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 It was the late 1980s, and I had not kissed a woman since a night in early autumn when I 
took my girlfriend Mina to see the Yankees at the Stadium. After the game she informed me, 
while we lingered in our seats and watched the crowds shrink away (it was a practice of mine to 
be the last person out of a stadium), that if I did not want to marry her sometime soon and start 
a family, then she, being twenty-seven and not getting any younger, really thought we should 
put an end to the whole charade.  
 We had been dating almost a year, and it was not the first time she had ever threatened 
this. Nor was it the first time I had ever responded that I wanted to wait until things were right. 
As I tallied up the runs, hits, and errors in my scorebook, however, it was definitely the first 
time she had ever shouted, “Arthur! I’ve had enough of your waiting, so why don’t you add that 
into your little checkbook.”  
 “Scorebook.” 
 “What?” 
 “It’s not a checkbook. It’s a scorebook.” 

This was also the first time she had ever slapped me in the face. Then she clicked off 
with her boot-heels echoing around the grandstand, while a beer vendor, a red-capped usher, 
and a full-grown man dressed in a full pinstriped Yankee ensemble, shook their heads, first at 
Mina, in admiration of her spunk and sashay, then at me, indignant at my seeming lack of 
appreciation of the woman I was letting walk out of my life. 
 After that night, I lifted weights in my apartment on the Upper West Side, slept until 
noon on the weekends, read the early edition of the Sunday Times on Saturday nights, and 
attended many sporting events. I had always loved the big four sports of baseball, football, 
basketball, and hockey, so there was no surprise that I could not get enough of the 
Knickerbockers and the Rangers, but I never would have guessed how quickly I would develop 
an appreciation for Madison Square Garden’s wide range of events, kennel shows and indoor 
track-and-field meets, rodeos and monster-truck derbies, boxing and music concerts, while 
sitting in the cheap, rafter seats, mostly alone. I also signed up for membership in the New York 
Road Runners club, collecting t-shirts from the 5ks of every charitable organization known to 
the five boroughs, but inevitably crawling out of bed long after their Saturday morning start 
times, then on Sundays, to make up for it, running marathon-length distances along the Hudson 
and back up the East Side, cutting back to my apartment through Central Park and, through it 
all, telling myself how much I enjoyed my freedom and my solitude.  

But it was a lie. I tried very to hard to convince myself otherwise, but the fact was I was 
lonely. I was in the middle of the biggest city in the country, living with millions of human 
beings, yet I felt isolated and removed. I did date a few women after Mina, a girl I knew from 
college here, a woman from a Christmas party there, but my loneliness had just as much to do 
with the very person I would find myself sitting across from at a restaurant table as it did with 
anything else. So my go-to solution was to hop on the 1 train to Penn Station, scalp a ticket 
from one of the hustlers roaming outside the Garden, and join the masses in cheering on 
whatever it was we were cheering about that night. It was far easier applauding the likes of 



Patrick Ewing and Brian Leetch than it was negotiating all the reasons why some Susan or Alice 
or Wendy did not understand me, or me her.  

My best friend and former law-school roommate Larry Berger, or, to be more precise, 
engaged-to-be-married and wildly successful litigation lawyer Larry Berger, did not understand 
me, either. 
   “Arthur, you’re turning into one of those guys who shows up on the eleven o’clock news 
after the body parts are found in his freezer, his neighbors saying, ‘He was a nice guy, but sort 
of a loner.’”  
 We had met for breakfast in one of the diners outside the Bronx County Courthouse on 
161st Street, a few blocks from the Stadium. Larry believed the only path to success was his 
path, and though he meant well, for various reasons, including Mina, he was convinced I had 
gone astray. 
 “It’s been nearly six months since Mina. Don’t you think it’s time for a full-fledged 
relationship?” 
 “Look, man, I’m content. Besides, love is a matter of chance. It’s best not to force the 
issue.” 
 “Content? Then why are you calling me every night to meet at the Garden?” 
 “It’s not every night.” 
 This he ignored. “As for love, what do you know? It’s in the official record book that you 
kissed away a very lovely woman in the name of your scorecard.” 
 “Scorebook.” 
 “Oh, go to hell.” 
 At work, one of the secretaries in the law office, Sheila, had been pestering me about a 
friend of hers named Bellie. 
 “She’s great,” Sheila told me. 
 “I don’t go on blind dates, not with any bellies anyway. No tummies or heinies, either.” 
 “You’re not funny. It’s short for Isabella, and what’s wrong with a blind date?” 
 “It’s forcing the issue.” 
 “You mean it’s desperate?” 
 “I mean love comes by chance, not design.” 
 “Who’s talking about love? We’re talking about a date. You’ll have a good time.” 
 “People who go on blind dates are looking.” 
 “And you’re not looking?” Sheila raised an eyebrow in accusation. I liked Sheila, and I 
suspected she knew it. Sheila Coletti, Italian American, pretty, definitely sexy, with sass and a 
sense of humor. I suspected, too, that she liked me. There was something subliminal between 
us, call it a vibe. Unfortunately, she was Mrs. Sheila Coletti, with Bruno the husband, a shop 
steward in the pipefitter’s union, about whom there was nothing subliminal.  

“I think there’s a good chance you’ll like her,” she said. 
 “Why?” 
 “Well, for one thing, she’s beautiful.” 
 I had learned long ago from my grandmother, who called any woman “beautiful” who 
happened to have a full set of teeth, that a woman’s “beautiful” has nothing to do with a man’s 
“beautiful.” 
 “Who says she’s beautiful?” 



 Sheila recognized what I was getting at.  
“Men say,” she said. 

 “Let them take her out then.” 
 “Oh, come on.” 
 “What’s in it for you?” 
 “Nothing’s in it for me. I think you’ll like each other.” 
 “Is she one of those gold diggers who thinks all lawyers are rich?” 
 “She knows you’re a defense attorney.” 
 “Bring in a picture.” 
 


