, not the fence.‖ 
―Stride,‖ she said, putting everything on the table. 
―Fits.‖ He wrote it in pencil. ―Thank you,‖ he said, picking up the 

tea, and sipping while he studied her face. 
―What?‖ she said. 
―Nothing.‖ He reached up and ran his fingers along her cheek, 

pushing back the soft, loose hair around her ear. She leaned into his 
hand, she couldn‘t help it. ―Lovely cheekbones,‖ he said. 
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It felt to Grace as if his hand were on her cheek forever. She was 
about to forget why she‘d said No to him, when he pulled out a chair. 
―Sit,‖ he said. 

She picked up a pencil and sat. He had the puzzle turned directly 
to him. She grabbed hold of it, and shifted it so she could see, then 
hunched over it, rubbing her shoulder against his and writing down 
words. He shot a quick look at her, then wiggled his eyebrows and 
raced her, across, down. He‘d make a word, she‘d find one attached to 
it. The race turned into a team effort, as they worked their way down. 

―Stuck! We‘re stuck!‖ he cried when they were left with two holes 
in the puzzle. 

―Now, wait, she said, studying them. ―No, we‘re stuck,‖ she 
admitted. ―Are there roses on your patio?‖ she asked. 

―Go see.‖ He checked Chuck‘s food and water self-feeding 
canisters, and followed her. 

She opened the door at the end of the kitchen and wandered out 
on a rooftop garden, with huge pots holding palms and junipers, and 
banks of wooden troughs with flowers of all kinds. The roses took up 
a whole section. They were all dormant, resting for the few winter 
months before they‘d leaf out in spring. She looked at the tags. 
Whoever had planned the garden liked red, nearly all the roses were 
red, with a small section of yellow and white floribundas. There were 
huge trees in huge pots, leafless, but with beautiful red bark, in front 
of the bedroom windows. Grace wandered around inspecting all the 
plants, as if getting to know his garden would be like knowing him. 

―What made you fall in love with plants?‖ he asked. 
―My father grows roses. I used to walk through the garden with 

him every day. It was something we could do together that he loved. 
Oh, baby tear moss.‖ She walked over to a large potted tree. Small 
green fuzz covered the dirt in the pot. ―I love baby tear moss. It‘s all 
over the front of my parents‘ house. I used to step in it. Dance 
around. See?‖ She laid her hand on the top of the moss and pushed 
down, delighted with the velvety feel of it on her hand. ―I love the 
smell. It makes me think of fern grottos and ancient forests.‖ 

Nick put his hand next to hers and pushed down.  
―You have a rabbit?‖ She looked with wonder at the end of the 

patio. 
Nick followed her eyes to an open wooden hutch under an eave of 

the roof. ―Two. Hazel and Fiver.‖ 
Grace turned to Nick with an amazed look. ―Watership Down.‖ 
―My favorite book too.‖ 
Her mouth dropped open, softly, just looking at him. He must 

have known about her obsession with the Downs, and rabbits from an 
interview in a magazine, but it was still eerie. She walked over to the 
hutch. ―May I?‖ 
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―Sure. They come in here to eat, and get out of the sun.‖ He 
opened the door wider, and they picked up the lop-eared bunnies, one 
gray, one brown, both huge. ―This one‘s Fiver,‖ he said, holding the 
smaller brown one. 

―The one who saved them all.‖ 
―Well, Fiver saved them with his visions of the future. Hazel saved 

them with his brains and bravery.‖ 
―I read it again last year. I can‘t imagine a more beautiful place on 

earth.‖ She looked up at him, ―You‘ve been there?‖  
―Of course. I‘m British,‖ he smiled. 
―Ohhh,‖ she cooed at Hazel, enchanted with his soft fur. She 

rubbed him behind his ears and scratched him under his chin, the way 
she would a cat. He seemed very calm and peaceful. ―Is it as beautiful 
as my imagination?‖ 

He nodded. ―As beautiful as mine, anyway. You can see the world 
from up there. I followed the literary pilgrimage from the web site you 
found.‖ 

She looked up at him. 
―They live in the house, like cats. I keep them out here every once 

in a while, when there‘s a party, or lots of people. Otherwise 
everyone‘s all over them. We can leave them loose, it‘s protected 
here.‖ 

Grace nodded, and they put the bunnies on the ground. ―What 
was your family like?‖ she asked. 

He thought. ―Very nasty. Not loud, but nasty. They were very 
nasty around me, at any rate. I can only imagine what they‘re like 
when they‘re alone. It must be God-awful. I try to stay away. Mean 
words always flying about, you know. Over my head.‖  

They‘d made a circle, and reached the door to the kitchen. 
―And yours?‖ he asked, leading her in. 
―Nice as can be.‖  
Together, they headed for the newspaper spread out on the table. 
―True?‖ he asked, grabbing the Sports section and handing her 

Arts. 
―True. We never knew the meaning of the word ‗nasty.‘‖ She 

opened to the movie pages, just as Nick slapped at the paper, pulling it 
down. 

―Can‘t be,‖ he said.  
―Okay,‖ she conceded, ―there was the thing where they make you 

feel wrong.‖ 
He folded up his paper, leaned against the chair, and made a show 

of listening. ―Continue,‖ he said. 
She almost giggled. ―You‘re just always wrong. About everything. 

All the time.‖ 
He put the paper under his arm and led her out to the living room. 

―I hope you didn‘t take it personally.‖ 
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She stopped in the middle of the living room and looked at him. 
He stopped right with her and smiled. ―It‘s something you learn to 

do, right?‖ 
She smiled back. ―I never learned.‖ 
―No. Don‘t suppose anyone really does.‖ 
They sat down together on the big pillow. With Chuck spreading 

himself, slowly and regally, across their feet, they read.  
In ten minutes they‘d given up on their own sections and were 

looking over each other‘s shoulder. In half-an-hour, they were lying on 
their stomachs, the paper in front of them, and twenty minutes later 
they were asleep. Twenty minutes after that, the door opened, Randy 
walked in and found them, Grace curled up tight, Nick‘s arms around 
her, both of them snoring. 

It was noon. Tonight the party was at Nick‘s house, and Randy 
was the decorator, the organizer and the caterer. Randy stood there, 
his arms full of bags of wine and paper plates, funny hats and little 
strips of paper for Charades, then suddenly pushed the door shut 
behind him with his foot and headed for the kitchen. 

Grace heard the crackling and tinkling of wine bottles being 
moved from paper bags to counter-top. ―Your hair,‖ she heard Nick 
say into her ear and looked up. ―It‘s scrunched.‖ He was propped on 
his elbow, leaning over her. She took one look at his lopsided hairdo 
and giggled. 

―Hey,‖ Randy said, leaning out the kitchen doorway, wine bottles 
in both hands. 

―Hi,‖ Grace waved. 
Nick planted a quick kiss on Grace‘s forehead and quickly turned 

his attention to Chuck, who was sitting patiently, his leash in his 
mouth, staring at them. Watching Nick sweetly attach Chuck‘s leash 
and ruffle his ears, Grace suddenly felt the need to go home. 

Nick stood up, stretching his body and yawning out, ―Come walk 
with us, my dear.‖  

―Can‘t,‖ she said, remembering what was waiting for her this 
afternoon. She jumped up and searched around the dining table for 
her purse and jacket. Still shaking out the sleepies and yawning, she 
walked over to Nick and reached out to touch his arm goodbye. He 
grabbed her hand, swung her in closer, and planted a kiss on her 
mouth. It was a real kiss. Light, quick, but real. He meant it to be. He 
could feel it all through him, and now he didn‘t want her to go 
anywhere but upstairs with him. 

Grace felt as though she‘d connected with an electrical circuit. Just 
one kiss from the dream man, and her body was no longer under her 
control. She was lit from the inside. Somehow, her mind took over. 
―Watch me at four. TV. I have an interview,‖ she said, her mouth still 
open. 

―Who?‖ Randy asked. 
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―Mimi Maxson Show. Live.‖ 
―She‘ll shred you,‖ Randy said. 
Grace shivered. ―Thanks.‖ 
―She‘ll love you,‖ Nick said, still holding onto her hand. ―I‘ll be 

watching.‖ 
Nick let her go, and watched her walk to the door, thinking how 

much he liked being loved, and wondering who it was she loved, the 
dream man, or himself, or if he was, indeed, both. 

On the street, Grace was almost blinded by the sunlight. There 
were no sunglasses in the magic purse. She put her hand over her eyes 
to shield them, and stepped out to the edge of the sidewalk to flag 
down a cab as though she‘d been in a cave, or a private world. All of a 
sudden she was shaking, totally exhausted, completely wired from 
Nick‘s company, his house, New York, and what felt like a new life. 
She‘d just left one man, and she didn‘t want to make a terrible mistake 
with another so soon. She didn‘t want to be disposable. 

 
When she got to her room, she forgot everything and just 

collapsed on the bed until the phone rang at two. 
―Grace?‖ 
―Paul.‖ 
―I remembered you have a show today, and I wanted to wish you 

luck.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ She was still groggy from the nap. 
―I‘d like to come up. I‘d like to see you.‖ 
Grace was stunned by his interest. ―Please don‘t,‖ she finally said, 

then suddenly blurted, ―Robin says that Bonnie‘s gone.‖ 
Silence. 
―Oh, well, my mistake.‖ She bit her lip, feeling like an idiot. 
―She‘s gone if you want her to be,‖ he said. 
Grace crawled under the bedspread to keep herself from shaking. 

She‘d come to New York with no man in her life, husband gone, 
dream man gone, and now there were two, Paul and Nick. ―Paul, 
that‘s up to you. Do what you want.‖ 

―Do you want me to come after you, Grace?‖ 
She sat up, thinking What is it I want? She got up and went to the 

window, pushed open the curtain, letting the light in, looking out. ―I 
just want some time,‖ she said, her fingers on the glass. 

―Remember when I met you?‖  
―Yes.‖ She couldn‘t help it—a picture of his young face, all lit up 

with her, nearly goofy, from some other lifetime passed across her 
mind and made her smile. 

―Remember how fast we talked, how fast we moved, arms and 
hands? Wherever we were, I always thought we‘d knock everything off 
the table.‖ 
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She remembered. He used to beam at her. He used to love her. ―I 
miss Broccoli, how is she?‖ 

―She‘s fine. She likes me now that you‘re not around. She follows 
me. Okay, take your time. Good luck on the interview.‖ 

―Thanks.‖ 
When she hung up, her life felt a little less empty than when she‘d 

picked up. All the pieces of her life were still there, along with the 
memories. Now all she had to do was put them together. 

 
The studio was cold, and the hallways reminded her of high 

school, green and blank. A young girl with short hair and a clipboard 
showed her to the waiting room, already half-filled with guests—a 
chef, with his latest book of recipes beside him, a gorgeous actress 
with her manager beside her, a comic, shuffling through a deck of 
cards. 

―Thank you,‖ Grace said to the girl, helping herself to hot water in 
a large mug labeled ―Guest,‖ dropping in a Peppermint tea bag she‘d 
been carrying around in her purse. The magic purse.  

―Will you follow me, please, to make-up?‖ the girl said, and led 
Grace off to a little room. 

The make-up artist stood in front of a white Formica counter and 
a mirrored wall, the counter filled with brushes, pots of color, hair 
blowers, curling irons, sponges, tissues. 

―Hi, I‘m Sydney.‖ she said. 
―Hi, I‘m Grace Patton.‖ 
―I know. I loved your book.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ 
―Is the dream man real? Is there a real one?‖ Sydney asked straight 

into Grace‘s face before she could even sit in the chair. 
Grace thought of all the well-rehearsed and pat answers she‘d 

given all year, and nothing fit. She was blank. 
―That‘s what they‘re going to ask you right off. Better have an 

answer.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ Grace sat in the chair just as Sydney‘s purple plastic 

poncho settled around her shoulders and soft tissue paper was tucked 
under her chin. In the mirror she looked to herself as though she was 
scowling, thinking so hard. 

Sydney went to work with the make-up sponge. ―Better have an 
answer,‖ she warned. 

 
In ten minutes the girl with the clipboard appeared. ―Ready?‖ she 

asked. ―Mimi wants to say Hello.‖ 
Excited, or just nervous, she wasn‘t sure which, Grace patted 

down her skirt and followed the girl, winding back through the 
hallway toward the stage. At the entrance to the wings a small crowd 
parted for them. Mimi Maxson, deep in conversation and surrounded 



The Dream Man 

83 

 

by men in headsets, suddenly looked up and smiled, her head tilted as 
though trying to place Grace‘s face. 

―Grace,‖ she said, firmly taking her hand. 
―Mimi,‖ Grace said, firmly shaking back and smiling nervously. 
―Ever done this before?‖ 
Grace thought of all the little radio stations and local television 

shows she‘d been interviewed for. ―Not quite like this.‖ 
― You‘ll be fine.‖ 
―Are you going to shred me?‖ Grace asked with a sly smile, her 

nerves starting to fade, her actor‘s background starting to come 
forward and take over. 

Mimi tilted her head and studied her. ―Maybe.‖ She dropped 
Grace‘s hand and went onto the set, stepping into the field of lights.  

The comic and the actress were scheduled before Grace, but she 
wanted to watch. From her spot backstage, she could see Mimi‘s soft 
round chair, and the deep, peach colored guest sofa. There would be 
millions of people watching. She wished Nick were here, to hold her 
hand and push her out into the lights, but then this wasn‘t about him, 
it was about her. She‘d found him, and now she was on her own. 

 
At three-fifty, Nick put on dark glasses and a baseball hat. ―Let‘s 

go,‖ he said to Randy. 
―Where to?‖ 
―Where Grace is.‖ 
 
At the studio, Security checked Nick out just by recognizing him, 

called Mimi‘s staff on the set, and waved them through. The girl with 
the clipboard was waiting for them at the stage door, and showed 
them into the Green Room. She pointed to the monitor in the corner. 
―You can see it from here,‖ she said. Nick took off his hat, ruffled his 
hair, and gave her a brilliant smile for thanks. She was almost blown 
backward. He poured himself some plain hot water and settled himself 
on the couch. Randy struck up a conversation with the gorgeous 
actress‘s manager.  

 
Mimi stood up. ―Grace Patton,‖ she said, ―the author of Dream 

Man.‖  
Grace felt excitement replace any fear, and walked over the cables, 

around the cameras, and into the lights. She turned to the audience, 
and remembering how much she loved being on stage, she waved and 
flashed a totally open, relaxed smile. Some women in the audience 
shouted ―Go girl!‖ and Grace laughed.  

She walked up to Mimi and shook her hand, looking right in her 
eye, hoped she wouldn‘t make a fool of herself, then sat down on the 
peach velvet. In a moment, she felt herself sink into the couch, too 
deep. Impulsively, she uncrossed her legs, figuring she‘d better get 
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used to being controversial, kicked off her shoes and pulled her legs 
up under her on the couch, like she would at home. Now she was at a 
better height to deal with Mimi. 

―So, Grace, who is your Dream Man?‖ 
 
Nick howled.  
―Looks like she made herself comfortable,‖ Randy said. 
Nick couldn‘t sit still. He‘d done a million of these shows. And 

watching Grace in the hot seat made him nervous. ―I‘m going out to 
the set,‖ he threw over his shoulder to Randy on his way out of the 
green room.  

The security guard let him through the red-lighted door, and 
another guard smiled at him and let him backstage. He walked past the 
donut table and over cords and cables. Stagehands stared at him. The 
girl with the clipboard stared at him, and looked at her notes, to see if 
he was supposed to be here. Nick moved close to the side of the 
stage, behind a camera, crossed his arms, and watched Grace. 

 
Grace looked straight at Mimi and took a breath. ―Nick Wyler,‖ 

she said.  
Mimi looked confused. ―Oh, well, he‘s going to play Michael in 

the movie, right?‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―He is gorgeous.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―And…not available, I understand.‖ 
Grace smiled. ―He was to me.‖ 
 
Nick had to put his hand over his mouth to keep from laughing. 
 
Mimi thought. ―You mean you wrote the book about him?‖ 
―No, I wrote about a woman who was in love with a dream, and 

my dream turned out to be Nick Wyler.‖ 
Mimi nodded. 
―And then the dream came true,‖ Grace said. 
―How, exactly.‖ Mimi leaned in. 
―I met him. I wrote a book, and then I met him.‖ 
Some women in the audience whooped. Grace turned to them and 

smiled. 
―Now, wait,‖ Mimi said. ―Let me get this. Which dreams exactly 

did he make come true?‖ 
More whooping from the audience. 
―Well,‖ Grace started, mischief all over her face, ―He inspired me 

to write Dream Man, even before I met him.‖ 
―You mean his movies, all that.‖ 
―No, it was as though I‘d never seen him before.‖ 
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―Oh,‖ Mimi paused for a moment, then made a funny face, 
waiting for a laugh that didn‘t come. The audience just seemed to be 
waiting. ―Well, maybe you did and, you know, you made yourself 
think you didn‘t.‖ 

Grace laughed, and the audience joined her. ―Maybe.‖ 
Mimi was trying to get the answer she wanted. ―Okay, if you‘d 

never seen him, how did he inspire you?‖ 
―He was there. He was the dream man.‖ 
Mimi looked at her. ―So this is far out stuff.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―You have to read the book,‖ Mimi said to the audience, holding it 

up for the camera. On the cover was a blurry outline of a man and 
woman kissing across a deep blue sky with stars over the Manhattan 
skyline. ―Kind of far out stuff. Read the book and you‘ll get it, right?‖ 

―Right.‖ 
―Okay,‖ Mimi said, ―So Nick Wyler was there in your dreams, but 

you didn‘t know it was Nick until you met him. And you didn‘t make 
this up?‖ 

Grace thought about how much she wanted to tell. She decided to 
tell everything. ―I believed he was there. I believed my soulmate was 
trying to find me. And I believe he did,‖ she said softly. ―And 
sometimes I thought I was crazy. Most of the time, actually. Maybe I 
am,‖ she smiled. 

―Did you see a therapist?‖ 
The audience laughed, Grace too. 
―I liked being crazy. I felt loved. I didn‘t want to make him go 

away.‖ 
―What does your husband think of all this?‖ 
―My husband and I are separated.‖ 
―Because of the dream man?‖ 
She hadn‘t thought about that. ―No. The dream man came looking 

for me when I was trying to make some changes in my life.‖ 
―You have to read the book,‖ Mimi said to the audience. 
―Right.‖ 
 ―Okay, who were you before you wrote Dream Man?‖ 
―I‘m a mother. That‘s first. I‘m a landscape designer. And a long 

time ago I was an actress. ‖ 
―Oh. Well maybe that‘s the next thing for you. A part in Dream 

Man, the movie.‖ 
―Maybe.‖ 
―So let me make sure I have this now.‖ Mimi looked at her, coy. 

―The dream man falls in love with Daisy when she meets him. When 
he isn‘t a dream anymore. And the dream man is Nick Wyler. How 
has that worked out?‖ The audience went back to whooping. 
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Grace was ready for this one. She waited another moment for the 
drama of it. ―I don‘t know yet,‖ she said, simply, her heart totally 
open, looking straight at Mimi. 

The audience was quiet, waiting. 
―It‘s a book. My fantasy. Nick Wyler just now walked into it.‖ 

Grace suddenly felt a shiver, and looked behind the cameras, off the 
set into the dark. She shouldn‘t have been able to see him there in the 
pitch black, but she could. She saw Nick‘s eyes, watching her. 

She turned to Mimi. ―He‘s my friend.‖ 
Mimi shifted around toward what Grace‘d been looking at, but 

could see nothing in the dark but her cameramen and the stage 
manager. She turned quickly back to Grace. ―So what‘s he like?‖ she 
asked. 

Grace took a breath. ―Whatever you can imagine,‖ she said softly. 
―Anything you can imagine.‖ 

 
Suddenly, Nick felt a warm touch on his chest. He shivered. 
 
When the show was over, Mimi and all the other guests got up to 

shake Grace‘s hand. Nick backed off into the shadows, but Grace 
knew where he was, and went straight to him. She couldn‘t believe 
he‘d come to watch her, to be with her. ―Was that the good story?‖ 
she asked, whispering, breathless. 

He nodded. She looked beautiful to him. ―You were great. 
Couldn‘t have done better myself.‖ Then he grinned, put his arm over 
her shoulders, and led her off the set, through the two sets of doors 
and into the green room, with all eyes, including Mimi‘s, on them. 
Grace thanked the make-up artist. She picked up her things off the 
couch and was saying her good-byes to the other guests and the girl 
with the clipboard when Mimi appeared at the door. 

―That was fun,‖ Mimi said, staring at Nick, trying to figure it out. 
―It was,‖ Grace smiled. 
Mimi moved closer to Nick, offering her hand. ―How nice to see 

you again,‖ she said, still staring at him.  
Nick took her hand gently in both of his. ―Charmed,‖ he said, his 

brilliant smile more than making up for his abruptness as he quickly 
said ―Goodbye‖ and led Grace out of the building.  

The second they opened the doors, they were surrounded by what 
seemed to be the entire studio audience, asking for autographs, asking 
all kinds of personal questions. 

―We‘re friends,‖ Grace kept saying. 
Nick was gracious about the attention. Grace thought he loved it. 
―The thing about sex,‖ a young man said, ―is when you‘re with 

another person, you can only go as far as that other person can. 
Grace turned to him. Nick listened without looking at him. 
―Whoever is most afraid, that‘s how far you can go,‖ the man said. 
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―I guess that‘s a good reason to do it by yourself,‖ Nick threw in. 
Everyone laughed. 

―Are you talking about sex, or are you talking about love?‖ Grace 
asked the young man. 

―Same thing. If you do it right, I think.‖ 
Grace nodded. ―Same thing.‖ 
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8 
 
 
It was a free-fall, like a day-old, opaque, but still intact balloon tossed off a 

balcony. She held her daughter in her mind, putting both of them in a bubble of 
white light and protection. The swaying was almost like a rocking. Gentle. Now 
there were bits of green in the orange wall, like moss, like velvet. It would be soft 
under them. She breathed. They would float to the ground like a piece of 
cellophane. They would land in a tree, on soft dirt. On velvet moss. They would 
walk away. She would run to him, and fight for him, and he would remember. He 
would remember everything, and hold her forever. 

 

 
 
It was one in the morning when the last guest went home. Grace 

was stretched out on the sofa, listening to Randy‘s latest casting 
suggestions for Dream Man. Particularly which actress should play 
Daisy. Nick was curled around Chuck, both of them hanging off the 
huge pillow in front of the fire, Chuck snoring softly and twitching his 
hind feet.  

―Fire‘s almost out,‖ Randy said, getting up to tend it. ―Grace, you 
want to catch a cab together?‖ 

―Sure. I‘ll get my stuff.‖ She moved slowly off the couch and 
headed for the stairs to the bedroom. Randy walked over to the dining 
room table, rubbing his back and yawning, and picked his coat off a 
chair. 

―Let her stay awhile,‖ Nicks voice lilted from behind Chuck‘s huge 
head.  

Randy turned to him. Then to Grace, halfway up the stairwell. ―I 
like her,‖ he said.  

―So does Chuck.‖ 
―Night, Grace!‖ Randy yelled up the stairs. ―Make it good,‖ he 

said to Nick and let himself out. 
Nick rubbed his hair and sat up. Chuck was running faster now, 

twitching his mouth and letting out faint, excited whines. Grace 
appeared on the stairs with her coat, scarf, gloves, purse over her arm, 
pulling her hat down over her ears. 

―Where‘s Randy?‖ 
―Gone.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She looked at Nick, ―I thought…‖ 
―I told him to go home.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She just stood there.  
Nick got up and walked towards the stairs. ―Come on up.‖ 
She followed him, still carrying her things, still wearing her hat. 
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He went straight to the bathroom, pulled a boxed toothbrush out 
of his collection, and tossed it on the bed. She stared at it, then quickly 
took off her hat, draped her belongings over a huge leather chair, and 
walked over to him.  

―It‘s late,‖ he said. ―We can have breakfast and talk tomorrow.‖ 
―Okay.‖ 
―No early meetings, right?‖ he looked at her in the mirror, holding 

the dental floss stretched out, choosing the best length to cut it. 
―No meetings.‖ She looked around, wondering if she wanted to 

stay or go, run or see what happened. ―Got any pajamas?‖ she smiled. 
He finished with the floss and picked up one of three electric 

toothbrushes. ―T-shirts in the drawer over there.‖ He pointed to a 
beautiful, dark oak dresser near the window. 

She picked the toothbrush up from the bed, carefully peeled the 
cellophane, and stepped up to the second sink. Nick moved the floss 
over to where she was. Grace flossed, concentrating on the spaces 
between her back teeth. Nick pumped some toothpaste on her brush. 
After a minute, they looked over at each other in the mirror with foam 
coming out of their mouths like rabid dogs and giggled.  

Grace thought she could live happily forever in that bathroom. 
Everything was so carefully laid out or in drawers—little toothpicks, 
paper cups in an expensive tray, cotton balls. She looked over at the 
garden and the huge tub and thought how nice it would be to sleep 
right there on the lounge with big fluffy white towels all around. It 
was a place you could stare at yourself in the mirror and dream, she 
thought. All you‘d need was food.  

They rinsed, and turned for the bedroom, almost crashing into 
each other in the doorway. She crossed over to the dresser, picked a 
drawer, and found a pale blue T-shirt with ―Trashy‖ written across it 
in purple letters. She started to head back towards the bathroom to 
change, then just decided the hell with it, and took off her jeans right 
there, setting them carefully on another leather chair.  

Nick fought his impulse to grab her right then, waiting, staying 
cool as long as he could. 

―I‘m going to have to borrow some undies from you tomorrow,‖ 
she said. 

―Plenty in the drawer.‖ 
They were standing in the room, light from the street lamps 

filtering through crinkled cream-colored silk flowing down from the 
ceiling to the floor. Nick pulled the bed open, and all of a sudden, it 
was just too much. Grace looked at him, feeling nervous and scared, 
staying perfectly still, the ―Trashy‖ T-shirt in her hand. It‘d been 
eighteen years since she‘d stood in front of a man, in a bedroom, for 
the first time. 
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Nick couldn‘t believe he was standing in his bedroom in front of 
someone who wasn‘t throwing herself at him. ―Are you going to turn 
me down again?‖ he asked, softly. 

―No,‖ she said, even softer. 
He took a step towards her. 
Her heart flipped over. She thought Nick wanted her for one 

night, that he wanted to be the dream man, once, and she wanted him 
to be the dream man forever. Tomorrow it would all be over. Nick 
and the dream man with him.  

They stood there, totally quiet for a moment, looking at each 
other. Slowly, he walked the rest of the way to her, lifted his arm to 
her face and brushed a strand of hair away from her eyes. His hand 
stopped on her eyelid. As if it were frozen, it stayed there. Then he 
leaned down, took her whole face in both his hands and looked in her 
eyes. Suddenly, he simply picked her up and set her, gently, in the 
middle of the bed. She sat on her knees in the soft brown sheets. 

He watched her sitting there in his bed as if this were the first 
moment in an infinite wave of moments he‘d be watching her sitting 
in his bed. In no hurry, almost solemnly, as though beginning the 
ceremony, he reached into his pocket, pulled out a shiny condom 
packet, and threw it to her.  

She wrapped her fingers around it.  
Trying to calm his heart and slow himself down even more, he 

very deliberately turned off the main light, and silently thanking all his 
women friends, lit the candle next to the bed. Then he slid out of his 
khaki‘s and silk boxers, pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it to 
the leather chair that held Grace‘s coat.  

She watched his body appear from his clothes as though she were 
watching Michelangelo‘s David be undraped at the museum. Awed, 
amazed, gripped by both shyness and desire, she instinctively lifted 
both her arms toward him. 

In one move, he was kneeling in front of her. 
Slowly, carefully, he rested his hands on her neck, holding her out 

so he could see her face. He would have stayed there a very long time, 
just looking at her, until he saw her mouth drop open and felt her 
relax a little in his hands. As gently as he could, he pushed her silvery 
tank top up from the bottom, running his hands up her breasts until 
she lifted her arms and the shirt was off and in his hand. He tossed it 
behind him and started again, his hands on her neck, wanting to take 
his time, begin at the beginning. They had nothing between them till 
this minute, not even a kiss. No embrace, no touch. This was the 
beginning, flat out, start, Go from scratch. He didn‘t want to frighten 
her. Or himself. 

 She felt desperate. Is this what chaos feels like? she thought. 
Wanting to run and wanting to leap all at the same time? The fairies of 
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love had taken her body, and were doing whatever they wanted with 
it. He could do whatever he wanted with her. 

Slowly, he moved his huge hands down her neck, down her 
shoulders and arms, watching her soft skin dimple under his hands, 
feeling it warm under his hands. He brought them now around her 
waist and her back and up into her hair, running his fingers along her 
scalp through the golden strands. 

She was leaning now, leaning back into his hands, her eyes closed, 
feeling his hands on her like those of a medicine man raising her heart 
from where it‘d been buried so long, raising her pulse and 
temperature, turning her into another person, another Grace. A 
fearless Grace. A Grace in love. 

Even more slowly now, holding himself back, he brought his 
fingers over the top of her head and down her face, feeling her 
forehead, her eyebrows, her nose, her cheeks, her mouth, her chin, 
watching her translucent skin move beneath his hand. But his heart 
was racing. He moved his hands to her waist, ran them along her back, 
long arms encircling her, tightening, pulling her close to him.  

Grace, feeling the warmth of his body so suddenly up against her 
belly, feeling shocked all through her, dropped the packet, reached out 
and laid her hands on his chest, stopping him. She didn‘t want to stop 
him. She wanted to feel him, almost to make sure he was real. Slowly, 
her turn, she moved her hands down his smooth chest, feeling every 
inch, then up his arms, his shoulders, his neck, then down again, down 
his ribcage to his waist. 

Nick couldn‘t remember being touched like this before. Or 
perhaps he hadn‘t let anyone touch him. He sat there, holding her 
lightly, letting her run her fingers across his chest, letting her feel how 
tough his skin was next to hers, letting her feel how hard and tight 
every muscle in his body was from waiting for her so long. Not 
wanting to stop her, not wanting to wait anymore, he pulled her in 
tighter and leaned towards her golden hair, nestled just under his chin.  

She was looking at his chest under her hands as she felt his breath 
on her forehead.  

He kissed her there. 
She closed her eyes and leaned back as he kissed her eye, both 

eyes, the top of her nose, worked his way down her face.  
This is a first kiss, he thought. Unbelievably, the first kiss. 
When his mouth landed on hers, open just enough to make both 

their lips wet, she let out a breath, feeling this is not the first time. He 
stopped for a second, pulled back and looked at her, and she almost 
cried, thinking he was going to stop forever. 

His mind went blank. His heart was pushing its way out of his 
body, and he couldn‘t wait anymore. He couldn‘t be gentle anymore. 
All he could see was her face. He pinned both her arms to her sides 
and then he kissed her, hard, his mouth wide open, holding her tight 



The Dream Man 

92 

 

against him, as though they were both drowning and saving each other 
at the same time. 

Completely unprepared for Nick by any other man in her life, 
completely inexperienced and innocent of real passion, Grace lifted 
herself up with him, pressed herself into him, and kissed him back the 
way she had in her dreams. So long, so many times, in so many 
different dreams, she‘d responded to him instantly, automatically. 
Now there was no thinking. She melted. She opened her mouth as 
wide as her heart, as wide open as his, to make room to breathe, to 
feel his skin, to feel his tongue filling her, his hands practically inside 
her body. Her heart somewhere in the middle of it all.  

He let her arms loose and wrapped his own around her, his hands 
gripping her tight to him. He filled her mouth, her throat, with his 
tongue, then felt hers reaching inside him, as though they were 
swallowing each other.  

Grace‘s hands were moving as if they had no bones inside, moving 
on his body on impulse from her womb, not her mind. 

He nearly threw her down on the bed, ripped open the condom 
packet, and lay himself on top of her, kissing her. Grace‘s hips moved 
up to him, reaching for him; she leaned her head back, pushing into 
the bed as she pushed up towards him. For a moment he remembered 
all the other bodies that‘d brushed against him, posing and rubbing—
all for some effect. Not now. Grace was with him. Trying not to rush 
her, trying to stay in control, he pressed himself against her. He 
wanted to enter her slowly, make her feel every second of it, every 
inch of him one inch at a time. 

Suddenly, she felt him so close, for real, not in a dream, in her 
body, and she gasped and let her own air out into his mouth.  

He was breathing into her too, his tongue halfway down her 
throat, his body wanting to be inside of hers more than he wanted to 
stay in control. Supremely in control, always, now he couldn‘t even 
think. His hand, out of his control, went to feel if she was even ready 
for him, and met her own hand, on him, guiding him in. 

Stunned by the feel of him in her hand, by his hardness, for a 
moment both exhilarated and shocked by the sheer size of him, all of 
a sudden she could feel her own wetness and openness, and then she 
felt him inside her, just sliding in, feeling like his mind had just entered 
her, his mouth, his heart. Barely breathing, she shook, as though he 
were made of magic.  

Feeling her take him in, hold him, tighten around him, he stopped 
moving, Stopped himself, put up the dam again. He needed to catch 
his breath, to slow himself down. He needed to take care for her. 
Looking at her, breathing hard, holding her, all of a sudden he felt 
incredibly powerful.  

Somehow, everything she was feeling, he was feeling. It was a 
huge, hurtling onrush of foreign emotions, strange, frightening, joyful. 
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Vulnerability, love, wonder. She‘d just opened her heart to him, 
trusting him, and now the feelings were his, too. It made him want her 
more. She was completely in love with him, and letting him see it, 
drawing him to her, making him want to open his heart to her in the 
same way. Making him want to trust her, making him want to love 
her. 

He bent down, arching his long body over her so he could both 
kiss her and push himself deeper inside her, and she breathed out and 
opened up for him, with a look of surprise and disbelief on her face 
that made him crazy. He forgot who he was, he forgot why she was 
here. He kissed her, every part of her he could reach, her shoulders, 
her breasts, her face, her neck. He wanted his mouth on her skin, to 
take her inside of him with his mouth; he wanted to be so far inside 
her he could touch her soul, and he wanted to envelope her 
completely, possess her spirit, her mind, her heart.  

She wanted to look at him. She held his head, his hair, his face, 
lifted up her head to kiss him. He moved deeper inside her. She 
opened more, and kissed him harder, kissing the inside of his mouth. 
He held himself over her so he could press his tongue on her lips, her 
face, look in her eyes. He was as deep inside her as he could go, his 
body right up against her, overwhelmed by how much he wanted to 
be there, now starting to move in and out, in and out, rocking her up 
and down the bed. 

She reached above her head to the wall and pushed against it, 
pushing herself into him, sliding up and down the bed with him. 
Waves of impossible desire whooshed through her, as though she 
could never release all of it, it was too much energy. She was glowing 
with energy, and he just kept moving, in and out, kissing her as 
another way of fucking her, and then she came, hard, grabbing his 
shoulder, reaching back, grabbing for the sheets, grabbing his back. 
He just kept moving, in and out, faster and faster, harder and harder, 
nearly out of control again, and she just kept on coming, so hard she 
thought she‘d push him out of her, letting loose a flow of moisture 
from inside her that wet them both down, but he stayed with her, in 
and out, and then she felt him lose control, he kept going, he kept 
moving, faster and harder, and his mouth stayed on hers, and she 
opened up completely, like she was taking all of him, his mind, his 
body, his soul inside her, and came like she would fly up through him, 
like they would fly up together, locked together. He gasped, and dug 
into her, holding her so tight she could barely breathe, pushed himself 
as far as he could into her, till he could barely breathe himself, 
exploded inside her and filled her up and stayed there, inside, warm, 
and soaked, and not wanting to leave.  

Her arms collapsed on his back, he couldn‘t lift his mouth off 
hers. Her legs were spread so far apart on either side of him his whole 
hips fit up against her. They gasped for breath and she held him 
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suddenly tight so he wouldn‘t leave her. Tears ran down her face. She 
wiped some of them away, and he wiped some of them away. They 
were feeling the exact same things. He felt her vulnerability, she felt 
his power. He felt her love for him, she felt his fear. There was a 
passageway between their hearts, where everything inside each of 
them traveled back and forth from one to the other.  

She couldn‘t speak. The tears released what she was feeling. She 
was beyond thought, totally unafraid to let him see her, how she was 
inside. Her heart was in her eyes, and she just kept looking at him. 

He was looking at her, too, looking at her molten eyes and soft 
face, and then, all at once, he felt himself close up, want to pull away. 
At the same moment, she smiled, and she looked so soft and open to 
him, he kissed her instead, sweetly, cradling her head in his hands, and 
then smiled back at her, with almost the same, open gaze.  

Without saying a word, no jokes, no explanations, still looking in 
her eyes, and pushing away his fear, he rolled them both over onto 
their sides, and the spell lasted until they fell asleep, still locked 
together. 

 
The first thing Nick felt was a wet tongue on his foot. Chuck was 

licking him, then pacing up and down by the bed, his nails clicking on 
the oak floor. Nick opened his eyes and found himself nose to nose 
with Grace, all entwined, legs and arms. She was still asleep, rumbling 
softly. His instinct was to roll over. Detangle himself and run away. 
But Chuck‘s tongue on his toe nearly made him sit up and laugh, and 
for a second he saw Grace clearly. Now he didn‘t want to move at all.  

Chuck whined. Nick loosened himself, turned to the big, soft-eyed 
dog. ―Can‘t you take yourself out?‖ Chuck stared at him. Grudgingly, 
Nick shook the sleep out of his head, climbed out of the bed, 
galoomphed across the floor, down the stairs and to the kitchen, 
Chuck right behind him. There was a huge dog door in the back 
leading onto the porch, where Chuck had a little dirt run, but 
somehow it was closed up. 

He bent down, unhooked the cover, and let Chuck out, then stood 
by the door, leaning on it, still half asleep, waiting for him to come 
back in. He thought about the warm bed, and that Grace was in it. 
Most times, when someone stayed over, if he woke up first he‘d just 
go downstairs, read something or fall asleep on the couch. Now he 
wasn‘t sure what he wanted to do. He sat down for awhile at the 
kitchen table, and felt sleepy. He moved to the couch, picked up a 
book, put it down, closed his eyes and tried to doze off, and felt 
lonely. He didn‘t know if he was more afraid of giving Grace false 
hopes or himself. 

 
Grace woke up and needed to pee. She looked around the bed, 

and then around the room, and saw she was alone. Well then, he‘d left 
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his own house rather than wake up with her. Her heart dropped a 
couple of beats and then sank. Thinking she‘d better move quickly, 
she climbed out of the pile of loose sheets and quilts, ran to the 
bathroom, peed, threw some water on her face, and thought about 
getting dressed and leaving. Then she heard him on the stairs. In a 
second she was back in the bed, almost asleep except for her heart 
pounding. Nick walked in as quiet as a big man could, Chuck behind 
him. He crawled back in the messy sheets, put her leg over his, and 
snuggled right up to her face. 

 
 An hour later, Grace‘s snoring woke her up. When she opened 

her eyes, they were against Nick‘s chest, her eyelashes fluttering on his 
skin. She could feel his chin on the top of her head. She looked down 
at their bodies, all scrunched up against each other. The room smelled 
like sex and leather. She wanted to climb up and kiss his eyelashes, but 
it was daylight, and everything might be different. 

She lay there, without moving, for what seemed like an hour, 
listening to him breathe, feeling his chest move up and down slowly, 
peacefully against her nose, her mind leaping for the wheel of days, 
trying to stop it from turning even once. Nick shifted his arms, 
loosened them slightly from their tight grip on her back, and moved 
his chin through her tangled hair. She could feel his breath, deep and 
warm, on her scalp.  

―Good morning,‖ she heard him say. 
―Good morning,‖ she said, her face still pressed against his chest. 
He scooted down so his eyes looked into hers, and rubbed his 

nose. 
 She was all soft and sleepy, and her heart was pounding, and she 

couldn‘t take her eyes off his stubbled, rumpled face. 
Chuck jumped on the bed, settled his legs on Nick‘s legs and his 

head on Grace‘s hip. Grace reached out to rub his ear. It was silky, 
and petting it made her think of her hands on Nick‘s body. She 
reached up to touch Nick‘s hair, just as he kissed her nose. 

―I‘m hungry,‖ he said, looking fairly businesslike. 
―Me too,‖ she smiled, friends again. 
Before she could think, he had rolled off his side of the bed and 

stood up. 
 
Nick couldn‘t think. He couldn‘t leave, couldn‘t kiss, couldn‘t even 

smile. He looked at her there, didn‘t want to hurt her, didn‘t know 
what he felt, and was still sleepy. He tried to arrange his expression 
into something neutral, but he thought he must have looked simply 
stupid. 

 
Grace thought he was the most beautiful thing she‘d ever seen, 

even more beautiful than last night, even though he was no longer 
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hers. He looked thoughtful and a little troubled, and she didn‘t want 
to be the cause of that, so she quickly rolled off the bed and headed 
for the bathroom. ―Shower,‖ she called, trying not to betray the lump 
in her throat with her voice. 

―Sure,‖ he called after her. She stepped onto the cold tiles in the 
bathroom and looked around. She heard Nick puttering around in the 
bedroom, going through drawers and scratching his chin. She 
wondered what he was thinking, would have given anything to know. 
She heard the bedroom door squeak open a bit, and his footsteps 
move out into the hall, and then they stopped. All of a sudden she 
heard him walking back through the bedroom, and in a moment he 
appeared in the bathroom, looking at her. She‘d been standing in the 
same spot, listening to him walk around out there.  

She turned to him quickly, embarrassed that she was naked if she 
was now only a friend again, smiled, and then reached into the shower 
and turned on the water. Wanting to collect her thoughts out of his 
sight, she climbed in, then suddenly realized the water was cold. She 
shivered. Hugging herself, she turned her attention to the space 
around her, braving it out while the water slowly warmed and thawed 
her. There were two spigots, on opposite sides of the huge, brown 
tiled, glass walled small room that was the shower, with banquettes for 
sitting on, and she imagined, for sex. There were towel bars up high, 
also, she imagined, for sex, and shelves holding shampoos, soaps, oils, 
and condoms built into the walls on both sides. She put her face in the 
water, trying to calm herself down, then realized Nick was still in the 
room. 

He was standing at the sink, she could see him through the glass, 
being busy, pulling out toothbrushes and floss, and fingering towels, 
but then, all of a sudden he put everything down and let himself into 
the shower.  

Grace heard the glass door click open, and turned, standing under 
the running water, letting it gush down her face so he couldn‘t see her 
expression. Nick flipped on the spigot on his side and adjusted the 
water. When it was perfect, he stood under it for a moment, then took 
the soap, washed himself down and rinsed off. No one said a word. 
Then, a smile crossed his face, erasing the confusion on it, and 
showing the breathtaking angles of his chin and cheeks. Almost shyly, 
he exchanged the soap for a bottle of shampoo, and walked the few 
steps to her.  

Without saying anything, he motioned for her to come forward, 
out of the water. She took a step closer to him. He poured some 
shampoo in his hand, studying it carefully, then reached up and 
smoothed it on her hair, first the top of her head, and then running 
his hand down the sides, and then the back.  

Grace felt overwhelmed by her love for him, desire rising inside 
her belly. Somehow, instead of tensing up and pretending she knew 
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what she was doing, pretending that everything was okay, she just let 
go. She beamed at him, letting her face and arms go soft. She breathed 
down deep into herself. If he were going to stand that close, he would 
feel only love. 

He seemed to relax a little too, now using both his hands to 
massage her hair. He worked the shampoo into lather, slowly, softly 
putting his fingers through the strands, handling her delicately. Then 
he pushed her slightly back into the water and rinsed it all out. He 
took her shoulders, turned her around, and rinsed the back of her 
head. Grace was like a standing rag doll, vibrating with love, but saying 
nothing. 

With Grace‘s back to him, he took the soap and washed her 
shoulders, her waist, not going lower, glad she couldn‘t see his face, 
because he was feeling more confused. He loved touching her. He 
loved the way her skin felt, so soft, like a baby‘s. Under the glycerin 
lather, it was smooth and unrumpled by hair or hard muscle. He 
instinctively kneaded her shoulder, and she was so relaxed, he couldn‘t 
find a knot. She was so pliant in his hands, he again felt that powerful 
feeling he‘d had last night. He wanted to touch her more, but felt 
himself draw away. He rinsed her off and took a step backwards.  

Grace hoped he would turn her around and kiss her, changing 
everything again, changing it forever, but when she felt him back 
away, she stayed facing the tiles for a moment, then took the soap off 
her own shelf and turned around, holding it. She wanted to touch him 
now, as she had last night, slowly and carefully, studying him under 
the shiny soap as if he were a precious marble statue. But he didn‘t 
give her the chance.  

―See you downstairs,‖ he said, moving toward the glass door. 
She smiled after him. ―Okay,‖ and started using the soap on her 

own body. 
He reached for a towel from the bar and rubbed his hair with it, 

then wrapped it around his waist and stepped out, clicking the glass 
door closed behind him. 

When he left the bathroom, Grace started to breathe more quickly, 
as though she could no longer contain herself. She didn‘t know how 
they were going to make it through the morning, and pushed her brain 
for a way to help them go back to being friends again. 

The friendship was real, she knew it. They could talk. They 
laughed, they had fun, they made plans. Maybe he thought he‘d hurt 
her, maybe he felt guilty, maybe he thought he was disappointing her. 
She would have to act as if everything was all right, or she would lose 
him altogether. She wasn‘t some young, disposable girl. She was a 
person. She‘d made her own decision. He hadn‘t talked her into 
anything. It may have been only one night with the dream man, in a 
real body, but...who was she kidding? There wasn‘t anyone here but 
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herself to kid. This was going to be awful, and this was going to hurt. 
She was in love. She was nearly out of her mind with love. 

 
Nick, putting on jeans and a T-shirt, was not thinking about 

hurting her, was not feeling guilty, and did not feel an ounce of 
disappointment, either for himself or Grace. He simply didn‘t know 
what he wanted to do. ―Grace,‖ he called into the bathroom. 

―Yeah,‖ she called back, trying not to let her voice waver. 
―I‘ll be in the office for a bit, see you downstairs.‖ 
―Okay,‖ she said. When she heard him leave the bedroom, she 

quickly got out of the shower, dried herself off, and stood in front of 
the mirrors. She was tingling everywhere he had touched her, feeling 
imprinted. She dried her hair with the towel and shook it out, fluffing 
it with her hands, and then tried to find some clothes. Her jeans were 
on the chair, with her panties and shirt. They looked rumpled, as 
though Chuck had slept on them, then she remembered he probably 
had.  

She looked in Nick‘s drawers for some underwear, found all kinds 
of French low cut briefs in silk and colors, and settled on plain white 
Jockeys, with wide elastic at the waist and a panel in front to pee 
through. She put on her shirt, and spread the jeans out on the bed, 
ironing them with her hands. She wondered if Nick had anything 
small, from a former lover, that might fit her. She‘d have to go to the 
hotel and change, anyway, because the book signing was at one, 
lunchtime.  

She felt incredibly hungry, and knowing Nick was working or 
thinking in his study, she padded, barefoot, in tight silvery beaded top 
and loose jockey men‘s underwear, down to the kitchen. She found a 
mug, the peppermint tea bags, and put the kettle on to boil, trying to 
think what she should do. Get her stuff, knock on the door and say 
she had to go to the book signing, she‘d see him later, then let herself 
out. Knock on the door and say, Listen we have to talk, I want to 
make sure everything‘s okay, even though she knew men hated that. 
Maybe just, Goodbye, and see what he would do. If he sent her away, 
then, so be it. She‘d have to take no for an answer, even if it killed her. 
Hey, she could do this. He could do this. All men could do this. They 
were friends. They would always be friends. It would be okay by 
tonight. 

She poured boiling water into the mug, dropped in the tea bag, 
and was staring at it, leaning on the island in the center of the huge 
kitchen, looking out the window, when she felt Nick in the room. She 
turned around, the tea in her hand, and smiled. He stood in the 
doorway, leaning on the door jamb, his hands in his pockets, his hair 
still wet, barefoot, one leg crossed over the other. His face was 
unreadable. No humor, no love, nothing. She stood up straighter, still 
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smiling, still looking at him, and held the mug in front of her, feeling 
as molten as the tea bag. ―Tea?‖ she asked. 

 
―Sure,‖ he said, staring at her. He‘d come downstairs looking for 

her, because he didn‘t want her to leave without saying goodbye. The 
second he‘d rounded the door to the kitchen, and saw her with her 
back to him, his underwear hanging off her, his heart opened, and 
something clicked in his head. He took a few steps toward her, to the 
edge of the pine breakfast table, then stopped.  

Now she could read his face. He was smiling at her, her friend 
again. His arms hung down by his sides, his hands open, facing her. 

 ―Come here,‖ he said. 
 Grace felt like he‘d thrown a bolt of lightening to her, and wanted 

her to catch. Her heart flipped. She put down the tea, and took three 
steps to him, standing there in front of him, her arms limp at her 
sides, smiling up at him.  

Slowly, so slowly it felt that time was not moving at all, he reached 
down and put his finger under her chin, holding her face there, and 
staring at it. She stayed perfectly still, feeling her heart pound, hearing 
his heart. He leaned down to her, leaned his head towards hers, one 
inch at a time, as if he were stopping time, checking his feelings, 
studying her face, and placed his lips on hers. He did not kiss her. She 
did not move. 

They stood there, with their lips touching, for what seemed like 
forever to her, and then they each took a breath, having to open their 
mouths wider to breath, with their lips still together, breathing heavier 
and harder each moment. Nick put his hands gently on her arms, then 
suddenly, violently, moved them to her back, pulled her close, and 
pressed his mouth on hers, getting as close as he could, holding her 
like he wasn‘t ever going to let go.  

Grace reached her arms up around his neck and held on, pressing 
her breasts into his chest, feeling him wash over her and through her. 
Nick lifted her up, turned them around, and set her on the table, 
pulling her leg around his waist, leaning her back so that strands of the 
ivy flowing down from the plant over their heads brushed their faces. 
He pressed against her, through their clothes, and, amazed that he 
could do that to her so easily, watched her come.  

Then he let go of her. Let her melt down onto the table, looking 
up at him. He stood there, towering over her, shaking with the 
intensity of all his feelings, his gut, his throbbing body, the energy of 
the whole universe, his face transfigured by lust and love and 
confusion. In that split second, she reached her arms up to him, her 
heart on the ends of her fingers for him, and he fell on her, taking her 
down to the floor, spreading himself over her, transporting them both 
back into the dream. 
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9 
 
 
One second more. Another second. One to pray, one to breathe, one to 

remember. She loved orange. She would love the rock, and it would love her, and let 
her walk away. It was a crack, like a tree branch breaking near her ear. The left 
side of the plane slipped out from under her, pushing her against the wall. 

 

 
 
―Oh My God, the bookstore. What time is it?‖ Grace asked, sitting 

bolt upright in the soft brown sheets an hour later. 
Nick rolled over and looked at the clock. ―Twelve-twenty,‖ he sat 

up, ―You‘ve got forty minutes.‖ 
―Oh.‖ She pushed him down and rolled on top of him, kissing 

him, blowing a raspberry into his armpit. He ruffled her hair. ―I don‘t 
want to go anywhere,‖ she said. 

―I‘ll go with you,‖ He offered. 
She lit up, then turned serious. ―I‘m afraid you‘ll disappear.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―In the daylight, out there,‖ she pointed to the window. ―You‘ll 

evaporate,‖ she smiled. ―This is like being marooned. Swept away. As 
soon as we go outside, you‘ll see how impossible it is.‖ 

―Can‘t stay here forever,‖ he said, sweetly. 
―Can‘t I lock you up?‖ she nuzzled his face. 
He took her arms and looked into her eyes. ―It‘ll disappear when it 

disappears. Like a cold,‖ he grinned. 
―Ohhhhh,‖ she made a face. 
―Like an ice cream cone.‖ He kissed her softly. ―A delicious ice 

cream cone.‖ 
They smiled at each other for a moment. ―I‘m starving. Let‘s find 

something to eat,‖ he said, jumping out of bed and pulling his clothes 
on. Grace ran into the bathroom and threw some water on her face. 
At the sink, she suddenly turned around and looked at him. ―What 
should I say when they ask me if I‘ve slept with you?‖ 

He hopped into the bathroom, pulling on his jeans, then wrapped 
his arms around her and put his face in her hair. ―Tell them to smell 
you.‖ 

She looked up at him. 
―You smell like me.‖ 
She reached up and ran her hand around his lovely face. 
He kissed the top of her head, then let go of her and started to 

brush his teeth. 
―Oh no,‖ Grace stared at herself in the mirrors. ―What‘ll I wear?‖ 

she laughed. 
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He looked at her naked body. ―You look lovely just the way you 
are, my dear,‖ he leered. 

―There‘s no time to get to the hotel,‖ she giggled. ―Do you have 
anything that‘d fit me? Look good on me?‖ 

Happy to be challenged, Nick spit out the toothpaste, held out his 
hand, Just a minute, while he rinsed, then went into the bedroom 
closet. Grace followed him. From a high shelf he pulled down some 
shirts, and felt through the closet for something else he thought of. In 
his hands were small T-shirts with ―New York‖ written across the 
front and leather pants. Grace grinned. 

 Finally put together in her own jeans, with one of Nick‘s silk 
shirts tied at the waist over her silvery top, his underwear and socks 
underneath everything, Grace looked over at him and saw they were a 
matched set. His underwear felt wonderful, like having him on her 
body in public. She‘d cleaned herself up carefully with a wet towel to 
keep from washing off his smell. It was as though she was walking in a 
cloud of Nick, smelling him in her hair. 

In the cab heading uptown to the bookstore on Central Park West, 
brushing toast crumbs from her mouth and trying to put on lipstick, 
Grace, for the first time, really noticed the wedding ring still on her 
finger. Nick, finishing last night‘s cheese sandwich and watching 
Grace‘s face in her mirror, noticed her noticing, and looked at her. 
Totally on impulse, before he could regret it, he reached over and tried 
to pull the ring off her finger. It was stuck. He twisted it. 

―Soap,‖ he said. 
―Soap,‖ she nodded, trying not to think about why he wanted it 

off. 
At the bookstore, there was a line of women reaching around the 

corner. Grace‘s mouth dropped open. Nick grinned. 
―My,‖ he said. 
―Yeah.‖ 
They pulled up practically in front, and someone in the line 

spotted Nick, who was closest to the sidewalk, and pointed, putting 
her hand over her mouth. Nick turned to Grace. 

―Do you want me to go in, or should I wait for you up the street?‖ 
―I‘d like you there,‖ she said simply. 
Nick smiled, he‘d wanted to cause a stir. 
―Let‘s go,‖ he said, pushing the door open, getting out and 

extending his hand to Grace. ―There‘ll be photographs,‖ he said to her 
as she climbed out. 

―Hi,‖ she smiled to the women in line, completely thrilled that 
they were there to see her, even though she knew that now this would 
be about Nick too. That was fine with her. They were all just staring at 
them, and tittering, looking at their clothes. Grace wondered if they 
could smell them. They all held copies of Dream Man, and some of 
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them were approaching for autographs, when Nick waved, shook a 
few hands, and pointed to the store.  

―We‘ll see you in there,‖ he said to them. 
Inside, there was a large table set up in the center of the store, with 

a chair for Grace behind it. The store manager took one look at Nick 
and grinned, shaking his hand, and saying how great it was that he was 
there, then quickly running to find a second chair. Nick told him never 
mind, he‘d like to stand, maybe look through the books. The man 
looked a little disappointed, but stuck out his hand to Grace. 

―Great to meet you, I‘m Alan Weydehl, the manager here.‖ 
―Nice to meet you, Alan,‖ she said.‖ 
 
Nick hung around the table while she signed, shaking hands, 

smiling, touching Grace‘s shoulder every once in a while. ―Celebrity 
has its good points,‖ he said into her ear. 

―You‘re the only celebrity here,‖ she whispered to him. ―All they 
want to know about me is did I have sex with you.‖ 

―Tell them Yes,‖ he whispered back. 
She looked up at him. ―Then they‘ll want to know What was it 

like?‖ 
He gave her a crooked smile. ―Tell them.‖ He turned to shake a 

hand, then looked back at her. ―I want to hear,‖ he said. 
The next person in line was a man. ―For my wife, Karen, please.‖ 

He pointed to the spot where he wanted her autograph. ―I told her I‘ll 
try to be like Nick if she‘ll be like you.‖ 

Grace flushed pink and signed his book. 
―Hello, I‘m Muriel,‖ the next reader said, holding out her copy of 

Dream Man and beaming at her. 
―Hi, Muriel. Nice to meet you,‖ Grace beamed back, and signed 

the book To Muriel, Keep Dreaming…. 
Some of the women wanted to talk, wanted to know what Nick 

was doing there, wanted to know what he was like, and some had 
stories of their own to tell. They had their own dream men— men 
who had been with them in visions for twenty years. Grace‘s jaw 
dropped at some of the stories. Sometimes she signed, Sweet Dreams, 
sometimes Dreams come true. She thanked them all for liking the book 
and coming to see her.  

There were more men in line, buying the book for their women. 
 
On the street an hour later, Nick steered them towards a coffee 

bar, his hand covering Grace‘s on his arm, his mind running. 
―You‘re a role model,‖ she said. 
He smiled, then turned back inside himself.  
Walking double-time because Nick‘s legs, elegantly leading her 

down the center of the stream of rushing New Yorkers, were so long, 
Grace, in the silence between them, heard his thoughts clicking away 
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in his head. She watched them on his face. He was struggling with 
something, having a two-way conversation with himself. She turned 
her head to the clothes and jewelry in the windows and just walked 
with him, two steps for every one of his. 

Nick was thinking what he‘d been thinking about since this 
morning, right before he‘d come downstairs. Trying to figure out what 
he wanted to do next. Whenever he started up with anyone, he 
required absolute fidelity. But he could never really trust anyone at all, 
no matter what. They only wanted something from him. They didn‘t 
even see him. He never believed they cared about him, they just 
wanted something. Celebrity. To be near it, talk about it, look at it. 
Physically, he never trusted them, even after an HIV test, which he 
also required, but that took three months. How many relationships 
lasted three months? Not likely.  

Other celebrities were just as wary. So it was impossible with one 
another, as fake as could be. As much as he liked being notorious, he 
hated being in the fishbowl. He hated keeping secrets. His own 
privacy was one thing, but he hated guarding the secrets of a lover. All 
for the dream of love. He‘d long ago given up on that.  

His ego was so huge, everything always had to be about him. He 
wouldn‘t tolerate not being in control of a relationship. And 
faithfulness was impossible to control. How could you know if 
someone was faithful without tracking them all day? It was ridiculous. 
It never worked. He never even wanted to be faithful.  

This would be a fling, a thing, like all of them were, a totally short-
term thing. She was nice to have around. Smart. Funny. Beautiful eyes. 

 He felt the lightness of her hand on his arm. Small hand. Soft. On 
his arm, but not grabbing at him. Not holding on, not demanding 
something from him, sweet. Like an offer of love.  

All of a sudden she seemed to him a creature from another planet, 
an alien who‘d climbed out of her spaceship just to love him, in a 
different way than he was used to, and soon she‘d blast off, go back to 
her planet in a burst of light. Part of him wanted her to take him with 
her when she went. Just this moment, he felt at home with her, and 

willing to give up all the beautiful strangers he‘d yet to meet the 

acrobats, one after the other forever, just to be with her, on her 
planet, allowing her to love him in a strange and mysterious place. 

He looked over at her, glad that her face was turned away, and 
watched her. He couldn‘t remember feeling so relaxed. His fists were 
down. Not constantly blocking imaginary shots aimed at him. He 
studied her neck, her cheek, her soft hair. He had no idea how long he 
could stay faithful to anyone. How long he‘d want to.  

So far sex was simple, straightforward, wham, bam. They‘d been 
carried away. But after awhile, that would stop. It would be deliberate, 
eyes wide open, on purpose. People turned real. He would turn real. 
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He knew he wasn‘t wired for the long haul—he wasn‘t used to 
thinking of anyone but himself. Soon it would all just dry up by itself, 
and they‘d be friends again.  

―I‘m not a relationship person,‖ he said. 
She turned to him and smiled.  
―That‘s what my friends are always telling the press.‖ 
―Is it true?‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
She nodded. What was she expecting anyway? 
Nick put his hand over hers on his arm. ―Let‘s get your stuff.‖ 
She looked up at him, he looked down at her. 
―At the hotel. Let‘s get your stuff and bring it over to my place.‖ 
Grace flushed red. She couldn‘t help it. Some dream this was. 
―You‘re all pink,‖ he said, touching her cheek. 
 
At Grace‘s hotel room, Nick sat by the window and watched her 

pack up. 
―What‘s it like in Brentwood?‖ he asked, running his fingers along 

the wooden table. 
―Hilly,‖ she answered from the bathroom.  
Nick looked toward her voice, flashing back on the hills of the 

English countryside, all of a sudden homesick.  
She walked into the room, holding a case of shampoos and 

makeup, putting it in her suitcase lying open across the bed. She 
looked at him ―You can see the ocean.‖ 

His flashback moved to the southern coast of England, the view 
from the Downs, the farmlands stretching out to the horizon like an 
Emerald sea. 

Grace wondered what he was thinking about. He came back 
suddenly to where he was and smiled at her. A small, bright yellow 
box on the bed caught his eye. He walked over to it, picked it up. It 
was an old box, decorated, with a periwinkle blue silk ribbon tied 
around it. ―What‘s this?‖ he asked. 

―Tarot cards.‖ 
He studied the box. ―May I open it?‖ 
―Sure.‖ 
Inside was a pink silk scarf, wrapped around a colorful deck of 

cards. 
―You into this?‖ he asked. 
―I like to look at them.‖ 
He sat down on the bed, moved some of her things aside, and 

while she went on packing, spread them out in front of him, face up. 
There were pictures of men and women, and stars, and families, and 
cups overflowing, and diamonds, and queens and kings. This sort of 
thing had always left him cold. 

―What do they mean?‖ he asked. 
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She stopped what she was doing and scooted across the bed, 
sitting beside him. 

―They all mean different things. The ones that look the worst,‖ 
she picked out a desolate, sorrowful picture of a man lying face down 
on the ground with ten swords plunged into his back, ―are sometimes 
about good things.‖ 

He looked at her. ―Highly illogical,‖ he said, wiggling his ears. 
She laughed. ―This could be about a death, not necessarily a real 

one, a death of a delusion, something inside you that needs to die in 
order for you to go further...deeper, into yourself, on with your life, 
however you imagine it.‖ She picked out the Aces. ―These are easy.‖ 
She held up a card with a hand holding an overflowing cup, ―Cups—
hearts,‖ she said. ―Here‘s spades—swords, clubs—wands—see things 
are growing from the wands, and pentacles—diamonds.‖ I don‘t go by 
the interpretations in the books. I like to pick something out at 
random, and see what it makes me feel. Then I talk to it.‖ 

She pushed the cards together face down, shuffled them, then 
took one off the top and turned it over on the bed. It was the two of 
cups, a man and a woman, each holding a golden chalice, facing each 
other. The man held out his hand and touched the woman‘s hand. 
Nick and Grace looked at each other and broke into giggles. 

―Let me try one.‖ He turned over The Magician, the highest card 
in the deck, a man, with a cup, wand, sword and pentacle on a table 
before him, one hand pointing up to the sky and one pointing down 
to the earth. Nick stared at the card. 

―That‘s you,‖ she said, shocked for an instant. ―That‘s who you 
are. The Magician. The dream man.‖ 

―Very flattering.‖ He was still staring at the card. ―Very spooky.‖ 
―We‘re all Magicians. We all live both on earth and in the heavens. 

We just don‘t know it. We don‘t know what to do about it.‖  
He took his eyes off the card and looked at her. ―You believe 

somehow I do know. Or did.‖ 
She turned to him. ―What do you believe?‖ 
For a half-hour, they flipped over cards, asking questions of the 

deck, trying to interpret answers, laughing, recognizing parts of 
themselves in the pictures, and making positive interpretations of 
everything having to do with their work and their relationship.  

―Dare we ask how this will end?‖ he said to her. 
―No,‖ she answered. 
―Yes,‖ he said, and turned over the six of cups, a young boy and 

girl in a garden, filling golden chalices with flowers in front of a quaint 
thatched-roof cottage. In the picture, the boy handed a chalice to the 
girl, and she reached for it with open arms. They looked at it for 
awhile. It made Nick think of home, it made Grace think of childhood 
and happy memories. He leaned over and kissed her, pushing her 
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down on the bed. ―Nothing definitive,‖ he said, playing the witty 
professor, though wishing it had been, one way or the other. 

―No,‖ she said, reaching up and kissing him. 
He kissed her back, then after a moment turned thoughtful, rolling 

over and laying facing her. ―Grace, what is it you love about me?‖ he 
asked. 

―How do you know I love you?‖ 
―I don‘t have to be the dream man to know that. You do, don‘t 

you?‖ 
She nodded. ―I‘m in love with you,‖ she said, simply. 
―How long?‖ 
―Since the moment I met you.‖ 
―I‘m just a man. Real skin. Small brain.‖ 
She smiled. 
―Quite imperfect. I don‘t like being the dream man, but I like your 

love. What do you love about me?‖ 
She tilted her head and really looked at him. ―You‘re…‖ 
―Besides what you see, please,‖ he interrupted her. 
―Good,‖ she continued her thought. ―You‘re good.‖ 
―No.‖ 
―Yes. Really good. And kind. And you have a large brain. Quite 

brilliant. And thoughtful. And I admire you. I worship your talent.‖  
He grinned. ―More.‖ 
Grace smiled and touched her heart. She was so molten she 

seemed drunk. She put her other hand gently on his heart. 
―Soulmate,‖ she said. 

He reached and held her hands, one over her heart, one on his. 
They lay there like that for a moment. ―More.‖ 

―You are a god.‖ 
He smiled. 
―And you turn me to jelly.‖ 
He touched her hair. ―More.‖ 
―And you adore me.‖ 
―I do,‖ he said softly. 
She melted into the bed, feeling his hands around hers. ―Even 

though I‘m not what you had in mind.‖ 
 Still holding her hand, he cradled half her face in his palm.  
―And you‘re my friend.‖  
―Yes.‖ After a moment, he slowly brought his hand down to her 

belly, unsnapping and unzipping her jeans and gently running his 
fingers around her navel. 

―What do you adore about me?‖ she asked quietly. 
He looked at her. ―All of you.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―I don‘t have a penis.‖ 
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He stretched himself up onto his forearm. ―I have one of my own, 
thank you,‖ he said. 

Unsure if he was smiling or not, she waited. 
―If you really feel the need,‖ he said, ―go buy yourself one.‖ 
―Nick…‖ 
―So is that what you like best about me after all? My penis?‖ Then 

he suddenly grinned, half joke, half accusation. She was determined, 
he thought, to keep him from getting too close. That was good. He 
wouldn‘t have to carry the whole burden of maintaining the distance. 
―I can assure you,‖ he said, ―I would not consider that the best part of 
your package.‖ 

―Oh, god,‖ she said into the bedspread. 
―Dear, you‘re pink again.‖ He wanted to flip her over and grind 

her into the bed, but wanted to talk more. He propped himself back 
up on his elbow and looked her in the eye. ―You, on the other hand. 
Would you love me as much if I were a woman? No penis?‖ 

Grace put a woman‘s face and body on him. ―I would miss your 
penis.‖ That was the truth, and somehow it made her feel guilty. 

―Hmmm. Would you love me as much if I were ugly?‘ 
―How ugly?‖ 
―How about if I weren‘t famous?‖ 
She thought about it. 
―Or if I were poor, and wore terrible clothes. Or had bad breath. 

Or were missing an arm or a leg.‖ 
―I don‘t know.‖ 
―You‘re the queen of fantasy. Imagine.‖ 
Grace looked at him, imagining him as a poor, ugly woman. She 

laughed. 
―Wait, one at a time.‖ She thought. ―Yes, I would love you if you 

were a woman. I‘m sure of that. But I don‘t know about forever. 
Soulmates forever, but I don‘t know about lovers forever. It‘s hard to 
imagine forever. 

He nodded. ―Poor and ugly.‖ 
―I don‘t know.‖ She closed her eyes. I can‘t imagine you poor. A 

starving artist.‖ 
―You don‘t want to,‖ he said, challenging her. ―Ugly.‖ 
She studied him, conjuring him up as pudgy, bald, fat, a beast. 

―Yes. I would still love you if you were ugly. As long as you didn‘t 
think you were ugly.‖ She closed her eyes again, then opened them 
suddenly. ―You would be beautiful to me.‖ 

―How do you know that.‖ 
She shrugged her shoulders. ―You belong to meee...‖ she sang. 
―Boop boop eee doop,‖ he finished. Then he got an idea, took her 

hand, pulled her off the bed, and walked her into the bathroom. He 
put her left hand in the sink, ran warm water, rubbed a bar of soap 
over her ring finger, and massaged her wedding ring off and into his 
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hand. She watched him, mesmerized. He rinsed off their hands, dried 
them both on a towel, and led her back to the bed, where he 
unceremoniously dropped the ring into her open suitcase. She 
watched it drop and looked up at him. 

―That‘s better,‖ he said. 
She nodded. 
―Let‘s go.‖ 
 
Grace had no idea where to put her stuff. They both looked 

around Nick‘s bedroom. 
―The guest room,‖ he said. 
When they opened up the room with white Iceberg floribundas 

outside the window, Grace dropped her armful of belongings on the 
bed and went to throw aside the heavy shutters. The day was 
beautiful. White petals, hanging on the unpruned roses in the middle 
of winter shimmered like snow on green leaves.  

―This is good,‖ Nick said, watching her open the window and put 
her face near the screen. ―Empty drawers, and you can use it for an 
office if you like. Or if you need to get away from me.‖  

Grace was vibrating. One hand on the screen, feeling the rose 
through the mesh, smelling the delicate spice of it, the other hanging 
in the charged air between her and Nick. 

―You can lock yourself in and I can pound on the door,‖ he said, 
quiet enough to listen to her breathing. 

It was, she thought, like being in love for the only time. Nick was 
the dream man in flesh and blood, a thousand times more beautiful, 
ten thousand times more wonderful. He was his own self, separate 
from her, real. 

 
―I‘ll call and tell you where to meet me later,‖ Nick said at six, 

kissing Grace and leaving her amid her screenplay notes, his play and 
the remnants of a gooey pizza, walking backwards now down the 
hallway, leaving her for the theater. Wistfully, she waved goodbye and 
watched him disappear. The room, her new office, her new residence, 
was filled with light. She was covered in pizza cheese. Her cheeks were 
dotted with sauce from Nick‘s finger painting on her face. They‘d 
spent the day working on both their scripts, in desks, in chairs, 
hanging over the edges of the bed. It reminded her of the early days 
with Paul. So much time for each other, so much creative energy.  

At eleven, there had been no phone call, no beep. Grace was 
trying not to feel abandoned. She wished she‘d just gone with him 
instead of staying there to work, but then she turned back to the 
screen, and the words took her over. It was as though the book itself 
had been the dream man. The book was like a baby she‘d had to birth, 
and as soon as it had been published, the aching in her belly had 
stopped. Now, the screenplay was like a second child, a creature 
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roaming around inside her that she had to help come out. She had to 
type while it spoke to her through the umbilical cords of her mind and 
heart.  

The door creaked open and slammed shut. How did he get here so 
fast? she thought. He was taking the stairs at a leap, his weight 
pounding on them as he jumped three at a time. Her heart was 
pounding just as loud. In a moment, he was at her door, breathing 
hard and smiling, makeup still on, a small towel in his hand, a visitor, a 
gentleman caller.  

―Hi,‖ she said. 
―Scrabble,‖ he said. 
 
―I warn you,‖ she said, standing on tiptoes on the cold bathroom 

tiles, her hands on Nick‘s shoulders, smelling him. He smelled like the 
theater—sweat and old costumes. He was delicious. ―I‘m a seven-
letter word demon.‖  

―Good.‖ He unzipped her jeans and started shimmying them off. 
―I‘ll be impressed if you beat me.‖ 

―Oh…‖ she mock wailed. ―Twenty years ago, a lovely young man 
said that to me before we played chess. After I beat him, we never 
played again. I don‘t think he ever got over it.‖ 

―Poor bloke,‖ he laughed. ―Not to worry. We can keep score of all 
our games, and then I‘ll always think I can catch up.‖ 

He settled her down on a cushy towel at the tub‘s edge, next to the 
Scrabble board, and stepped back to the sink to wash off his makeup 
and take off his clothes. Such a perfect place, she thought, watching 
his clothes drop from his gorgeous body and feeling the bubbles on 
her feet. His muscled legs brushed her face as he lowered himself into 
the warm water. In one move, he reached out and swept her into the 
pool. She wrapped her arms around him and glided into the water 
with him, dancing in the water, blowing bubbles into his hair and 
breaking them with her fingers. 

―We forgot music,‖ he said. 
―Sing to me.‖ She buried her face in his neck, feeling like a bubble 

herself, floating in his arms. 
He started humming an Ave Maria, of all things, and she laughed. 

Then he moved on to something in French and then a Beatles medley, 
and she wasn‘t even singing with him, just floating.  

―Choose,‖ he said, breaking the spell, reaching over the tub‘s edge 
for the red suede bag of wooden Scrabble letters. He swung it slowly 
in front of her face. 

She wiped her hand on his hair and dove into the bag, coming out 
with an ―H.‖ Nick picked a ―G.‖ 

―Aha, me first,‖ he sang, picking his letters, studying them 
thoughtfully and making a show of keeping them hidden. ―I was 
introduced to scrabble in Paris. We played in French,‖ he said. 
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Grace blew a bubble in the water. ―Where do you live? 
―Rue Vielle du Temple. Le Maris. 
―Means marsh,‖ she said. 
―Yes.‖ 
She picked her letters. 
―It‘s a very old, very aristocratic part of town. Louis the fourteenth 

wanted to keep his noblemen near him, where he could keep an eye 
on them, and he put them in Le Marais. Now it‘s the Jewish section. 
And the gay section. Beautiful, classic architecture.‖ 

She smiled and kissed his neck. ―Tell me a story.‖ 
―Really.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―Let‘s see. Jean Luc. It was a warm summer night. There was a full 

moon. Met him in a bar in the Hotel de Ville at midnight, ended up 
naked on the grass on the banks of the Seine, right under the shadows 
of Notre Dame. Je t‘aime, je t‘aime, he said. It inspired me to learn to 
speak French. 

―Very sexy. Another.‖ 
―Sophie. We biked through the Bois du Bologne, and walked 

through the Palace de Vosques, surrounded on all sides by mansions 
and balconies filled with flowers. I kissed her. We didn‘t leave my flat 
for two weeks. Twenty-two points.‖ He laid out ―chap‖ on the double 
word square. 

She waited. 
―Your move,‖ he said, sly, teasing. 
―More.‖ 
―She lived with me nearly three months after that.‖ 
She waited. 
―Three months is a very long time. And then she met an American 

and ran off to Florida.‖ 
Grace studied him. 
―Your move,‖ he said, ready to play. 
―Did you love her?‖ 
―Oh. That. She was six foot tall and amazingly beautiful, and I 

quite loved that. Now it really is your move.‖ 
―Okay.‖ She studied the board, then laid out ―axiom‖ under 

―chap,‖ with the ―x‖ on the double letter square. ―Forty-eight points.‖ 
He looked at her. ―My.‖ 
―I‘m getting all shrivelly,‖ she said, making a silly face, wiggling her 

fingers. 
―Well,‖ he looked at her fingers, ―We can‘t have that. Or we know 

what else‘ll get shrivelly,‖ he wiggled his eyebrows up and down like 
Groucho. 

They climbed out, wrapped themselves in huge white towels, and 
moved the game to the bedroom, laying it in the center of the bed and 
plopping themselves down around the board. Grace leaned back on 
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the pillows when it was Nick‘s turn, and watched the muscles of his 
arms as he held himself up and moved his letters around on their 
stand. She wanted to reach over and run her hand down his arms, to 
feel them tense up and bulge when he shifted his weight, feel how all 
the muscles rippled down his spine, but she couldn‘t, or she‘d see his 
letters. She watched his face light up as he lay down one tile after 
another. Holding the last one above the board with a grin, he looked 
at her like the movie star he was. 

―Seven letters. Na nah nah nah nah.‖ 
Grace burst into giggles, and Nick turned into the schoolboy he 

also was. 
―Let me see that,‖ she said, mock challenging him. 
After a fierce volley of words, one after the other, the score was 

nearly tied, and they could barely keep their eyes open. Nick finally 
won by twenty-two points, and wrote it all down in the little book. 
Hugging the towel around her, Grace got up to brush her teeth, using 
the brush from the night before. 

―I‘ll add our scores together. We can go for a team best.‖ 
―Aaah,‖ she said from the bathroom, her mouth full of toothpaste. 
He put the game away, then joined her, running through his brush 

and floss routine just as he had the night before. She looked over at 
him. It was unimaginable that so much had changed in less than 
twenty-four hours. She realized that before Nick, she had been living 
her life in reverse. She‘d been searching backwards for moments 
where her life might have changed forever if she‘d made a different 
choice about some small thing. Searching for a clue to where she 
might have taken off on a different path, gone somewhere else, been 
someone else.  

Since the moment she sat down to write Dream Man, her life had 
been on ―forward,‖ taking off on it‘s own, riding the wheel of days, 
steering itself towards Nick in a straight line. It was as if every 
moment she had ever lived had been leading her to Nick. And now, 
she could feel the momentum of it, feel herself moving steadily 
towards the end of her life, with him or without him. As long as she 
was travelling the wheel of days, and not just watching it, she could 
stand it. She could grow old with him or without him. If she believed 
it was a good life, it would be. 

Her face must have gone deep into itself, because Nick was staring 
at her. He‘d stopped brushing to watch her think. All of a sudden she 
flushed pink and looked away. He was too enraptured with her to be 
worried about anything. He finished brushing and rinsing, took her 
hand, turned out the lights, and pulled her into bed beside him. 
―Bungee jumping,‖ he said. 

Grace sat up. ―No, absolutely not. Not that.‖ 
He laughed and pulled her back down. 
―Did you do that?‖ she looked at him, her eyes wide. 
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―Yes.‖ 
―Tell me the story.‖ 
―Let‘s see. Normandie, France. They have a set up there, very cute, 

a dodgy rope bridge like in Indiana Jones strung over the foundations 
of a converted viaduct. Six hundred feet above pitch black water.‖ 

―More.‖ She was all attention. 
―Never been so frightened in my life. Until now,‖ he laughed, 

looking at her. 
She smiled, speechless. 
―There was Joseph. He was quite beautiful. Like you. Not like 

you.‖ 
She kissed his arm. 
―We inched along this rope thing, swinging over the water. That 

was so frightening, I had to jump, didn‘t I? I wasn‘t going to go back 
that way. I waited my turn, shaking. They strapped a harness around 
my waist, and bound my ankles tight together, hooked cords on with 
carabiners, like on the parachute, remember, and I looked down, and I 
wanted to turn around and scream No! Joseph dared me, I cannot 
refuse a dare, I put my arms out like a bird, and did a swan dive into 
the pool. For a very long time. And then the cord yanks you up, 
almost as far as the bridge, and it kills your legs, being pulled like that, 
and then you fall and bounce up, fall and bounce up. My head was 
pounding from all the blood rushing to it, I was upside down, you 
know. I remember trying to swim,‖ he moved his arms out above him, 
―as if I could swim through the air and right myself. They left me 
dangling there forever, and then dunked me in the water head first up 
to my knees.‖ 

She looked at him, amazed. 
―Then they fished me out and set me on a rock. I watched Joseph 

fall, and then we went dancing.‖ 
―Hard to top,‖ she said. 
―Not exactly.‖ He snuggled them both under the flannel sheets, 

pulled her to him, and fell asleep, totally content and untroubled for 
the first time in a very long time. 

Grace wanted to stay awake, to hear his breathing, and to watch 
his face soften with sleep and smile with dreams. She wanted to 
experience his arms around her, the first arms that had encircled her 
all through the night in twenty years. She didn‘t want to miss anything. 
But the slow and even movement of his chest against hers and the 
sweet humming sound that drifted from his beautiful mouth sent her 
off to sleep like a lullaby. The Dream Man did not come, because he 
was already there. 

 
―Hi!‖  
They‘d run almost three miles together, Grace, Nick and Chuck, 

through the streets and postage stamp parks of Tribeca and Soho. It 
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was nine the next morning, and Randy was waving to them from the 
doorway of a bakery. 

They jogged up to him, Chuck leading the way. Randy looked 
them up and down, a shocked expression on his face, because Nick 
had a tight grip on Grace‘s hand. Grace looked at Randy and then at 
Nick, expecting everything to go fizz in the harsh glare of reality, in 
front of his friends, but Nick smiled at her and didn‘t disappear. 

―Cantaloupe,‖ Nick said. 
―What?‖ 
―We need cantaloupes. And pears.‖ He slapped Randy warmly on 

the shoulder and led her away up the street.  
Two blocks up, Grace found herself at a small market filled with 

working people on their lunch hour.  
―I love the French bread here, pick us out one, will you?‖ Nick 

said, leaving her by the baskets of baguettes near the door and heading 
for the produce bins. 
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Now there was noise. Loud. A cymbal-crashing sonata of noise. She couldn’t 

hear her thoughts, or the voice in her head. They were swaying, and then they were 
shaking. Still moving. Flying, or gliding, or sliding, or falling to bits, through a 
cave on an orange moon. 

 

 
 
Grace looked through the long, crusty baguettes, picked one, then 

looked up for Nick by the pears and spotted a Very Handsome Man, 
with graying hair, a short beard, and beautiful blue eyes, checking out 
the Bartletts one section over from Nick, who was checking out the 
boscs. Both Nick and the Very Handsome Man dropped down to pick 
out a brown bag from the dispenser at the same time and bumped 
shoulders. ―Whoops,‖ Nick said. The handsome man looked over, 
recognized Nick. ―Hi.‖ 

―Pears look good today,‖ Nick said. 
Grace moved closer and watched from the cantaloupes. 
Nick smiled at the Handsome Man, walked over to Grace, and 

started feeling the soft spots on the ends of the melons. ―This one‘s 
ripe.‖ 

Grace couldn‘t take her eyes off the Handsome Man. She tried not 
to stare, smiled at Nick, felt the cantaloupes, then sneaked a peek at 
him. Tweed jacket. Distinguished posture. Hip running shoes. He 
looked like he might even run in them. 

Nick leaned in to her face, saw the distracted look, followed it to 
the Handsome Man. They looked at him together. ―Grace.‖ 

―Nick?‖  
―You‘ve been cheated on one too many times. You‘re looking 

forward to it.‖ He bent down to her. She lifted her head so she could 
see his eyes. Dark and serious. ―I won‘t go there with you.‖ 

She smiled. He took her hand. Neither of them looked at the 
Handsome Man again as they paid for the groceries and walked out, 
but Grace kept his face in her mind.  

 
―You‘re reading your own book way too much,‖ Nick tickled her 

butt. 
She giggled, reaching for his belly. 
―And you‘ve got it all quite wrong.‖ He got her hand too fast, 

pulled her off balance, looped his arm over her side, picked her up 
sideways like a two year old and continued down the street. She 
giggled and waved her feet. ―The problem with relationships is most 
of them don‘t last long enough to get to the really good stuff. The 
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really kinky stuff,‖ he said, walking, carrying Grace and the food bags, 
and nodding to passersby as though this was totally normal. 

Grace couldn‘t believe they were having this discussion like this, 
she couldn‘t even see his face. 

―The really kinky, really sexy stuff.‖ 
Grace laughed. 
―The really kinky, really sexy stuff that I believe you know about, 

and you‘re going to do with me.‖ 
People pointed at them and giggled as they passed. The first thing 

they saw was two people having fun, next thing they saw was Nick 
Wyler having fun, and then they waved. 

―Wave to the people, dear, I haven‘t a free hand.‖ 
Grace waved. Nick put her down, brushed her clothes down, put 

down his groceries, grabbed her, pulled her close, and kissed her, hard, 
right in front of everybody, and kept kissing her. When he let her 
breathe for a second, they saw out of the corners of their eyes that 
people had slowed down around them, and gathered into an audience. 
―Let‘s confuse the hell out of them,‖ he said, and kissed her again. 
Grace dropped her bags, hoping the apples wouldn‘t smush, and 
wrapped her arms around him. When he let her go, he picked up her 
bags, his face full of mischief. 

―I hope they took pictures. Once the Enquirer has us, you‘re 
stuck.‖ 

Grace looked over at him, and wished they were indeed stuck, 
forever. 

 
―So tell me your idea of the really kinky, really sexy stuff that I 

know about,‘ she said as they crossed the street, waving to the small 
crowd behind them. 

―You can only get really kinky when you really know someone.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
―Quite right. And I have never been one for really knowing 

anyone, whereas you have eighteen years. Albeit a crummy eighteen 
years. Still, time put in.‖ 

―Thank you.‖ 
―Yes. And then there are the things you can do with your insides,‖ 

he put his hand on her crotch, ―that I like.‖  
Grace smiled.  
―Mighty pussy.‖ 
She turned red.  
―Best of all, you can come and come, and then you quite…lose 

your mind, it seems…‖ 
―I do,‖ she said, smiling, crimson, remembering. 
He grinned at her colorful face, thinking about the morning in 

bed. ―As if I‘m quite literally fucking your brains out.‖ 
―Yes.‖ She was always saying yes to him. In a million ways. 
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―And then you come back to me put together even better than you 
were before. If that‘s possible.‖ He studied her for a minute. ―I‘d like 
to try it. Not the losing your mind part. I don‘t think men are cut out 
for that. But the coming and coming part. There must be a way to do 
that. Perhaps by the numbers.‖ 

―If you‘ll show me how you fuck a man.‖ 
―Oh,‖ he fondled her waist. ―You wish to be a man. And I 

thought I was the kinky one.‖ 
They were now walking beside a small park, where couples were 

spread out on the grass, making out, and mothers with small children 
were rolling and kicking bright orange balls. 

Grace was quiet, thinking about the handsome man in the market. 
Nick watched her. ―What?‖ he asked. 
―Nothing,‖ she said, innocent. 
He laughed at her. ―I can hear you still thinking about the Mr. 

Handsome you‘re so sure‘s in my future.‖ He looked at her face, at 
her gold flecked hair and beautiful eyes. ―Well, he‘ll have to wait.‖  

Grace thought she could not have imagined how much she would 
love him. And how easily she could lose him. 

 ―Unless you meet him first, did you think of that?‖ he said. 
She was caught off guard for a second. ―No,‖ she admitted. She 

was prepared, she thought, for Nick to disappear, but not for 
someone else to show up. 

―I don‘t know why you insist, but the Mr. Handsome thing is a lie. 
He‘s not who I had in mind.‖ 

―Then who did you have in mind?‖ she fluttered like a fake 
southern belle. 

―Some little blonde madwoman,‖ he said right into her still pink 
face. ―Who really wants me to be gay so she doesn‘t have to be afraid 
of me.‖ 

―Oh.‖ 
―Perhaps, however, Mr. Handsome is who you‘ve yet to meet?‖ 

He didn‘t give her a chance to answer. ―You‘re going to have to trust 
me, dear. Otherwise we‘ll be like everybody else.‖ 

Grace threw her arms around him. It occurred to her that she was 
also not prepared for him to stay. 

―I‘m a novelty. I haven‘t worn off yet,‖ she said. 
He looked her up and down. ― Not quite so novel as you‘d like to 

think.‖ He tapped her head, ―Now this is novel. Not likely to wear 
off,‖ and kissed both her eyes. 

 
They walked past a group of preschoolers. Some were carrying 

balloons, hopping up and down, laughing, waving their arms. Most of 
the mommies were talking to each other, one was jumping up and 
down with her toddler. 
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Nick stopped. He watched them play, watching the one mommy 
yelling and laughing, jumping. ―What does it feel like?‖ 

Grace looked at him, then at the children. She wasn‘t sure what he 
meant, except that it had to do with babies. 

―Which part?‖ 
He thought about it. ―Start from the top.‖ 
―When they‘re inside you?‖ 
―Yes, that part.‖ He looked at her intently. 
―Well, at first you still think it‘s all about you, and then you find 

out it isn‘t. It‘s about them. From then on, nothing is about you.‖ 
He waited. 
She tried to remember. Most of the images were from the old 

videos she‘d been watching with Robin. ―It feels like you‘re the most 
important being in the world. Like you have inside you the world‘s 
rescuer.‖ 

He waited. She thought back. He moved his hands, saying 
―And…‖  

―And…at first you feel incredibly sleepy, and then you feel him, or 
her, kicking. It doesn‘t feel like a kick. It feels like butterflies flying 
around and tickling you from inside. Like the baby‘s fingers are tracing 
your insides.‖ 

He listened. 
―And then you feel big and heavy, and there‘s always this rumbling 

going on inside you. And you sing to the baby inside you, and talk to 
it, and name it, but it‘s more like a creature. You can‘t imagine it being 
real, like real children you see.‖ 

―When it comes out,‖ he asked. 
―It‘s never the way you plan it, the way you wanted it. In the 

hospital they don‘t leave you alone, they want to be in charge, you 
have to fight, sometimes, to be in charge, and you get tired nurses that 
you don‘t want touching your baby. And it really hurts. You want 
them to stop it from hurting, and you worry that it hurts the baby, 
too. And in the last second, I felt her sort of pop out, and I did, I 
pushed her out. The nurse held up a mirror at just the right angle, and 
I was looking between my legs, looking for her to come out. I saw her 
in the mirror, all of a sudden, purple, and puffy…and then she was in 
the doctor‘s hands, and then they took her to a table. And then she 
was in my arms, wrapped in a blanket, with a hat on, and then from 
then on everything was about her.‖ 

She looked up at him, thinking she must have lost him for a 
moment, but he was all attention. 

―Did you want to do that?‖ she asked. 
―Wouldn‘t anybody?‖ he said, dead serious. 
 
She took his hand and walked him back to 5th Avenue, into an ice 

cream parlor, where they dug into vanilla and hot fudge. 
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The moment he let them in the front door, he kissed her, long and 

open, then led her up to the bedroom. He stood in front of her. 
―Are you afraid of me?‖ he asked. 
―Yes,‖ Grace grinned. 
―Good. Because I‘m quite terrified of you.‖ 
She giggled. 
―Don‘t laugh.‖ 
―True?‖ 
―Yes. It‘s very sexy. Fear. Love. All the same, I think it‘s best if 

one of us stays sane. That‘ll be me.‖  
―Okay.‖ 
―So you want to be a man.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―Afraid it would be all the same, my dear. I‘m always in charge.‖ 
―I‘m…unskilled,‖ she wailed, feeling silly. 
―Oh, that‘s what you want.‖ He reached down and put both his 

hands around her neck, cradling her head, moving closer. 
She didn‘t know what he was talking about, but loved the feel of 

his hands on her, feeling the tips of her hair go soft like the rest of 
her. 

―Didn‘t that fool teach you anything? He moved his hands down 
her shoulders and then rested them under her breasts. He loved how 
soft she was.  

―No,‖ she said, emphatically. ―I know nothing.‖ Now she was 
almost teasing, leaning into him. ―Show me.‖ 

―Perhaps some tequila,‖ he teased back. ―For Grace the alley cat.‖ 
―No,‖ she lifted her head up and kissed him on his chest, as high 

as she could reach while he was still standing so tall, so magnificent, 
holding her breasts as though they belonged to him. ―I‘m very brave.‖ 
All of a sudden she was the dream man. The dream woman. Filled 
with passion and aggression, and knowing nothing she could do 
would scare Nick. He would stay in charge. She could lose her mind 
and he‘d bring her back. Her eyes got big. ―Show me how,‖ she said. 

―Alright.‖ He pulled his sweater and shirt over his head, and in an 
instant he was bare-chested. Grace gasped, thinking she would never 
tire of looking at him, and then stopped thinking. She moved towards 
him, put her hands on his chest, then her mouth on his chest, and 
found herself trying to push him to the bed. He wrapped her up in his 
arms, stepped backwards, and let her push him. He wanted to bring 
her down on top of him, holding her tight, but saw how determined 
she was to have her arms free, to do what she wanted. She looked at 
him with big eyes. She wanted to learn him.  

She was already out of control, and just threw herself on him, 
kissing him, licking his face and chest as though he were made of 
chocolate—no better—as though he were made of sex. He grabbed 
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her head for a moment, stopping her, kissing her back hard enough so 
she knew he was in control, then let her reach for his belt.  

He just let her undo the belt and the zipper, then helped her pull 
his jeans and white Jockey briefs off.  

With his clothes in her hands, and him just lying there, his arms 
now behind his head, his smile turning to almost a grin, almost 
amusement, she stopped, dropped the clothes, took him all in with her 
eyes, and was almost overwhelmed by her conflicting feelings. 
Wanting to touch him, afraid to be less than great at anything she 
wanted to do to him, all of a sudden, she felt his hand around hers. 
Warm, huge.  

He was used to just lying there. All the supermodels used their 
best techniques on him. He just let them. Like a king, he let them 
service him. With Grace, however, it made him feel vulnerable to lie 
there. There was too much feeling flying around, too much inside him. 
When he felt vulnerable, which was hardly ever, he took action. Took 
over whatever it was that was going on. But now, for her, he tolerated 
it. This would be the fourth time he‘d made love to her in three days, 
and he was hard already from simply looking at her face. He held 
Grace‘s hand while she wrapped it around his cock, watched her face, 
and then put both hands behind his head so he could keep watching. 

Grace had a feeling that anything she‘d ever done with any man 
before was only half-hearted. Half of the possibilities. Feeling Nick 
growing huge in her hand, she felt like doing a million things with 
him, things that would make her turn red, but now, seemed natural. 
―Tell me,‖ she said, breathlessly.  

He showed her where to touch him, and how, clinically, like he 
was giving lessons. She was all rapt attention, a good student. She‘d 
been with one man for eighteen years, a man who hardly ever wanted 
to make love to her, and she wanted to know what she‘d been missing. 
She brought him up to the edge, and then stopped, and then brought 
him up to the edge again. 

―Wait,‖ he said. ―Stop. My turn.‖ He sat up, couldn‘t take any 
more. He had to touch her. ―Lie down,‖ he ordered. 

Slowly, he took off her clothes and ran his hands over her skin. 
―You are so soft,‖ he said, for the first time understanding, even a 
little, what it felt like to surrender to someone, let them touch you 
while your heart was beating so fast you thought it‘d run away with 
you. ―Tell me.‖  

She looked up at him. 
―Tell me what it feels like.‖ He played with her skin, wet down 

every inch of it with his tongue. He massaged her feet, ran his hands 
around her kneecaps. He explored her inside, first with his fingers, 
then his tongue, loving the way she tasted, sweet, watching her face, 
listening for her sounds, making her speak. She moaned. He made her 
describe every sensation, until she couldn‘t speak anymore. This was 
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always his favorite way to view a woman. For him, the ability to 
reduce a woman to mush with his tongue was such a high it‘d made 
him hone his skills carefully over the years.  

He loved everything about it, but mostly the feeling of mastery, of 
control he had over the woman. Even if they‘d come to bed with him 
using only their minds, trying to be seductive, showing off techniques, 
not even really seeing him at all, he could turn it around by laying 
them down. They turned soft, and it made a potentially boring bit of 
sex at least tolerable. For a few moments he turned them real.  

But he‘d never really paid attention. He wanted them soft for his 
own sake. He never really cared what it meant to them. With Grace, 
he wanted to see her face. He wanted to see what he was doing to her, 
and her face was luminous, as if there was a light behind her eyes. 
When she smiled, it crinkled her face in such a way that her 
cheekbones and huge eyes looked like they were dancing. She was a 
mythical creature, Grace from another planet. 

She was overwhelmed by the time he took with her. It seemed he 
had all the time in the world. She couldn‘t ever remember anyone 
taking so much time. She couldn‘t ever remember anyone ever 
touching her like this. For a moment, when he started, when she felt 
him kissing his way down her belly, she was embarrassed, she wanted 
him to stop. Then she felt his tongue. It was such a surprise, such an 
incredible feeling, she had no idea. She felt his hand reach up to her 
belly, pressing it, making all the sensations more intense, and 
instinctively reached her hand down to meet his. He entwined her 
fingers with his, then brought them down to his face so she could feel 
what he was doing with his tongue, with his kisses. Amazed, she 
buried her fingers in his hair and let herself go. 

Just before she fell off the edge of the world, grabbing at the air, at 
her legs, feeling the cells of her body loosen and separate, she felt him 
on top of her, entering her, possessing her, breaking her open, atom 
by atom, pushing into her, his mouth on her, his hands holding hers 
to the bed. She pushed against him, feeling him entering her over and 
over and over, sending her deeper into herself, sending her further out 
into space. She pushed, rising up to him, breathing out into him, and 
just as she felt that she was him, and he was her, she heard him say ―I 
love you,‖ and flew apart. 

It seemed like a very long time before she knew where they were.  
Holding her tight, staying inside her, he rolled her over on top of 

him so she could breathe. He felt her soft on him, her hands on his 
arms, her warm face on his chest, breathing in perfect rhythm with 
him.  

He‘s put me back together, she thought. I‘m together now because 
of him. 

 
―Bee-eee-eee-eee-eep...‖ 
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―It‘s me,‖ Grace said, taking her hands off her laptop and picking 
up the singing cell phone lying next to her on the kitchen table. She 
hadn‘t given Nick‘s number to anyone. She hadn‘t told anyone she 
was even here, not Paul, not Robin. Though it‘d been nearly two 
weeks since she‘d set foot in it, she hadn‘t even given up the hotel 
room.  

Nick looked over from his paper-littered desk, amused. ―You do 
know this number, Grace, right?‖ he teased. 

She flashed a smile at him. ―It‘s Robin,‖ she could see from the 
numbers on the phone‘s screen. Instinctively, she turned to go 
upstairs for some privacy, just as Nick picked up his desk phone and 
waved it in the air. His eyes gleamed, he suddenly looked like a very 
tall leprechaun. She laughed. The cell phone, unanswered, stopped 
singing. 

―I‘m serious,‖ he said. 
Oh, she realized, he wanted her to call Robin back now, with him 

there in the room, watching, listening, maybe even talking. Did she 
want to talk to Robin in front of him? Did she even want her to know 
anything about him? Every thought led her over to Nick, and when 
she was close, he reached out, swept her up onto his lap, planted a kiss 
on her neck and the phone in her hand.  

―Go ahead,‖ he motioned to the phone. 
She started up, not about to be sweet-talked into anything she 

wasn‘t ready for, even though his mouth on her neck had already 
halfway melted her.  

―Do you want her to hear it from someone else?‖ he said, now 
beady-eyed, not sweet at all. 

She hadn‘t thought of that.  
―Are you ashamed of me, my dear?‖ he said, narrowing his eyes 

even more.  
―God, no,‖ she blurted. 
―Then perhaps you‘re ashamed of you?‖  
She sat back down on his lap. Yes. Of course I am, she thought. ―Are 

you challenging me?‖ she said, putting her nose up against his, truly 
not wanting to ever again be ashamed of herself, then suddenly 
thinking of Nick. Was he hurt? Had she hurt him by not telling her 
family about him? That‘s ridiculous, she thought, men don‘t feel stuff 
like that. Men don‘t care. Big time party boys like Nick don‘t care. She 
dialed. 

―Tell her,‖ he said. 
She stopped, pushed the hang up button, and looked at him. 
―Tell her I‘m not Uncle Nick.‖ He kissed her cheek. She dialed. 
―Hello,‖ Robin said from her dorm room. 
―Hi, Honey,‖ she smiled into the phone, loving the sound of her 

daughter‘s voice. 
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―Can I come up next weekend? There‘s less than nothing going on 
here, can we go shopping?‖ 

―I‘d love to see you,‖ Grace said. 
Nick lit up, kissing her neck to let her know. ―So would I,‖ he said, 

deliberately, into the phone. 
―Who‘s that?‖ Robin asked. 
―Nick. I‘m at Nick‘s.‖ 
―Oh, cool. I can‘t wait to meet him. You‘re buds then, huh?‖ 
Grace thought about her answer. ―Not exactly. Well, yes buds.‖ 

She turned to Nick, who looked straight at her. ―Best buds.‖ He kept 
his eyes steady on her, stern. ―Actually, there‘s something I want you 
to know before you get here.‖ He smiled. 

―Sure.‖ 
―I‘m staying with Nick, so we‘ll put you up here.‖ 
―Great!‖ Robin said, excited. 
―I mean, I‘m staying with Nick in the same bedroom.‖ Grace took 

a breath. 
 Nick slapped his hand to his cheek in mock shock. 
―In the same bed.‖ Grace said. 
Nick opened his mouth in even more dramatic disbelief. 
Robin was quiet a moment. ―Then I guess there‘ll be lots of room 

for me,‖ she said simply. 
Grace was completely taken aback by Robin‘s cool. Had she 

understood what she meant? 
―Mom, you‘re going to get your ass burned on this one. It‘s a no-

brainer.‖ 
Grace smiled into the phone, ―Well, duh,‖ glad there was someone 

she could actually say that to. 
Robin sighed. ―I‘ll fly in on Friday night, okay?‖ 
Nick took the phone. 
―Hi,‖ he said. 
―Hi.‖ Her voice sounded awed. Nick was used to that. 
―I‘m looking forward to meeting you,‖ he said. 
―Me too,‖ she said. 
He wanted to tell her it‘d be all right. He knew he couldn‘t. ―We‘ll 

send a car for you,‖ he said, relinquishing the phone to Grace‘s 
outstretched hand and hearing Robin‘s ―Thank you,‖ in the air. 

―Hi,‖ Grace said. 
―He sounds nice…‖ 
―He…‖ Grace barely got out. 
―Mom!‖ she almost wailed. ―Can I talk to you alone?‖  
―Yes, sure, I‘ll take the phone upstairs, hang on.‖ She put her hand 

over the receiver, kissed Nick, then got off his lap and headed 
upstairs, taking the stairs two at a time. 

―Does Daddy know?‖ Robin asked, intense and serious. 
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Grace took a breath. ―I haven‘t told him.‖ Then, quickly, 
―Robin?‖ 

―Yeah?‖ 
―Look, we‘re all over the newsstands, they won‘t leave us alone.‖ 
―Really?‖ 
―Really.‖ 
―Will I get mobbed?‖ 
Grace laughed. ―Maybe. If you like, we can probably arrange it.‖ 
―Okay.‖ 
Grace couldn‘t tell if Robin was excited or disturbed by the idea of 

getting mobbed by fans. ―No one believes it anyway, though, it‘s just 
conversation. Publicity.‖ She looked up at the ceiling, holding her 
breath. ―And a few pictures.‖ 

―Jesus,‖ Robin said.  
―I wanted you to know before someone else told you.‖ 
―Thanks.‖ Robin was starting to sound overwhelmed. 
―Yeah. Robin, I‘m sorry to spring this on you.‖ 
―I can handle it.‖ 
―I know you can.‖ 
―It‘s you I‘m worried about.‖ Robin sounded icy, even tossing off 

a joke. 
―Try not to be too maternal, okay?‖ 
―Okay.‖  
―No worrying. That‘s my job. 
―Okay,‖ Robin said, sounding more like a teenager. 
―I can‘t wait to see you. It‘ll be okay when I see you.‖ 
―Mom?‖ 
―Yes?‖ 
―Remember—‗Go with the one who loves you?‘‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―Does Nick love you?‖ 
Grace looked through her brain for what to say to her. ―Robin, 

everything needs time to work out. Everything. Look, this is all very 
exciting.‖ 

―Because you‘re with him.‖ Now her voice sounded both icy and 
whiney, not a usual tone for Robin. 

―No, because I wrote a book, and my picture is on the cover. 
We‘re going to make a movie here. Some of this is about me, you 
know. You can be impressed by me. I want to show you that you can 
do whatever you want. Give me time to figure it out. You can decide 
for yourself.‖ 

―Okay.‖ 
―So who‘re you seeing?‖ Grace asked. 
―None of your business.‖ 
Grace hooted. ―Ah ha!‖ 
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―Ask Nick to find a straight guy for me. Everyone here is a nerdy 
baby.‖ 

 
When Grace started down the stairs with Robin‘s flight times 

scribbled on the back of an envelope, she saw Nick waiting for her at 
the bottom, holding onto the railing, leaning on it, looking at her.  

―Is she alright?‖ he asked.  
Grace flew down into his arms, amazed, for the thousandth time, 

at his incredible, gorgeous eyes, looking at her with concern and 
warmth and friendship, and suddenly realized, dream man or no, he 
loved her. 

 
―How was the flight?‖ Nick asked Robin, who‘d just walked in the 

door behind Randy, and was staring at him with her mouth open. 
―Fine,‖ she said, still staring. 
Nick brushed little pieces of pizza cheese off his shirt and face and 

watched Grace, her face still dotted with tomato sauce, run by him 
from the kitchen into the living room to hug Robin. Whitney Houston 
was on the sound system, and the kitchen island was littered with bell 
peppers, asparagus, tofu, garbanzo beans, pineapple, tomatoes, oil and 
tofu. Everything Nick and Grace could find in the refrigerator. They‘d 
been throwing the shredded cheese into each other‘s mouths, trying 
for longer and longer distances like competing in an egg toss. More 
goopy cheese was on their faces than their tongues. Nick pulled 
cheese out of his hair and tried to look dignified. 

―I like to fly,‖ Robin said, hugging Grace, then looking past her to 
get a better look at Nick. 

He was wearing jeans and a white T-shirt and looked like he‘d 
walked off the pages of GQ. He made a last swipe at the food on his 
cheeks with a dishtowel and walked up to Robin, his hand out. She 
took it and shook it, then looked at him, and then at Grace, staring 
again. 

―C‘mon, let‘s get your stuff upstairs,‖ Randy ordered. ―We‘ve got a 
show to catch.‖ 

Grace grabbed Robin‘s rolling suitcase and dragged it up the stairs, 
Robin behind her, going up nearly backwards, still looking at Nick. 

―Oh, boy,‖ Robin said, when Grace showed her the guest room, 
with a view across Tribeca to the river. 

―I missed you, Grace said, hugging her. 
―Mom, you‘ve got food on you.‖ 
 
―I‘ve got to go,‖ Nick said, appearing in the doorway as if by 

magic. 
Robin flushed pink. She got that from me, Grace thought. Robin 

looked at him, clearly starstruck. 
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―Randy‘ll take you to the theater,‖ he said, leaning on the door 
jamb. He stayed there for a moment, smiling, trying to think how to 
kiss Grace goodbye. 

Grace walked over to him and he leaned down and kissed her 
lightly, then took her hand, waved goodbye to Robin, and led Grace 
out of the room to the hallway, where he pulled her partway into 
another room. ―She‘s beautiful, like you.‖ He wrapped her up and 
kissed her seriously. ―Mmmmm. Mozzarella.‖ 

Just then, Grace saw Robin standing in the hallway, watching 
them. She had an amazed look on her face. Grace flushed red. Nick 
smiled. ―Goodbye,‖ he said to Robin, walking up to her and taking her 
hand, then letting her go. ―See you after,‖ he said, and disappeared 
down the stairs.  

When he was gone, Robin stared at her mother. She didn‘t look 
shocked, or angry or upset, just amazed.  

―You okay?‖ Grace asked. 
―I don‘t get it.‖ 
―Which part?‖ 
―I thought he was gay.‖ 
―Yeah, well. That‘s what you get from reading the Enquirer.‖ 
Robin stared harder.  
Grace sighed. ―He‘s a lot of things.‖ 
―Yeah, I‘m sure.‖ 
Grace smiled at her daughter. Attitude. Not bad. ―Well, for one 

thing, he doesn‘t care what you think. He doesn‘t care what anyone 
thinks,‖ Grace said. ―He does what he wants.‖ 

Robin shifted her weight to her left hip, letting her jaw jut out. ―So 
now he wants you,‖ she threw at Grace. 

Grace, thinking that Robin looked just like she remembered her at 
five—jaw out, hip out—tried not to smile. ―I know it‘s hard to 
imagine.‖ 

―Yeah, well it‘s a train wreck, Mom.‖ She switched hips again. 
―Okay.‖ Now she lowered her jaw, her face turning thoughtful. 
―Okay, so….‖ 

Grace tilted her head, waiting. ―So…‖ 
―Okay.‖ Robin backed down a second. ―Nick.‖ 
―Robin.‖ 
―Mom.‖ All of a sudden she looked about to swoon. ―He‘s so…‖  
Grace waited. 
―Gorgeous,‖ Robin finally said. 
―Yes.‖ Grace reached up to touch the dark, curly ends of her 

daughter‘s hair. ―He is. So are you.‖ 
―I wish Dad had kissed you like that. We‘d all be together.‖ She 

shook her head, then went back to putting her clothes in the closet 
and in the drawers. 
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―OhMyGod,‖ Robin said, looking around her. She was outside the 
theater and surrounded by Nick‘s most aggressive fans. Scrunched up 
to Grace and Nick and holding onto Randy, her protector, she was lit 
up, her face one big smile. ―Excuse me,‖ a woman trying to get closer 
to Nick pushed at her. Robin pushed back. ―Excuse you,‖ she said.  

Grace had thought Robin would be overwhelmed by the attention, 
but she seemed to love it, grinning. Randy held Robin‘s arm tightly as 
they zigzagged their way to the street, with Nick holding one of her 
hands and one of Grace‘s, until they made it into a cab. 

There were so many bouncers at Nick‘s favorite uptown club that, 
even under cover of pounding bass lines, noise, furious dancing and 
flashing lights, no one ever bothered him. 

―Are they nice?‖ Grace asked Nick about the men Robin was 
dancing with. 

―You mean are they straight?‖ 
Grace turned pink. 
―They are, and so they‘d better be nice,‖ he said, holding her close 

and dancing slow, even though the beat was almost frenetic. ―Don‘t 
worry. She‘s tougher than you are.‖ 

Grace knew that was true. Robin was also smarter. She‘d had a 
head on her shoulders since she was born. She knew what she liked 
and what she wanted, and barely tolerated the rest. 

―Give yourself a big gold star. You did a great job with her,‖ Nick 
said. ―I suppose you can pin one on what‘s-his-name, too. Paul.‖ 

Grace smiled and rested her head on his chest, listening to his 
breathing and his heart beat. She could hear his body even over the 
loud music.  

She‘d never learned to live with the uncertainty of what would 
happen around your child when they were out in the world without 
you. Though she had total confidence in Robin, she worried about 
accident and mayhem. From the beginning, she couldn‘t really, 
completely trust anyone with Robin, so she settled on trusting Robin. 
Grace looked over, and automatically, as she had done since the day 
of her birth, placed a magical bubble of white light around Robin with 
her mind, a bubble of protection. What‘s the most beautiful word in 
the world? she remembered thinking all these years. ‗Mommy‘ was the 
answer. 

Nick was holding her tighter, and moving his body to the beat. 
Grace lifted her hands over her head, letting them waft in the air, and 
gave herself to the music. It was like standing in her kitchen, vibrating 
from the touch of the dream man. 

Nick‘s hands around her were even more powerful. After two-
and-a-half weeks, she‘d become so orgasmic, she would find herself 
pulsing, contracting, just standing next to him, whether they were in 
the market or in a bookstore. Sometimes she gripped the bookshelf a 
little tighter, or opened her mouth. Otherwise, no one could tell what 
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was going on inside her, except Nick. He could feel it. He could see 
her mouth open, and the way she looked at him, and knew her body 
was melting. It made him so hot, sometimes he pulled her into 
bathrooms, or behind library stacks.  

He was walking around with a hard on so much of the time, they 
read up on tantric sex, and he was learning to come without 
ejaculating. They could have sex almost anywhere, even sitting at a 
table in a restaurant, and no one would know. Here on the dance 
floor, she was melting in his arms already, totally taken over by the 
beat of the bass guitar and drums, and she could feel Nick breathing 
faster.  

Whatever her body was experiencing, it was her heart that was 
bouncing off the walls, second after second, day after day. She had 
never felt anything like this in her life. As though her greatest fantasy 
of love and a real live man were both devoted to making her happy. 

Nick held Grace as tight to his body as he could without bruising 
her. He‘d wondered if seeing her with Robin, seeing her as a mother, 
would cool him down. It had exactly the opposite effect on him.  

When he saw Robin, he realized the kind of love he was getting 
from Grace wasn‘t fly-by-night. He realized how solid she was, how 
trustworthy. And that turned him on. Other men he knew dreamed of 
sticky sex with strange men in back alleys or strange, beautiful women 
in expensive hotel suites surrounded by mirrors. He‘d done all that. It 
still turned him on to think of it, but what he really dreamed of was 
love.  

He dreamed of someone he could trust for life. Someone with a 
face he couldn‘t really see. Sometimes a man he knew or a woman 
he‘d met. The fantasy was as fluid and non-specific as his sleeping 
dreams, as everything else in his life. And now here Grace was. A 
beautiful woman he could trust for life. He wouldn‘t for a minute let 
her know what he was thinking.  

Love was love. The form of the person loving him was secondary 
to how loved they made him feel. Since he‘d never before really felt 
loved at all, only admired and craved, he thought he‘d never be able to 
recognize it. That he‘d be doomed to swat it away whenever it showed 
up. But for some reason, he kept inviting Grace to love him. Day after 
day, he let her in.  

Unlike everyone else he‘d ever been with, she didn‘t tolerate his 
moods, cater to him when he withdrew into his cave and got grumpy 
and bear-like, try to make him feel better or talk him out of it. She 
ignored him. She let him grump, let him withdraw. And all the time he 
was inside himself, he could still feel her loving him. The second he 
came out to check, there she was, the same as when he‘d gone inside. 

When she did something he hated, or irritated him, and he 
snapped at her, she just looked at him. Though he disliked self-
involved men and women, and especially disliked maternal men and 
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women, he both hated being catered to, and demanded it. Grace 
somehow rarely walked into his trap.  

He‘d snap, she‘d cry for a second, or say ―That feels terrible,‖ and 
go into another room, or out onto the street. She challenged him 
without confronting him. She didn‘t yell or scream back at him, which 
frustrated him, because he liked to be the one to walk out. She made 
him want to race after her, and he‘d never wanted to do that before. 
The moment she got back, she was still open to him, still unguarded, 
and his heart just went nuts.  

He couldn‘t believe how unafraid she was. He‘d practically 
stopped snapping entirely, stopped disappearing inside himself. It was 
much more interesting to watch her try to cook, or build a fire, or 
dance around the living room. It was much more interesting to talk 
with her than at her. He was totally in love, and he knew it. But he 
wasn‘t about to tell anyone, least of all Grace. 

 
It was after two in the morning and Randy had already booked 

Robin for a bicycle ride in Central Park and left. Robin kissed Grace 
goodnight at the bottom of the stairs, and standing less than a foot 
from Nick, who had his arm wound around Grace, just said, 
―Goodnight,‖ and started up the stairs.  

Suddenly, she turned around, looking very dramatic, came back 
down and moved right up to Nick. ―Thank you, I had a great time. 
You were fantastic,‖ she said to him. 

Instinctively, like he would with anyone, he reached out and 
wound his free arm around Robin, bringing them all into a bundle. 
―Group hug,‖ he said in the silly Genie voice from Aladdin.  

Robin giggled, then smiled at him, then at Grace, and then shook 
her head as if she were shaking out the sillies and went back up the 
stairs to her room. 

The second she was out of sight, Nick wrapped both his arms 
around Grace, pushed her up against the wall, pressed himself against 
her, and kissed her so deep she felt it all the way down to her toes. 
He‘d been waiting the entire night to grab hold of her, watching where 
and how much he kissed her and touched her in front of Robin. The 
force of his kiss knocked them off balance, and they practically 
tumbled onto the stairs, and undoing shirts and pant zippers, they 
stumbled and crawled up until they fell into the bed. 

 Grace felt like a goddess, in love with the god of gods, Zeus, on a 
cloud over Mt. Olympus, looking down at the mere mortals of Earth. 

 
Standing with Robin and Randy on the sidewalk in front of the 

apartment, Grace watched Nick climb into a cab for his Sunday 
matinee, her hand in the air, waving back to him, still a little unsteady 
from his big bear hug and kiss goodbye. Yesterday, they‘d done a 
tourist tour of New York with Robin—the Russian Tea Room, The 
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Metropolitan, the Museum of Modern Art, the Cloisters, and the 
Whitney. They‘d all stood, side by side in Grace‘s favorite room of the 
Whitney, holding hands, staring at Edward Hopper‘s painting of the 
woman in gray. You’re smiling now, Grace thought. Just feeling Nick so 
close to her, holding her hand, calm, had put a coating of love over 
her past.  

―Mom?‖ 
―Robin.‖ 
Robin turned and looked Grace straight in the eye. ―Could you 

please hold onto him a little longer? I want to spend the summer 
here.‖ 

―Not to worry,‖ Randy said. ―When they‘re over, you can stay 
with me,‖ he offered, opening the trunk of the Mercedes and locking 
Robin‘s gear inside for the trip to the airport. 

Robin leaned in to him. ―Hey, thanks.‖ 
Grace got quiet. So she and Nick would be over. And pretty quick, 

too, according to Randy. 
Randy looked at Grace‘s face. ―Yep. Picket fences are in short 

supply these days,‖ he said. ―Sorry, Grace, but it‘s true.‖ 
―They always were,‖ Grace said, softly. 
―Hey, Randy…‖ Robin stared at him. 
―The answer‘s No.‖ He opened the car doors and walked around 

to the driver‘s seat. ―Your mother never asked, but no, I‘m not an Ex. 
Not even a Once.‖ 

―So many Ex‘s, so few friends,‖ Grace said, smiling, sliding into 
the back seat. 

―True,‖ Randy said. ―But I don‘t remember Nick ever giving me 
the choice. He and I go way back, ladies, way before fame and 
fortune. I‘ve seen it all.‖ 

―Don‘t Ex‘s stay friends?‖ Robin asked. 
―Do you?‖ Randy asked back. ―Stay friends with old boyfriends?‖ 
―Sometimes,‖ Robin said, sitting in the front with Randy and 

closing the door. 
 ―Yeah,‖ Randy said. ―It depends on how big a prick they were. 

Buckle up.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ Robin said, handing Randy an open bag of pretzels. 
 
Grace and Randy were quiet on the way back to the apartment, 

silently finishing the pretzels. 
―You don‘t approve,‖ Grace said. 
Randy looked at her, then realized what she meant. ―No.‖ 
―Why?‘ 
―Sorry, Grace. It‘s nothing personal, I think you‘re great.‖ 
―What, then?‖ 
―He‘s not…a relationship person.‖ He snickered, hearing himself. 
―That‘s what he says.‖ 
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―Yes.‖ 
―Is it because I‘m a woman?‖ 
Randy gave her a look. ―What‘s that got to do with anything?‖ 
―Just wondered…‖ 
―He‘s always dated women, if that‘s what you were going to ask. 

He prefers women. He likes women best,‖ he said, silly. 
Grace laughed. 
―I think it‘s the breasts,‖ Randy giggled. 
Grace took a pretzel. ―You still don‘t approve.‖ 
―Not because you‘re a woman.‖ 
―He said if he wasn‘t rich and famous it would be hard to hold 

onto friends.‖ 
―That‘s true.‖ 
―Boy.‖ 
―Look, Grace, I‘ve gotta say I‘m thrown. Maybe I‘m just jealous.‖ 
―Randy. That would be half the population of the world joining 

you.‖ 
―You‘re tight. You‘re with him all the time. You stay up late 

nights. I miss it.‖ 
Grace‘s belly ached for Nick, just thinking about him. Randy 

looked over at her and grabbed a handful of pretzels from the bag. 
―Look,‖ Randy said. ―He‘s a magnet. It must feel nuts. He 

must…okay, I don‘t know what it feels like to be him, 
but…hey…forget it, no one wants to wreck a friendship.‖ 

―No.‖ 
―It has to feel nuts.‖ 
―I‘m not exactly simple myself,‖ Grace said. ―Even without him, 

things are pretty crazy. 
They searched the bag for the last crumbs. 
―I mean you and me,‖ Randy said. 
―What?‖ 
―Nothing‘s gonna wreck my friendship with Nick. But I like you. 

That‘s what I meant.‖ 
―Oh,‖ Grace smiled at him. 
Randy thought for a few moments, and they drove in silence.  
―How bout I go visit Robin?‖ he said. 
―Sure.‖ 
―Not really,‖ he said. 
―What?‖ 
―You‘re not really sure.‖ 
Grace stared at him, trying to understand. 
―Do I mean friends, or what?‖ he said. 
―Oh,‖ Grace got it. ―Okay, do you mean friends or what?‖ 
Randy looked at her. 
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―You‘re the one making a point here,‖ she smiled. ―Don‘t try to 
trap me in some double standard just because we‘re talking about my 
daughter.‖ 

Randy grinned. ―Okay, friends then. Unlike Nick, I only date men, 
anyway.‖ 

―Randy, do you really want to be any closer to Nick? Really? 
Randy thought. ―Duh.‖ 
―Really.‖ 
―No one gets close to Nick.‖ 
―Oh.‖ 
He looked at her. ―Sorry. I‘ve seen the whole parade, and I‘ve 

never seen anyone get close. And no one wants to wreck a 
friendship.‖ 

―No.‖ 
―No.‖ 
―Maybe romance is a way poor second to friendship,‖ she said. 
―Ha!‖ Randy yelled, holding up the last whole pretzel. 
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11 
 
 
The wind whooshed through the canyon, shaking the plane, dropping bits of 

rock fragments on the wing, and pelting the windows with dust the size of hail. The 
red dust streaked the wet windows like her daughter’s old finger paintings. 

 

 
 
It was windy on the set, freezing behind the lights and broiling 

under them. Nick‘s run in the play was over, and now he was shooting 
a film in New Jersey. He and Grace sat comfy in canvas chairs on a 
street corner, watching cars hit their marks over and over while the 
director said ―Cut,‖ and ―Again.‖ 

―Come with, we can play in my trailer,‖ Nick had said at four in 
the morning. ―You can help me with the lines.‖ 

―I can massage your back,‖ she smiled, sleepy, and happy to be 
asked. 

―Yes, that‘s it. And other parts.‖ 
They packed up ―Battleship‖ and ―Uno,‖ and the deck of magic 

cards Nick was working on. Grace had started carrying quarters 
around with her, practicing slight of hand. She was already pretty good 
at making scarves change color, but Nick was in love with the Chinese 
rings. 

―If it‘s magic we are, then magic we‘ll be,‖ he‘d said, awing her. 
 
 ―Places, please,‖ the second assistant said to Nick. 
―Hold my chair, dear,‖ he said into Grace‘s hair while he kissed 

the top of her head, dumping his ―Uno‖ hand in her lap and pulling 
his long, gorgeous self out of the canvas seat. ―No peeking.‖  

Grace never got tired of looking at him. She watched him take his 
place on the street corner, under the boom mike, in front of the white 
silk light reflectors and temporary cardboard screens, and put her chin 
in her hand. People still hadn‘t figured out they were more than 
friends, even though they arrived together and left together, and Nick 
liked to kiss and hug her all day, like she was his beautiful pet and 
lucky talisman in one. They stared sometimes, but never asked either 
one of them about it.  

It was March, and she‘d had more fun in this one month than in 
all eighteen years with Paul. 

―Grace?‖ 
It was Wills, Nick‘s agent. He still looked troubled, still sad. 
―What‘s up?‖ she smiled at him, stopping short of taking his hand 

and asking him what was wrong. 
―Hey, you want to work?‖ 
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Grace didn‘t know what he meant but said ―Sure. What‘ve you 
got?‖ 

―We lost a day player yesterday. The director thought it‘d be fun if 
you did it.‖  

Grace lit up. ―You mean acting?‖ 
―Yeah. You‘re an actress right? You okay with the unions?‖ 
She nodded. ―Inactive. Like ten years,‖ she laughed. ―What is it?‖ 
―A waitress.‖ 
―Oh, waitresses were my specialty. I‘m very good with food.‖ 
He laughed too, and Grace was glad she cheered him up even for 

a second. 
―You get a scene with Nick.‖ 
―Oh my. Hey, did you ask him first?‖ 
―It was his idea. Everybody thought it was a cute idea. Publicity 

and all that.‖ 
―Cool.‖ 
―Shoots tomorrow. Give me your social security number and I‘ll 

take care of the unions for you.‖ 
 
On the set the next day, Nick tied her little waitress bow around 

her neck and ran his hands through her hair. ―Can‘t be all that 
beautiful.‖ 

―Stand here, Grace,‖ the director pointed to a white piece of tape 
on the ground behind the Formica counter. 

She moved over onto the spot. He handed her a pot of coffee.  
―Okay, rehearsal.‖ 
Grace poured Nick a cup of coffee while he read the menu. 

Suddenly he looked up at her. ―Don‘t have my glasses,‖ he said. 
―Would you like me to read it for you?‖ Grace said, in character. 
―Just tell me what I want.‖ 
She smiled at him. ―Tuna‘s good. Blintzes are nice.‖ She put the 

coffeepot down. ―We‘re out of caviar.‖ 
He shook a package of sugar in front of him, keeping his eyes on 

her. 
―Tuna‘s good. Hold the tomato.‖ 
She nodded and turned away. 
―Cut.‖ 
That was it. 
 
―Hey, Grace, Nick.‖ 
―Wills,‖ Grace said. 
―Come and see the dailies. Want you to see ‗em.‖ 
 
In the screening room back in New York at eight o‘clock, Grace, 

Nick, Wills, the director, and half a dozen assistants sat in cramped 
seats, eating fast food, watching choppy take after take from the day. 
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When Grace came on, everyone got quieter. Grace sank into the seat, 
her hand half covering her face, and Nick, grinning, tightened his grip 
on her knee. 

―Again, please,‖ the director said. 
―They‘re going to cut it, I know,‖ Grace whispered. 
―Grace,‖ Wills whispered to her. 
She leaned over to him. 
―There‘s so much chemistry between you up there, they don‘t 

know whether to cut it or make your part bigger. 
She sat up and looked at him. 
 
The next day they added a love scene. 
They smeared Grace and Nick with body makeup and then 

glycerin and everyone on the shoot tried to get a good view of Nick 
with no shirt on. 

Nick was so thrilled to be kissing someone on camera that he felt 
like kissing, he started kissing her before they were finished setting the 
lights. The second he put his mouth on hers, Grace forgot there was 
anyone else around, and wrapped her arms around his neck. Everyone 
who was watching moved closer. 

―Speed,‖ the director called for the soundman. 
―Roll,‖ he whispered to the cameraman. 
Grace forgot where they were, losing herself in his mouth and 

skin, feeling him heavy over her. 
―Action.‖ the director said to Nick, who had the first lines. ―Just 

let it roll,‖ he whispered to the cameraman. 
Nick was more interested in the fact that he was lying on Grace in 

front of all these people than in what he was really supposed to be 
doing there, which was perfect. He lifted himself up and looked at her. 
She felt him hard and huge against her through their underwear, right 
there in front of everybody, and gasped in surprise. They had 
permission to be outrageous. This was acting. This is what they were 
supposed to be doing. She‘d seen it on screen, it was what she was 
taught, it was supposed to be real. 

The sheets were pulled up high, and no one could really see 
anything. She felt totally released. The more she relaxed and gave into 
her feelings, the better. Kinky and art at the same time. It made her 
giddy. She smiled at him, feeling all watery and breathless and in love, 
and then for a moment they both almost burst out laughing, which 
made the director smile. Nick remembered his line, and when they 
were finished with the scene, and the director called ―Cut,‖ everyone 
watching wondered why they hadn‘t seen before that they were lovers.  

Grace and Nick stayed in the bed for three hours, doing different 
angles and close-ups, getting up once, together, wrapped in robes, to 
go to the bathroom. They stayed in the bed after they finished 
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shooting the scene and the lights were turned off and everyone went 
to lunch. 

―Here or in the dressing room,‖ Nick said. 
―Here,‖ she whispered into his neck. 
They were very quiet, and Nick moved very slowly, and the sheets 

stayed over him. Though Grace‘s arms were up behind her head, and 
Nick was buried inside her, no one passed by, and no one noticed. 

 
At first it looked like a cold. Randy was sneezing and coughing, 

and Nick and Grace tossed him zinc lozenges and Benadryl and stayed 
away. At one in the morning, he called. 

―Grace?‖ he whispered hoarsely. 
―Whoa, you sound awful.‖ 
―I can‘t get the fever down.‖ 
―Unlock your door. Lay down. We‘ll be right there.‖  
Randy‘s apartment was in Chelsea, on Fifteenth, dark and trendy, 

still looking like the warehouse district Grace remembered. Two 
blocks from where she‘d lived with John. Industrial doors opened 
onto a loft, spacious and bright. Grace quickly noticed Randy‘s easel 
was up, and the wonderful smell of paint and linseed oil wafting over 
the huge, bright canvases that covered the walls. Randy sat on the 
couch, gray-faced.  

―My God, man,‖ Nick said. 
Grace felt his forehead. He was at least a hundred-and-four, she 

thought, remembering nights in steamy bathrooms and lukewarm tubs 
with Robin. ―We have to get this down,‖ she said. ―Have you taken 
anything?‖ 

Randy nodded. ―Doesn‘t help.‖ 
―What‘d you take?‖ She ran into the bathroom and started the 

water running.  
―Advil. Tylenol. Don‘t remember.‖ 
Nick picked up the phone. ―Who‘s your doctor?‖ 
―They‘ll never answer.‖ 
―Do you have an address book?‖ 
―Of course.‖ Randy was the most organized person Nick had ever 

known. He pointed to a small antique table. ―There. Dr. Goodwin.‖ 
Nick left a message on a pager, and hung up. 
Grace came out. ―Let‘s get him in the tub.‖ 
Nick hauled Randy to the bathroom, and they both took off his 

clothes and helped him into the beautiful, gleaming clawfoot tub. 
Steam almost rose from his hot body, then dissipated in the cooler 
water. Grace kneeled down beside the tub, filled her hands with water 
and poured it over Randy‘s neck and shoulders, while Nick held him 
steady. 
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In ten minutes that seemed like an hour, the doctor still hadn‘t 
called. Grace got up and searched the medicine chest for a 
thermometer. 

―I feel better,‖ Randy said, looking hopeful. 
―Open,‖ she said, pressing the thermometer‘s start button and 

sticking it in his mouth. 
They leaned down and watched the numbers on the digital display 

go up and finally stop at a hundred and four. 
―Must‘ve been a hundred five,‖ Grace said, dropping the 

thermometer into a paper cup on the sink and pouring rubbing 
alcohol over it. 

Nick looked at her. ―Let‘s get him to the hospital.‖  
Grace called for an ambulance, and was told there was a wait. It 

was a bad night —car crashes, shootings, mayhem. ―Bring him in a 
cab,‖ they said. 

Nick got him out, toweled him off, wrapped him up in a robe, 
took him down stairs and into a taxi, and together they practically 
carried him into the Emergency Room at Roosevelt Hospital. 

 
Randy was barely conscious all night, and the nurses shooed them 

out of his room, so Grace went to the Cafeteria for food. They ate in 
the waiting room down the hall, started nodding off on the plastic 
couch, finally curling up together and falling asleep. The nurse woke 
them up at three in the morning. 

―You can go home,‖ she said. 
They sat up, all stiff, their hair stuck to their heads, and rubbed 

their eyes. 
―Is he okay?‖ Nick asked. 
―The fever broke, he‘s sleeping. It‘s a pneumonia.‖ 
―I‘d just as soon stay, if that‘s alright with you,‖ Nick said to the 

nurse. 
―Go home,‖ she said. ―If there‘s a change we‘ll call. He‘s being 

monitored.‖ The nurse was young and pretty, and clearly amazed at 
who she was looking at. 

―Can I go in?‖ Nick asked. 
The nurse struggled with some version of the rules in her head. 

―Come with me for a minute.‖  
Nick took Grace‘s hand and they followed the nurse down the 

hall. She stopped in front of an open door.  
―Here,‖ she said. ―You can take a look.‖ 
Nick leaned on the doorjamb, pulling Grace up next to him. 

Randy was hooked up to bags and tubes, but sleeping peacefully. 
―Excuse me,‖ the nurse said, looking first at Nick and then Grace. 

―Are you his significant other?‖ 
Nick smiled. ―Does it make a difference? About visitation or 

anything?‖ 
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―I need some family history, drug interactions.‖ 
―Where‘s Dr. Goodwin? He has all that.‖ 
―He‘s not here yet. And yes, it makes a difference who you are this 

time of night.‖ 
―I‘m his sister,‖ Grace jumped in. 
―Perhaps you were just curious,‖ Nick said, too sleepy and worried 

to be polite. 
The nurse blushed.  
―Listen,‖ Nick turned, bent down and studied the nurse‘s nametag. 

―Carol,‖ he flashed his biggest movie star smile, ―can we spend the 
night in there,‖ he nodded to Randy‘s room. 

Carol, with all that wattage directed at her, forgot all the reasons 
why not. Having Nick Wyler and Grace Patton, together, across from 
her station, was too big a thrill to turn down. ―Sure,‖ she said. ―Just 
don‘t wake him up.  

―Thank you,‖ Nick said, and pulled Grace into the room. 
At around seven in the morning, Carol walked in to check his 

temperature and pulse, and Randy woke up. Without thinking, Nick 
and Grace had taken turns staying awake—Grace was sitting up in the 
chair closest to Randy, and Nick was sprawled, asleep, in the other, his 
legs extending halfway across the room.  

―Hi, Randy,‖ Grace said. ―You look great.‖ 
Randy rolled his head over and smiled at her. ―You been here all 

night?‖ 
―Sure.‖ She leaned forward, trying to stay out of Carol‘s way, 

trying not to wake Nick. ―How you feelin‘?‖ 
―Crappy.‖ 
―Yeah,‖ she nodded. 
―His temperature‘s down to a hundred two,‖ Carol said. ―That‘s 

good.‖ 
―Thank you for letting us stay,‖ Grace smiled. 
―No problem.‖ 
Nick woke up, smiled at Randy and stretched his long arms. Carol 

stopped looking at the thermometer and stared at him. 
―Hey, I‘m over here,‖ Randy said to Carol, not really joking. ―Do I 

get to eat? Or is it tube food for me?‖ 
―I‘ll get you the menu,‖ she said, and left the room, but not before 

smiling shyly at Nick and Grace. 
―Randy, old fellow,‖ Nick said, ―get some rest. I‘ll be back later. 
―Thanks,‖ Randy waved him away, tired. 
―Eat your breakfast,‖ Nick said, and ruffled his hair.  
―Bye, Randy.‖ Grace touched his shoulder gently. ―See you a little 

later. Sleep.‖ 
Randy nodded and closed his eyes. 
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Sitting in Randy‘s apartment, watching him alternately paint the 
huge canvas set up in front of him, and pick at the noodle casserole 
she‘d brought from the downstairs deli, Grace listened to Randys 
favorite list—Nick‘s exes. 

―Jessica,‖ Randy said, reluctantly exchanging his long handled 
brush for the fork. 

―What?‖ 
―Her name was Jessica. Is. Longest relationship before you. 
―Oh.‖ Grace hated hearing the old gossip. ―Could we please talk 

about anything else?‖  
―No. I‘m the sick friend. I get to choose the topic. Jessica‘s still 

around.‖ 
―Oh. Great. Fascinating.‖ She turned back to her laptop, open on 

the dining table. ―Eat. It‘s time for your meds.‖ 
―I haven‘t forgotten them in eight years, I‘m not about to now. 

She was a production assistant, and now she‘s a producer. You‘ll run 
into her, too, one day.‖ 

―Yeah, well, I‘m sure she looks old and tired, and we‘re just now 
getting distinguished.‖ 

―Put a sock in it.‖ 
―No. I‘m the visitor. I get to say whatever I want.‖ 
―She was a bitch.‖ 
Grace swiveled sideways in the chair and studied Randy. ―True?‖ 
―No,‖ Randy laughed, and put down the brush. ―She was okay. 

Ga-ga over him.‖ 
―Like me.‖ 
―Yeah. No. You‘re not the ga-ga type.‖ 
―Sure I‘m not,‖ she grinned. 
―Not the usual type.‖ 
―Thank you. So, what did she have that was so great? 
―Breasts.‖ 
―Really?‖ 
―Yes. No. Actually, I don‘t know. She had a great job. No. I‘m just 

looking for a reason. She wasn‘t a witch. She was pretty, but so is 
everyone in New York. He liked her. That‘s all. 

―What happened?‖ 
―Darren happened, or Deseree, or Daniel, or Delilah or someone. 

I thought I remembered each and every one, but they sort of blur 
together.‖ 

―So do you hate me?‖ Grace picked pills from several bottles on 
the table and brought them over to Randy, a whole fistful. 

Randy held the pills still in his hand. ―Why would I hate you? 
―Because you love him,‖ Grace said, simply, holding out a huge 

glass of water. 



The Dream Man 

139 

 

Randy sat there for a moment, looking at the water. Then he 
tossed all the pills into his mouth, swallowed them, took the water 
from Grace and chased down the pills. ―Long ago,‖ he said. ―Very.‖ 

―You lie. Eat, or the antibiotics‘ll kill your stomach.‖ 
Randy picked up the noodle dish, lay back in his chair, and ate. 

―This is good. Thank you.‖ 
―My pleasure.‖ 
Randy looked at her. ―Now you‘re talking like him.‖ 
―Oh. You do hate me.‖ 
―Shit. No. I love you. That‘s how it works. It‘s supposed to. You 

talk like him, he talks like you. In twenty years, you look like each 
other.‖ 

―Twenty years, huh? My.‖ 
―Grace, okay, you got me.‖ Randy looked suddenly relieved. He 

picked up the brush and painted again, long strokes, bright colors 
dripping on the floor on the way to the canvas. ―It‘s like the movie, 
Four Weddings and A Funeral. The life-long friend adores Hugh Grant, 
only he can‘t see it. He doesn‘t know.‖ 

―He knows.‖ 
―Of course he does.‖ Randy picked up a bigger brush, a 

housepainting brush, and started working the colors. 
―He loves you,‖ Grace said. ―Maybe it‘s you I‘m afraid of.‖ 
―Don‘t think so. Not in this lifetime, anyway,‖ he grinned. 

―Grace,‖ his face turned serious. No one ever gets over Nick. He‘s 
like the truck that ran you over. You never forget.‖ 

―Nice.‖ 
―This city is full of his casualties. Walking wounded.‖ 
―The Desperate, the Miserable…‖ 
―Really, no joke. Watch yourself.‖ 
―I can‘t, Randy,‖ she sighed. ―Can‘t be crazy in love and watch 

yourself at the same time. Whatever happens happens. I lived through 
it before…‖ 

―You lie.‖ 
Grace pulled a stool over and sat next to Randy. ―Yes. I do. Okay. 

So…is there someone in your life? Someone who‘s not living with 
me?‖ 

Randy gave her a look. 
―I never see you with anyone more than once.‖ 
―Listen, I‘m just a party animal. A flavor of the week kind of guy. 

It hasn‘t gotten old for me the way it has for Nick.‖ 
―Not yet.‖ 
―Not yet. Maybe not ever.‖ 
―Maybe you can have whatever you want,‖ she insisted. 
―Maybe,‖ he grinned at Grace. ―Maybe if you hold onto Nick, I 

can finally be free to love again–huh?‖ 
―Absolutely. Give it my best shot,‖ she smiled back at him. 
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―Grace, you‘re full of it.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―You think you somehow have a legitimate worry, a good reason 

to hold back.‖ 
―Huh?‘ 
―I mean, he‘s going to leave you for a man, right? Really, Grace, 

Can‘t you tell he‘s not gay?‘ 
―I…‖ 
―He‘s nothing like me, anyway. Genetically completely different. 

What the hell does it feel like when he fucks you?‖ 
―Randy.‖ 
―Don‘t be coy with me. I know you fuck.‖ 
Grace wanted to laugh, but felt her cheeks turn hot. 
―You‘re bright pink. So, can‘t you tell? What does it feel like?‖ 
―Look…‖ she started. 
 ―Like he‘s really there?‖ 
―Okay. Yes. He‘s really there.‖ 
―I believe it. He‘s like a god, right?‖ 
―Enough.‖ 
―No. So he‘s your very own god, right?‖ he smiled. 
Grace just turned redder. 
―God of love. God of nature. God of the woods,‖ he said. 
Grace finally loosened up and laughed. 
―God of …jazz,‖ he continued. ―My personal favorite.‖  
God of jazz, she thought. ―And longing.‖ She looked at him 

carefully. ―I like that.‖ 
―I like longing,‖ he said. 
They both thought about that a moment. 
―Yeah, well you could be feeling all that having sex with yourself 

and just thinking about him,‖ he said, going back to laying paint on 
the canvas. ―Sit still.‖ 

She sat still. 
―So, are you somehow worrying that he‘s fucking you but thinking 

about Sean Connery or something? That‘s what I‘d be doing. God 
knows, maybe half of mankind do that. Don‘t answer. Don‘t move.‖  

He painted for awhile. Grace watched his face as he dropped his 
brush hand and looked at her. 

―Nick doesn‘t do that. Doesn‘t have to. He just says no. No to 
fucking if he doesn‘t feel like it. Anyway, he could probably sleep with 
Sean Connery if he wanted to, so what‘s the point?‖ 

―No point,‖ she said, trying to stay still. 
―No. Look, I don‘t care who he‘s slept with or what he likes to 

think about himself, he‘s just not about to walk off into the sunset 
with some guy. No way.‖ He lifted his brush and made a few furious 
strokes, then leaned back and studied the canvas. 

―Can I see?‖ 
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―No. Stay.‖ All of a sudden he turned his full attention on her. ―I 
can‘t promise you he‘ll never cheat on you. Sorry, if that‘s what‘s 
worrying you. Hell, Grace, you gonna send him away just because 
you‘re scared of what he might do? My temp‘s been nearly normal for 
two days. You don‘t have to babysit me anymore.‖ 

―You‘re babysitting me,‖ she smiled. ―And doing a very good job 
of it.‖ 

―Well, I‘m done.‖ 
Grace looked at him, ―Babysitting?‖ 
―No. With your portrait.‖ 
Grace got up off the stool. ―Okay?‖ 
―Okay.‖ 
She walked around Randy and stood behind him, staring into the 

stunning colors of the canvas, trying to make out any kind of image. 
―That‘s me?‖ 

―Can‘t you tell?‖ Randy laughed. 
She took a few steps back, and all of a sudden she saw herself, sort 

of floating, in close up, through the intense blues and golds. 
―That‘s beautiful,‖ she gasped. ―I didn‘t know.‖ 
―Next time you can be naked.‖ 
Grace smiled.  
―Did I hear the word naked?‖ Nick‘s voice boomed from the 

doorway. 
―Ahhh. The second shift,‖ Randy said. 
―Yes, and just in time, it seems.‖ He walked over to them. ―What 

are you staring at?‖ 
―Me,‖ Grace said. 
Nick walked around and studied the painting. ―Beautiful.‖ He 

kissed Grace gently, looking at her and then the painting. ―Randy, old 
friend, you need a show. You‘ve been keeping these private long 
enough.‖ His eyes swept the walls. Gorgeous paintings stood between 
wooden slats all around the room. Some hung on the walls, some just 
stood on tables. ―You‘ll have to part with some of them. You can start 
with this one.‖ 

―It‘s yours,‖ Randy said. 
Nick grinned at him. ―I was going to buy it, you goose.‖ 
―No, it‘s yours.‖ 
―Thank you.‖ 
―My pleasure.‖ 
Grace giggled. 
―What?‖ Nick said.  
―I‘ll tell you later,‖ Randy said. 
―Yes, you will,‖ Nick smiled at him. 

―The next one, though  if Grace will sit naked, and you will, 

won‘t you?  will cost you big time.‖ 
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―Deal.‖ 
Grace gathered up her laptop. ―See you both later. Be sure to tell 

all my secrets.‖ 
―There are no secrets,‖ Nick said, sweeping her into his arms. 

―None at all.‖ 
 
―Who do I root for?‖ Grace asked, standing nearly courtside at 

Madison Square Garden, two weeks later, watching the New York 
Knicks play the Los Angeles Lakers. 

―Where do you live?‖ Nick turned to her. 
She smiled at him. ―Here. The Big Apple. But I feel like a traitor. I 

know those guys,‖ she pointed to the purple clad Lakers. 
―When you come with me to England, you can root for my Rugby 

team.‖ 
Grace looked over at him like he‘d said something profound. She 

looked around her at all the celebrities, then realized she was one too. 
―Grace,‖ Nick said, ―Wills thinks you should test to play Daisy.‖ 
She looked over at him, stunned. 
―Actually, it was my idea. We lost Gloria, and you know how 

happy that makes me. They‘re testing a bevy of ladies next week. Why 
don‘t you join them?‖ 

―But I‘m nobody.‖ 
―You don‘t have to be anybody, you have me. It‘s very romantic. 

Author snags leading man and leading role.‖ 
Grace felt overcome. ―What if I‘m terrible?‖  
―Well, you‘ll test. Do a few scenes. I certainly won‘t let you be 

terrible. They seem to think we‘re quite hot together. I don‘t feel like 
arguing about it.‖ 

Grace sat down. This was all almost too much. 
―Do you think Robin would like a production job for the summer? 

Ohhhh...Bad call, bad call!‖ He yelled to her over the crowd. 
―Charging! For God‘s sake. Grace?‖ The half-time whistle blew. 

―Hey, man.‖ 
―Eric.‖  
Grace‘d never seen Eric before. He had short black hair, and 

diamonds in his ear. Another Very Handsome Man. New York was 
full of them. Enough for both of them to sift through for years. 
Randy had run her through Jessica and Jennifer and Cara and Terence 
and Alice and about a dozen others, but there hadn‘t been anything 
about an Eric. Was this friend or foe, she thought, then, I‘m an idiot, 
they‘re all friends. We‘re all friends.  

―Grace, this is Eric, Eric, Grace.‖ 
―Nice to meet you,‖ Eric said, putting out his hand to shake. 
Grace smiled and took his hand.  
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Eric put his left hand over hers, making a sandwich of Grace‘s 
fingers, then let go and turned back to Nick. ―We‘re cutting a track 
next week, you should come.‖ 

Grace realized this would be the curse of her life with Nick, 
however long it lasted. Men and women hitting on him everywhere, 
night and day, right in front of her. Wait, was Eric hitting on him, or 
really only a friend? Or was a friend now, but once something more? 
Or vice-versa. She was going to make herself crazy looking at every 
face that came by as if it were a threat. Nick‘s face held no clue. It was 
in elegant buddy mode. Slightly silly, slightly cold, slightly boyish, 
slightly detached.  

Well, old boyfriends, old girlfriends, new faces. Bring them on. 
There was no room in this affair for insecurity and neurosis. She‘d 
have to figure out a way to deal with all the bodies. She‘d have to 
straighten out her own view of herself, or she was going to get lost in 
everyone else. If they ran into an old boyfriend of hers, he‘d be 
intimidated by Nick. But Nick‘s hordes of fans just ignored her. 
They‘d push her aside if she let them. She was totally inexperienced, 
but damn she‘d better learn. 

Bonnie was the first person who‘d ever threatened her. Was this 
what all women went through every day? If Daisy, her heroine in 
Dream Man, couldn‘t deal with it, not even in Grace‘s imagination, 
how could Grace deal with it in real life? With she and Nick, or one of 
them, at least, in the wrong bodies? How far could she and Nick go if 
she couldn‘t even imagine it? All of a sudden she wondered if she‘d 
been too hard on Paul, not giving him a second chance. She hadn‘t 
even caused a scene, fought for him. It was as though Bonnie had 
given her the excuse she needed to leave him, and she was almost 
grateful to her. She wondered how Nick would feel if some hunk 
started chatting her up. All this was taking only seconds, and now 
Nick was smiling at her. 

―Grace,‖ he said, taking her hand, ―we‘re going to get something 
to eat, would you like a hot dog?‖ 

―A pretzel. Please.‖ 
Nick put on his hat and dark glasses, and hunched down a bit, and 

he and Eric walked up the stairs. 
Grace stood there, stunned, for a moment, wondering what she 

would have done if it had been an old girlfriend, instead of an old 
boyfriend. And she didn‘t even know what kind of friend Eric was. 
What if it had been Jessica? Would she have let them go off together 
so easily? Would he have even done it, gone off with her? Did she 
have the power to stop him? Did she want to stop him? Did she want 
to get into the business of telling him what to do? Ridiculous. Was 
Nick a prick? Would he just walk off with anyone anytime? Had she 
got it wrong? Was Eric only a friend? No ex? Did it matter? With a 
man—was there some buddy thing that made it different? She didn't 
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know. She wished she‘d paid attention to their conversation, really 
listened to Eric like he was a person. She looked down, and saw her 
foot grinding into the concrete. She was swearing and stomping like a 
perturbed child. Shaking it off, she looked around her, at all the 
thousands of people, and decided to go to the bathroom.  

The line took forever. She watched woman after woman, 
wondering what it would be like to actually live alone again. She‘d 
gone from the sorority house to Europe, to her parent‘s house, and 
then into an apartment with Paul. She‘d never even paid her own rent. 
If it wasn‘t for Nick, she thought, it might actually be fun. No one to 
think about but herself. 

On the way back down the hallway, she stopped at a drinking 
fountain. When she lifted up her head, there was a Very Handsome 
Man smiling at her. He had blond hair to his shoulders and a body by 
some god or other. 

―Hi,‖ he said to her. 
Wow, she thought, he doesn‘t even know I‘m famous. ―Hi.‖ 
She moved away, started walking back, and in a moment he was 

walking next to her. ―Where are you sitting?‖ he asked. 
―Down there,‖ she pointed. 
―Good seats.‖ 
―Yeah.‖ 
―I‘m Rodger.‖ 
―Grace.‖ 
He shifted his weight. ―You like basketball?‖ 
―I love basketball. I play basketball.‖ 
―Cool. Are you alone?‖ 
―No.‖ Grace looked around and felt like she was in a supermarket, 

and all the foods were men. She smiled a big Grace smile, tickled by 
being asked. 

―Can I take you to dinner sometime?‖ 
Grace was speechless. 
―Okay, listen, I know this is New York, I won‘t ask for your 

number.‖ He reached in his pocket and handed her a business card. 
―Here‘s mine. Call. I know a great Italian place.‖ 

She took the card and grinned at him. ―Thanks,‖ was all she could 
get out. 

―Okay, maybe I‘ll see you.‖ 
She walked down to her seat shaking her head. Nick was alone. 

―Where‘s Eric?‖ 
―Up there,‖ he pointed higher up in the stands. ―What‘s that?‖ he 

took the card out of her hand. 
―Rodger. I got asked out.‖ 
Nick tore up the card and dropped it on the ground. ―I‘m going to 

have to keep my eye on you.‖ 
―And what about Eric?‖ She hated the tinny sound of her voice. 
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Nick tilted his head, amused. ―What do you think, my dear?‖ 
―I try not to think. I believe what you tell me.‖  
―Good girl.‖ 
That‘s it, she thought. No explanation. No prying, no old stories 

and remembrances and reassurances. 
Halftime was almost over and people were taking their seats. The 

cheerleaders were still going strong. 
―Nick?‖ she blurted. 
―Grace.‖ 
―Don‘t you miss men?‖ She pointed to the court, and the ten 

huge, sweaty men taking off their warm-up jackets. ―Being with men?‖ 
―What?‖ he nearly laughed out loud. Then he looked closely at 

her, no longer amused. ―Oh, this is about Eric.‖ 
Grace looked miserably at her boots. Was she some insecure little 

girl just hanging on him? 
―Well, I don‘t explain myself,‖ he said and turned his focus to the 

cheerleaders doing high kicks and tossing their hair around. 
―You didn‘t waste any time ripping up Rodger‘s card.‖ She almost 

reached down to pick up the pieces. She‘d paste it together. Call him. 
Two could play. She felt even more ridiculous and stupid. ―Don‘t be 
stupid,‖ rang in her head as though Randy was shouting it in her ear, 
like a mantra. 

Nick was about to wave his hand and dismiss the ripped card as a 
sweet gesture of his masculine possessiveness, but then realized he 
really wanted to tear up the card. Actually, he wanted to tear up 
Rodger. ―Poor Rodger,‖ he said. 

―Yes. Poor Rodger.‖ 
―Allright, I‘ll explain myself.‖ 
Grace took a breath. 
―You are you, and Eric is Eric, and if you want me to be 

trustworthy, you‘d damn well better trust me, or I‘ll get quite cranky. I 
don‘t like being guessed. I don‘t want you wondering. And I don‘t feel 
like discussing every detail of my life at this moment. If it helps, I 
don‘t miss much of anyone or anything, and I haven‘t since I met you. 
Not jocks, as you insist, for what reasons in your head I don‘t know, 
and perhaps you should take a good look at, and not the supermodel 
of the month, though it does cross my mind occasionally. And so 
what. I‘m sorry to disappoint you by turning out to be so square and, 
sorry to say, straight. This year at least. And there is such a thing as 
‗just one of the boys,‘ and ‗a night out with the boys,‘ just as I don‘t 
expect you‘re going to end up in a daisy chain during a ‗night out with 
the girls.‘ Is that quite enough?‖ 

Grace felt her face turn red, angry, embarrassed. She felt like 
walking away rather than deal with her own feelings. She always felt 
like walking away.  
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Almost irritated enough to ignore her, for a brief second he could 
see how distressed she was. In spite of his natural armor, he thought 
about her and softened. 

Grace could feel the change in Nick as though he were touching 
her. He was warm now, so warm she could feel him again. If Nick 
could talk, she could talk. ―Look…‖ she started. 

He turned to her. 
―When Paul and I first got together…‖ 
―A story. Good,‖ he interrupted, very careful not to smile. 
―Yes. At our first party, there I was, sitting on the floor around the 

coffee table, and I realized that the eight people sitting around the 
table with me, all around me, all women, had either lived with him, 
dated him, or slept with him at least once. And these women were 
now my friends. I didn‘t know how to be jealous. No idea. It wasn‘t 
cool.‖ 

―I see. And now that you‘re a world-famous writer, and free of 
him, you‘ve evolved into a jealous fool.‖ 

―Yeah. That‘s it.‖ She turned and looked him straight in the eye. 
―A jealous fool.‖ 

―Me as well,‖ he said, right back at her, amusing himself again. 
―Oh.‖ 
On the arena floor, practice balls passed from player to player and 

in and out of the hoops. Grace searched Nick‘s face for jealousy 
―Yes. You notice I didn‘t waste any time tearing up that poor 

man‘s business card,‖ he looked towards the ground. 
―I noticed.‖ She smiled. 
―Poor Rodger and all.‖ 
―Poor Rodger.‖ 
He thought for a moment. ―Sorry.‖ 
―What?‖ 
―I should have invited you to come.‖ 
Grace‘s eyes opened wide. 
―Not used to thinking of anyone else,‖ he said. 
―No.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―No. I mean, what if an old girlfriend had come up to me and we 

were going to go to the bathroom, do I need to invite you?‖ 
He laughed. ―I certainly hope so.‖ 
Grace shook her head as though she were trying to shake moths 

out of it. 
―It‘s a mystery, Grace. Leave it that way.‖ 
She smiled at him, not wanting to reach for him in such a public 

place. 
Nick was not so shy. He wrapped his arm around her waist and 

kissed her forehead. ―Don‘t wait for the other shoe to drop, Grace, 
I‘m not that great a catch. Not for you.‖ 
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―Half the people here would push me down the stairs to get at 
you.‖ 

―I‘d be down the stairs, picking you up,‖ he said. 
She was so in love with him it amazed her. 
 ―Look, what makes you think you won‘t get tired of waiting for 

something to change before it really does? Anyone can get through 
the infatuation part of it. I imagine long term, however, though I‘ve 
never done it, takes real fortitude for anybody. How do I know that 
the next card you get handed, you‘re not going to make the call, 
especially now that you‘re no longer a virgin. Lord, you‘ve been 
handed your first number. There will be many others, I assure you. 
This world is full of card givers. I‘ve been through most of them. 
What‘s to stop you? What if, no matter what I say, no matter what I 
do, you still believe, deep down that I‘m going to follow Eric out of 
here instead of you?‖ 

―What if, deep down, that‘s what you‘re supposed to do?‖ 
He thought about that for a moment. ―I believe I would know that 

by now. I‘ve been through this many times, Grace. I would know by 
now.‖ 

The crowd screamed for the cheerleaders. Grace stood wondering 
what she was really afraid of. And how much of it had to do with 
Nick and how much with her. 

―At any rate,‖ he yelled over the shouting, ―am I under a spell? 
Have I no free will?‖ 

―Yes,‖ she said. ―No. Nick…‖ 
―Are you that powerful, my love?‖ 
The question stopped her. It had never occurred to her that she 

had any power at all. She shook her head. ―It‘s not my spell.‖ 
Halftime was over, the players were running. 
―It‘s yours,‖ she said. ―Your spell. I‘m under it.‖ 
Nick smiled at her, but he was back to watching the game, and she 

could see, thinking about whose dream he was really in. 
Suddenly, he reached to his hand, pulled off the Oxford class ring, 

and turned to Grace, holding it out to her. 
She looked at the ring in his hand, then up to him. 
He took her left hand and put the ring on her index finger. ―We‘ll 

get it fixed,‖ he said. 
She stared at it, then at him. 
Just as the crowd around them stood up and roared at a three-

point shot, he leaned down and kissed her. ―Goin‘ steady,‖ he said. 
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There was no soft dirt, no trees. No grass, or flowers, or rabbits. Just rock. 

Orange rock, like rusted metal. It ground against the wheels, screamed in her ears. 
They stopped. Everything was bright orange. Then gray, then black. It was dark, 
and she was asleep, not knowing she was. Not dreaming. 

 

 
 
It was like looking into a bank of mirrors, seeing thousands of 

Graces and Nicks, knowing they went on forever, infinitely. Grace 
spent the mornings rewriting and rewriting the screenplay for Dream 
Man, rewriting their lives within lives, and Nick looked it over in the 
afternoons and made suggestions. They played the scenes over and 
over, improvising, making changes. 

―I don‘t want to write it, and I don‘t want credit,‖ he said. 
―Why?‖ 
―Because I have my own projects. This one‘s yours. I‘m not giving 

you credit when you help me, and you do.‖ 
―You wrote it in the first place,‖ she said. ―It was your story.‖ 
He smiled and tweaked her cheek. 
 
By the time she reached final meetings with the producers and 

director, no one had another suggestion, and no one wanted to bring 
any other writer in for changes. 

―This works, Grace,‖ the director, Chris Rawlings, whose movies 
Grace loved, and who she‘d almost single-handedly promoted to 
direct the film, pronounced, closing the script and putting his hands 
over the cover. 

―Nick worked on it too, but he doesn‘t want credit,‖ she said. 
―He‘s right, he‘s got his own projects. Grace, we lost Gloria Epson 

last week. Will you test for Daisy?‖ 
She looked at him. ―You‘re all very silly about this.‖ 
―No. I saw the stuff you did with Nick in that other film. You‘re 

perfect together.‖ 
―It‘s too cute.‖ 
―You‘ve got the goods, you should do it.‖ 
 
Grace stood outside the screening room while everyone, including 

Nick, was inside, watching her test. Her heart was going so fast it was 
making her march up and down, counting squares and circles and 
cracks in the asphalt, making her dance. 

This was ridiculous. She knew several other actresses, well-known 
ones, had auditioned before her, and they‘d all done the same 
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scenes—one of the early fantasies and the end. Some had refused to 
test and only met with the producers, Chris and Nick, some had sent 
professionally made tests on video, some had come to the studio to do 
the scenes under Chris‘s direction. 

Grace had sat through the tests. Chris‘d made her, she was the 
writer after all. Sinking into her chair, trying almost to disappear, she‘d 
watched, wincing as Nick held each of the increasingly beautiful 
actresses. Nick‘d grinned at the seriousness on her face and squeezed 
her hand, but she‘d looked around at the producers, the director, the 
cinematographer, and wondered what she was even doing in the 
room. She couldn‘t even remember letting go of Nick‘s hand or 
standing up and practically running out the door. And now here she 
was wandering around in the cold air, hugging herself. 

Chris came out first. ―Grace, we all agree that you should do this, 
come in and see for yourself.‖ 

Nick came out with the cinematographer, deep in conversation. 
They both walked up to Grace. ―Come see, dear,‖ Nick said, taking 
her arm. ―You make me look good.‖ 

―He‘s right, Grace,‖ Chris said. ―He‘s different with you. Anybody 
can see you‘re in love with him.‖  

 
It was a big trailer, big enough for both of them, the games, cards, 

books, laptops, yoga tapes, guitar, electric piano and food they 
brought with them. Big enough for Nick‘s saxaphone and her clanging 
nerves. 

But she was beyond merely nervous. Beyond even knowing how 
she was. Her first day in front of a camera in fifteen years, the first day 
of filming for Dream Man, and there wasn‘t anything for her to do but 
be herself, which, of course, was the hardest thing of all. No character 
to hide behind—it was all her.  

―So, you think Chris‘ll make a good movie?‖ she whispered to 
him, sitting down next to him in a make-up chair in front of a huge 
mirror and bright, waiting Judy lights. 

―And not some drivel?‖ he joked for the hundredth time. 
―Something puerile that‘ll hang us out to dry?‖ 

―That‘s it,‖ she said. ―Not puerile.‖ 
―Relax dear.‖ 
―Sure,‖ she said, trying hard to relax. 
―Really. It doesn‘t matter.‖ 
She looked at him with a copy of one of his silly faces. 
―It doesn‘t. You‘ll see.‖ 
There was a knock on the trailer door. 
―Who is it?‖ yelled Randy from the kitchen, where he was carefully 

unpacking bottled water, plugging in the juicer, taking a phone call and 
reviewing location photos for the set decorator. Grace watched Randy 
multi-task effortlessly, thinking he was a handsome poster child for 
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living gracefully with HIV, and thanked God again that Nick was 
healthy. She‘d laughed the first time she‘d seen Nick‘s collection of lab 
tests, every three months like clockwork, going back years, carefully 
stapled and filed and stored. He‘d made her get one too, before they 
threw the condoms in the back of the closet. ―Who knows where 
you‘ve been,‖ he‘d said. 

―Dorothy. It‘s Dorothy.‖  
Nick himself got up and opened the door for her. ―Welcome to 

Oz,‖ he said, for probably the hundredth time, and embraced her. 
Grace could see her cheeks flush. 

―This is for you.‖ Dorothy held out a pale pink T-shirt on a 
hanger. 

―Thank you,‖ Grace got up and took it from her, feeling the 
fabric, wanting to bury herself in it and go home. 

Dorothy was Nick‘s lucky charm. More than a wardrobe lady, she 
was family. Nick got her work on every film, even if he had to pay her 
airfare and hotel and meal bills himself. What does a dream man wear? 
they‘d all tried to figure. ―Black,‖ most everyone said. ―White,‖ Grace 
said. ―Nothing at all,‖ Dorothy had said, laughing, and everyone 
agreed it made the most sense.  

Nick was more than willing. They‘d tested a few things, and ended 
up with him naked from the waist up in front of blue screens and 
green screens, and sometimes just naked. Grace had long ago stopped 
thinking about anything having to do with the production. She 
couldn‘t think with part of her brain, and then give up thinking in 
order to act. She had to be intuitive all the time. Nick loved wearing 
both hats, producer and artist, and so she let him. 

―Your clothes are in the closet,‖ Dorothy said to Nick, twinkling. 
Nick opened the closet door and it was empty. 

―Really now,‖ he grinned at her, another daily joke. 
Dorothy handed him a pair of gray sweatpants. ―These‘ll do,‖ she 

said.  
The make up man, Phil, was in the doorway. ―Ready?‖ he asked. 

Phil was handpicked by Nick too, since Nick hated being fussed with 
and Phil was quiet, not all chatty, fast, and always made him look 
good. Debbie, the hair lady, was right behind Phil. ―Come on out 
when you‘re done with everything else, okay?‖ she said, and left. 

―Come in, Phil,‖ Nick said, gracefully lounging back down in front 
of the mirror and lights as though he were born to it, the script in 
front of him, putting his half-eaten English muffin on the Formica 
countertop. ―You‘re supposed to be nervous,‖ he said to Grace, 
offhand, as though he were simply picking up their dropped 
conversation. ―Everyone‘s always nervous. I‘m nervous. You never 
get over it. You get past it.‖ He grabbed her arm and pulled her down 
for a kiss. ―Don‘t make her more beautiful than me, understood?‖ he 
deadpanned at Phil. 
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―Not possible,‖ Phil said. 
Grace thought that was true.  
Phil stood in front of Grace and stared at her face, inch by inch. 

―You‘re supposed to be asleep, right?‖  
―Right.‖ 
―I don‘t want to do too much. Sit down.‖ 
Grace sat next to Nick at the counter, in front of the lights, and 

Phil worked on them at the same time, matching the colors, looking in 
the mirror, smoothing and softening her face, accentuating Nick‘s 
angles. When he was done, they looked exactly as they had when he 
started, only better. 

―Let‘s go,‖ the first assistant knocked on the open door. 
―Rehearsal.‖ 

Nick took her hand and led her out onto a stage that looked like 
her old bedroom. He carefully set her on the bed under the lights, 
then stepped back to his mark behind them.  

A shiver went up Grace‘s spine that wasn‘t only nerves. Nick was 
really there. Exactly as he had been, in her bedroom, long ago. It 
brought it all back to her, making her remember more and more every 
minute. Some of the terror was coming back to her. Fear and longing 
at the same time. She wondered if Nick would ever remember. She 
lied down on her side, facing the camera in close up, Nick behind her. 
Later, she would do a voice over. For now, she just remembered the 
dream, and Nick followed the words in her head. 

She is asleep, on her side, facing a mirrored wall. The dream man’s hand loops 
over her waist, lays itself flat on her belly. She feels the rest of him press up behind 
her. Somehow they have slept together in his huge bed, as friends, in the warm, 
brown, masculine sheets. He was completely dressed, too, at three am when they 
couldn’t finish one more square of the crossword puzzle or one more sentence of the 
discussion they’d been having since one, but now she feels his skin and chest hair 
against her back. He pushes her shirt to her neck, pushes his fingers up through 
the hair on her neck and into her scalp, holding them there, holding onto the mass 
of her hair.  

She is startled. She lets out a gasp of surprise. He says nothing. Perhaps he’s 
asleep, she thinks, perhaps I’m an old lover in his dream. Am I one of hundreds 
who’ve been in this bed? She doesn’t dare turn. She won’t wake him.  

His hand travels away from her waist, down her thighs, and then she feels 
him, hard and warm, through his heavy cotton sweats. Is this how it will end? she 
thinks. Or how it will start? All of a sudden there is no more fabric between them. 
He is not asleep. His skin is smooth and moist. Soft. Automatically, she pushes 
back. It is what she has done in dreams. But this is not a dream. There are real 
smells. Food and tea left out on the nightstand. These were not in the dreams. But 
she moves back into him, lifts her chin, and lets out a deep sigh. What should she 
do? What does she want? Is she his friend? Or his lover. Can she be both? He 
stretches his long torso over her shoulder, kissing her mouth. “Daisy,” he says. 

―Cut,‖ Chris called. ―That was nice.‖ 
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Grace smiled. Nick‘s hand was around her waist, he was pressed 
up against her, warm. She could do this all day. 

―Again,‖ Chris called, and they started over. 
―Take two,‖ the clipboard snapped. 
―Speed.‖ 
―Roll camera.‖ 
They did that over and over, getting the camera‘s movements just 

right, a tracking shot moving in on them, on her face. 
―Okay, let‘s set up the next shot,‖ the assistant director called out.  
 
After about an hour, changing the lights, the camera position, they 

were ready. 
Grace got out of the bed and stared at Nick. He sat up. 
―Daisy,‖ he said, as the dream man. 
―Who are you?‖ she asked him. Then, before he could answer, she 

cried out, ―You‘re not real.‖ You‘re not real and you can‘t love me. 
Please, leave me, ‖ she begged, angry, stepping back. 

Nick looked devastated, as though an entire world was crumbling 
in front of his eyes.  

Her heart went out to him, and she started crying. ―Please, go 
away.‖ 

―I can‘t go away,‖ he said, getting off the bed and putting his 
magnificent arms around her, making her look up to see him as the 
camera moved in tight on the two of them. ―You belong with me.‖ 

―Cut,‖ Chris said. Before Grace could wipe her eyes, Nick dragged 
her behind the camera to see the video tape of the scene. He stood 
her in front of the monitor and made her watch. Her eyes opened 
wide. There was Nick, making love to her, exactly as she remembered. 
―Looks good,‖ Chris said. ―Again.‖ 

Grace stared at Nick when they walked back to the set, wanting to 
ask, not wanting to ask. 

He touched her face. ―You look quite stunning, Grace. Don‘t 
change a thing.‖ 

She sighed. They did it again and again, adjusting the camera 
angles, adjusting the lights, doing close ups of both of them. She 
thought she‘d get tired and run out of steam by the fifth or sixth take, 
but every time Nick said the words he‘d said long ago, she came 
unglued. Every time was like the first. When they were done, and back 
in the trailer, she asked him, ―Do you remember? Anything?‖ 

―No,‖ he shook his head. ―I know that I‘ve known you, but I 
don‘t remember this.‖ 

 
Grace stood near the make-up table on a New York soundstage, 

near the fake doorway of the fake home of the dream man, and waited 
to hear ―Action!‖  
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It was Monday, a week later. In a moment, Nick, as Michael, 
would be ripping off her, as Daisy‘s clothes. Buttons would go flying. 
She would end up nearly naked. That frightened her, just the way 
Daisy was supposed to be frightened minutes before walking into 
Michael‘s lavish home. Daisy and Michael would be having sex for the 
first time. 

Last Wednesday, Daisy had met her dream man, now real, now 
Michael, for the first time. Grace as Daisy had sat on an office floor 
surrounded by bags of soil and a watering can, and Nick as Michael 
had brushed by her. Grace‘s fictional dream man, Michael, like the real 
Nick, was rich and famous. He was an international playboy 
businessman, with hundreds of women to choose from, and he chose 
a new one often. Daisy was a landscape architect, like Grace. Michael 
had somehow come across Daisy‘s business card and hired her. He‘d 
found her. But he‘d never know that he‘d come across the universe 
for her. 

Grace was reliving the scenes of her life in front of a camera. 
Every minute, every word Nick said, every word of the script he‘d 
somehow said to her long ago, made her remember more. And now 
that she could remember, she could remember the pain. How much it 
hurt to feel such intense longing and need for someone who didn‘t 
exist.  

She could remember staring at the computer screen, tied up inside, 
unable to think of anything but the dream man. She remembered 
being a zombie, a person who stared at the walls. She remembered 
writing through the night, night after night, falling asleep during the 
day over a sandwich. She remembered never wanting the feeling to 
end, and being so scared of it she thought she was insane.  

On Thursday, they‘d shot a date in a restaurant. On Friday, Daisy 
with a friend. On Saturday, Daisy realizing Michael is the dream man. 
When Grace as Daisy stared into Nick‘s eyes across Michael‘s rose 
garden, it was exactly like staring into his eyes that night at Randy‘s 
party. Every time she looked in his eyes, she saw not only the dream 
man, but the Magician. Whenever Nick looked at her, his eyes turned 
darker and deeper, and she believed he would remember. He had to. 

Grace waited. The lights were being moved, the camera shifted, 
the set touched up. She thought about lying naked in Nick‘s arms all 
day. Though the set was closed to everyone but a skeleton crew, there 
were people everywhere. Phil dabbed at her forehead. She smoothed 
her jeans and shirt. Through the fake doorway, across the fake hallway 
of Michael‘s house, she could see Nick, in dress pants and a blue linen 
shirt, talking with the cameraman. In a few minutes, the shirt would be 
in her hands. Dorothy had twenty shirts for each of them, knowing 
they‘d be destroyed after each take.  

―Roll,‖ Chris called. Then, ―Action.‖ 



The Dream Man 

154 

 

Nick as Michael was waiting for this minute. Daisy had been 
putting him off and putting him off, knowing that, though he was her 
dream man, he couldn‘t be for her. She would be disposable. She 
didn‘t believe Michael could love anyone. But Michael does love her. 
His heart has opened up so much to Daisy, he can‘t believe the way he 
feels. He can barely keep from touching her.  

Grace as Daisy walked into the hallway and stood there, looking 
around, finally offering herself, willing to let anything happen, hoping 
Michael can love her.  

Nick as Michael lunged at Grace as Daisy, holding her arms, 
holding her against the wall, and then stopped just short of kissing 
her. Nick looked in Grace‘s eyes and realized how he felt, and instead 
of kissing her, he touched her forehead. He put his fingers in her hair. 
She looked in his eyes, saw the dream man there, and gasped. The 
second her mouth opened, Nick‘s mouth was on hers. He lifted her 
off the ground and wrapped her legs around him, pressing her against 
the wall, kissing her.  

With the camera following them, he carried her into the living 
room, dropped her on the huge couch, and tried to unbutton her shirt. 
Both of them realized it was too delicate a job, the buttons were too 
small, he was in a fury. Frustrated, Nick just pulled, and the buttons 
flew. He undid his own shirt, throwing it off while she undid his belt 
and zipper. They started laughing, falling off the couch, kissing and 
pushing and shoving each other all over the floor, trying to get each 
other‘s clothes off. They bumped into the table. Nick suddenly sat up, 
picked her off the floor, and carried her out of the living room.  

―Cut,‖ Chris called. 
 
Grace slouched down in her seat, trying to disappear. The 

screening room, the same one she‘d run from while everyone else had 
watched her test for Daisy, was filled with assistant directors, 
producers, makeup and hair, the director, editor, cinematographer, 
Nick, and people she‘d never seen before. Her face was burning. She 
touched her cheek with her icy hand and was startled by her own heat. 
To her the dailies looked like pornography. What would Robin think? 
Paul? Laughter burst out. Ohmygod, she thought. 

―This is great,‖ Chris blurted. ―Funny.‖ 
Okay, she thought, maybe I‘m wrong. She sat up and tried to 

watch objectively. Nick, his eyes glued to the screen, gripped her hand 
tighter.  

She watched herself kissing Nick with all the feeling she always 
had for him, not caring who was watching. To her, it was like a home 
bedroom video, done big budget. They hadn‘t been acting like they 
were making love, they were really making love.  
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On screen, Nick was now completely nude, standing over her. 
―It‘s what my public wants,‖ he‘d said to her, grinning, when Chris 
had planned out the scene.  

By the time they‘d shot all the close-ups and above the bed shots, 
and slow shots of hands and arms and mouths, they‘d both come 
about five times, and no one watching had a clue they were doing 
anything but acting, except that they were ―Damn good at it,‖ as Chris 
said.  

For Grace, seeing Nick‘s face inches from hers, looking at her the 
way he always did, always made her melt, always made her heart race. 
Without telling her beforehand, Nick, on top of her and covered up 
with a sheet, entered her and stayed inside her for the next hour. The 
second she‘d felt him, she was so stunned she almost sat up, but then 
simply gave in to him. He did whatever he wanted, and she responded 
as she always did, as though they were alone in the universe. Grace 
had felt like a melted candle, covered in makeup and Nick.  

―Oooooh.‖ Dorothy led the reaction to a particularly passionate 
kiss. 

Grace slumped down again. 
―It‘s very sweet, dear, really, you should watch. Very sweet,‖ Nick 

nuzzled her quickly and then went back to concentrating on the film. 
Through the fingers over her eyes, Grace could see that Nick as 

Michael was clearly the most gorgeous man in the world, and you 
could see all of him. Their eyes were locked for long minutes at a time. 
It wasn‘t pornography, it was two people totally in love. Or was it? 
She couldn‘t tell. It was way too scary. She shouldn‘t be here. She 
started to get up. Nick held her down. The screen went dark. 

―Grace,‖ Chris turned in his seat in front of her, kneeled on it and 
leaned over the back to talk to her. ―It‘s really lovely. Really, it is. 
We‘re rooting for Daisy. It‘s tense. It‘s funny. It looks like you‘re 
seeing into each other‘s souls, and all that.‖ 

―Dear,‖ Nick said into her ear, ―It‘s because you can‘t hide your 
feelings for me.‖ 

Grace, in spite of herself, cracked a smile. 
―That‘s it,‖ Chris said. ―You look totally natural and real. 

Adorable. Loveable. Just what we wanted. We‘re rootin‘ for you.‖ 
Now she was embarrassed. She was behaving like an amateur. 

Joanna Banks would never behave like this. She would be the 
consummate professional. Or maybe she…hey, you never know how 
someone really is. ―Okay, yes, okay, I‘m…it‘s…‖ She mumbled to 
them both. 

―Yes,‖ Nick said.  
Chris laughed. 
Grace sat up. She would be professional. She trusted Chris and 

Nick. She would believe them. It was a small picture, a romance. 
There were no huge effects or action sequences, it was all about the 
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people. If they thought they had a winner, maybe they did. At least 
they were having fun. 

Chris smiled and took Grace‘s free hand. ―If it doesn‘t help you, I 
don‘t want you here anymore. Go home and just be Daisy, okay? Let 
me worry about the rest of it.‖ 

 
Two weeks later, at nine in the morning, Grace opened her eyes. It 

was a day off. Robin was in town and out early with one of the fellows 
Nick had introduced her to, and Nick was still asleep, exhausted and 
gorgeous, beside her. Just before she could turn over and tuck herself 
back into Nick, Grace looked out the window. Suddenly the day was 
too beautiful to stay in bed, even with Nick in it. Chuck thought so 
too, he nuzzled her, his leash in his mouth and dragging on the floor. 

On the sidewalk, Chuck became engrossed with some invisible, 
delicious smell, and Grace stood ready with a plastic bag. She thought 
how disgusting it was that people didn‘t pick up after their dogs, or 
even after themselves. All of a sudden Chuck growled.  

Grace looked up. Paul was standing on the sidewalk, tall, angry, 
only two feet away, holding out a bouquet of flowers. 

She stared at the orchids and freesias, not moving. ―Thank you.‖ 
―You‘re welcome.‖ 
He moved a step closer. ―Can I see you?‘ 
Grace took a step back, ―No.‖ She held tight to Chuck‘s leash.  
Paul looked down at the huge dog and moved away from him, 

closer to Grace. ―I‘m at the Waldorf.‖  
―That‘s a nice place,‖ Grace said. 
―I want to see you.‖ 
Grace stared at him, feeling angry. She wanted to push him into 

the street. Fame had made her more interesting. She thought about 
Nick, how he must feel with the newly interested always on his trail. 
How Grace had reached him, through his celebrity. How people are 
magnetized to you as soon as everyone knows who you are. As 
though you‘re suddenly better. Looking at Paul, she saw that in 
eighteen years, neither of them had improved on the other. She almost 
cried thinking of all that lost time.  

―Paul, why are you here?‖ she asked. ―Are you here to see Robin?‖ 
―I‘m here to see you. And Robin.‖ 
―She‘s out. You can page her.‖ 
―Look, a lot‘s going on with you, It‘s pretty exciting. I‘m happy for 

you. We were together for eighteen years, Grace. I want to be your 
friend, even if that‘s all you‘ll let me be for a while. I don‘t want to see 
you get hurt.‖ 

―The way you hurt me.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―That‘s good. Robin would like us to be friends. We should be.‖ 
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―You know this is bizarre,‖ he gestured to the apartment. ―It can‘t 
go anywhere.‖ 

―I‘m managing just fine.‖ 
―I don‘t want to see you get hurt.‖ 
―Yes. Well, thank you.‖ 
He looked down for a minute, then straight at her, angry. ―Are you 

getting back at me?‖ 
Grace stared at him. It all came back to her. He thinks it‘s about 

him. Even I‘m about him.  
―Sorry. That was stupid.‖  
Grace couldn‘t ever remember hearing that kind of apology 

before. 
―Robin told me where to find you. She likes Nick,‖ he said. 
―What do you want, Paul?‖ 
―I want you. I want you back. Eighteen years is a long time.‖ 
She looked at him, totally surprised. He‘d come for her. He must 

be lonely, she thought. ―You don‘t like being alone.‖ 
―That‘s true. I like being married. I want to be married to you.‖ 
―Oh, God, Paul, so much has happened. I know that Bonnie‘s 

gone. I‘m sorry.‖ 
―Shit. Grace, did it ever occur to you that she was about you?‖ 
―No.‖  
―I loved you. I loved being married to you,‖ he said. 
―I never would have known.‖ She was trying to keep the edge out 

of her voice, trying to keep it light. She was happy now. 
―I‘ve always been reserved.‖ 
She remembered it as a chill. ―It‘s hard to live with, Paul. I like to 

know when I‘m loved.‖ 
―I used to tell you. In the beginning. It‘s easy in the beginning.‖ 
―I know.‖ And she and Nick were just at the beginning. 
―I can be standoffish. Cold sometimes. Difficult,‖ he said, softly. 
She smiled. ―Nothing‘s ever all one person‘s fault. Maybe it wasn‘t 

supposed to last eighteen years. Maybe it wasn‘t even supposed to last 
one.‖ 

―Do we have to stand on the street like this? Can I take you to 
dinner?‖ 

―Was Bonnie the only one?‖ 
He looked down. ―No. There was another.‖ 
―Oh, God, what a jerk.‖ 
―I‘m sorry.‖ 
―No—not you, me. How could I have not known?‖ 
―You had no reason not to trust me,‖ he said. Then, ―I never 

thought you‘d leave. Not for anything.‖ 
―Some things you forgive and go on. Some things—you leave.‖ 
 Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nick, in running clothes, 

standing at the bottom of the stairs, listening.  
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Paul followed her eyes to Nick and took a step towards him. ―Why 
are you fucking my wife?‖ 

―Excuse me?‖ Nick said, on guard. 
Paul stood still, his coat over his arm, staring. 
―Oh. The jealous husband?‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
―Right on schedule.‖ 
―Yes.‖ 
Nick took a breath and calmed himself down. 
―What are you doing with her?‖ Paul accused. 
Nick studied him. He was handsome, green-eyed, and very angry.  
―You‘re gay,‖ Paul said. 
Nick glared at him. ―You‘re an asshole.‖ 
―Fair enough. Look, you don‘t want her.‖ 
―I want her. What are you doing here?‖ Nick took a step closer, 

making Paul move backward. 
―Eighteen years of marriage counts for more than a weird fuck,‖ 

he snarled. 
Nick looked at him, wanting to hit him, and wanting to diffuse 

him. Grace saw him square off and take a step closer to Paul, and 
stepped back herself. ―Look, man,‖ he said. ―We‘re in the middle of a 
New York sidewalk. If you want to throw a tantrum, we‘ll have to go 
off and leave you to it.‖ 

Paul gritted his teeth, pulled a newspaper from under his arm. 
―You don‘t seem to mind it all that much.‖ He waved the paper and 
dropped it on the ground in front of Nick. 

Grace looked down and saw a picture of her and Nick kissing in 
the park with the words ―Just friends?‖ across them. 

―I don‘t get what you see in her,‖ Paul said. 
Grace watched Nick relax and put his hands in his pockets. 
―Now that really makes me want to recommend you to her,‖ Nick 

said with a smirk. 
―You know what I mean.‖ 
―Yes, I know.‖ Nick took a good look at him, hating him. ―You‘re 

not only ignorant, you‘re arrogant about it.‖ 
―Are you going to tell me you love her?‖ Paul said. 
―Yes. I love her. Is that helpful to you?‖  
Grace‘s heart stopped. She looked at Nick, then at Paul. Nick 

wanted to put his arm around Grace, but decided to deal with Paul 
first. 

Paul was totally taken aback. He stared at them. ―How can you?‖ 
he asked. 

―What the hell are you talking about? You‘re the one who treated 
her badly.‖ 

Paul looked down, embarrassed. ―There‘s a natural chemistry,‖ he 
said. ―You can‘t have that.‖ 
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Nick moved toward Paul. Paul was tall, but Nick was magnificent. 
Paul backed up a step. ―How utterly stupid,‖ Nick said. 

Paul thought about that. Nick took another step forward. 
―Do you think I‘d rather fuck you…‖ 
Paul stepped back. 
―…because of what you think you know?‖ 
―Yes. That‘s it.‖ 
―Perhaps you‘d like that. Is that it?‖ 
―Don‘t lecture me.‖ 
―I can guarantee you‘d like it, but I‘m not in the mood.‖ 
―Fuck you.‖ 
Nick laughed. ―Perhaps that wasn‘t the best retort. And, thank you 

I‘m quite faithful these days.‖ 
Paul glared at him. 
―Your problem has nothing to do with me,‖ Nick said. 
Paul took a step forward. ―Then how about you leave so I can talk 

to Grace.‖ 
―I think not,‖ Nick said, barely containing himself, moving up so 

he was towering over Paul. ―Now get the fuck away from us, or I‘m 
going to fucking smash your face.‖  

Paul stared at him. ―Grace,‖ he said, shaking with the effort of 
controlling his anger, ―I‘ll be at the Waldorf.‖ Turning his body 
completely away from Nick‘s, he handed her a little card. ―Here‘s the 
number.‖  

―I know the Waldorf,‖ she said without lifting her hand to take the 
card. 

Nick reached over and pulled her closer to him. 
―Grace, I‘m not going to just go away,‖ Paul said, watching Nick‘s 

arm around his wife as though it were a snake he‘d like to shoot, 
putting the card back in his pocket. ―You need me. Whatever else I 
did badly, however I disappointed you, I was your rock for eighteen 
years. We were a team. We married for love. That doesn‘t go away.‖ 

Nick looked at him as if he were a toad, but decided to let him 
talk. He watched Grace, tried to hear her thoughts. 

―I‘m so sorry I hurt you,‖ Paul said. ―It was the stupidest thing I 
ever did in my life and I wish I could take it back. We were so young. 
We didn‘t know anything. I never learned how to talk to you. But I 
can. So much is happening for you now. I‘m still your rock. Look, I‘m 
not going anywhere. When this is over,‖ he said straight at Nick, then 
moved closer to Grace ―and you know it‘ll be over, I‘ll be there. I‘m 
going to take Robin to dinner, will you come with us? 

Nick looked at her, pulling her in tighter, wanting to choke Paul, 
letting him have his say. Grace stood there, staring at Paul. When she 
left Brentwood, she hadn‘t said anything. Hadn‘t told him she was 
leaving for good, hadn‘t told him how she‘d felt for eighteen years. 
Hadn‘t said how much she hated him. Now he was offering her a way 
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back home. It was the last thing she wanted. ―No. Please tell Robin 
you and I are friends.‖ 

Paul nodded. ―Maybe you‘ll change your mind.‖ 
Goodbye,‖ she said, softly. 
Paul took a breath, and tossed the flowers on the ground.  
Nick tightened his grip on Grace. All of a sudden, she felt hungry, 

felt her body talking to her, and that made her smile. Paul gave her a 
disgusted look. ―You‘re both nuts,‖ he said, then slowly walked away, 
leaving them staring after him, and at the broken orchids and pink 
ribbons spread across the sidewalk. Grace turned to go, but Nick 
seemed glued to the spot, his face red, angry. He picked up the 
flowers and stuffed them in the trashcan. Grace took his hand, and 
they followed Chuck up the street, but Nick wouldn‘t take his eyes off 
Paul until he‘d climbed in a cab and disappeared. 
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13 
 
 
It was warm. Moisture beaded on the inside of the windows of the six-

passenger, red and blue Cessna. Her breathing was deep and steady, and her mind 
was far away, asleep now, dreaming.  

 

 
 
Eric was hilarious. He cracked Nick up just looking at him. ―Tea?‖ 

Nick said. 
―Sure.‖ They both turned to Grace.  
All of a sudden she felt like the housefrau. Nick and Eric kept 

telling stories about Paris and trying to include her, but she was 
extraneous. Why, she asked herself, is this okay with me? Would I 
tolerate a girlfriend—ex or just a friend—in the house all evening? 
Then she remembered she had.  

All of Paul‘s best friends had been girlfriends. Old girlfriends and 
just friends. They became her best friends too. He‘d gone to dinner 
with them, run errands, rehearsed scenes. She remembered how the 
old girlfriends didn‘t bother her, it was the just friends. The ones that 
he spent time away from her to be with. She‘d have to trust Nick. If 
he said Eric was a friend, he was a friend. No matter how much she 
hated it, that was it. 

 
At one in the morning, Nick wasn‘t in bed. She looked down the 

stairs and saw them stretched out on the sofas, still talking, still 
laughing. She went back to the bedroom to write, to think, and woke 
up an hour later in an empty house. She looked around for a note, and 
there was none. They probably went walking, or out for something to 
eat. Or to get naked on the grass in the shadow of Notre Dame, she 
remembered.  

She shook it out of her head. How could she live like this, thinking 
Nick was like Paul, thinking he would never be able to be faithful. I‘m 
the wrong person for him, she thought. Not because I‘m a woman, 
but because I need someone to be faithful to me. How could he 
possibly? Has he ever been? What am I thinking? This wasn‘t 
supposed to go so far. Now my heart will break and I‘ll never be able 
to put it back together. If he can‘t remember that he‘s the dream man, 
then he isn‘t. 

 
Grace piled every pillow in the bed around her, hugging Nick‘s 

tight to her, and invited Chuck to come lie across her feet. Though 
she thought she‘d be staring at the dust flying through the clock‘s light 
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all night, in five minutes she was asleep, and didn‘t even hear the door 
open. 

At four-thirty, when Nick left Eric sleeping on the couch, climbed 
the stairs and saw Grace curled up in the bed, clothed in one of his 
silk shirts and the pearls he‘d given her, hugging his pillow and being 
hugged by Chuck, his heart stopped. Then it started to move upwards 
inside him like a Ferris wheel rising to a sunrise, flying so high that he 
had to put both of his huge, magnificent hands on his chest to hold it 
in place. 

He dropped his clothes on the bedroom floor, carefully kissed her 
eyes, then laid himself gently over her, wanting her, but not wanting to 
wake her. 

An hour later, when Chuck stirred and tickled her ankle, Grace 
found herself covered in Nick‘s long arm, his face at her cheek and 
Chuck‘s silky legs across both their bodies, Nick‘s naked, hers draped 
in blue. Not wanting to disturb a molecule, she stayed awake listening 
to the sounds of all their breathing until dawn, when the birds outside 
the cream-colored curtains sang her back to sleep. Her eyes closed just 
as she was promising that, though she would never ask him where 
he‘d been, and she‘d never ask him to stay, she would also never, not 
ever, wait up for any man, not even the love of her life, her soulmate, 
her dream man, through one more night. 

 
Today Daisy would walk out on Michael. The set was a rented 

office on the seventh floor of a high rise building on Madison Avenue, 
with huge glass windows and the New York skyline right outside.  

Now that they were near the end of the story, Grace was resisting 
her own ending with all her heart. Michael, unable to commit to 
Daisy, would go back to the hundreds of women and short affairs 
waiting for him. But before he could leave her, Daisy would leave him. 
She‘d give him up and go off alone, to find herself, and hopefully, 
another dream man who would stay.  

Grace was so immersed in the story, she felt like she was supposed 
to leave Nick. Or he had to leave her. There couldn‘t be a happy 
ending. There just wasn‘t one. 

Eric was still in town. He‘d camped out with them for a few days, 
then moved in with Randy. It was the way she imagined Nick‘s old 
days. They went to clubs and bars without her and stayed up late 
sometimes, talking about things that happened before she knew him.  

He seemed different, moodier. Quiet when he was with her. She 
could hear less and less of his thoughts, as though he were blocking 
them out, as though he were thinking of someone else. 

When he made love to her, she wondered who he was really with. 
Was he with her, or someone else? Eric? Jessica? Did he have a dream 
man or dream woman of his own? He‘s Michael, she thought, not the 
dream man. He needs the many, not the one. Not her. And she would 
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have to be the one to leave, or she would become trapped. Tinkerbell 
in a bug jar.  

She looked over at Nick, sitting in Phil‘s make-up chair, and tried 
to shake the feeling. She was sick of the feelings, they were ugly, fear 
feelings. Fear of too little love, too much love. She looked at him and 
remembered the days she‘d watched his movies non-stop, feeling an 
aching in her heart and belly as though she were starved, and he was 
the only food anywhere.  

She‘d been writing it off to anxiety about everything, the 
tremendous changes in her life. She figured she‘d be insane if she 
wasn‘t both jumping with excitement and scared to death. She 
remembered now that she thought she‘d seen him before, even then, 
but decided it was just the effect of movie after movie, hour after 
hour, and maybe it was. 

Now that she‘d met Nick, now that she was living the dream in 
the flesh, the full power of her feelings for him were surfacing, driving 
her mind to doubt his feelings for her, making her jealous, making her 
feel weak, and at his mercy. Making her feel as though she belonged to 
him. Not with him, but to him. Everything she hated was in that 
weakness.  

She‘d struggled to become independent. In the year after she 
wrote Dream Man, after Paul had left and the dream man had left, and 
then Robin had left and she was alone, she‘d reveled in her aloneness. 
It was sad, it was scary, it was lonely, but she was in charge. She was in 
control. No one could make demands on her. There were no promises 
that needed to be kept. Now that she could feel Nick‘s pull on her, 
just as if she were back in Brentwood, she was afraid again. Afraid she 
was truly insane, and that Nick would abandon her. 

They had to get the shot done by early afternoon, or the light 
would change. 

Wills was on the set to hand deliver scripts he thought Nick 
should consider, and one for her. 

―Grace,‖ Wills said, handing her a worn copy of Dogeared, warm 
and rolled into a column by his nervous hands as he stood waiting for 
her to finish with wardrobe. ―This is a supporting role with Joanna 
Banks in the lead.‖ 

―Wow,‖ Grace said, opening up to the pages Wills had marked 
with teal Post-Its. Joanna Banks was like the Eleanora Duse of the last 
decade. ―Would I work with her?‖ 

―Yep,‖ he said, grinning. ―You‘re her friend.‖ 
―Am I supportive and boring?‖ 
―That‘s the best part. Joanna does the tragedy. Your part‘s quirky 

and funny. You‘d have to test for it.‖ 
―When?‖ 
―Next week sometime.‖ 
―When does it shoot?‖ 
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―July. In Los Angeles. Where‘s Nick?‖ 
 
―I want you to look at this,‖ Wills said to Nick over Phil‘s arm and 

the back of the make-up chair. 
Nick reached up for the script Wills held in the air. 
―Action-adventure,‖ Wills said. 
―You‘re kidding.‖ 
―It would open up a whole new genre for you. Hero.‖ 
―Sounds like fun. When?‖ 
―Canada. In July.‖ 
  
―I‘d love to see you swashbuckle,‖ Grace looked up from Dogeared 

as Nick laid himself out as best he could in the small canvas chair next 
to hers, and put Wings of the Night in her lap. She picked it up and 
started reading. 

―Wills has been giving us separate boxes of candy,‖ he said. ―Let 
me see.‖ 

Grace handed over her script. 
―Is it good?‖ Nick asked. 
―It‘s terrific. I can‘t believe they‘d consider me for it.‖ 
―When does it shoot?‖ 
―July.‖ 
―That‘s why the separate boxes,‖ he said. He didn‘t like this one 

bit. 
Grace looked at him. 
He pointed to the script in her hand. ―July. In Canada.‖ 
She pointed to the script in his hand. ―Los Angeles.‖ 
―It‘ll be very hot in LA in July,‖ he said. She‘ll be gone, he 

thought. She wouldn‘t follow him. That would be the end of it—he‘d 
reached the end of his self-control. With her gone, it‘d be over. 

She smiled. Nick took her hand, and they gripped each other 
tightly, like a good luck handshake. For Grace, like holding on for dear 
life. 

―Places, please. Nick, over here please.‖ 
 
Nick was comfortable behind a huge oak desk, alternately reading 

the Dream Man script and Will and Ariel Durant‘s World History epic 
for the fifth time. Grace paced up and down, waiting for her cue. 

Chris said ―Action.‖ 
Nick stood up from the desk and walked around it. Grace took a 

few steps in from the door, dressed in jeans and a plaid flannel shirt, 
gardening clothes. 

―You look lovely,‖ Nick said, as Michael. 
Grace shifted her weight and looked out the window. ―You just 

haven‘t seen me in awhile,‖ she said, as Daisy. 
Nick as Michael put his hands on her shoulders. 
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―I‘m pregnant,‖ Grace said as Daisy, remembering what it felt like 
to be pregnant and scared that you weren‘t loved. She remembered 
the passage from the book. She’s come to tell him she’s pregnant. Daisy 
knows there’s been another woman, she can feel it. Her perfume is on his clothes, 
she can smell it across the room.  

Nick as Michael stepped back, walked almost to the edge of his 
desk. ―How‘d that happen?‖ he said, pushing his hair off his face. 

She turned to him.  
―What would you like me to do?‖ he asked. 
―What do you want to do?‖ 
He looked down at her. ―I could‘ve come up with a better answer 

if I‘d had some notice.‖ 
She stared at him, waiting. 
Nick, as Michael, struggled with himself. ―I can‘t, Daisy.‖ 
―What can‘t you?‖ she breathed out.  
―I can‘t love you forever. It‘s not in me. I don‘t know how.‖ 
―You‘re the dream man,‖ she said. 
―No, I‘m not. I‘m only your dream. That‘s all I‘ve ever been.‖ 
Grace as Daisy cried. She remembered the book. The only person he 

has ever loved is Daisy, but he can’t remember that he’s the dream man. He can’t 
remember, and so he wants to let her go. His misses the supermodels. He misses his 
boyhood. He misses what he thinks is his freedom. ―You don‘t have to choose 
for forever, you can choose for today,‖ she said. ―Until you remember 
the dream.‖ 

―I‘ll never remember,‖ he said. ―There is no dream. I don‘t want 
you to wake up every morning and wonder who or what I‘m going to 
choose. I don‘t want to wake up every morning and wonder who or 
what I‘m going to choose.‖ 

She looked at him, feeling Daisy‘s anguish as if it were her own. 
―Then choose once,‖ she said. ―Choose once.‖ 

Nick looked at her, stricken, cold.  
―Cut,‖ Chris called. 
Grace stood there, tears running down her face, thinking this was 

the real end to her story with Nick. It was as though New York were 
swallowing everything up again. It felt like winter, alone at the 
holidays. She felt they were each alone. Forever. Nick would never 
remember, and they would vanish along with Daisy and Michael. He 
would go to Canada to be a hero, and she would go to Los Angeles to 
act with Joanna Banks. They would be friends, and that would be all. 
No more passion, no more romance, no more staying up together into 
the night, in love with each other. She would die. Or she could follow 
him. And then what. Then where would she be. 

 
They left the set at eight. It was still light out, but the darkness of 

the scene was hanging over them like a sheet of steel, blocking the 
light and covering them in gray. There were still more scenes to film, 



The Dream Man 

166 

 

some location shots and dubbing, but both of them felt like it was 
over. The end Grace had dreaded had already happened. Why couldn‘t 
she have written a happy ending? She thought. Why didn‘t she have 
Michael pull Daisy into his arms, ask her to marry him, and walk off 
into the sunset with her? Then maybe the magic would hold.  

They stepped out onto Madison Avenue. Nick took her hand. 
―Let‘s walk,‖ he said.  
He remembered their first meeting in an office building just down 

the street, and lunch at the French restaurant. He remembered 
thinking from the beginning that he knew her somehow, from 
somewhere. He knew Grace felt she‘d known him from the beginning 
of time. He looked at her face, watched her looking up at the stars 
slowly showing themselves.  

They were as quiet as they often were, but where they used to hear 
each other‘s thoughts, holding conversations without speaking, now it 
was just quiet. 

Nick had become accustomed to hearing her thoughts, feeling 
what she was feeling, even across the room, sometimes across town. 
But lately there was nothing but the sounds of his own brain and 
heart. The magic was leaving them. The voices in their ears were 
fading, the channel between their hearts was closing up. Now he could 
see other people, men and women. He could hear them, feel them. He 
was tempted. He was on edge. He‘d never been this far with anyone 
before. He was playing it by ear, like on the stage, only he wasn‘t in 
control. He hated not being in control. That‘s what he‘d always hated 
about love. It was enough to make him walk away. Without the magic, 
he was lost. 

He‘d always held the balance of power in a relationship, always. 
Whatever kind of relationship, business, friends, lovers, one night with 
a total stranger. Everything always had to be about him. What he said 
went, or it was over. He‘d told Eric that he was faithful to Grace.  

―Sure,‖ Eric said.  
Suddenly, Nick, for the first time in his memory, felt foolish. 

―Why? What? was all he could say. 
―Just let me know when you‘re done with that, okay?‖ 
―Idiot,‖ Randy said to Eric. 
Though Nick had absolutely no interest in Eric whatever, it was 

standard for him to always keep everyone guessing. He was grateful to 
have he and Randy to talk to—he couldn‘t very well hang out with his 
women friends, now could he? Even he realized, early on, that women 
were not tolerant of the other women in his life, so he kept it to 
phone calls and e-mail. Jessica, usually cold and brittle, was helpful. 
She hoped at least one man she knew could be a real prince. But as 
soon as she‘d suggested they get together, he knew even talking to her 
was a mistake. Men weren‘t like that, he thought. Friendship was 
friendship. 
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Grace trusted him, she said she did, but she‘d pulled the condoms 
back out of the closet and stashed them around the house. He‘d 
protested. ―I trust you. But I can‘t hear your thoughts anymore,‖ she‘d 
said. Infuriated, Nick had left the house to cool off. He wasn‘t about 
to argue or insist on his trustworthiness. In the last week he‘d actually 
looked around and wondered why he was being faithful at all. Perhaps 
he might take some beauty up on her offer. If Grace was preparing for 
the worst, suspecting it, no matter what he said, he might as well.  

On the other hand, he was crazy jealous every time a man 
approached her. He was jealous of Paul. He was jealous of younger 
men. He was beginning to wonder if he could really make her happy, a 
thought that had never entered his mind before. 

Without her love surrounding his heart, enveloping him in warmth 
and peace, he didn‘t know if he knew how to love her.  

The first time he‘d seen her, he‘d known instantly that she was in 
love with him. Not like a groupie, or the men and women that waited 
outside stage doors and on sets. Not like anyone who‘d ever said they 
loved him. He‘d never really believed that anyone had ever been more 
than just enamoured of his outside. But the moment he met her, he 
knew that she loved him from his insides out. It had been irresistible. 
It was like being in a warm bath, always. Bathed in her love. He felt 
stronger, smarter, a better person, a better man, when he was around 
her.  

He didn‘t like to let her out of his sight not because he was afraid 
she would run off, but because he loved the way he felt when she was 
there. He thought she was beautiful, but that made no difference to 
him. She could have been plain and mousy and it wouldn‘t have made 
a difference. It was the way she loved him that made him love her. He 
didn‘t know what would happen if she ever stopped. Or if she kept on 
loving him, but not in the same way. He didn‘t know the kind of love 
he, himself, was capable of. 

Since Paul had shown up, everything seemed to be in an out of 
control, downward plunge. His friends wouldn‘t stop telling him he 
was out of his mind even thinking about settling in. They missed the 
old Nick.  

He‘d been spending too much time with Eric, he knew it. Hanging 
out. Trying to remember how it felt to be his old self, free. Like 
Michael, he couldn‘t remember the dream, if there really was one. He 
was pulled toward strangers in a different way than his attraction to 
Grace. Not as deep, not anything like what he felt for her, but easier. 
Straight from his body, no heart, mind and spirit involved.  

But Grace kept him so busy in bed that however much he was 
tempted, and he was all the time, he had nothing left for anyone else. 
She was so inventive, he never knew what surprise she had waiting for 
him at night, or first thing in the morning, or in the middle of the day. 
She never demanded anything of him, she just looked at him with 
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some new sex toy in her hand and he lunged at her. She was full of 
fantasies, and pulled him in so far he felt he‘d left the real world.  

Once she‘d showed up at the trailer, on her day off, dressed in an 
impeccable three piece men‘s business suit with tie, her hair slicked 
back, no makeup, and a sock in her underwear. She‘d climbed into the 
trailer, started a conversation with him in a low male voice, and almost 
before he realized it was her, she‘d bolted the door and backed him up 
against the wall, pushing herself against him. In two minutes he had 
her on the floor.  

 If a gorgeous man or woman approached him, and they did all the 
time, right in front of Grace, all she had to do was touch him, and 
he‘d turn the energy of the sexual attraction onto her. But now, with 
the possibility of them separating for at least a month in July, Grace in 
LA, he in Canada, what would he do? What did he want to do? 

He‘d been considering surprising Grace with a house in the 
countryside, where they could get away from all the friends, all the 
men and women. From everyone hounding them all the time. He 
wanted children. It wasn‘t that he wanted some sort of standard, 
‗normal‘ life, he‘d never been interested in that. He just wanted to 
settle down. He wanted to do something important, real, raise a child. 
He yearned for it. It was the most masculine side of him—he wanted 
to take care of Grace and their children. He knew he‘d always felt that 
way. Everything else, all the passing relationships, seemed so boyish 
and selfish. How many years did he have left to sow wild oats anyway? 
He was quite sick of the Peter Pan thing. He was ready to grow up.  

The air was wet, it seemed about to rain. Grace looked up. The 
moon, softened by a silver aura, floated through the pale cloud wisps 
like the center of a wheel—like her wheel of days. She thought of 
begging the wheel to slow down, hoping if she could stop time, she 
would never wonder how much longer Nick would love her. She 
wondered if ladybugs liked the Atlantic as much as they did the 
Pacific.  

She looked around her, three hundred sixty-degree turn like Mary 
Tyler Moore, and breathed in the heavy air. She‘d been here in 
autumn, when everything was gold and falling on the ground, and in 
winter, when everything was white. Now, new flowers hung from the 
trees, and the sidewalks were clear. It was beginning to mist. A hot 
summer rain. 

She watched Nick stare into the dark air, into what was fast 
becoming a drizzle, as though he were about to see something come 
flying past. The hope of something. 

―Nick?‖ she said. 
―Grace?‖ He took his hand out of his pocket and wrapped it 

around her. 
She gathered herself together and looked at him. ―Are we 

disappearing?‖ 
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His beautiful face turned even more serious. All the angles stood 
out and shone like polished marble. 

―Like an ice cream cone?‖ she said. ―A delicious ice cream cone?‖ 
She could barely look at him without wanting to burst into tears.  

―No,‖ he said, and pulled her to him tighter. He did not want to 
have this conversation. 

Suddenly, she stopped, putting one hand on the cold stone of a 
storefront, as if touching something other than him would make her 
more real. ―Are you unhappy?‖ she said. 

―No,‖ he said, too fast. ―Are you?‖  
―Sometimes.‖ She looked at her hand on the stone, then gazed up 

at his face, the face she loved. ―Only when you‘re not there.‖ She took 
a step back, feeling if she stayed too close, she would just melt. ―What 
do you dream about now?‖ she asked, starting to walk again. It was 
easier to talk when you were moving. 

―Everything.‖ He walked beside her and took her hand. Heavy 
mist dropped out of the dark air and surrounded them. Her hair was 
shiny with it, their hands were dotted with droplets. He struggled for 
the truth. ―I want you,‖ he finally said. ―And I want to be free. I want 
kids. I want to be a kid again.‖ 

―And you miss…men? Other women?‖ she asked, knowing the 
answer. 

―Yes. All of them.‖ He grinned for a second, it was an old joke 
between them - his roving eye knew no bounds. Then he looked away, 
nearly angry. It wasn‘t a joke anymore, just old. ―It doesn‘t matter. 
You should know that by now.‖ 

The heavy mist was blowing in their faces, the leaves starting to 
dance all around them, shiny. 

―Nick,‖ she said to the sidewalk, stopping again. ―Maybe I should 
go away for awhile. Just a week. Booksignings somewhere.‖ 

Nick pulled her around so she was looking up at him. ―Are you 
serious?‖ he said, turning icy. No one ever walked away from him. He 
did all the walking. 

―Just a week. Or two.‖ 
He wanted to tell her not to go. To order her: Don‘t go. But he 

was too angry. The mist was curling her hair, dropping it in her eyes, 
making her look even younger, like more of an angel to him. His own 
hair was starting to fall, straight, making him look even more serious, 
more exotic. ―Don‘t test me,‖ he said so forcefully she instantly pulled 
back.  

She thought Am I testing him? Is that what I’m doing? ―No,‖ she said. 
He stared at her for a moment. If they were indeed having this 

conversation he would damn well be in control of it. ―What do you 
dream about now?‖ he asked. 

That was easy. Even with him practically glaring at her, she smiled. 
―Only you. Still only you.‖ 
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―Grace,‖ he suddenly softened, holding her arms, searching for 
words to put to his feelings. 

She looked at his face, so strong, so angry. ―You‘ve been gone so 
much. I‘m jealous.‖ 

He smiled then, knowing he‘d been faithful, but just barely. 
―There‘s nothing going on.‖ 

―Nick…‖ she started. 
―I‘m not an idiot, you know. If it‘s Eric you‘re worried about, I‘m 

not likely to bring someone I‘m cheating on you with home for 
dinner.‖ 

―Okay.‖ 
―Yes.‖ His voice suddenly dropped lower, almost to a growl. ―This 

isn‘t about me. This is about you. You‘re afraid. You‘re far more afraid 
than I am, which is considerable. And you‘re quite wrong about me if 
you think I‘m some tight-ass, inexperienced twit who doesn‘t know 
what he wants, or merely too plain stupid to know what I want.‖ 

―God, I hate being jealous,‖ she said, part wail, part calm 
simplicity, straight into his face. ―I want to keep you under lock and 
key. That‘s what I want. I want to scream at you to stay home with 
me.‖ She shook her head, embarrassed. ―Is that what you want?‖ 

Perhaps that was what he wanted, he thought, so he could blame 
her. So he could have something to fight about, something they could 
say was wrong. Nothing was wrong between them. She was kind, and 
patient, and funny, and beautiful. And he loved her. And he‘d never 
really told her. Not really, out loud. Grace, I‘m in love with you. 
You‘re the One. What was holding him back? Part of him wanted to 
protect her from him, as though it were his fate to hurt her, just as 
Michael had hurt Daisy, just as Grace‘s book had ended. 

―I keep imagining any minute you‘re going to disappear and I 
won‘t even have myself,‖ she said, watching him think. ―All the 
Handsome Men and Beautiful Women,‖ she shook her head to throw 
the images out of her mind. ―They‘re all around you. All the time.‖ 

―That‘s the way it is. It doesn‘t matter.‖ 
―It does. When you‘re gone, when you‘re with Eric, or—

wherever—I keep asking myself, what can I really have with you? 
Nick, what can I have with you? Really? Cheated-on wife. Interim sex 
toy. Friend. The only one that appeals to me is friend.‖ 

He tightened his hands on her arms, really angry now. ―You want 
to run,‖ he said. 

―No…‖ 
―You can‘t have answers quickly enough, so you want to run away 

and sign books. The question is not ‗Who is Nick?‘ but ‗Who is 
Grace?‘ ‗Will she run before she finds her answers?‘‖ 

―This is not about me!‖ she shouted. ―Oh, God, it is. Look. I 
don‘t want to be number two. Number two after nights out with the 
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boys. Or girls. I want you here. I want to be number one. I hate this. I 
hate feeling like this.‖ 

Suddenly, he let go of her and straightened up to his full height, 
towering over her. ―You‘re going to leave, are you?‖ he said, quiet, 
furious, incredulous, as if it were enough to stop her. 

―Oh, God, no,‖ she practically whispered. ―No.‖ She reached out 
for him, feeling his warm body through his damp sweater, curling her 
face into him. 

―Good.‖ His voice was ice. 
―Nick, I can‘t hear you inside my head anymore.‖ 
―So what?‖ More ice. 
―So, I had a husband who cheated on me. I did that.‖  
―You ran,‖ he said, almost accusing her. 
Grace just looked at him. 
He held her out in front of him and spoke right into her face. 

―You ran away. Things got a little ugly and you ran away. Now you 
want to run again.‖ 

The mist was turning into tiny drops, landing on her eyelashes. She 
put her hand on his chest, feeling his body through the sweater, 
smelling him, wanting him, and yes, she thought, wanting to run. ―No. 
No running,‖ she said. 

And then she heard him. 
He wasn‘t saying anything, but she heard him. What he wanted 

was to have a baby with her. He wanted her to have his baby. That‘s 
what he wanted. She looked up at him as though he‘d handed her a 
diamond. And through all the love pouring out of her heart for him, 
she almost shook with fear. She was afraid to take it. 

He looked down at her and knew she‘d heard him. It was only a 
half-formed thought, but so strong it pushed through the space 
between them. Good. The thought was out. 

In a year she would be forty. She wanted to have Nick‘s baby 
more than she wanted anything except him, and here they were with 
so little time. 

Soundless, thoughts kept passing between them through the air. 
Baby. Run. It almost knocked Grace over, the force of it. And she 
couldn‘t censor any of it. 

I don’t know what I’m doing, Grace thought. I’ve been with one man for 
eighteen years. What do I know about anything? 

―Are you pregnant?‖ Nick asked, breaking the silence, nearly 
anguished at how deep inside this he was. 

―No.‖ 
I wish you were, he thought. That would solve everything. 
Grace‘s heart was pounding. ―I don‘t want an arrangement,‖ she 

finally said. ―An agreement like some of your friends have so they can 
have a wife and a home and children. I don‘t want to wonder who 
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you‘re sleeping with. I don‘t want you to start hating me because I 
want more from you than you can give.‖ 

No longer angry, he wanted to ask what she did want, but, of 
course, he knew. Or thought he did. 

―I want to be loved forever for me, not because you want to be a 
father,‖ she answered his voice in her head. 

There was silence again, even in the air. 
―Maybe what I want is impossible,‖ she said, simply. 
―Grace, I love you.‖ 
Grace‘s heart doubled it‘s pounding, and somehow, for no reason, 

even hearing him say he loved her, it was breaking. How? She wanted 
to ask. How do you love me? How far can we go? And realized in the 
quiet he probably heard her anyway. 

Nick struggled for an answer. Even his mind was stuck. There 
were no words anywhere. 

―So, your soulmate shows up, and you‘re afraid to say Hello,‖ she 
said. 

―Because it‘s the last Hello you‘ll ever say,‖ he finished the line 
from a favorite book. 

―Nick, what if I‘m the end, the last, the only? What if I‘m Ms. 
Right? Mr. Right? Is that what you want? Forever?‖ 

―Grace. I can‘t see forever. Truly, I can‘t. I‘m sorry. I can‘t see into 
next week.‖ He stared at her, feeling caught between everything he 
wanted—how each desire conflicted with every other—and the 
unimaginable bliss of being able to hear Grace without her speaking. 

―We‘re in your dream,‖ she said. 
―No.‖ 
―Alright. Maybe it was just a dream I had,‖ she said. Maybe you 

weren‘t supposed to find me in this lifetime, she thought. Maybe it 
wasn‘t supposed to be forever. 

Cold air started blowing through their hair, spraying the drizzle 
around.  

―How can I ask you to be faithful to me for the rest of your life? 
I‘d have to be an idiot. You‘ll never stay with me,‖ she blurted out. 
―To keep you, I‘d have to understand. I‘d have to be a good sport. 
There would be others in the bed. I can‘t. I couldn‘t do it. I wish I 
could. I wish I could make you happy that way. Give you everything 
you want.‖  

Now the drizzle was fast becoming rain, pelting them, soaking the 
sidewalk so they were now standing in an inch of water. 

She was right. He didn‘t know if he wanted to be faithful forever. 
Just now it sounded ridiculous. He‘d assumed that, like everyone else 
in his life ever had, she‘d be so happy to have him, she‘d go along with 
him. Whatever he wanted. Let him call the shots. ―They‘re around you 
as much as they are me. You‘re famous now. You‘re going to be more 
famous. I can‘t stand the warm bodies around you anymore than you 
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can stand them around me. That‘s just a fact of our lives. You have to 
get used to it.‖ He stood her away from him, looking her in the eye, 
like a professor. An angry professor. ―Perhaps what you‘re really 
looking for is some younger fellow who can do more for you and 
more often, and for more years ahead than I can. Have you thought of 
that?‖ 

She shook her head and stared at him. He‘d turned it around. 
―And what about Paul?‖ 
She looked at him in confusion. ―What about him?‖ 
―He‘s there, Grace. He was right. Eighteen years is a very long 

time. I can barely imagine it. He‘s Robin‘s father. He‘s forever. A rock, 
he said.  

―I don‘t need a rock. I‘m my own rock. I need flowers and trees 
and sunlight. That‘s you.‖ 

―You were trapped for eighteen years, and now you‘ve been with 
me. You worry that I won‘t be able to settle down, but perhaps it‘s you 
you‘re really worried about. Perhaps you want to see what‘s out there.‖ 
He kept his hands and his eyes on her, barely blinking, though the 
water was streaming down his face now. 

She pushed the rain and hair out of her eyes, not believing he 
could think that. Did she? Was that possible? No. ―I don‘t want 
anyone but you,‖ she said. ―Nick, we‘re in your dream. The magic is 
yours.‖ She was begging him to remember. ―I can‘t change anything.‖ 

He bent down, looking her straight in the face. ―Grace, there is no 
dream. I don‘t know how to get us from here to forever.‖  

She reached out and lay her hands flat on his chest, watching the 
water falling from his hair run down her wrists, and felt time, frozen 
in Nick‘s magic for four months, moving again. He had kept them in a 
fairy tale, and now it was midnight. She had no horses, no gown, no 
glass slipper. If she ran away, he would never find her. She looked at 
him with her whole being, trying to make them both believe.  

―I don‘t have your answers,‖ he said. ―I don‘t know who I‘ll be 
next year, much less ten years from now. I won‘t make promises I 
can‘t keep, and I don‘t know what I can keep.‖ 

―The dream is yours,‖ she said, steady. ―You came for me. 
Whether you remember or not, you‘re the Magician.‖ She was crying 
now, but the tears were washed away by the rain as soon as they 
appeared. ―All I can do is love you. It‘s up to you to decide what we‘ll 
be. Me or everyone else. Lovers or friends.‖ 

He looked at her, wishing he had an answer, and then let go of his 
anger and kissed her. He wrapped her up, kissing her, not knowing 
whether it was Hello or Goodbye. The warm rain soaked through his 
sweater and made them shiver in each other‘s arms. Finally, he held 
her out in front of him and looked at her as he had long ago, as if she 
were the most beautiful thing he‘d ever seen. He held onto her, feeling 
his ring on her finger, trying to imagine how far he could go.  
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Babies are forever, she thought. If that’s what you want, you have to choose. 
Once. ―I can‘t see forever,‖ she said. ―But you can. You‘ve seen it.‖  

He held her and tried to imagine, tried to find his own answers in 
her open face. He tried to imagine them as friends, having lunches, 
working together. It wasn‘t enough. All he could see, without her, 
years ahead, was a life alone. Somehow, Grace was the one person in 
the world for him, and if he lost her, there would be no one. He felt it 
in his bones. 

She couldn‘t look at him another second, or she‘d fall into his 
arms and let it all happen however it would, and either suffer pain and 
jealousy or live in joy the rest of her life, whatever he chose.  

They were at Elaine‘s. People were lining up out front, and no one 
was leaving. Nick and Grace stood there, wondering what to do—go 
in, go home, just stand there dreaming. 

―Nick!‖ someone yelled from just inside the door, and before they 
knew it, they were hustled inside, smiles quickly placed across their 
faces. 

 
It was wall to wall with people, smoky, noisy, low lit. Handsome 

men and women stared at Nick, inviting him over to their tables—
women flicking their hair at him, men tilting their chins and making 
eye contact for as long as possible. He couldn‘t remember seeing so 
many beautiful people. It was as though he‘d been sleepwalking, and 
just now woke up. Grace, standing so close to him, made him aware 
of all the sexual energy floating around him, and how much of it was 
being aimed at him.  

The place was filled with writers and publishers. A novelist, much 
more famous than Grace, began a conversation with her, and she 
moved a few feet away to talk with him. Nick sat down next to a tall 
dark-haired model, whose table companions were three Very 
Handsome men. The Extremely Handsome blonde one gazed at him 
steadily, making him feel both uncomfortable and excited.  

He looked up for Grace and saw her nearly surrounded by Very 
Handsome Men. One put his hand on her shoulder. She was laughing. 
The men were looking at her in the same way the men across from 
him were looking at him. All of a sudden he felt stricken. Grace, 
because she seemed to always be feeling what he was feeling, was 
already looking at him.  

She excused herself from her conversation, and smiling, in that 
open-mouthed, open-faced, open-hearted, sensual way she had that 
melted him inside, walked over and sat next to him, looking in his eyes 
the whole time, and put her hand in his lap. The instant he felt her 
touch, the sensation moved through him, then into and through her, 
until they were a circle of sexual energy.  

The blonde Handsome Man, now left out, stared at the two of 
them. Nick kissed her right there, holding onto her for a long time, 
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daring people to stare at them, and they did. Then he stood up, 
holding her hand to his chest, and led her, slowly, through the room 
to the back where the bathrooms were, leaned her against the hallway 
wall, still looking in her eyes, and pushed open the door to the ladies 
room. It was a single room, fancy, a powder room, no stalls, and, 
without even looking to see if anyone was watching, he took her hand 
and pulled her in. 

 In an instant he had the door shut and bolted, his belt undone 
and his zipper open, lifted her skirt, pushed aside her panties, knocked 
down the toilet seat lid, and pulled her onto him. He lifted her up and 
down slowly, then faster, his eyes locked on hers, holding onto her, 
holding her around him, burying himself inside her. She held onto his 
neck and moved with his hands.  

Someone knocked at the door. Nick reached behind him and 
flushed the toilet to cover the sounds they were making, then 
enveloped her mouth with his as he held her down on him, letting 
everything inside him fly up into her at the same moment she 
dissolved, grabbing his back and moaning into his throat. He kissed 
her neck, she leaned her head back, and then they locked eyes again.  

There was another knock on the door. Grace saw Nick‘s face go 
dark and serious. He was holding onto her as if he would be lost if he 
let go. He lifted her off slowly, not wanting to separate. They 
smoothed down their clothes and hair, still with their eyes locked on 
each other, and then stepped out into the hallway. They didn‘t even 
see the woman waiting at the door stare at them, watching them walk 
back into the restaurant before she took a step.  

They walked straight through the room, smelling of each other, 
their clothes rumpled, and Nick gripped her hand while the 
Handsome Men at the table flashed their beautiful teeth at him on 
their way out the front door. Even in a bar where everyone was 
famous, people stared at them, and Nick couldn‘t take his eyes off her. 
Grace felt a dark dream wash over them, and was powerless. 
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14 
 
 
The haze over the orange mountains shifted. Bits of fluff moved towards each 

other, turning grayer, covering the air of the canyon from plateau to plateau with 
clouds, until everything on the ground disappeared under a big top of gas and water, 
hanging in the sky like silk. 

 

 
 
It was only eight o‘clock in the morning, a week later, still June, 

four months after they‘d met. The filming was done. Chris had locked 
himself in an editing room and said, ―Don‘t bother me. I‘ll see you 
when I have a rough cut.‖ 

In ten days, rehearsals would start for an Off Broadway 
production of the play Nick had written. Every day he‘d huddled with 
the director. There were casting sessions, and rewrites. It seemed like 
there was always something, some new test. An interview, a review, a 
gossip column. Now Nick‘s first test as a playwright. Later, the test for 
both of them when Dream Man came to the neighborhood movie 
theater and their faces would be twenty feet tall on the screen. Every 
day a test to see if Nick would love her, only her, one more day. Every 
day, the magic dying just a little.  

―Dammit!‖ he‘d say. ―Didn‘t you hear me?‖ 
―No,‖ Grace would say. ―I didn‘t.‖ 
Now they had to talk out loud.  
―I‘m going to the theater,‖ he‘d say, and slam the door. 
 
The theater. Back again in that dark womb where all his thoughts 

fell onto paper and into the actor‘s mouths. Quiet with ghosts, loud 
with banging and screaming and crying. And applause. 

The company was hand picked. The director, Marc, was Nick‘s 
friend. And the lighting designer and the producer were so well known 
they were everyone‘s friends. The actor‘s had all worked with one or 
all of them before, except for one. At the mandatory Equity auditions, 
they‘d picked up an ingenue, fresh from Philadelphia. She was tall and 
brunette, and about twenty-one, and her name was Josie Summers. 
She was exactly what they wanted, because they wanted someone new. 
And they handed her her dream of fame. 

Randy was doing the set, and Eric the original score. Everyday 
Nick‘d sit in the back part of the theater and watch the actors 
alternately struggle with his lines and make them live. He had the 
script pages strewn over a wooden desk he‘d had Randy rig for him, 
so he could spread out and make changes on the spot.  



The Dream Man 

177 

 

Every fifteen minutes or so, he‘d jump up, dash to the stage, stop 
whatever was happening, and hand everyone new pages. They‘d all 
stand around on the stage reading and waiting for Marc to pass 
judgement. Though he‘d long ago given up on seeing the new pages 
before the actors, Marc had clearly not gotten used to the routine. 
Every time he had to stop the rehearsal to see new pages, his eye 
rolling got bigger, until he realized how much better the new stuff 
always was. Now he got excited every time Nick jumped on the stage 
with paper in his hand. 

As usual, everyone stood around after rehearsal talking to Nick. 
Old friends mostly went out to eat, and invited him along. Some asked 
him out to eat just the two of them. And Josie stood around batting 
her eyes and waving her long legs long after everyone else had left. 

Nick ignored her, amused. 
It was harder to ignore Jeff. He was one of the play‘s financial 

backers, visiting tonight‘s late rehearsal, standing around looking 
handsome and interested in everything. In the wings, he caught up 
with Nick, literally running into him while Nick was walking backward 
from center stage, working through something in his head. They both 
just stood there a moment, catching their breath and straightening up 
their beautiful male bodies. Nick hadn‘t been quite so close to a man 
he didn‘t know well in a very long time, and instinct made him smile. 
Jeff smiled back. His looks weren‘t spectacular, but his crooked smile 
was, and everything about him, from the unbuttoned shirt under his 
expensive suit to the muscles underneath it had an instantaneous 
affect on Nick.  

―Love the play,‖ Jeff started. 
―Thanks,‖ Nick said. 
―Way better than the last one,‖ Jeff said. 
―Well now, I‘d thank you, I suppose, but this is my first.‖ 
―Oh,‖ Jeff laughed. ―No. I meant better than my last one. The last 

one I did. Well, not ‗did.‖ Backed. 
―Yes, I remember that one,‖ Nick smiled. 
―Sorry about that,‖ Jeff laughed, smiling back. 
―Is this what you do?‖ Nick asked, smiling his million-watt smile 

and wondering what the hell he was doing. ―Put on plays?‖ 
―Sounds like what we did when we were kids. Put on plays.‖ 
―Just like,‖ Nick put his hands in his pockets.  
Jeff nodded. ―Among other things. Boring things. Investments. 

Boring‖ 
―Not like the theater.‖ 
―Not like the theater.‖ 
Nick shook his head. This was the part, he realized, where he had 

to choose. He must have carried on hundreds of conversations like 
this with men and women, handsome, beautiful, fascinating, since he‘d 
met Grace. What was special about this? So Jeff was attractive. So 
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what? So he found himself attracted. So what? He had to choose all 
the time. Grace or everyone else. And although, usually, everyone else 
came in a very poor second, Jeff was giving it a great shot. He was 
older than Nick, settled, professorial, charming. A bit mysterious. 
Someone, he thought, Grace would pick for him. Good thing he 
didn‘t have to choose this very minute. There was the whole run of 
the play, and a lot more conversations to go. 

What Nick didn‘t see was Josie standing on the far side of the 
stage, catching the moment, and wishing she had such a great way 
with words. 

 
Grace came by the theater often, dropping in to watch rehearsals 

and grab lunch with Nick. 
―You won‘t believe how bad Act Two is going,‖ Nick said over 

salad. 
―Act Two is brilliant,‖ Grace said, fixing his eyes with hers. 
―Okay. It was going poorly compared to yesterday,‖ he laughed. 

―Didn‘t want to be bragging.‖ 
Grace laughed. It reminded her of their first lunch at the French 

restaurant. Where Nick had first held her hand, and she couldn‘t 
imagine what was happening 

―Oh, by the way,‖ he reached his hand across the table. ―Joanna 
Banks called.‖ He gave her a sly look. 

―Oh, and what was it about?‖ 
―You.‖ 
―And she called you about me?‖ Grace wasn‘t sure how all this 

worked. 
―We have history, remember?‖ 
―Oh, God.‖ Grace dropped her head on the table in mock defeat. 
―Not that kind, Grace. Thought you knew.‖ 
―What?‖ No, Grace didn‘t know. 
―She‘s a happily married woman, always has been, and no one has 

slept with her in all these years except her husband.‖ 
―Really?‖ 
―Really. She and I grew up together in the theater in New York. 

She just got much more famous much faster. She hired you.‖ 
―What?‖ Grace sat back in surprise. 
―She loved your screen test, she loved the bits of Dream Man she 

saw, and despite the fact she never slept with me, she‘s always loved 
me.‖ 

Grace grinned. ―I‘m going to LA.‖ 
―You‘re going to LA. Right after we open.‖ 
They stared at each other a minute, realizing what it meant—

separation. 
―Can you come too?‖ she asked. 
―That‘s the thing.‖ 
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―Oh,‖ her heart sank. 
―The action hero gig. I called Wills. I leave for Canada right after 

you leave for Los Angeles.‖ 
Grace put her hand across the table, Nick grabbed it, and they 

continued eating, holding hands, watching each other instead of the 
food, dropping forkfuls into their laps. 

 
At eleven o‘clock, Grace wasn‘t even a bit sleepy. She was tired of 

waiting up, tired of missing Nick, and antsy to start working. The great 
thing about New York, she thought, is you can go anywhere at any 
time. It‘s expected. It‘s open all hours. 

So she hopped in a cab and headed for the village. She planned to 
stop in and say hello at the theater, and get some of that great 
homemade soup she loved at that little Deli around the corner. 

 
When Grace walked in, Josie came up the aisle and smiled at her.  
Everyone knew Grace. On the first day she‘d come to rehearsal, 

there she was surrounded by Eric, Jessica, who was producing, and the 
long-legged gorgeous twenty-something posing in front of her now. 
Grace‘d been standing next to Nick in the middle of the audience, and 
all of a sudden just laughed out loud.  

Nick‘d turned to her, amused. ―What?‖ he‘d said.  
―I‘m going to have to plant myself here at all hours.‖ Grace‘d said. 

―Stake my claim.‖ 
―It‘s just three weeks,‖ he‘d said, and grinned. 
 
Now, just over Josie‘s shoulder, Grace saw Handsome Jeff, as she 

liked to think of him, sitting on the stage, rapt, listening to Nick, who 
stood directly in front of him. Nick was gesturing to the sky, the set, 
the thoughts in his head. She took a breath. Just flirting, she thought. 
Leave it alone. 

Josie turned around, and together they walked down the aisle. 
―Hi, Grace,‖ Randy waved to her from the stage. He was knee 

deep in lumber, saws and nails. Huge paper diagrams were strewn all 
over the floor and tacked to upright wooden frames.  

Nick turned around. Grace wasn‘t prepared for the look on his 
face. 

―Hi, babe,‖ he beamed, and walked quickly toward her, smushing 
her in a big bear hug, and kissing her hard. 

Grace kissed back. She‘d expected surprise. She‘d expected him to 
feel interrupted. Watched. She expected him to be mildly irritated and 
a little guilty-looking. But here he was, totally happy to see her. She 
was a suspicious, jealous fool. 

―Let me show you what Randy‘s doing. It‘s absolutely brilliant.‖ 
And he grabbed her hand and led her up the steps to the stage. 
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―Tell me,‖ she asked, tentatively when they were lying naked and 
warm across the soft brown sheets at midnight, ―about Jeff and Josie.‖ 

―What about them?‖ Nick flashed his teeth at her. 
―You tell me.‖ 
―Nothing to tell.‖ 
―Just flirting.‖ 
―Just flirting.‖ 
―Okay.‖ 
―I‘m allowed to flirt, right?‖ he said. 
―I don‘t know. Am I?‖ 
Nick thought about it. He‘d be furious if Grace flirted in front of 

him. ―Are you angry?‖ 
―No. Yes. Yuck. I just don‘t want holding onto my man to be a 

full time job. Do I need to hang around so everyone knows you‘re 
mine?‖ 

―Perhaps that‘s a good idea,‖ he said, seriously. 
―Then give me a real job.‖ 
Nick sat up. ―Brilliant. You can make the coffee.‖ 
She laughed. ―That‘s a real job?‖ 
―No,‖ he grinned. ―It‘s part of someone else‘s job.‖ 
―I‘ll take it. I‘d also like to help Randy hammer nails.‖ 
―Oh,‖ he said. ―A tool belt. That sort of thing.‖ 
―Yes, that sort of thing.‖ 
He caressed her hair. ―You miss your landscaping, do you?‖  
She had to think for a second. It‘s been a long time since her 

hands had felt the root ball of a plant.  
―At any rate, I think you have to be in a union or something to 

hammer nails in New York,‖ he said, running his fingers along her 
cheek. 

―Probably.‖ 
―But I‘ll ask.‖ 
Grace smiled. ―Okay.‖ 
―How about your job is to make love with me as much as possible, 

like you always do, so the only part of me that‘s fully operational the 
rest of the time is my brain.‖ 

―Done,‖ she breathed out, turning her face into his hand. 
 
Everyone was at the opening. All the actors were being brilliant, 

Randy‘s sets, and his lights too, since Nick fired the lighting designer 
and hired Randy instead, were glorious. Nick and Grace stood at the 
back of the theater, Nick gripping Grace‘s hand so tightly she was 
numb. People laughed when they should have, and then all of a 
sudden a flood of emotion caught them and tissues appeared in their 
hands. Grace could hear the sound of noses being blown. Tears were 
just rolling down her own face, unmopped. She loved the play, she 
loved the playwright, she loved the theater. 
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The crush at Elaine‘s that night was worse than anything Grace‘d 
seen. At two in the morning, they were all still there, drinking and 
eating, and the reviews had come in, and they were all good. Grace sat 
next to Nick, smiling at everyone, and not once did he let go of her 
hand, even to eat. 

He was grateful. Grateful to everyone, including himself, and 
especially grateful to Grace just for sitting so close to him and loving 
him so much.  

 
The next night, two forty-five in the morning, Grace sat bolt 

upright. She thought she heard the dream man. Thought she‘d felt 
him pass through her. She looked next to her, and Nick was not there. 
She was lying on the bedspread, dressed, high heels and Chuck on the 
floor below her, and the clock was yelling at her in bright green.  

She remembered Nick hadn‘t been ready to leave the second night 
cast and crew party on stage at the theater, and she‘d found herself 
falling asleep in a fifth row seat.  

―See you in an hour,‖ he‘d kissed her and put her in a taxi. 
What a stupid thing to do, she thought. Leave the man everyone 

wants at one in the morning. Dinner for the hyenas. 
She closed her eyes and tried to tune into him. Nothing. She 

wouldn‘t wait another second. No waiting up for the man. Not even a 
call to his  cell phone. Not anymore.  

She went downstairs and fixed a bowl of cereal, leaning on the 
counter while she ate, reading the back of the cereal box. Chuck 
nuzzled her leg. She poured some Cheerios into his bowl and then sat 
down beside him on the kitchen floor with her bowl in her lap. They 
sat there on the cold tile, chewing in silence by the light from the 
street. 

After awhile, Chuck looked up at her, his ears perking, practically 
saying ―I want a walk‖ in plain English. Grace instantly missed 
Broccoli. She smiled and snapped on his leash. 

 
Nick sat in the nearly empty theater watching what was left of the 

cast and crew party on the stage. The theater. Quiet womb, now loud 
with music and dancing, and memories, and too much sex, too much 
of everything. What was he doing here at three in the morning? 
Without Grace? 

Opening night was over. It had come and gone, and now he was 
pronounced a success, a true playwright. A ―new voice‖ they‘d said in 
the Times. He was swimming in it. Puffed up. Why did it feel like he 
was running on borrowed time? The tension was over, the waiting and 
the rehearsals. Now everything was a piece of cake. There was an 
action movie, and Dream Man‘s opening—a sure hit—and Grace. 
Grace. 
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That was the problem. Shouldn‘t be a problem. He was loved. He 
loved. Only he couldn‘t say it. Couldn‘t say he loved her, couldn‘t talk 
about tomorrow, couldn‘t see into the future. Forever. The word rang 
in his head like a stone hitting an anvil. His head was so heavy with 
the future he wanted to unload it. Dump his brain in the gutter 
somewhere and go on his merry, old, careless, mindless way. 

Tonight, without anything else to keep them from looking at each 
other—nothing that had to be done so he could escape the future 
with Grace, he‘d have to make a decision. Couldn‘t put it off. Grace 
or everyone else. Friends or lovers. She‘d made it clear she wasn‘t 
going to be a wimpy wifey. No way would she hang out with him and 
let reports of his infidelities in People Magazine and the rags just wash 
over her, the way some celebrity wives happily did. No way would she 
fly to his side every time someone got a photograph of him nuzzling 
someone else, and though they didn‘t care now—even the rags had 
gotten sick of photographing his every romantic exploit—they 
certainly would if he married Grace.  

My God, marry Grace. It would be so big, so photographed, so 
final. The paparazzi would follow him around, waiting for him to 
cheat on her. How could he bear that?  

Grace had never said a thing about marriage—she didn‘t care. It 
was he who couldn‘t get it out of his head. Forty-five and never been 
married, no children. Alternately gay, straight, bisexual, pan-sexual, 
depending on which magazine you read at what time. Every day they 
went along, it weighed on him. What he wanted and what he wanted 
were at odds. He wanted to be free, he wanted to be married. He 
couldn‘t handle this just going on, loose, a day at a time. 

Because then she was free, too. Without the magic, without the 
voices in their heads, what was there to keep her with him? How 
much of himself could he give to her without knowing if she‘d stay? 
He‘d never let himself be hurt. He‘d never loved enough to get hurt.  

Grace had backed down about going away for booksignings. 
Never mentioned it again. She‘d stayed, but now she‘d be in LA when 
he‘d be in Canada. How long would she wait for him to say Yes or 
No? A No to Grace, and he could have everyone else, just like he 
always had, and they could still be friends. A Yes and it would be just 
Grace. He would be bound by his word. He would feel bound. What 
would make him sure?  

Jeff was milling around in the aisle, swaying to the music, talking 
to the stage manager. He caught Nick‘s eye and smiled. Nick smiled 
quickly and turned away. Too easy. A nice man. A handsome man, 
yes, but he wasn‘t about to let a nice handsome man, much less a nice 
handsome money man, who he really didn‘t care a fig about, become a 
disposable, just because he couldn‘t make up his mind about Grace.  

And there was Josie, waving her hips and legs and smiling at him, 
as though she were performing solo for him. Oh God, Nick thought, 



The Dream Man 

183 

 

another performer. All those long legged beauties trying to get 
something from him. A part, a bit of publicity, the knowledge they‘d 
either turned around what they‘d heard was a gay man, or wrested him 
from his girlfriend. Now that everyone knew about Grace, in the inner 
celebrity circuit he was back to being thought of as straight, at least 
temporarily, and spoken for, which made him all the more attractive 
to everyone who wanted something from him. 

Still, he couldn‘t take his eyes off Josie. 
 
―Out late,‖ the cheery Deli owner said. 
―What‘re you doing up?‖ Grace asked, sitting Chuck down outside 

the door. 
He shrugged his shoulders. ―I like the night shift. The wife likes 

the day. Hey, Chuckie fella,‖ he called to Chuck, who was happily 
tracking a huge moth around the street lamp.‖ 

―We came for the soup.‖ She sat down at a red and white 
aluminum table near the door and watched Chuck follow the moth 
with his eyes. 

―Chicken vegetable. Primo.‖ 
―Perfect.‖ 
The owner brought a bowl of soup for Grace, and set one on the 

floor for Chuck. ―Where‘s Nicky? 
The soup smelled delicious. Grace sat staring at it, the spoon in 

her hand. ―Hoped you could tell me.‖ 
―Nope. Sorry.‖ 
―They‘re probably still at Elaine‘s,‖ she said. 
The owner looked at his watch. ―It‘s three-thirty.‖ 
She put down the spoon, hating the tinny sound it made on the 

table. 
―Go home. He‘s probably waiting for you.‖ 
 
People were leaving, saying goodnight. Nick just stood there and 

waved at them. He hadn‘t had a drink all night. Perhaps he‘d sit here 
until morning and think. The theater was always the best place to 
think. Oh, God, he hadn‘t called Grace. She‘d be asleep, long asleep. 
Don‘t want to wake her, he thought. I‘ll stay here and wake her in the 
morning. 

He thought of Grace asleep in the big bed, her golden hair lying 
loose on the pillow and across her cheek, and his heart leapt up into 
his mouth, making it open, making his whole body come alive. Maybe 
he should just go home and wake her up, he thought. Take off his 
clothes and lay himself down on her, and forget about forever for 
another day. 

But then it was just Josie, standing on the stage, swaying to the 
music, crooking her finger at him to join her.  
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After she‘d paid for the soup and stepped out into the air, Grace 
got down on the sidewalk and wrapped her arms around Chuck. ―Late 
night, huh pal,‖ she said. ―I miss Brocolli. You‘ve never met her, but I 
know you‘d love her.‖ 

They walked, wandering through the lights of the village, and 
found themselves at the front of the theater. There was Nick‘s picture, 
and the reviews pasted over all the windows. Grace smiled, then 
suddenly realized how late and how dark it was, and how stupid of her 
to be out here alone like this in the middle of the night, and 
shuddered.  

 Something made her go to the door. It was open. She pushed on 
the brass knob the way she‘d pushed on the door to that office 
building months ago, the day she met Nick, the dream man. 

The lobby lights were still on. She heard voices. It felt good to 
hear people she knew.  

 
Nick stood up. ―Good show,‖ he said. ―Very nice.‖  
Josie danced her way down the stairs and up the aisle. Nick 

watched her. In the minute it took her to reach him, he stopped 
thinking about forever. He stopped thinking about Grace, or about 
Jeff, or Eric, or the Magician. All he saw were long legs and arms and 
hair coming towards him, and it was a relief to stop thinking.  

For a moment, he stopped breathing, too, because her mouth was 
already on his, and her long arms were around his neck, and he hadn‘t 
made a decision yet. No one made decisions for him. Nick did not get 
pulled into bed by anyone. He did the pulling, he led the way. He 
either wanted or he didn‘t, and he wasn‘t sure yet. 

The part of him that wanted her kissed back. It welcomed her hips 
pressing into him—she was nearly tall enough to crush her breasts on 
his chest, and when she wrapped a leg around him, and pulled him 
close, it was like a bolt of electricity through his body.  

 
Grace stood quietly in the aisle, in the dim light, and watched. All 

she could see were Josie‘s arms around Nick and her leg high on his 
thigh. This couldn‘t be. Nick was her dream man He would never hurt 
her.  

 
Nick‘s arms were still down by his sides. He'd not yet committed 

even to the kiss. He knew Jeff was standing in the wings, watching. 
Any minute, he‘d come up the aisle and wrap himself around them 
both. Nick knew the routine. Any other year, they‘d all be in the 
dressing room, in a tangle of arms and legs, and in the morning he 
wouldn‘t regret a thing. 

 
All Grace could think about was the parking lot at Paul‘s building 

and the look on Bonnie‘s face in the snack room. The feeling of falling 
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and landing on asphalt. She remembered dropping the lunch and 
turning around, and running down the stairs. But she didn‘t want to 
run again. It was just a kiss, she could march right up to them, wrap 
Nick up in her arms and take him home. Josie was no match for her. 
If she fought for him, she would win. 

 
Any other year, Nick thought, he‘d be kissing back, pulling her leg 

tight around him, pulling off his belt. But not this year. Perhaps never 
again.  

 
Grace froze. She was mesmerized, stuck to the spot. Chuck looked 

up at her, and as if he understood something, sat down quietly by her 
side. 

 
Perhaps never again, Nick thought. He brought his gorgeous, huge 

hands to Josie‘s arms and lifted them off his neck, removed her leg 
from his thigh, and backed away enough to separate their mouths.  

 
Oh God, Grace thought, horror creeping up her body. What was 

Nick going to do now, where would he put his beautiful hands now? 
And without thinking, for no reason except that she didn‘t want to see 
him touch Josie again, she backed up, turned, shoved the door hard, 
and ran.  

 
―Sorry,‖ Nick said to Josie, sweetly, like a kind boss to a new 

employee. He may not be the dream man, but he would never hurt 
Grace. Tell me, she‘d said. Lovers or Friends. Tell me before you break my 
heart. ―My fault,‖ he said to Josie. ―I shouldn‘t be out so late.‖  

Then he moved past her into the aisle and stopped dead in front 
of a sleepy, tail-wagging Chuck. The door to the lobby was still 
swinging wildly.  

―Grace!‖ Nick yelled, taking off.  
She was running, top speed, angry, crying, slogging through the 

lobby like through a nightmare, almost to the heavy doors.  
In five giant steps he was on her. He had her hands in his and a 

split second to keep her. ―Grace…‖ The bottom was dropping out of 
his life. If she got away now, he‘d never find her. 

She couldn‘t hear him. All her energy was going into getting free. 
Then for an instant he caught her with his eyes—held her—he was as 
magnificent and gorgeous as ever, but there was something new, 
something even more powerful. Longing. Grief. Love. She was almost 
swept up, almost stopped, almost heard him. But she didn‘t want to. 
Not now. Not again. She‘d been here before, and never again. 

To Nick, it was all suddenly, totally clear, and it was too late. 
Grace was the one person in the world for him, and if he lost her, 
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there would be no one else. But she couldn‘t hear him. He held her, 
and held her, until he was afraid he was hurting her, and let go. 

She ran straight into the street, and though Nick was less than a 
step behind her, the taxi door slammed after her, leaving him standing 
with his hands on the car metal, his face framed in the window just as 
it had that night he‘d tenderly kissed her goodbye, before any of this, 
while he still had time. The car moved under his hands, and was gone, 
and he was alone. Again. 

Chuck sat on the sidewalk, watching his beloved master, waiting 
for Nick to come take him home. 
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15 
 
 
Winds shoved the clouds back and forth, changing their shapes and tossing 

rain over the plateaus. The white and gray balls of haze merged, growing denser 
and darker, covering the canyon like a lid on an orange prison. 

 

 
 
Grace had no idea how she‘d gotten from the theater to the 

Waldorf Hotel, to Boston, from the airport to the hotel, and to the 
bookstore she was sitting in, with no sleep. She hadn‘t heard much of 
what Nick had said to her in that second in the theater. There was an I 
love you in there somewhere. Some Don’t runs. She couldn‘t hear him, 
wouldn‘t. 

―This can‘t be,‖ she said without thinking. ―You would never hurt 
me.‖ 

She‘d had nothing with her at the Waldorf, not a toothbrush. 
She‘d never even gone back to the apartment. As soon as the sun 
came up, she‘d gotten off the chair where she‘d been sitting, wide 
awake, watching the darkness leave the sky, showered and waited in a 
coffee shop until the stores opened on 7th Avenue. 

She was afraid to dream, afraid they‘d be empty.  
Women with sweet expressions surrounded her in the tiny space. 

The wood of the desk under her hands anchored her. The sweet 
expressions made her smile. She signed books for an hour, talking 
about The Dream Man, talking about dream men, and trying not to 
think of how she‘d get to the airport tomorrow and on the plane to 
Los Angeles. They were waiting for her, for wardrobe fittings, and 
rehearsals. Joanna Banks would be waiting for her. 

She‘d known it was impossible with Nick. It was a no-brainer. 
She‘d known. She was Tinkerbell, all right. She felt as if she‘d just 
taken the full brunt of Captain Hook‘s wrath, the explosion at point-
blank range. Now where was Peter Pan to save her? Or did everyone 
have to clap and say they believe in fairies to bring her back to life? 

Her  cell phone hadn‘t stopped ringing, so she turned it off. Nick 
had left messages at the Waldorf, though how he knew she was there 
was a mystery—he left messages everywhere, all their friends. He sent 
flowers. He must‘ve gotten her whereabouts from Matt or Wills, 
because when she checked into the hotel in Boston, they were waiting 
for her, standing on the bureau. Daffodils. She listened to some of the 
messages. They said things like I love you and Don’t leave, and Please let 
me talk to you. Now she just deleted them without listening. 

She realized he hadn‘t really been unfaithful. You couldn‘t call 
kissing someone a real betrayal, no matter what it felt like to her. He 
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said in his messages that he‘d stopped Josie as soon as she‘d kissed 
him, that he would never hurt Grace, that he would never have taken 
it further. But, she thought, He was there. He was with Josie at three-
thirty in the morning. He‘d invited her. There‘d be a next time, and a 
next time, and she wouldn‘t wait for them to happen. 

In her heart she‘d been expecting it, only the big shock was that it 
wasn‘t Jeff. That was what she was expecting, waiting for. All along 
she‘d thought that was the problem. That would have made sense to 
her.  

Now she realized she didn‘t understand Nick at all. What did it 
have to do with gender? Was she continually trying to think of him 
one way, though he kept telling her he was all ways? She‘d worried 
that he‘d cheat on her with a woman, many women, but she‘d been 
terrified he‘d leave her for a man. And now she‘d never know, because 
she‘d left. 

She wouldn‘t fight for him. She never had. She didn‘t know how. 
You couldn‘t make someone love you. You couldn‘t make them stay, 
or make them true. And you couldn‘t change them. Daisy couldn‘t 
change Michael, and she couldn‘t change Nick. He was who he 
thought he was. She couldn‘t make him go on with her, couldn‘t give 
him the will. Desire was something you had to bring to love. You had 
to want to love. Everything else could fall into place, everything else 
could happen by magic, but you had to want it to happen. 

 
Nick dragged his magnificent body from the bed to the bathroom, 

to the kitchen, and back again. He took care of Chuck in the house, 
and had Randy walk him outside. He didn‘t want to see daylight. Had 
he really lost the one thing in the world he wanted more than anything 
else? Had he really lost Grace? 

What had he been doing out at three in the morning instead of 
home, in bed with Grace? Why had she left without him? Why did he 
send her home alone in the first place? What did he know about trust? 
What did he know about love? He only knew he hadn‘t wanted 
anything to happen. He‘d wanted to go home to Grace. He‘d never 
hurt her. And yet he had. She‘d told him, she‘d let him know exactly 
how to hurt her, and he‘d done it. 

Every woman he‘d ever been with had accepted his lapses of 
fidelity and anything else he did. The men expected it. They were true, 
he wasn‘t. That was always the deal. It was as though he was almost 
angry with Grace for being different. He wasn‘t a faithful married 
man. He wasn‘t cut out for it. Or was he? 

She‘d once told him she was afraid he‘d cheat on her with a 
woman, with many women, but she was sure one day he‘d leave her 
for a man. Was that really it? Was that what kept him always moving 
on? Could he really not know, after all these years, that he was looking 
for Mr. Right? Was Grace right after all? Lord, he‘d done it all. It tired 
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him just to think back. He‘d done everything but commit himself, 
with his sense of honor, to one person.  

Did any of it matter? Did it matter that something else, someone 
else, was possible? How much deeper could any relationship go than 
what he had with Grace? It certainly hadn‘t with Joseph, or any man 
he could remember. In fact, all he could remember about anyone but 
Grace was sex. Sex, excitement, infatuation, friendship. Not true 
romance. He always associated romance with women. With Grace. He 
wasn‘t some uptight, self-loathing gay married man, finally finding 
himself in the arms of a male lover. He was wild, he was whatever he 
wanted to be, and he‘d discovered his true self in the arms of Grace. 
But she wouldn‘t believe that now. 

―Grace,‖ he left the hundredth message on her  cell phone. After a 
minute the voice-mail beeped and shut him off.  

He put his face in his hands and in the morning, found himself 
sprawled across the hardwood floor, Chuck licking him awake, the 
leash laid neatly on his chest. 

Had he sent her away? Had he made it so she‘d have to run and 
leave him, because he was afraid? Of what? Her leaving? Goodbye? 
Made no sense. He made her leave because he was afraid of her 
leaving? No. It wasn‘t Goodbye he was afraid of, it was Hello.  

In five months, Grace knew him better than any human being 
before her, perhaps even his own family. In five years, what would she 
know about him? Was there enough inside him for her to love? Was 
there enough in him to make her happy, even though he wasn‘t a 
Magician? Just a man, no dream?  

He had to decide. She was gone. There would be no Friends 
Forever. He could go on with his life the way it had been before, Jeff 
after Jeff, Josie after Josie. Or Grace forever, and no one else, ever 
again. He knew what he wanted, he wanted Grace. He‘d been tired of 
his life the way it was long before he found her. It was lonely. 
Interminably lonely. In five or ten years, anything could change, you 
couldn‘t predict. He could be dead. You couldn‘t be sure. You could 
only choose. Once.  

If Grace would give him the chance. He picked up the phone 
again. ―Grace,‖ he said. ―I‘ve loved you forever. I found you once. I‘ll 
find you again.‖ This time the machine took the whole message. 

 
LAX was cold, even in July. The limousine waiting for Grace was 

black, like her mood.  
But Joanna Banks was even nicer than her press. ―Hon,‖ she said, 

―if you‘re gonna be my friend, we‘d better be friends.‖ 
Joanna‘s rented house in the Valley was a small Tudor mansion. 

There was a huge, long wooden table, black wrought iron everywhere, 
and it seemed totally unlike Joanna. 

―Oh,‖ she said, ―You‘re noticing the décor.‖ 
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―Very English.‖ 
―Very dark,‖ Joanna laughed. ―I told them anything but Spanish, 

because most of them are so dark, and look what I ended up with. 
Everything but the thatched roof and Shakespeare peeking from 
behind the shutters. Let‘s try the porch.‖ 

 
At the studio, they were guided through wardrobe and script 

meetings. Joanna took Grace under her wing, chose her clothes, 
supervised her makeup, and worked with her on their scenes in her 
trailer over lunch.  

―Do you do needlepoint?‖ Joanna asked. 
―I used to.‖ She remembered sitting for hours in empty theaters, 

waiting to rehearse her scenes, needle and embroidery thread in her 
hand. 

―Knit?‖ 
―No.‖ Grace was sorry to disappoint her. Then, thinking of 

something appealing, ―Crochet. I do blankets. Used to. Baby 
bonnets,‖ she smiled. She‘d always liked the quick twists of the shiny 
hook, and she liked the big soft things it made. 

―Great,‖ Joanna brightened. 
Yarn and crochet and knitting needles spread out in baskets at 

their feet, they sat side by side in canvas chairs, making baby blankets 
for a pregnant crewmember and talking about their children. Joanna 
had three, all younger than Robin. 

―How do you do it?‖ Joanna asked. 
―What?‖ Grace studied her crochet hook intently, trying to 

remember how to make the second row, frustrated. 
―Get through the teenage years?‖ 
Grace looked up. ―Well,‖ she stopped in mid fifth attempt at a 

stitch and deadpanned, ―you don‘t.‖ 
―That‘s what I thought.‖  
She laughed at Joanna‘s seriousness. ―I‘m still in it, remember? It‘s 

great,‖ she joshed, sweeping her hand affectionately at Joanna‘s arm. 
―You‘ll be great. Robin was great. Is great. She‘s the easy part.‖ 

―Maybe I should ask Robin.‖ Joanna went back to her beautiful, 
soft blue silk, needles clicking away. 

―She‘d love it,‖ Grace said. ―She knows everything.‖ 
―They all do, don‘t they? Now Joanna was giggling. 
―I never did,‖ Grace sighed into her pink chenille. 
 
Robin was there to be asked. She hung out on the set when she 

wasn‘t with her friends or Paul. Filming was a joy. The part was so 
much easier than Daisy, so much more fun. Grace had written Daisy 
to be strong, but this character, Sylvia, was a mess, underneath 
constant wisecracks and grins. She was funny. It was just the way 
Grace used to feel. 
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Alone in her hotel room, she was almost starting to breathe again, 
think for herself. Randy had left her a message. ―Steve sends his love,‖ 
he said. Grace called him back, woke him up, and shrieked ―Who is 
Steve?‖  

―Get a life. I‘ll tell you when I‘m not asleep. Love you,‖ Randy 
whispered and hung up. 

Grace sat back, happy for him, hating how it made her think of 
Nick.  

She loved Nick so much she didn‘t want to change him. She 
wanted him to be who he was and have what he wanted, even if it 
wasn‘t her. She couldn‘t give him the will to want her more than 
anything else he wanted. If he were really the Magician, he would 
move the universe to be with her, if not, he‘d have to choose just as a 
man.  

She wondered what he was doing. She wondered if he was kissing 
his co-star. She wondered if there was anyone else he was touching. 
The thought of him touching anyone else was so painful she tried not 
to wonder. 

 
―How‘s Nick,‖ Robin asked, a silly grin on her face. 
―Fine,‖ Grace managed. 
―Huh?‖ 
Grace looked at her. ―What?‖ 
―Well, where is he?‖ Robin kept going. 
―Oh. He‘s shooting a movie. An action-adventure. Shoot-em up.‖ 

Grace was as casual as she could be. 
―Cool.‖ 
―Yeah.‖ 
―Sure, Mom.‖ 
This time Grace could only stare at her. 
―So when‘d you break up?‖ 
―None of your business.‖  
―Oh.‖ All of a sudden Robin broke into a big grin. ―Hey, maybe 

you and Dad…‖ 
Grace put her arms on Robin‘s shoulders, wishing she could take 

back the edge in her voice. ―Nope. Still sorry.‖ 
All of a sudden Robin‘s face got very serious. ―If you‘d loved 

Daddy in the first place, you would have given him another chance.‖ 
Grace thought about that. ―I loved your Daddy. He didn‘t deserve 

another chance.‖ 
―That‘s bullshit.‖ 
―Robin…‖ 
―If you‘d loved him, you would have at least tried. He would have 

made it up to you. He would‘ve done anything.‖ 
―Wait a minute…‖ 
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But Robin was already gone, helping move wardrobe from one 
dressing room to another. 

 
―I never slept with him, you know,‖ Joanna said, stretched out on 

the bed in her trailer next to Grace, flipping through a fashion 
magazine. 

―If you mean Nick…‖ Grace said, lifting her head from Yoga 
Journal. 

―Yes. That one.‖ Drama radiated from her face, even now when 
she was supposed to be relaxing. 

Grace didn‘t want to talk about Nick. It was hard enough not to 
think about him all the time. But she loved Joanna. ―He told me,‖ she 
smiled. 

―Hmmm.‖ She went back to her magazine for a moment, then 
turned to Grace. ―But I sort of regretted it, you know. I was pretty 
knocked out by him.‖ 

Grace fingered the shiny pages in her hand.  
―Yeah,‖ Joanna confided. ―He was something. Is something.‖ 
Grace bit her lip. 
―He‘s left you about a billion messages a day.‖ 
―I know. I delete them from the voice mail before I listen to 

them.‖ Grace really wanted to stop talking, but she realized she hadn‘t 
talked to anyone. Hadn‘t looked up old friends, no one. And here was 
Joanna, her new best friend, trying to help. But she was also Nick‘s 
friend. It was pulling Grace to talk and keeping her from it. Joanna 
was eyeing her intensely, and Grace knew she wouldn‘t let it drop. 

―And you won‘t call him back,‖ Joanna said. 
―No.‖ 
―How can you stand that?‖ Joanna was a brilliant actress, with 

brilliant presence, and all of it was directed at Grace. ―Don‘t you want 
to know what he has to say?‖ 

Grace shook her head. ―Not really. Just a bunch of Sorrys. I don‘t 
know what to do with them,‖ she said into space. 

―Lord, if it was me, I‘d at least give the man a chance.‖ 
Grace looked at her. ―That‘s what Robin said.‖ 
―Huh?‖ 
―About her father. She said if I‘d really loved him I‘d of at least 

listened to him.‖ 
― My dear woman.‖ Joanna paused for effect. ―There‘s a huge 

difference between being a husband for eighteen years, and a lousy 
one, and having a long affair and lying all the time, and living together 
for what, six months, and kissing somebody. Your ex-husband let you 
go without a whimper. Nick hasn‘t stopped trying to reach you, and 
by all accounts he‘s miserable and, believe it or not, celibate.‖  

At that, Grace let out a laugh. Joanna cracked up and punched her 
on the arm. 
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―What would you do?‖ Grace asked. ―I mean, everyone knows 
you‘ve been happily married and faithful your whole life.‖ 

―Sweetie, I love my husband. He‘s a terrific husband. I‘m a small 
town girl and a Catholic, and I have little babies. But if Nick Wyler 
loved me as much as he loves you, I‘d knock down anyone who tried 
to put their hands on him. If he needed me to fight for him, so he 
could know absolutely that I really loved him, and, excuse me, not 
some cockamamie Dream Man you—I—had in my head, that‘s what 
I‘d do. Fight like hell. I‘d go get him.‖ 

Grace stared at Joanna. 
―But then, that‘s me.‖ 
 
This morning on the set, the first assistant director had 

approached her, sharing bits about some of the exotic locations he‘d 
been on, asking her about herself. He was cute. And young. Probably 
twelve years younger than Grace. His interesting life stories had 
started when she was thirty-two. It would be so easy, she‘d thought, 
looking at him look at her. So easy. He was actually adorable, and he 
wanted her.  

It wasn‘t only him. The set designer had asked her to dinner. Paul, 
sitting across from her now in the hotel dining room, called her every 
day, and every day she understood more how Nick felt, alone, in a sea 
of available lovers. She‘d been spending most of her evenings at 
Joanna‘s, or alone in her hotel room, trying to get enough sleep, trying 
not to think about her choices.  

Forget what she could have, what exactly did she want? A life of 
quiet, with Paul, her rock, or so he said, who she‘d known for more 
than half her life? Looking at him, and ahead twenty years, she could 
see them together, older, comfortable, past the rough parts. Or did 
she want a life of uncertainty, for however long, with her soulmate? 
The man she adored. The Magician. The dream man, Nick, who loved 
her so much more than he knew. 

Or would she be alone? Forever, or for a while? Was there 
someone else she‘d yet to meet? Someone in the right body, with an 
open heart and a simpler life, who could love her forever, no 
complications? 

―Pass the Parmesan, will you?‖ Paul said, beaming at her.  
He wasn‘t himself. To Grace, that meant he was nice. Funny. Easy 

going. He didn‘t touch her, thank God, but he smiled a lot, like he 
used to in the beginning. Robin was so happy to have them together 
in the same room she was almost giddy. Grace felt like she was in 
service again. When would they ask her to cook? 

She‘d agreed to dinner in the hotel, mostly because she couldn‘t 
think of a good reason not to. ―Go ahead,‖ Joanna had said. ―Robin‘ll 
love it.‖ And later ―Maybe you‘ll fall in love with him again. Wouldn‘t 
that be convenient?‖ 
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But all she felt was a pull back to dark days. She didn‘t believe Paul 
had changed, only that he was trying on some new behavior for her 
benefit. He was acting. He was always a terrific actor, and now she‘d 
presented him with his greatest challenge: wooing her. The 
conversation was centered on Robin‘s new boyfriend. But they both 
wanted to know every detail of the shoot. They wanted to know 
everything about Joanna. In spite of herself, Grace loosened up and 
started talking. About the grips, and the waiting, and how each take 
had gone, and what she thought the movie would end up like. 

They asked whether or not she‘d get nominated for an Academy 
Award. Really. It had never occurred to her. Of course not. It‘s not 
that pivotal a part. What about Dream Man? they asked. What about 
for that one? Grace thought maybe Nick would get nominated. He‘d 
been there before, but never won. Maybe this year. All of a sudden her 
heart and her body ached for Nick. She couldn‘t believe she was so far 
away from him. It was like being back at the beginning, only he wasn‘t 
here in her dreams. There was no magic. She excused herself from the 
table. 

In the bathroom, she remembered the last week with him, holding 
on without seeming like holding on, both of them pretending 
everything was okay, knowing it wasn‘t. Even before Josie. She started 
crying, and realized she‘d been in here awhile. Most of the toilet roll 
was in the wastebasket, wet with her tears. What if she couldn‘t have 
what she wanted because she didn‘t know how? Why did she run? 
Nick said it. Was it her destiny to never be able give herself to 
someone? To never really, fully commit her heart? Maybe she had 
driven Nick and Paul away. Maybe she didn‘t know how to love. 
Maybe it was she who was too cowardly for love. 

 
She couldn‘t stand it anymore. It was nearly eleven, she had to 

sleep. The red button on the phone was pulsing, the message envelope 
on the cell phone was trying to get her attention. She picked up the 
room phone and heard the messages. She dialed in her code on the 
cell phone and heard the messages. There were seventeen in all. She 
hadn‘t deleted in a week, and there were two new ones. All from Nick. 
None of them said Sorry. They all said I love you more than anything. They 
all said Please hear me. They all said You’re going to be magnificent in this film. 
The last one said I’ve loved you forever. I found you once, I’ll find you again. 

Grace stood up, and a rush like a small tornado whipped through 
her hair. It was him, the dream man, Nick. She was starting to feel 
love and confusion as though she‘d tightened herself so she wouldn‘t 
be able to feel, and now it hurt to open up. He was filling her slowly 
now, from her toes to the top of her head, as though she was in black 
and white, and he was coloring her.  

All of a sudden she realized that the dream man was the Magician, 
but Nick was just a man. He couldn‘t move heaven and Earth to be 



The Dream Man 

195 

 

with her. But he was trying. All of a sudden she knew it was a journey 
they both had to take, and they had to do it together. She was the 
other half of the dream. Together they were the Magician. 

―Nick,‖ she said to the air, to the tornado around her. Tears were 
running down her face and onto her clothes. It seemed to her she was 
still brightly colored, and the tears were landing on her lap in magenta 
puddles. ―I can hear you,‖ she whispered. 

 
Norris Point, Newfoundland, was as beautiful a place Nick had 

ever seen, at the entrance to Gros Morne National Park. The huge 
expanse of grass was a bog. So squishy underfoot, they‘d laid wooden 
paths across it to protect it from traffic. When he wasn‘t filming, he 
took long walks to the cliffs, watching kayaks skim the water below 
the wind-stunted tuckamore forest at the edge of the land, climbing 
down to the tidepools and across the limestone and shale beds along 
the coast. The scenery was spectacular. The rocks were full of tiny 
fossils. He talked to the locals and read up on the history of the 
Archaic Indians and L‘Anse aux Meadows, the site of the first Viking 
settlement in North America. He thought about Grace. 

If it wasn‘t for Joanna telling him to wait, Nick would‘ve been on a 
plane to Los Angeles a month ago. The last thing he wanted was to 
upset Grace when she was working. It would be a selfish thing to do, 
Joanna said, and he agreed, of course, and he could see it, but then 
that was him, selfish. Not dream man-like.  

The Wings of the Night set was so isolated the cast and crew turned 
it into a party camp after hours. Nick meditated. He did yoga. He ran. 
He wrote. He walked through the mountains and the woods and 
thought about Grace. He called her and left messages, though he 
never heard back from her. 

He missed her so much he was going crazy. If the work wasn‘t so 
difficult and strenuous he thought he wouldn‘t make it through the 
days. He ignored everyone else.  

Already, his co-star, Sandra Hall, a younger actress with her first 
big break, had walked into his trailer and sat herself on the chair 
opposite him, opening her legs enough so Nick could see there was no 
underwear beneath the short skirt. It just made him think of Josie, and 
the stupidity that cost him Grace. He realized it wasn‘t Sandra‘s fault 
she wanted something from him. He supposed he‘d hustled more than 
his share in the early days of his career. He made light, businesslike 
conversation, then guided her out the door before she realized what 
was happening. 

Any other time a relationship had ended, he couldn‘t get back into 
the game fast enough. Whoever offered him or herself first ended up 
in bed with him. Now, he couldn‘t care less. It was as though his body 
only responded to Grace, and it would be a very long time before he 
was stirred by anyone else. He remembered kissing Josie. He was a 
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man. Visual. Even looking at pictures of beautiful people turned him 
on. Josie turned him on. But actually kissing her was something else. 
His body had responded in a perfunctory way, so half-hearted it 
almost worried him. She meant nothing to him, and he was shocked 
that it mattered. All of a sudden, it mattered. He wanted to tell Grace, 
but she wasn‘t listening. 

It‘d been five weeks. Any day now she‘d be done filming, and he 
wouldn‘t know where to find her. He picked up the phone. ―Grace, I 
love you. Marry me,‖ he said to the machine at the other end. 

But Grace never got the message. She was already in Newfoundland, in 
a crumpled plane, at the feet of orange mountains standing like walls 
between her and Nick, unconscious in the dark. 
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16 
 
 
Nick couldn‘t sleep. He kept seeing her, thinking of her, hoping 

she‘d call. She‘d be wrapping her role in the film any day, and he had 
no idea where she would go. He‘d left so many messages, waited so 
long. Nothing. By five in the morning, he was exhausted and nearly 
jumping out of his skin. Suddenly, he sat up. Could he, it occurred to 
him, reach her through the dream? By magic? Perhaps they could hear 
each other again, if he let himself go. If he stopped being so afraid. He 
closed his eyes. He sat up and tried to imagine her, tried to send her a 
message from his mind to hers. He had no idea if she could hear him, 
because he couldn‘t hear her. 

 
Grace opened her eyes. She thought she heard him, the dream 

man. But all there was in front of her was black. There was nothing to 
see. Beyond the black was more black. Terror reached up from her 
heart, shook her, wrapped itself around her throat and gagged her, 
making her jump upright and grab for something. But there was 
nothing—only black air. Now she was falling again, falling backward, 
just as a sharp pain from behind her shoulder shocked her, shooting 
up her neck into her head. At the same instant she remembered what 
had happened, making her yell out ―No!‖ and grab desperately 
through the air until she connected with something soft and held on, 
pulling herself up to a sitting position. 

Everything hurt. Head, neck, leg. Was it from the impact, or from 
lying here for so long? How long had she been here? Oh God. She 
suddenly remembered she wasn‘t alone. She couldn‘t see anything at 
all. Her breath was coming in pants, now. So little air coming in even 
the black was fading out. Her heart was pounding so fast and loud, it 
terrified her more, as if it would burst and that‘d be the end of it. 

She was holding on so hard to whatever she was holding on to, 
her fingers hurt. She pulled herself up. A faint red glow ahead of her 
caught her attention, and for an instant, calmed her breathing. Her 
hands were on the back of the seat in front of her. Leather. Smooth. 
And there was a person in that seat, head leaning back. Without 
thinking, she shook the shoulders that belonged to the head. ―Are you 
alright? Can you hear me?‖ And then she moved over to the next seat 
and shook the shoulders that were slumped against the leather. She 
realized she was whispering. ―Wake up!‖ she yelled. They had to be 
alive. She shook harder, yelled louder. 

All of a sudden, instinctively, she stopped yelling and looked out 
the window. Searching for a moon, for some light. But there was 
nothing. Just black. Thick, like fog. A drizzle was petting down the 
metal and glass cocoon around her, making a soft, gentle sound, like 
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warm breath on tin. Then she saw that the fog was on the inside. 
Using her hand, she wiped the window. ―Stupid!‖ she called out to 
herself, feeling the cut across her finger, looking at the wet circle in 
the black glass where she‘d cut it, on the crack that spread from one 
corner to the other, a crack she could feel, but not see, like a crack in 
the world that they‘d all fallen through. She couldn‘t see if there was 
blood. On her finger, on any part of her.  

A moan rose from next to her. She turned to the sound as if it 
were the voice of a rescuer. 

―Are you alright,‖ she asked a few inches from the sound, reaching 
out to the face it came from. 

―Ahhh,‖ was all that answered.  
Shoving panic back down into her stomach, forcing herself to 

focus, she found a body under the face that was moaning and shook it 
gently. ―Wake up,‖ she commanded. 

But the body was big and soft, and the moan faded out. She 
turned back to the passengers in front of her, shaking, yelling, and 
then finally realized she had to move. She couldn‘t sit any longer. She 
felt around her own body, feeling for pain, broken bones, for blood. It 
seemed to her she was all in one piece. Sore, but intact. She tried to 
pull herself to standing.  

There must be supplies in the plane. A flashlight. She would see 
where she was. That would be her goal. Wait, she thought of 
something. She felt around on the seat next to her, under her, for her 
bag. She ripped down the zipper and felt around. The cell phone. She 
pushed the power button, and she had light. Like a demon, she 
punched buttons. She called 911. She called the Operator. She called 
Nick. Nothing. It was as though she was in a cave, and the signal 
wasn‘t reaching anyone. 

Clutching the phone, she took a deep breath and hauled herself 
up, then, holding onto the seats in front of her, worked her way past 
the soft, moaning man next to her and into the aisle by the door. 
When she started to fall to the floor, she knew the plane was tipped 
sideways. It was like an amusement park fun house. She couldn‘t 
lower herself to the floor, there would be glass—she held onto the 
plane‘s frame with one hand, and the seat with the other, and inched 
her way forward, toward the red glow, toward the pilot. 

In one lurching move, she threw herself into the co-pilot‘s seat, 
steadied herself, and then leaned forward and grabbed the pilot‘s shirt 
with both her hands. She wanted to shake him, but he looked so 
horribly uncomfortable. His head was resting almost on his chest, 
making his breathing so shallow it was like little hiccups. Pushing 
hysteria and despair away from her, Grace lifted his head up. ―Ahhh,‖ 
he said. She leaned him back against the seat, gently kept his head up 
and listened to him begin to breath normally. 
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For a moment she closed her eyes, terrified, trying to feel Nick. 
But there was no glow in the cabin, no moonlight on the mirrors, no 
angel dust. She looked at the pilot, almost lifeless except for his 
breathing, and felt herself caving in to the fear. Before she could talk 
herself out of it, tears started down her face. Was this where she 
would die? Was that all there was to it? No goodbye, no making up, 
no might-have-beens, no tortured end to a love affair. Just gone. All 
of it over. 

―Ahhh,‖ the pilot sighed, but there was a crackle in his voice, and 
it was loud. 

Grace‘s eyes flew open, just in time to see his staring at her. 
―You okay?‖ he whispered. 
She nodded, shaking the tears off her face.  
―I can‘t move,‖ he said. 
―What can I do to help?‖ 
―Nothing. I‘m just stuck for now.‖ 
Grace nodded in the dark. ―Frank, do you know where we are?‖  
―Tablelands.‖ 
The orange mountains. She remembered them from the 

brochures. ―Gros Morne.‖ 
―No,‖ he said. ―Not that far.‖ 
―I need a map. And flashlights.‖ She turned to look at the 

dashboard, and when she turned back to Frank, he was out. This time, 
she shook him hard. He said ―Aahh,‖ but his eyes were closed. What 
could she do? She looked at him carefully through the dark. The 
dashboard on his side of the plane was practically in his lap. The front 
of the airplane had collapsed partway on him, trapping him in his seat. 
The first aid she knew was basic. Enough to get Robin through 
childhood. CPR. She didn‘t know how to pry a man out of metal and 
bandage his legs. She suddenly thought of every awful thing she‘d ever 
seen in the movies or on the news. 

Action. Don‘t think, do. Move. She ordered herself over and over 
in a fast mantra. Action. She slid off the seat to her knees, feeling 
every inch of the dashboard, looking for the radio, for a compartment 
with supplies, for a map. The radio mike was on the floor, silent. She 
picked it up. Not even a crackle. ―Hello, hello,‖ she yelled into it, 
feeling stupid as well as horrified. She followed the cord to the 
dashboard, and by the light of the cell phone flipped switches up and 
down. She was handy. She knew how to program a VCR, she could 
figure this out. She pushed buttons and turned dials, but it was 
obvious it was dead. Either that, or it was just like her phone. They 
were in a cave. They were underground, and no sound could get 
through. 

Under the seat, she found a wooden box bolted to the floor. 
Flashlights. Power bars. Packages of water. First aid kit. A map.  
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She opened the map and smoothed it out across her knees. 
Tablelands. Not as far as Gros Morne. She searched the south of 
Newfoundland. We can‘t have come very far, she thought, we were 
barely across the water. Her finger slowly traced the way up from the 
seacoast. There it was, a stretch of mountains, painted orange. Lewis 
Hills. Midway between Halifax and Gros Morne. Halfway to Nick.  

Terror was creeping up her again. No, she commanded. ―I‘m 
getting out of here. We‘re all getting out of here!‖ she screamed, 
without knowing she was even talking out loud, until she heard 
moaning behind her. It was the large, soft man. He was moaning, but 
his eyes were closed. ―We‘re walking out of here.‖ She pushed at the 
mountains on the map. The mountains begin, and then they end. The 
mountains end. We‘ll walk and we‘ll be out, and then I‘ll go where I‘m 
supposed to go, and have the life I‘m supposed to have. The 
mountains end. This is not supposed to be my ending. 

She would have to gather some supplies, and walk. But she‘d have 
to wait for daylight.  

She made her way back through the plane, talking to all the 
passengers, shaking them. Only the big, soft man opened his eyes. 
―Where are we?‖ he asked. ―Are we dead?‖ 

Grace smiled. It was like a line from a movie. It had never 
occurred to her that she was dead, and that this was some alternate 
universe, or hell, or something. ―I don‘t think so,‖ she said. 

―Good,‖ he said.  
―We‘re in a mountain range.‖ 
He tried to look out the windows. 
―You can‘t see, it‘s too dark. We‘ll have to wait,‖ she said. 
―They‘ll find us, won‘t they?‖ he pleaded with her. 
―I don‘t know.‖ She moved away from him, feeling angry. She had 

no answers for anybody. ―The beacon looks like it‘s on, I can‘t tell. I 
have the first aid kit. Are you hurt?‖ 

The man felt around, moving his arms and legs. He smiled and 
shook his head. 

That was better. A little fighting spirit here, she thought.  
 She moved back up front, next to the pilot, holding the radio in 

case it would decide to work, sitting there, staring out the window at 
nothing, wanting to sleep, wanting Nick, wanting to be home in his 
arms. Wanting him to want her. All of a sudden her eyes opened wide, 
as though she heard him clearly. She sat forward, closing her eyes 
again, trying to hear the message. Nothing. She shook it off. It was her 
imagination. She‘d have to rely on herself now. 

 
Nick thought he‘d spoken with Grace, but shook it off. He‘d 

dozed. It was a dream. He dreamed of her every night. She never left 
his thoughts, even in daylight. The alarm went off. Five-thirty. Still 
dark. He had to be at the set at six, and he could barely move. 
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The moment it was light enough to see her hand, Grace filled her 

backpack with water, food, the map, flashlights, a compass, matches 
and first aid supplies.  

Everyone was alert now. ―You‘re crazy,‖ a woman said to her. 
―You‘re supposed to stay put. You‘re supposed to stay with the plane. 
That‘s what the beacon‘s for.‖ She pointed to the red light on the 
dashboard. 

―Look,‖ Grace said, not really caring if she was crazy—as far as 
she was concerned, crazy was a relative term, depending upon who 
and what you were comparing yourself to. ―The cell phone doesn‘t 
work, and the radio doesn‘t work. I‘m not going to sit here trusting 
that the beacon‘s working just because the damn light is on.‖ 

One of the other passengers volunteered to go with her, but he‘d 
twisted his foot and could barely walk. They tried to pull Frank out by 
removing the seat, but it was slow, and as Grace lowered herself out 
the door and pulled her pack onto her shoulders, he was still stuck. 

―Go North,‖ Frank said. ―Northeast. People will be going to Gros 
Morne.‖ 

For the first fifteen minutes she pretended she was on a vacation, 
a pleasure hike. After fifteen minutes, the only thing keeping her going 
was that she knew she was heading towards Nick. 

 
Nick sleepwalked through the morning. By noon, he couldn‘t 

stand it, and called her cell, and her pager again, and then the hotel. 
This time the desk answered. ―Can I help you?‖ 

―Grace Patton, please.‖ 
―I‘m sorry, sir, she checked out.‖ 
Nick‘s heart dropped. Where was she? ―When?‖ 
―And whom am I speaking too?‖ 
―Nick Wyler.‖ 
―Oh, yes, Mr. Wyler,‖ Nick heard him punching computer keys. 

―It was yesterday.‖ 
 
 ―Wills?‖ 
―Nick…‖ 
―Do you know where Grace is?‖ 
―No. I assume she‘s in Los Angeles.‖ 
―She‘s not at the hotel.‖ 
―Oh. Perhaps she‘s with what‘s-his-name.‖ 
―Sure.‖ Nick didn‘t believe it, but his stomach was killing him. 

―Did she wrap?‖ 
―I don‘t know.‖ 
―Dammit, will you find out for me?‖ 
 
―Nick?‖ 
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―Wills,‖ Nick answered. They‘d had to pull him off the set. 
―Where is she?‖ 

―She wrapped day before yesterday.‖ 
Nick thought about where she could be. ―Do you have a Los 

Angeles number for her?‖ 
―Call Joanna.‖ 
―I did. She‘s not home, not on the set, not answering her cell 

phone. Give me another number.‖ 
―You don‘t want it.‖ 
―Yes I do.‖ 
 
―Paul?‖ 
―Shit,‖ Paul sneered into the phone. 
―I‘m sorry to bother you,‖ Nick said quietly. 
―How‘d you find me?‖ 
―Wills. Paul…‖ 
―What do you want?‖ 
―I‘m trying to find Grace. She checked out.‖ 
Silence. 
―Paul?‖ 
―She left for Toronto yesterday. She‘s supposed to be with you.‖  
 
―Jean!‖ Nick ran up to her, pulling her away from the crew lunch 

table. ―I need help.‖ Together, they called all the airlines, every 
possible connecting airline, all the possible charter airlines and car 
rental companies, and barely reached anyone. They called the police, 
who told them she was probably at a hotel, and to wait. 

 
―Paul? It‘s Nick.‖ 
―Where is she?‖ 
―I don‘t know. I‘ve traced her from Toronto to Halifax. After that, 

she could have gotten on a plane, or rented a car and taken the ferry. 
No one will give me an answer. She could have spent the night in a 
hotel, or started straight out. Look, does she have a travel agent? 
Maybe she booked through someone out there. Does she have a 
friend?‖ 

―Joanna.‖ 
 
Grace walked. She skipped. She climbed. The rocks were rust 

colored, scattered across the most barren landscape she‘d ever seen. It 
was like being lost on the moon. On Mars. She sang to herself. She 
imagined Robin at school. She imagined Nick in his trailer. To keep 
her spirits up, she imagined him making love to her. She was in good 
shape. She could do this. She could save herself. She would save them 
all. Just like Hazel and Fiver from Watership Down. She walked faster, 
trying to pace herself, until she had to climb through what seemed like 
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a pass between canyons. She studied the map, but it wasn‘t clear how 
to get out without climbing straight up. The mountaintops were flat, 
like plateaus, and all around her were what looked like pieces of the 
inside of the earth.  

Tablelands. She and Nick had poured over brochures and travel 
books with huge color pictures and scientific data. What she was 
walking on was rock from inside the earth. Rock from deep beneath 
the ocean floor—somehow pushed up and exposed. There was no 
other place like this on earth. It looked as if two mountains had 
collided, and their insides were under her feet. She ate a protein bar 
and kept going, until it was nearly dark again, twelve hours of walking 
and climbing. Grace thought she might become hysterical, thinking 
about Robin. But it just made her walk faster.  

She‘d come to Newfoundland for Nick. Her whole life she‘d 
walked away from everyone and everything that couldn‘t give her an 
answer when she needed it. She‘d been so dependent on certainty in 
her life she‘d let everything and everyone just be, exactly as they 
presented themselves. She‘d taken everything at face value. She‘d 
never really laid herself on the line. Not really. That‘s how she‘d spent 
eighteen years of sameness. Well, she‘d come to fight for Nick. She‘d 
gotten on a plane, and here she was. And now she was going to get 
out of here, and go after him. She would love him, and make it last as 
long as it would. Just for now, or for forever. 

She had no tent, just her jacket and a blanket from the plane. She 
looked for sticks, something to build a fire. There were only rocks. 
Not a twig, not a leaf. She sat down on a huge orange boulder and 
pulled the blanket around her shoulders.  

 
―Joanna,‖ Nick said, grateful to hear her voice. 
―Nicky, I put her on the plane to you.‖ 
He looked at the clock, nearly eight. Nearly dark. ―She‘s not here.‖ 
―Jesus. Maybe she changed her mind.‖ 
He swallowed. ―She made it to Halifax.‖ 
―Jesus.‖ 
―Do you know how she tried to get here? 
―Yeah. Hang on. My travel agent booked it all. It was a train, a 

bus. Wait. I‘ll get her home number.‖ 
 
―I traced her to a charter flight,‖ Jean said, out of breath, bursting 

into his trailer, interrupting Nick‘s hundredth call to the police, who 
insisted Grace wasn‘t really missing. A cell phone was still in his hand, 
the numbers of the last call to an uncooperative Search and Rescue 
still on its screen. Nick jumped up and grabbed her arms.  

―She didn‘t get on the train,‖ Jean said. ―She took a charter flight 
instead.‖ 
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―They could be anywhere,‖ the captain of Search and Rescue told 
him. ―They could be in the ocean. They could still be in Nova Scotia.‖ 
He suggested perhaps she‘d changed her mind and stayed at a hotel. 
No airport had tracked them since they‘d left Halifax. The local news 
was running the story low in the background of the trailer, now filled 
with people and phones and a journalist Nick hated who, Nick 
thought desperately, might be able to help. 

―Paul,‖ Nick said, calling as he promised. 
Silence. 
―She‘s in a plane. It‘s lost.‖ 
 
The Newfoundland Army was flying over the roads, from the 

southern coast to the film location in Deer Lake.  
―Let me go with you,‖ Nick said to the captain who‘d finally taken 

his call.  
As a favor to a visiting film company, an Army helicopter with 

powerful lights picked Nick up at the location within fifteen minutes. 
They flew over the coast. It was so jagged and wild, so impossible 

to follow on his map, Nick had his head in his hands by the time 
they‘d reached the southern tip. She could be anywhere. When they 
turned around and headed north again, passing over mountains and 
wilderness, the cloud cover was too thick to see through, too low to 
fly under. The lights from the helicopter bounced off the clouds and 
back at them. 

―It‘s summer,‖ Nick said, distraught, wondering how there could 
be so many clouds. 

―I‘m sorry,‖ the pilot said. The radio crackled with undecipherable 
codes and information. ―We‘ll have a better chance in daylight.‖ 

Nick didn‘t know how he‘d gotten through the day. Now they 
were almost through the night. He looked at his watch, glowing in the 
dark with the dials on the helicopter‘s dashboard. It was four in the 
morning. He didn‘t know how Grace had gotten through the night. 
He swore if he found her, he would never let her go off without him 
again.  

The pilot dropped him at the film location. ―My shift‘s up. 
Someone else will come back in a few hours if you want. Get some 
sleep.‖ 

He stared at the remains of dinner Jean had left for him, now cold 
on the table, trying to think of something he could do. Something that 
would make a difference. Overwhelmed by frustration, terrified of 
losing Grace, he picked up the plate of mushy food, studied it without 
seeing it and suddenly hurled it at the wall, smashing it to shards in the 
sink and sending bits of sauce and vegetables everywhere. Then just as 
suddenly, distraught and quiet, he stood over the broken glass, crying, 
completely oblivious to the three other people still in the trailer and 
pretending not to look at him. 
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Finally, he sat down among them and watched the phone, willing 
it to ring. He waited. He called. Again and again. Waiting, calling, 
being told to wait more. Everyone, everything was so slow, telling him 
he had to wait. He thought about Grace, nonstop, as if she were a film 
running in an endless loop through his brain. He followed his Grace-
on-film, trying to let his mind go, trying to find her, as if he were the 
Magician, trying to remember.  

 
Grace dozed off on her boulder at the foot of a rock face, hugging 

her blanket. She dreamed of Nick—saw him swimming towards her, 
against white water trying to carry him to the other side of an 
otherwise peaceful river while she sat stranded, on a rock, helplessly 
watching him. In the dream, she finally left the rock and climbed up 
the bank on her side of the river. 

 
Nick was still awake, going on two days without sleep, still trying 

to reach her. It was two hours before dawn. He got up and walked 
around outside the trailer, reading Dream Man by flashlight, searching 
through it, searching for her through his own memory. He closed his 
eyes, standing in the dark, his arms outstretched. All of a sudden a 
warm sensation, like a heater slowly going on, crept up from his legs 
through his body and into his arms and fingers. In the next split 
second he felt as though he‘d been slammed with a brick, jarring loose 
some light in his head that had been broken. The light flashed like a 
signal. He was in the dream, with Grace. He opened his hands to feel 
her. The book thudded to the ground, opening itself to the beginning. 

 
Grace woke out of her dream screaming for him, her arms out in 

front of her, and covered her mouth with her hand. She could feel 
him. He was there. She heard him. Could he hear her? Her face was 
wet and cold. It was still so dark she could see nothing, anywhere. It 
was dark in front of her eyes. It was like being in a tunnel, black and 
windy. She lay back down, shivering, trying to get back to the dream. 

 
Nick ran inside the trailer, made his way through the friends 

sleeping by quiet phones, went to the bedroom, bolted the door shut, 
and searched for the Tarot deck. When he found it, among the tricks, 
cards and metal rings they‘d stored in a box marked Magic, he found 
letters too, stories they‘d written each other, bits of love scenes. There 
was a dried rose in a plastic box. The first one he‘d given her. The 
ivory one.  

He sat on the floor and read through everything. Then he picked 
up the old box holding the Tarot cards, opened it, and spread them 
out on the bed. All the pictures spoke to him. There was a picture for 
every direction their minds had ever gone in. He picked up the 
Magician, the high card, the being in control of his own destiny, the 
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being that could live both on the earth, among people, and in the 
heavens, with magic. Then he thought of his own life. He dug in the 
box for the small picture album.  

He took some of the pictures out of their plastic sleeves and 
spread them out on the bed with the Tarot cards, studying them. 
There were pictures with Joseph on the rope bridge in Normandy. 
Pictures of him with friends at parties, in bars, on the beach. Pictures 
of him with his friend‘s children. Pictures of him with gorgeous 
women at black-tie dinners, at the Oscars in Los Angeles when he was 
a presenter.  

On the table were pictures of he and Grace together. He moved 
them onto the bed with everything else, and studied them all. He 
didn‘t know what he was looking for, but there was something about 
the ones with Grace. Something different. He looked for images. A 
ray of light, something magical. And then he saw it. She looked just 
like him. It wasn‘t in her face, she looked nothing like him. It was in 
her eyes. Both brown, both deep. The same eyes. He looked at other 
pictures. He and Joseph, whom he‘d thought he loved. Joseph was 
beautiful, and his eyes were dark, but they were Joseph‘s eyes. He 
looked back over to Grace. In every picture it was the same. Her eyes 
were his. He could have interchanged them in the photographs, and 
they would each look the same as they had, whole. 

He held up the card of the Magician, and a picture of Grace, and 
closed his eyes. He held them to his chest, and tried to see her, tried to 
find her, tried to remember. He was thinking so hard it was stopping 
him. He picked up the book about him, Dream Man, opened it to the 
first page, and put it on the bed with everything else. He breathed in 
and out and finally laid himself flat on his back on the floor.  

Perhaps he needed to be asleep, he thought, but then I won‘t 
remember. I have to remember. He closed his eyes and started 
breathing. Slowly, deeply, through his mouth, like the Tantric Sex 
they‘d practiced, the yoga they did every morning. He breathed until 
his body tingled and his head got all fuzzy and light. He kept going, 
pulling the air in and letting it whoosh out, his hands getting stiffer, 
his chest feeling tight. He tried not to think. He tried to watch his 
thoughts as they ran across his brain, letting them float up as if they 
were in an ocean of his mind, bubbles from the sea floor rising to the 
surface. He let them rise, he let them pass over and through him like 
clouds. He watched them, and all of a sudden he was in a field of light.  

He kept breathing, and his hands relaxed, and his chest opened. 
He was floating. Floating in pitch darkness, floating through the 
ceiling in total darkness. He looked down, and he could see himself on 
the floor. He was up through the ceiling now, looking down on 
himself, attached to his body by a glittering silver cord. He looked 
down, and he wasn‘t afraid. He‘d been here before. It was completely 
black, but he could see.  
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He floated up, into the sky, and all of a sudden he was somewhere 
orange. No trees, only rocks, and Grace was there, a blur of light, 
tethered to her own silver cord. She had her arms out to him, and she 
was floating right next to him. He looked at her, and she was him. She 
had her own face, but it was like looking in a mirror. He reached out 
his hand to her. Through the total darkness, he could see her hand, 
and took hold of it. They floated for a moment, looking at each other. 
“Find me,” she said. In an instant, he woke up on the floor, his eyes 
open, looking up at the ceiling. 

 
―Get a helicopter,‖ Nick whispered to Jean, waking her up, then 

searched the counter tops for a map, found one, spread it out, all 
while she stared at him. 

―What?‖ she said. 
―Get a helicopter, I know where they are.‖ 
―What about Search and Rescue?‖ the army private assigned to 

him, overhearing, waking from his position in the dining area, said, 
too slowly for Nick, who nearly grabbed his uniform and shook him. 
―Call them,‖ Nick said, calm instead. ―Please.‖ 

―Jean,‖ Nick turned quickly to her, both ordering and pleading. 
―They won‘t believe me. Get the helicopter.‖ 

Jean ran to a phone, doing whatever Nick said. Ignoring everyone 
else in the room, she flipped through her book and began dialing the 
helicopter company. Nick searched the cabinets for packaged food 
and water, loading his backpack with everything he could think of 
quickly—flashlights, the map, pencils, Jean‘s two-way radios.  

―Make sure it‘s ready for an airlift,‖ Nick suddenly whispered to 
her, avoiding questions from the private and the journalist, who was 
waking up, and dismissing the wide-eyed look on Jean‘s face and his 
own questions of how he was going to get to Grace once he found 
her.  

In half an hour, a private helicopter and pilot were ready, with 
supplies and a man with a video camera in the back. 

―Get out,‖ Nick said to the cameraman. 
―Sorry,‖ the pilot said. ―I need him.‖ 
Nick didn‘t want to waste time arguing. ―Go southwest,‖ he 

commanded, climbing in next to the pilot, shaking out the map 
between them, pointing at a jagged orange mountain range halfway 
down Newfoundland. ―Lewis Hills.‖ 

The pilot had no idea what Nick was doing. They were all just 
humoring him. ―How do you know?‖ he asked. 

―I can see her,‖ he said, stuffing his pack, holding the pictures and 
the book and putting the Magician in his pocket. 

 
Grace waited until it was light enough that she could see ahead of 

her, trying to preserve the flashlight, then packed up and started 
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walking, holding onto herself. She looked at the compass for North. 
She was supposed to be going north. But there was no north. The 
needle spun wildly. Grace moved around, thinking there was 
something magnetic near her. She walked around, trying to get a 
reading. The needle never reached north, it just turned and turned. Of 
course, she thought. Metal. She bent down and looked at the ground. 
She knew soil. This was rock that belonged beneath the ocean. It was 
metal, from the earth‘s core. 

Just then a breeze ruffled her hair. Out of the corner of her eye, 
she thought she saw something dart across a rock. Someone reached 
through her mind and handed her a rose. Her mouth opened. She 
stopped moving and closed her eyes. She could feel him in her heart, 
on her skin. Another creature darted from behind a rock. She thought 
she caught a glimpse of fur. She looked into the distance, seeing how 
far she had to go, and breathed out. She breathed out all the sadness, 
all the fear, tears coming down her face, cleansing the pain right out of 
her and lifting her mind to the mountains in front of her, up high, on 
top of the mountains so she could see out, see where she was going. 

 
Nick closed his eyes. The sound of the propeller bore into his 

brain, but he could still see Grace. He was in his body now, but she 
was as clear to him as if she were standing outside the window. Tell 
me where to go, he said to her. I‘ll follow you. But did she know 
where she was?  

 
Grace kept walking, fast, climbing, looking at the map, at the spot 

Frank had marked. The film location. Where Nick was. A hundred 
some miles northeast. But was this the way out of the canyons? How 
far had she walked? Ten miles? Twenty? Fifty? Where in the 
Tablelands was she? Was she even more lost than the plane? Okay, 
she was a hundred miles from him. Nice round number. All of a 
sudden she stopped again. This time she felt it. Not moonlight, not 
angel dust, but a kiss. He was kissing her. She laughed. 

She closed her eyes, and there he was, right in front of her. She 
opened them, and he was still there. She reached out to touch him, 
expecting to touch only air, and met his hand, reaching for her. The 
dream man, Nick. He took her hand, and she followed him. A 
hundred miles, she thought. I‘m a hundred miles southwest. 

 
―A hundred miles,‖ Nick said, his eyes closed, over the ratcheting 

of the propeller. ―They‘re a hundred miles southwest.‖ He could see 
her surrounded by mountains with flat tops. ―In a canyon. We must 
be close by now.‖ 

The pilot looked at him, not knowing what to think. The wind was 
starting to whip them around. ―It‘s rough up here. It‘ll be hard to see.‖ 



The Dream Man 

209 

 

All of a sudden Nick opened his eyes, turned toward the door and 
leaned his body out. ―She‘s on the other side of that mountain. You‘ll 
have to go over.‖ 

―I can‘t land in there.‖ Fog covered the orange rocks below.‖ It‘s 
too narrow.‖ 

Nick looked at him. ―Then drop me,‖ he said. He reached behind 
him for the airlift harness and began strapping himself in, snapping 
the carabiners on the door frame. He pressed the button on the two-
way radio in his pocket, secured the earphone and microphone on his 
head and the radio inside his backpack. ―Tell them the plane‘s twenty 
miles farther.‖ 

―This is crazy,‖ the pilot said. ―You‘re nuts.‖ 
―Tell them where I am. I assume the radios work in there?‖ he 

motioned to the canyon. 
―Can‘t say for sure.‖ 
―I can hear you,‖ said the cameraman, who was now working the 

airlift harness‘s winches. He adjusted his head set and put his thumb 
in the air. 

―Good enough,‖ Nick said to him, now grateful for his presence. 
―Go as far as you can,‖ he said to the pilot. ―She‘s in there another 
five miles.‖ 

The pilot stared at him. 
―Look, man, this will be easier than climbing down the rock face, 

don‘t you think?‖ Nick said. 
The helicopter hovered over the cloud cover. 
―Damn,‖ the pilot said. ―I can‘t see. You‘re not going anywhere 

until I can see.‖ 
He dropped down below the gray mist and for a moment it was 

clear enough to make out the bottom of the canyon. 
―Okay,‖ the pilot said. ―Check him out,‖ he ordered the 

cameraman, who was now looking like a co-pilot. He looked over and 
checked Nick‘s rigging, pulling on the cords, then the pilot took the 
bird down closer to the canyon floor, feeling safer now that there was 
room for him to maneuver. ―Okay. No place to put it down. Go.‖ 

Nick opened the door. The co-pilot took charge of the winch as 
Nick lowered himself out the door.  

―Can you hear me?‖ the co-pilot said over the radio. ―There‘s a lot 
of wind out there.‖ 

―Got you,‖ Nick said, getting ready to trust the rope, the winch, 
and the co-pilot to hold. 

In less than three minutes, his feet touched ground. Quickly, 
before he could sway or bob up again, he lifted himself out of the 
harness with his strong hands, disentangled his legs and jumped down. 
―I‘m here,‖ Nick said, giving the rope a tug and watching it be pulled 
up. ―Find the plane,‖ he ordered. 
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He looked around him. Rock, nothing but beautiful, orange, 
desolate rock. He could see a narrow pass between this canyon and 
the ones beyond, in two different directions. The pilot had put him 
down four miles away from Grace. He knew it. He turned south. 

 
Grace followed Nick the dream man, not caring if she were 

hallucinating. She heard noise, engines, motors. Buzzing. Her 
imagination. If she were insane, if she were going to die, at least she‘d 
go believing she was in his arms. 

 
Nick followed the Grace he could see right in front of him, even 

with his eyes open. He had her hand in his. In an hour, climbing, 
running, he was almost at the bottom of the hill of rocks leading into 
the next canyon. It was like a gorge, but there was no water. Had there 
been water here? No, he remembered from the brochures. He was 
looking at the inside of the earth. 

 
Grace climbed over a rock, over another, then another, climbing 

up to get through the small opening between the sides of the 
mountains. She was so tired, and scared, and crying now, she could 
barely move one foot in front of the other. She had no idea where she 
was or where she was going. North. She thought she was still going 
North. She just followed Nick. Blindly. It was like a museum, a 
labyrinth. If she just stayed on one wall, she wouldn‘t hit a dead end. 
Was she in a side canyon? Had she gone the long way around? 

There was shade. She sat down on a rock. Suddenly, Nick the 
dream man began to fade, evaporate, letting go of her hand, and she 
stood up, terrified, reaching for him. Standing up, she could see into 
the next canyon. It was bigger, more open, and it stretched so far, and 
the mountains were so high, she thought of giving up and going to 
sleep, and then she saw him, framed by the entrance to the canyon 
beyond the next, so many miles away, and he was running to her.  

She held her breath, thinking it was a dream. Her whole body 
gasped. She almost backed up, her hand over her mouth, trying to 
keep the sob from working it‘s way up her throat, trying not to let it 
out. Was he her friend? Her destiny? Her eyes lit up. It made no 
difference. He was her rescuer. She took the pack off her back and 
heaved it down the hill, then slowly started climbing down. One rock 
at a time. 

 
Nick threw off his pack and ran. She was in one piece. Standing. 

So far away. It would take forever, he thought. Forever to get to her, 
forever with her. He jumped over rocks. Five hundred feet, four 
hundred, two hundred. Slow motion. Enough time for him to know 
what he would say to her. 
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She saw him coming up the rock pile so fast, suddenly too fast. 
From dream to real too fast for her to understand. She froze.  

 
He could see her face now. It was so pale against the orange 

mountains, so still. She looked like a bird escaped from a cage, 
exhausted. Had she flown too far away to come back? Would she 
come back to him? Would he look like freedom to her, or would he 
look like another cage? 

 
She watched him moving towards her, heaving himself over 

boulders and grinning. He was too beautiful. She‘d missed him too 
much. She‘d been a silly girl and almost lost him. She‘d nearly lost 
herself. Just because she was afraid. Holding out for the dream man 
because she was afraid of this real man. Was there anything left to be 
afraid of? She started moving again. She‘d go to him, meet him, meet 
her dream man. 

 
In one giant stride, he was on her. He caught her in midair, then 

dropped to the ground on his knees in front of her, breathing so hard 
he could barely speak. He held her close, standing her in front of him, 
holding tight so she couldn‘t move. ―Grace,‖ he breathed.  

She stood there, her arms pinned to her sides, tears running down 
her face into his hair.  

―Grace, we have to write a new ending to your book,‖ he breathed 
into her, pulling her down to him and kissing her, his whole self in her 
mouth. ―I choose you,‖ he said. ―Once.‖ 

She was melting, she was falling, and from somewhere in the back 
of her mind came, ―How can I keep you?‖ 

He had his face an inch from hers, breathing himself into her. 
―I‘m a woman. Just one woman,‖ she said.  
He looked straight at her, holding her so tight she could have 

fainted and not fallen. ―You are Grace.‖ 
She held her breath. 
―You are both a woman and a man.‖ 
Her mouth opened. 
―Many women. Many men.‖ He breathed into her, for her. ―And a 

child, and a mother and a father. You are everything, all at once. And 
so am I.‖ 

She breathed him in with the air. 
―I will love you, and only you, throughout eternity. I swear it. 
She stared at him, unable to realize what was happening. 
―Grace, you‘re right. This time, in this life, it wasn‘t supposed to 

be. I wasn‘t supposed to find you. You‘re not ready, and I may never 
be.‖ 

What was he saying?  
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He kept answering her. ―It doesn‘t matter. Grace, let me love you. 
Marry me. Choose.‖ 

The sounds of helicopters drowned out her voice. She thought I 
choose you, and he heard her. The two-way radio was sputtering and 
swearing through the earphones dangling around his neck, and now 
her face was buried in his face, their mouths and cheeks warming each 
other‘s, melting into each other‘s, as if they were in the same skin. 

 
It had been a carnival all the way back to the trailer, through the 

soldiers and helicopters, film actors, crew members, friends, doctors, 
and then talking with Robin and Paul by phone, and talking with the 
other plane passengers, until Nick took her away. He‘d taken her into 
a warm shower in the tiny trailer bathroom, washed and toweled them 
both off and laid her down on the bed, her hair still dripping. He‘d 
covered her with a soft sheet and blanket and sat up against the wall, 
next to her, exhilarated, making plans, watching her sleep. 

When they woke up, Grace was wrapped in his arms and it was 
almost dark. 

In the last daylight filtering through the curtains, he ran his hands 
down her soft face and soft hair, down her soft body, so open to him, 
and lay himself over her. Holding his weight on his arms, his eyes 
locked on hers, he gently began to move into her.  

Grace surrendered to the dream. She clung to the man who loved 
her more than anything, who‘d come across time and space to find 
her. His soul touched hers, linked with hers, in a shock of feeling that 
made her sit up, her arms tight around him, pushing him up with her. 
He put his huge, beautiful hands around her face, all her face, as she 
stared at him. She was staring into the eyes of the Magician. His eyes, 
and her eyes reflected in them, together.  

He wrapped her legs around his back and her arms around his 
neck, then leaned forward, his eyes glued to hers, moving slowly, 
completely inside her now, rocking them gently back and forth and 
holding her with his eyes until she dropped her head back and sighed. 
Then he laid them both down, moving with her until everything in 
him, his heart, his mind, his body, his soul, the part of him that was 
their child, flew out of him and into her. 

They were dreaming together, and it was still daylight. She believed 
him. She trusted him. It was daylight for him too. 
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Afterword 
 

 
When the Newfoundland search team asked him how he found 

the plane, Nick shrugged his shoulders and told them it was magic, 
and they laughed. So he told them it was a guess. 

 
On the day they wrapped the film, Nick held her all the way back 

to New York. They fell asleep somewhere over the ocean, and found 
themselves outside, above the plane, in the clouds, looking down on 
themselves in their seats, connected to themselves by a silver cord, 
and to each other by their hands. Through a blur of light in what was 
absolute darkness, Grace‘s face looked the same as Nick‘s. They had 
no bodies. In a split second, they woke up. 

They bought a house, hidden by trees, outside New York. Hazel 
and Fiver, and Chuck and Broccoli and Robin ran free in the tall grass.  

What Nick loved most about Grace was how vulnerable she was 
to him. She kept herself so open, loved him so much, that how she 
did it, minute after minute, day after day, made her totally mysterious. 
He always felt powerful with her. He always felt that he made her 
happy. No one in his life had ever trusted him so much. She was like a 
bookstore, open all hours, only to him, and he could sit and read all 
night. He watched her body grow with his child, fascinated, hopeful, 
faithful. 

He‘d learned to let all the mysteries of dreams and fantasies, sex 
and desire pass through him. He let all the people he met effect him, 
let his body rise and fall with feeling as it wanted, and every day, he 
got up and chose Grace over all the others, all over again. 

It wasn‘t as hard as they‘d feared, or as easy as they‘d hoped. 
Whatever he felt, Grace felt. Whatever she felt, he felt. There were no 
secrets. No pretending possible. If things were to change, they would 
know at the same time.  

As they got used to living as almost one person, with little privacy 
and nothing to hide, living with each other‘s passions and fears as 
their own, Grace began to understand how complicated it was to be 
Nick. Feeling them herself, as if they were her own feelings, she was 
amazed at his strength in leading them both through the minefield of 
his powerful needs and wants. She started to feel she could handle 
almost anything, and that nothing that could ever happen between 
them would end them. They were forever, no matter what. Nick was 
right. It didn‘t matter.  

 
In April, Nick walked to the stage of the Dorothy Chandler 

Pavilion to pick up his Oscar for Dream Man, after kissing Grace, huge 
with their baby, on international television, and thanked Robin for 
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letting him love her mother. In May, Sara was born. Nick felt like the 
father of the world‘s rescuer. ―This is what forever looks like,‖ he said. 

 
In July, Grace married her dream man on the top of Watership 

Down, beside the yew bushes and the beeches and thorn trees, 
looking out on the whole world. Nick‘s parents were so thrilled to see 
Sara they could barely get a mean word out between them. 

There was no sequel to Dream Man, because Grace didn‘t want to 
think of an ending. She wanted their lives to be their own inventions, 
not wanting to nudge them along with her imagination and dreams. 
She wrote other books, about magic, about love, about other people. 
Nick was a homebody, loving his children, quiet evenings with friends, 
and writing by the fire, and he had found his home in Grace. They 
worked and traveled together around the world, babies hanging off 
them, Robin visiting on holidays, arranging their lives so they were 
never separated for more than a few days, and wondering who they 
would be in the next lifetime, and how they would find each other.  

Every night, they flew out of their bodies, out into the dark sky, 
holding hands and looking down on themselves, asleep in their bed. 
Every morning, Grace watched the wheel of days rush past her, happy 
to let it roll on by. Her life was a dream life, asleep or awake, and it 
would go as long into forever as she could imagine. 

 


