Thefirst time | saw her she wasjogging in the park. | was Sitting on abench, reading the paper like | do
every morning. | didn’t pay much attention to her, except to note the resemblance.

The next timewasin the supermarket. I’ d stopped by to replenish my supply of instants—coffee,
creamer, sweetener—and thistime | got a better look at her. At first | thought my eyeswere playing
trickson me. At seventy-six, it wouldn’t be the first time that had happened.

Two nightslater | wasin Vincenzo's Ristorante, which has been my favorite Itdian joint for maybe forty
years—and there she was again. Not only that, but thistime she was wearing my favorite blue dress. Oh,
the skirt was alittle shorter, and there was something different about the deeves, but it wasthe dress, dl
right.

It didn’t make any sense. She hadn’t looked like thisin more than four decades. She' d been dead for
seven years, and if she was going to come back from the grave, why the hell hadn’t she come directly to
me? After dl, we d spent close to half acentury together.

| walked by her, ostensibly on my way to the men’ sroom, and the smell hit mewhile | was till five feet
away from her. It was the same perfume she’ d worn every day of our livestogether.

But she was sixty-eight when she' d died, and now she looked exactly the way she looked the very first
timel saw her. | tried to smile at her as| passed her table. She looked right through me.

| got to the men’sroom, rinsed my face off, and took alook in the mirror, just to make sure | was il
seventy-sx years old and hadn’t dreamed the last half century. It was me, dl right: not much hair on the
top, in need of atrim on the sides, one eye haf-shut from the mini-stroke | denied having except in
increasingly rare moments of honesty, atiny scab on my chin wherel’d cut mysalf shaving. (I can’t stand
those new-fangled eectric razors, though since they’ ve been around aslong as| have, | guessthey’re not
redly so new-fangled after dl.)

It was't much of aface on good days, and now it had just seen awoman who was the spitting image of
Derdre.

When | came out shewas still there, sitting aone, picking at her dessert.
“Excuseme,” | said, walking up to her table. “Do you mind if | join you for amoment?’

Shelooked at me asif | was haf-crazy. Then shelooked around, making sure that the place was
crowded in case she had to call for help, decided | looked harmless enough, and finally she nodded
tersdy.

“Thank you,” | said. “I just want to say that you look exactly like someone | used to know, even down to
the dress and the perfume.”

She kept staring a me, but didn’t answer.
“I should introduce mysdlf,” | said, extending my hand. “My nameisWalter Slverman.”
“What do you want?’ she asked, ignoring my hand.

“Thetruth?’ | said. “I just wanted acloser look at you. Y ou remind me so much of this other person.”
She looked dubious. “1t’ snot apick-up line,” | continued. “Hell, I’'m old enough to be your grandfather,
and the staff will tell you I’ ve been coming here for forty years and haven’'t molested any customersyet.
I’'m just taken by the resemblance to someone | cared for very much.”



Her face softened. “1I’m sorry if | wasrude,” she said, and | was struck by how much the voice sounded
like her voice. “My nameisDerdre.”

It was my turn to Stare.

“Areyou dl right?’ she asked.

“I'mfine” | said. “But the woman you look like was aso named Deirdre.”

Another stare.

“Let meshow you,” | said, pulling out my wallet. | took my Deirdre’ s photo out and handed it to her.

“It'suncanny,” she said, studying the picture. “We even sort of wear our hair the same way. When was
thistaken?’

“Forty-seven years ago.”
“Isshe dead?’

| nodded.

“Y our wife?”

“yYes”

“I’'msorry,” shesaid. “ Shewas a beautiful woman.” Then, “| hope that doesn’t sound conceited, since
welook so much dike.”

“Not at al. She was beautiful. And like| say, she even used the same perfume.”
“That’ svery weird,” she said. “Now | understand why you wanted to talk to me.”

“Itwaslike. . . likel’d suddenly sumbled back haf acentury intime,” | said. “Y ou’ re even wearing
Deedee sfavorite color.”

“What did you say?’

“That you' re wearing her—’

“No. | meant what you just cdled her.”

“Deedee?’ | asked. “That was my pet namefor her.”

“My friendscal me Deedee,” shesaid. “Isn’t that odd?’

“May | cdl youtha?’ | said. “If we ever meet again, | mean?’

“Sure” shesaid with ashrug. “Tell me about yoursdlf, Walter. Areyou retired?’
“For the past dozen years,” | said.

“Got any kidsor grandkids?’

“No.”

“If you don’'t work and you don’t have family, what do you do with your time?’ she asked.



“I read, | waich DVDs, | take walks, | Google azillion things of interest on the computer.” | paused
awkwardly. “| hopeit doesn't sound crazy, but mostly | just passthetime until | can be with Deedee

agan.
“How long were you married?’

“Forty-fiveyears,” | answered. “ That photo was taken a couple of years before we were married. We
had long engagements back then.”

“Did shework?" asked Deirdre. “I know alot of women didn’t when you were young.”
“Sheillustrated children’ sbooks,” | said. “ She even won a couple of awards.”
Suddenly Derdre frowned. “All right, Water—how long have you been studying me?’

“Studying you?’ | repested, puzzled. “I saw you jogging a couple of daysago, and | watched you whilel
wasedting. ...

“Do you redly expect meto believe that?’

“Why wouldn't you?’ | asked.

“Because I'm anillugtrator for children’ smagazines”
That was too many coincidences. “ Say that again?’
“I illugtrate children’ s magazines.”

“What'syour last name?’ | asked.

“Why?" shereplied suspicioudy.

“Jugt tell me” | said, dmost harshly.

“Aronson.”

“Thank God!”

“What are you talking about?’

“My Deedee’ smaiden name was Kaplan,” | said. “For aminute there | thought | was going crazy. If
your name was Kaplan I’ d have been sure of it.”

“I’'msorry | lost my temper,” said Deirdre. “Thishasbeen just alittle. . . well . . . weird.”

“I didn’'t mean to upset you,” | said. “It wasjugt, | don’'t know, like seeing my Deedee dl over again,
young and beautiful the way | remember her.”

“Isthat the way you alwaysthink of her?’ she asked curioudy. “The way she looked forty-five years
ago?’

| pulled out another photo, taken the year before Deedee died. She was about forty pounds heavier, and
her hair was white, and there were wrinkles around her eyes. | stared at it for aminute, then handed it to
Derdre.

“Thisisher, too,” | said. “I’d look at her, and I’ d see past the pounds and the years. | think every



woman is beautiful, each in her own way, and my Deedee was the most beautiful of al.”

“It' sashame you're not fifty years younger,” she said. “I could go for someone who fedlsthat way.”
| didn’t know what to say to that, so | said nothing.

“What did your wifedie of 7’ she asked at last.

“She was waking across the street, and some kid who was high on drugs came racing around the corner
doing seventy miles an hour. She never knew what hit her.” | paused, remembering that awful day. “The
kid got sx months probation and lost hislicense. | lost Deedee.”

“Did you seeit happen?’

“No, | was gtill ingdethe store, paying for the groceries. | heard it, though. Sounded like aclap of
thunder.”

“That' sterrible”

“Atleast shedidn't fed any pain,” | said. “| suppose there are worse waysto go. Slower ways, anyway.
Mogt of my friends are busy discovering them.”

Now it was her turn to be at aloss for an answer. Finaly shelooked at her watch. “I have to go,
Wadter,” shesaid. “It'sbeen . . . interesting.”

“Perhgps we could meet again?’ | suggested hopefully.
She gave me alook that said al her worst fears were true after all.

“I’'m not asking for adate,” | continued hagtily. “I’m an old man. I'd just like to talk to you again. 1t d be
like being with Deedee again for afew minutes.” | paused, half-expecting her to tell methat it was Sick,
but she didn’t say anything. “Look, | eat hereal thetime. What if you came back aweek from today,
and wejust talked during dinner? My tresat. | promise not to follow you home, and I’ m too arthritic to
play footsie under thetable.”

Shecouldn’t repressasmile at my last remark. “All right, Wadter,” shesaid. “1I'll be your ghost from six
to seven.”

| was as nervous as a schoolboy aweek later when six o' clock rolled around. I’ d even worn ajacket
and tiefor thefirg timein months. (I'd dso cut myself in three places while shaving, but | hoped she
wouldn't notice.)

Six 0’ clock came and went, and so did six ten. Shefindly entered the place at aquarter after, in ablouse
and dacks| could have sworn belonged to Deedee.

“I’'msorry I'mlate,” she said, Sitting down opposite me. 1 wasreading and lost track of thetime.”
“Let meguess” | sad. “Jane Austen”?’
“How did you know?’ she asked, surprised.

“Shewas Deedee sfavorite”



“I didn’t say shewas my favorite,” said Deirdre.
“But sheis, isn't she?’ | perssted.

There was an uncomfortable pause.

“Yes” shesad at last.

We ordered our dinner—of course she had the eggplant parmesan; it was what Deedee dways
had—and then she pulled a couple of magazines out of her bag, one full-sized, one adigest, and showed
me someillustrations she had done.

“Very good,” | said. “Especidly thisone of thelittle blonde girl and the horse. It reminds me—"
“Of something your wifedid?’

| nodded. “A long time ago. | haven't thought of it for years. | dwaysliked it, but shefelt she'd done
many better ones.”

“I’ve done better, too,” said Deirdre. “But these were handy.”

We spoke alittle more before the meal came. | tried to keep it general, because | could see dl these
paralelswith Deedee were making her uncomfortable. Vincenzo had hiswalls covered by photos of
famous Itdians, she knew Frank Sinatraand Dean Martin and Joe DiMaggio, but | spent afew minutes
explaining what Carmine Basilio and Eddie Arcaro and some of the others had done to deserve such
endhrinement.

“You know,” | said asthe sdlads arrived, “ Deedee had a beautiful |estherbound set of Jane Augten's
works. | never read them, and they’ re just sitting there gathering dust. I’ d be happy to give them to you
next week.”

“Oh, | couldn’t,” shesaid. “ They must be worth asmdl fortune.”

“A very smdl one” | said. “Besides, when | dig, they’ll just wind up in the garbage, or maybe a
Goodwill.”

“Don't talk about dying likethat,” she said.
“Likewha?’
“So matter-of -factly.”

“The closer you get to it, the more amatter of fact it becomes,” | said. “Don’t worry,” | added lightly. “I
promise not to die before dinner’ s over. Now, about those Austen books. . .”

| could see her struggling with hersdf. “You' re sure?’ shesaid & last.
“I’m sure. Y ou can have amatched set of the Brontéstoo, if you like.”
“Thank you, but | don’t redly likethem.”

It figured. | don’t think Deedee had ever cracked any of them open.
“All right,” | said. “Just the Augten. I’ ll bring them next week.”

Suddenly she frowned. “I don’t think | can makeit next week, Walter,” she said. “My fiancé€ sbeen



away on business, and I'm pretty sure that’ s the day he comes home.”

“Your fiancé?’ | repested. “Y ou haven't mentioned him before.”

“We ve only spokentwice,” shereplied. “1 wasn't hiding thefact.”

“Wadll, good for you,” | said. “Y ou must know by now that I'm abeliever in marriage.”
“I guess| am, too,” shesaid.

“You guess?’

“Oh, | believein marriage. | just don’t know if | believein marriage with Ron.”

“Then why are you engaged to him?’

She shrugged. “I'm thirty-one. It wastime. And he' s nice enough.”

“But?’ | asked. “Theré sa‘but’ in there somewhere.”

“But | don’'t know if | want to spend the rest of my life with him.” She paused, puzzled. “Now why did |
tell you that?’

“I don’'t know,” | replied. “Why do you think you did?’
“I don't know either,” shesaid. “1 just havethisfeding that | can confidein you.”

“| gppreciatethat,” | said. “ Asfor spending the rest of your life with your young man—hell, the way
everyone gets married and divorced these days, maybe you won't haveto.”

“Y ou sure know how to cheer agirl up, Walter,” she said wryly.
“I gpologize. Y our privatelifeis none of my business. | meant no offense.”
“Fine.” Then: “What shdl wetak about?’

| thought about Deedee. Sooner or later we talked about everything under the sun, but her greatest
passion was the theatre. “Whose work do you like better—Tom Stoppard’ s or Edward Albee s?’

Her facelit up, and | could tell she was going to spend the next ten minutestelling me exactly who she
preferred, and why.

Somehow | wasn't surprised.

We skipped the following week, but met every week thereafter for the next three months. Ron even
came along once, probably to make sure | was as old and unattractive as she' d described me. He must
have satisfied himsalf on those counts, because he never came back. He seemed a nice enough young
man, and hewas clearly in love with her.

| ran into her twice at my local Borders and once at Barnes & Noble, and both times | bought her coffee.
| knew | wasfaling in love with her—hell, I’ d beeninlove with her from thefirst instant | saw her. But
that’ swhereit got confusing, because | knew | wasn't redly inlove with her; | wasinlovewith the
younger version of Deedee that she represented.



Ron had to |leave town on another business trip, and while he was gone she took me to the theatre to see
areviva of Stoppard’s Jumpers and | took her to the racetrack to watch a minor stakes race for fillies.
The play was nice enough, alittle obscure but well-acted; | don't think she liked the color and excitement
of the track any more than Deedee had.

| kept wondering if she could somehow be Deedee reincarnated, but | knew deep in my gut that it wasn't
possible if she was Deedee—my Deedee—she’ d have been put here for me, and this one was marrying
ayoung man named Ron. Besides, she had a past, she had photos of hersdf asalittle girl, friendswho
had known her for years, and Deedee had only been dead for seven years. And while | didn’t
understand what was happening, | knew there couldn’t have been two of her co-existing at the same
time. (No, | never asked mysdf why; | just knew it couldn’t be.)

Sometimes, asabit of an experiment, I’d order awine, or mention a play or book or moviethat | knew
Deedee hadn’t liked, and invariably Deirdre would wrinkle her nose and express her lack of enthusiasm
for the very samething.

It was uncanny. And in away it was frightening, because | couldn’t understand why it was happening.
Thiswasn't my Deedee. Mine had lived her life with me, and thet lifewas over. | wasa
seventy-six-year-old man with half adozen allmentswho was just besting time on hisway to the grave. |
was never going to impose myself on Deirdre, and she was never going to look upon me as anything but
an eccentric acquaintance . . . so why had | met her?

From timeto time |’ d had this romantic fancy that when two people loved each other and suited each
other the way Deedee and | did, they’ d keep coming back over and over again. Once they’ d be Adam
and Eve, once they’ d be Lancel ot and Guinevere, once they’ d be Bogart and Bacall. But they’d be
together . They wouldn’t be an old man and ayoung woman who could never connect. | had haf a
century’ sworth of experiences we could never share, | was sure the thought of my touching her would
make her skin crawl, and | waslong past the point where | could do anything but touch her. So whether
shewas my Deedee reborn, or just a Deedee, why were the two of us here at thistime and in this place?

| didn't know.

But afew dayslater | learned that I’ d better find out pretty damned quick. Something finally showed up
inal thetests I’ d been taking at the hospita. They put me on haf adozen new medications, gave me
some powerful pain pillsfor when | needed them, and told me not to make any long-term plans.

Héll, | wasn't even that unhappy abouit it. At least I’ d be with my Deedee again—the real Deedee, not
the charming subdtitute.

The next night was our regular dinner date. I’ d decided not to tell her the news; there was no sense
digressing her.

It turned out that she was distressed enough asit was. Ron had given her an ultimatum: set adate or
break it off. (Things had changed alot snce my day. Most of my contemporaries would have killed to
have agorgeous girlfriend who had no problem deeping with them but got nervous at the thought of
marriage.)

“Sowhat are you going to do?’ | asked sympathetically.
“I don’t know,” shereplied. “I’m fond of him, | really am. But | just . . . | don’t know.”

“Lethimgo,” | sad.



She stared at me questioningly.
“If you're not certain after al thistime” | said, “kisshim off.”

She sighed deeply. “He severything | should want in a husband, Walter. He' s thoughtful and
congderate, we share alot of interests, and he' sgot afine future as an architect.” She smiled ruefully. “I
even like hismother.”

“But?’ | prompted her.

“But | don’'t think | love him.” She gared into my eyes. “I awaysthought I'd know right away. At least
that’ sthe myth | was brought up on asalittle girl, and it was reinforced by dl the romance novels| read
and themovies | saw. How wasit for you and your Deedee? Did you ever have any doubts?’

“Never aone” | said. “Not from the first moment to thelast.”

“I’'m thirty-one, Wadter,” she said unhappily. “If | haven't met the right guy yet, what arethe odds he's
going to show up before I’'mforty, or sixty? What if | want to have ababy? Do | haveit withaman |
don't love, or withaguy | lovewho'sliving Six States away beforeit’ s even born?” She sighed unhappily.
“I have two good friends who married the men of their dreams. They’ re both divorced. My closest friend
married anice guy she wasn't sure sheloved. She' s been happily married for ten years, and keepstelling
mel’m crazy if | let Ron get away.” She stared acrossthe table at me, atortured expression on her face.
“I’d give everything | have to be as sure of aman—any man—as you were of your Deedee.”

And that waswhen | knew why I’d met her, and why the medics had given me afew more months atop
Panet Earth before | spent the rest of eternity benegthit.

Wefinished the medl, and for thefirst time ever, | walked her home. Shelived in one of those high-rise
gpartment buildings, kind of aminiature city initself. It wasn't fancy enough to have adoorman, but she
assured me the security system was state of the art. She kissed me on the cheek while a couple of
neighbors who were coming out looked at her asif she were crazy. | waited until shewas safely inthe
elevator, then |eft and returned home.

When | woke up the next morning | decided it wastimeto get busy. At least | was going to bein familiar
locationswhere | felt comfortable. | got dressed and went out to the track, spent afew hoursin the
grandstand near the furlong pole where | dways got the best view of the races, and didn’t lay asingle
bet, just hung around. Then, after dinner, | started making the rounds of al my favorite bookstores. |
spent the next two afternoons at the zoo and the natural history museum, where I’ d spent so many happy
afternoons with Deedee, and the one after that at the ballpark in the left field bleachers. | had to takea
couple of pain pillsalong theway, but | didn’t let it dow me down. | continued my circuit of bookstores
and coffee shopsin the evenings.

Onthesixth night | decided | was getting tired of Italian food—hell, | was getting tired, period—and |
went to the Olympus, another restaurant I’ ve been frequenting for years. It doesn’t look like much, no
Greek statues, not even any belly dancers or bouzouki players, but it serves the best pastitso and
dolmadesin town.

And that’ swhere| saw him.

Hisfacedidn’t jump right out at me the way Deirdre' sdid, but then | hadn’t reglly looked at it in along
time. Hewas aone. | waited until he got up to go to the men’sroom, and then followed himin.

“Nicenight,” | said, when we were washing our hands.



“If you say 0,” he answered unenthusiastically.

“Theair isclear, the moon is out, there salovely breeze, and the possibilitiesare endless,” | said. “What
could be better?’

“Look, fdla” hesad irritably, “I just broke up with my girl and I’'min no mood for talk, okay?’
“I need to ask you a couple of questions, Wally.”

“How’ d you know my name?’ he demanded.

| shrugged. “You look likeaWally.”

He cast aquick look at the door. “Wheat the hell’ sgoing on? Y ou try anything funny, and I’ ll—"

“Not toworry,” | said. “I’m just aused-up old man trying to do onelast good deed on the way to the
grave” | pulled an ancient photo out of my wallet and held it up. “Look at dl familiar?’

Hefrowned. “1 don't remember posing for that. Did you take it?’

“A friend did. Who' syour favorite actor?’

“Humphrey Bogart. Why?" Of course. Bogie had been my favorite sncel wasakid.
“Jugt curious. Last question: what do you think of Agatha Christie?”

“Why?'

“I’'m curious.”

He stared at me for amoment, then shrugged. “I can't stand her. Murders take place in back aleys, not
vicarages.” It figured. I’ d dways hated mystery novels where the murder was committed primarily to
provide the detective with a corpse.

“Good answer, Wally.”

“What are you smiling about?’ he asked suspicioudy.
“I'm happy.”

“I'mglad oneof usis”

“Tell youwhat,” | said. “Maybe | can cheer you up, too. Y ou know arestaurant called Vincenzo's—a
little Italian place about three blocks east of here?’

“Yeah, | stop in there every now and then. Why?’

“I want you to be my guest for dinner tomorrow night.”

“Still why?’

“I"'m an old man with nothing to spend my money on,” | said. “Why don’t you humor me?’
He considered it, then shrugged. “What the hell. | don't have anyone to eat with anyway.”

“Temporarily,” | replied.



“What are you talking about?’

“Just show up,” | said. Then, as| walked to the door, | turned back to him and smiled. “Havel got agirl
for you!”



