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To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Human Resources <human.resources@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Tardiness

Dear Melissa Fuller,


This is an automated message from the Human Resources Division of the New York Journal, New York Citys leading photo-newspaper. Please be aware that according to your supervisor, managing editor George Sanchez, your workday here at the Journal begins promptly at 9 AM, making you 68 minutes tardy today. This is your 37th tardy exceeding twenty minutes so far this year, Melissa Fuller.

We in the Human Resources Division are not out to get tardy employees, as was mentioned in last weeks unfairly worded employee newsletter. Tardiness is a serious and expensive issue facing employers all over America. Employees often make light of tardiness, but routine lateness can often be a symptom of a more serious issue, such as and any number of other conditions. If you are suffering from any of the above, please do not hesitate to contact your Human Resources Representative, Amy Jenkins. Your Human Resources Representative will be only too happy to enroll you in the New York Journals Staff Assistance Program, where you will be paired with a mental health professional who will work to help you achieve your full potential.


	alcoholism

	drug addiction

	gambling addiction

	abusive domestic partner

	sleep disorders

	clinical depression




Melissa Fuller, we here at the New York Journal are a team. We win as a team, and we lose as one, as well. Melissa Fuller, dont you want to be on a winning team? So please do your part to see that you arrive at work on time from now on!

Sincerely,

Human Resources Division

New York Journal



Please note that any future tardies may result in suspension or dismissal.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You are in trouble

Mel, where were you? I saw that Amy Jenkins from Human Resources skulking around your cubicle. I think youre in for another one of those tardy notices. What is this, your fiftieth?

You better have a good excuse this time, because George was saying a little while ago that gossip columnists are a dime a dozen, and that he could get Liz Smith over here in a second to replace you if he wanted to. I think he was joking. It was hard to tell because the Coke machine is broken, and he hadnt had his morning Mountain Dew yet.


By the way, did something happen last night between you and Aaron? Hes been playing Wagner in his cubicle again. You know how this bugs George. Did you two have another fight?

Are we doing lunch later or what?

Nad :-)




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Aaron Spender <aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Last night

Where are you, Mel? Are you going to be completely childish about this and not come into the office until youre sure Ive left for the day? Is that it?

Cant we sit down and discuss this like adults?

Aaron Spender

Senior Correspondent

New York Journal




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Aaron Spender

Melissa

Dont get the wrong idea, darling, I WASNT spying on you, but a girl would have to be BLIND not to have noticed how you brained Aaron Spender with your bag last night at Pastis. You probably didnt even notice me; I was at the bar, and I looked around because I thought I heard your name, of all thingswerent you supposed to be covering the Prada show?and then BOOM! Altoids and Maybelline all over the place.

Darling, it was precious.

You really have excellent aim, you know. But I highly doubt Kate Spade meant that adorable little clutch to be used as a projectile. Im sure shed have made the clasp stronger if shed only known women were going to be backhanding the thing around like a tennis ball.

Seriously, darling, I just need to know: Is it all over between you and Aaron? Because I never thought you were right for each other. I mean, the man was in the running for a Pulitzer, for Gods sake! Although if you ask me, anyone could have written that story about that little Ethiopian boy. I found it perfectly maudlin. That part about his sister selling her body to provide him with riceplease. Too Dickensian.

So you arent going to be difficult about this, are you? Because Ive got an invite to Stevens place in the Hamptons, and I was thinking of inviting Aaron to mix Cosmos for me. But I wont if youre going to go Joan Collins on me.

P.S.: You really should have called if you werent going to come in today, darling. I think youre in trouble. I saw that little troll-like person (Amy something?) from Human Resources sniffing around your desk earlier.

XXXOOO

Dolly





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Where the hell are you?

Where the hell are you? You appear to be under the mistaken impression that comp days dont have to be prearranged with your employer.

This is not exactly convincing me that you are columnist material. More like copyedit material, Fuller.

George




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Aaron Spender<aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Last night

This is really beneath you, Melissa. I mean, for Gods sake, Barbara and I were in a war zone together. Anti-aircraft fire was exploding all around us. We thought wed be captured by rebel forces at any moment. Cant you understand that?

It meant nothing to me, Melissa, I swear it.

My God, I should never have told you. I thought you were more mature. But to pull a disappearing act like this

Well, Id never have expected it from a woman like you, thats all I have to say.

Aaron Spender

Senior Correspondent

New York Journal





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: This isnt funny

Girl, where are you? Im really starting to get worried. Why havent you called me, at the very least? I hope you didnt get hit by a bus or something. But I suppose if you did, theyd call us. Assuming you had your press pass with you, that is.

All right, Im not really worried that youre dead. Im really worried youre going to get fired, and Im going to have to eat lunch with Dolly again. I was forced to order in with her since youre MIA, and it nearly killed me. The woman had a salad with no dressing. Do you get where Im coming from here? NO DRESSING.

And then she felt compelled to comment on every single thing I put in my mouth. Do you know how many grams of fat are in that fry? A good substitute for mayonnaise, you know, Nadine, is low-fat yogurt.

Id like to tell her what she can do with her low-fat yogurt.

By the way, I think you should know that Spenders going around saying youre doing this because of whatever went down between the two of you last night.

If that doesnt get you in here, and pronto, I dont know what will.

Nad :-)





To: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Where the hell I was

Since it is apparently so important to you and Amy Jenkins that your employees account fully for every moment they spend away from the office, I will provide you with a detailed summary of my whereabouts while I was unavoidably detained.

Ready? Got your Mountain Dew? I hear the machine down in the art department is fully operational.




Mels Morning:

7:15Alarm rings. Hit snooze button.

7:20Alarm rings. Hit snooze button.

7:25Alarm rings. Hit snooze button.

7:26Wake to sound of neighbors dog barking. Turn off alarm.

7:27Stagger to bathroom. Perform morning ablutions.

7:55Stagger to kitchen. Ingest nourishment in form of Nutrigrain bar and Tuesday nights take-out kung pao.

7:56Neighbors dog still barking.

7:57Blow dry hair.

8:10Check Channel One for weather.

8:11Neighbors dog still barking.

8:12Attempt to find something to wear from assorted clothes crammed into studio apartments single, refrigeratorsized closet.

8:30Give up. Pull on black rayon skirt, black rayon shirt, black sling-back flats.

8:35Grab black bag. Look for keys.

8:40Find keys in bag. Leave apartment.

8:41Notice that Mrs. Friedlanders copy of the New York Chronicle (yes, George, my next-door neighbor subscribes to our biggest rival; dont you agree with me now that we really ought to do something to draw more senior readers?) is still lying on the floor in front of her apartment door. She is normally up at six to walk her dog, and takes her paper in then.

8:42Notice that Mrs. Friedlanders dog is still barking. Knock on door to make sure everything is all right. (Some of us New Yorkers actually care about our neighbors, George. You wouldnt know that, of course, since stories about people who actually care for others in their community dont make for very good copy. Stories in the Journal, Ive noticed, tend to gravitate toward neighbors who shoot at, not borrow cups of sugar from, one another.)

8:45After repeated knocks, Mrs. Friedlander still does not come to door. Paco, her Great Dane, however, barks with renewed vigor.

8:46Try handle to Mrs. Friedlanders apartment door. It is, oddly enough, unlocked. Let myself inside.

8:47Am greeted by Great Dane and two Siamese cats. No sign of Mrs. Friedlander.

8:48Find Mrs. Friedlander facedown on living room carpet.




Okay, George? Get it, George? The woman was facedown on her living room carpet! What was I supposed to do, George? Huh? Call Amy Jenkins down in Human Resources?

No, George. That lifesaving class you made us all take paid off, see? I was able to tell that not only did Mrs. Friedlander have a pulse, she was also breathing. So I called 911 and waited with her until the ambulance came.

With the ambulance, George, came some cops. And guess what the cops said, George? They said it looked to them as if Mrs. Friedlander had been struck. From behind, George. Some creep whacked that old lady on the back of the head!

Can you believe it? Who would do that to an eighty-year-old woman?

I dont know what this city is coming to, George, when little old ladies arent even safe in their apartments. But Im telling you, theres a story hereand I think I should be the one the write it.

Whadduya say, George?

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Theres a story here

The only story here is the one I havent heard. And that would be the story of why, just because your neighbor got whacked on the head, you couldnt come into the office, or even call anyone to let him know where you were.

Now that is a story Id really enjoy hearing.

George




To: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Where I was

George, you are so coldhearted. I found my neighbor facedown in her living room, the victim of a brutal attack, and you think all I should have been concerned about was calling my employer to explain why I was going to be late?

Well, Im sorry, George, but the thought never even crossed my mind. I mean, Mrs. Friedlander is my friend! I wanted to go with her in the ambulance, but there was the little problem of Paco.


Or should I say the big problem of Paco. Paco is Mrs. Friedlanders Great Dane, George. He weighs a hundred and twenty-nine pounds, George, which is more than I weigh.

And he needed to go out. Badly.

So after I took him out, I fed him and watered him and did the same to Tweedledum and Mr. Peepers, her Siamese cats (Tweedledee, sadly, expired last year). While I was doing this, the cops were checking her door for signs of forced entry. But there was none, George.

Do you know what this means? It means she probably knew her attacker, George. She probably let him in of her own volition!

Even more bizarrely, there was $276 in cash in her purse that had been left untouched. Ditto her jewelry, George. This was no robbery.

George, why dont you believe theres a story here? Something is wrong. Very wrong.

When I finally did get to the hospital, I was informed that Mrs. Friedlander was in surgery. Doctors were frantically trying to relieve the pressure on her brain from a giant blood clot that had formed beneath her skull! What was I supposed to do, George? Leave? The cops couldnt get in touch with anybody from her family. Im all she has, George.

Twelve hours. Twelve hours it took them. I had to go to her apartment to walk Paco twice before the surgery was even finished. And when it was, the doctors came out and told me it had only been partially successful. Mrs. Friedlander is in a coma, George! She may never come out of it.

And until she does, guess whos stuck taking care of Paco, Tweedledum, and Mr. Peepers?

Go on. Guess, George.

Im not trying to get sympathy here. I know. I should have called. But work was not necessarily foremost in my mind at the time, George.

But, listen, now that Im finally here what would you think about letting me write up a little something about what happened? You know, we could hit it from the be-careful-who-you-let-into-your-apartment angle. The cops are still looking for Mrs. Friedlanders closest relativeher nephew, I thinkbut when they find him, I could interview him. You know, the woman really was a wonder. At eighty, she still goes to the gym three times a week, and last month she flew to Helsinki for a performance of the Rings. Seriously. Her husband was Henry Friedlander, of the Friedlander twistie fortune. You know, those twist-ties that go on garbage bags? Shes worth six or seven million at least.

Come on, George. Let me give it a try. You cant keep me doing gossip for Page Ten forever.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You cant keep me doing gossip for Page Ten forever

Yes, I can.

And do you know why? Because I am the managing editor of this newspaper, and I can do whatever I want.

Besides, Fuller, we need you on Page Ten.

Would you like to know why we need you on Page Ten? Because the fact is, Fuller, you care. You care about Winona Ryders legal battles. You care that Harrison Fords had a chemical peel. You care about Courtney Loves breasts, and whether or not they are silicone.

Admit it, Fuller. You care.

The other thing aint a story, Fuller. Old ladies get bonked on the head for their Social Security checks every day.


Its called a telephone. Next time, call.

Capisce?

Now get me the copy on the Prada opening.

George




To: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I do not care about Courtney Loves breasts.

and youll be sorry for not letting me run with the friedlander story, George. Im telling you, theres something there. I can smell it.

And by the way, Harrison would NEVER get a chemical peel.

Mel



P.S.: And who doesnt care about Winona Ryder? Look how cute she is. Dont you want her free, George?


To: Human Resources <human.resources@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: My Tardiness

Dear Human Resources,

What can I say? You caught me. I guess my and any number of other conditions have finally caused me to hit bottom. Please enroll me in the Staff Assistance Program right away! If you could hook me up with a shrink who looks like Brendan Fraser, and preferably conducts his therapy sessions with his shirt off, Id appreciate it.


	alcoholism

	drug addiction

	gambling addiction

	abusive domestic partner

	sleep disorders

	clinical depression



Because the primary condition from which I am suffering is that Im a twenty-seven-year-old woman living in New York City, and I cannot find a decent guy. Just one guy who wont cheat on me, doesnt live with his mother, and isnt turning to the Arts section of the Chronicle first thing Sunday morning, if you know what I mean. Is that asking so much???

See if your Staff Assistance Program can handle that.

Mel Fuller

Page Ten Columnist

New York Journal




To: Aaron Spender <aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Cant we sit down and discuss this like adults?

Theres nothing to discuss. Really, Aaron, Im sorry for throwing my bag at you. It was a childish outburst that I deeply regret.

And I dont want you to think that the reason were breaking up has anything to do with Barbara. Really, Aaron, we were over a long time before you ever told me about Barbara. Lets face it, Aaron, were just too different: You like Stephen Hawking. I like Stephen King.

You know it would never have worked.

Mel




To: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Aaron Spender

I did not throw my bag. It slipped out of my hand when I was reaching for my drink, and accidentally flew through the air and hit Aaron in the eye.

And if you want him, Dolly, you can have him.

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Where I was

Okay, okay, I should have called. The whole thing was just a nightmare. But get this. This, youre never going to believe:

Aaron cheated on me in Kabul.

Thats right. And youll never guess with whom. Seriously. Try to guess. You never will.

All right, Ill tell you: Barbara Bellerieve.


Uh-huh. You read that correctly: Barbara Bellerieve, respected senior ABC news correspondent, most recently host of the television news magazine TwentyFourSeven, and voted one of People magazines fifty most beautiful people last month.

Can you believe she slept with AARON??? I mean, she could have George Clooney, for Gods sake. What would she want with AARON???

Not that I didnt suspect. I always thought those stories he kept e-mailing in during that month he was on assignment were way too smug.

You know how I found out? Do you? He TOLD me. He felt he was ready to reach the next level of intimacy with me (three guesses as to what level THAT is), and that in order to do so he felt he had to make a clean breast of it. He says ever since it happened hes been wracked with guilt and that none of it meant anything.

God, what a putz. I cant believe I wasted three months of my life on him.

Are there no decent men out there? I mean, besides Tony. I swear, Nadine, your boyfriend is the last good man on earth. The last one! You hang on to him, and dont let go, because Im telling you, its a jungle out there.

Mel



P.S.: Cant go to lunch today, I have to go home and walk my neighbors dog.

P.P.S.: Dont ask; its a long story.



To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: That jerk

Look, the guy did you a favor. Be honest, Mel. Did you really picture a future for the two of you? I mean, he smokes a PIPE, for crying out loud. And whats with all that classical music? Who does he think he is, anyway? Harold Bloom?

No. Hes a reporter, just like the rest of us. Hes not out there writing fine literature. So whats with that bust of William Shakespeare he keeps on top of his monitor?

The man is a big phony, and you know it, Mel. Thats why, in spite of the fact you two went out for three months, you never slept with him.

Remember?

Nad ;-)




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: That jerk

I never slept with him because of that goatee. How was I supposed to sleep with someone who looks like Robin Hood?

He didnt want me enough even to shave.

Whats wrong with me, Nad? Am I really not worth shaving for?

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: That jerk

Give up the pity quest, Mel. You know youre gorgeous. The man is obviously suffering from a psychiatric disorder. We should sic Amy Jenkins on him.

Why cant you go to lunch today? And dont worry, I dont mean Burger Heaven. If I dont get down to a size 12 in two months, the weddings off. Every girl in my family has worn my mothers dress to her wedding. I am not going to be the first Wilcock to schlep out to Klinefelds.

Nad :-)




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Lunch

Cant do lunch. I have to go home and walk Mrs. Friedlanders dog.

Did you hear the latest? Chris Noth and Winona.

Im not kidding. They were seen kissing in front of Crunch Fitness Center on Lafayette Street.

How could she be so blind? Cant she see he isnt any good for her? I mean, look what he did to poor Sarah Jessica Parker in Sex and the City.

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Reality check

Mel, I hate to break this to you, but Sex and the City is a fictional program. You might have heard already that there are these things called TV shows? Yeah, they are fictional. What happens on them in no way reflects real life. For instance, in real life, Sarah Jessica Parker is married to Matthew Broderick, and so whatever Chris Noths character did to her character on her show, it didnt actually happen.

In other words, I think you should be less concerned for Winona, and more worried about yourself.

Thats just my opinion, of course.

Nad




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

cc: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: CONFIDENTIAL

All right, girls, hold on to your hats. I got the information you requested, the salary increases for next year. It wasnt easy.

If you tell anybody where you got this information, I will accuse you both of having gambling addictions, and youll be yanked into the Staff Assistance Program before either of you can whistle Dixie.

Here goes:






	
Name:

	
Position:

	
Salary:




	Peter Hargrave
	Editor in Chief
	$120,000



	George Sanchez
	Managing Editor
	$85,000



	Dolly Vargas
	Style Editor
	$75,000



	Aaron Spender
	Chief Correspondent
	$75,000



	Nadine Wilcock
	Food Critic
	$45,000



	Melissa Fuller
	Page Ten Columnist
	$45,000



	Amy Jenkins
	Human Resources Administrator
	$45,000






Read it and weep, girls.

Timothy Grabowski

Computer Programmer

New York Journal




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: CONFIDENTIAL

I cant believe Amy Jenkins makes as much as we do. What does SHE do? Sits around and listens to people whine all day about their dental plan.

Please.


Im surprised about Dolly. Id have thought she made more. I mean, how does she keep herself in Herms scarves on a mere $75,000 a year?

Nad ;-)




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: CONFIDENTIAL

Are you kidding? Dolly comes from money. Havent you ever heard her talk about how she used to summer in Newport?

I was going to ask Aaron out for an I-forgive-you drink after workNOT to get back together with him, just so hell stop with the Wagner alreadybut now that I see how much more he makes than I do, I cant even bear to look at him. I KNOW Im a better writer than he is. So whats he getting $75,000 per year, while Im stuck at $45,000, doing fashion shows and movie premieres?

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: CONFIDENTIAL

Um, because youre good at them? Fashion shows and movie premieres, I mean.

Nad ;-)



P.S.: I have to do that new Peking duck place on Mott. Come with me.



To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Lunch

I cant. You know I cant. Ive got to walk Paco.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Lunch and that dog

Okay, how long is this going to go on? You and that dog, I mean? I cant be going out to eat by myself every day. Whos going to keep me from ordering the double-patty cheddar melt?

I am serious. This dog thing is not working for me.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Lunch and that dog

What am I supposed to do, Nadine? Let the poor thing sit in the apartment all day until he bursts? I know you arent a dog person, but have some compassion. Its only until Mrs. Friedlander gets better.

Mel




P.S.: This just in: Harrison Ford and his wife? On again. I swear it. His publicist just called.



Im just glad for the kids, you know? Because thats what its all about.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Its only until Mrs. Friedlander gets better

And when is THAT going to be? Earth to Mel. Come in, Mel. The woman is in a COMA. Okay? She is COMATOSE. I think some alternative arrangements for the womans pets need to be made. You are a DOORMAT. A COMATOSE woman is using you as a DOORMAT.

The woman has to have some relatives, Mel. FIND THEM.

Besides, people shouldnt keep Great Danes in the city. Its cruel.

Nad :-(



P.S.: You are the only person I know who still cares about Harrison and his wife patching things up. Give it up, girl.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Don and Beverly Fuller <DonBev@dnr.com>

Subject: Debbie Phillips

Melissa, honey, its Mom. Look, your father and I got e-mail! Isnt it great? Now I can write to you, and maybe youll answer for a change!


Just kidding, sweetheart.

Anyway, Daddy and I thought youd want to know that little Debbie Phillipsyou remember Debbie, dont you? Dr. Phillipss little girl? He was your dentist. And wasnt Debbie Homecoming Queen your senior year in high school? Anyway, Debbies just got married! Yes! The announcement was in the paper.

And do you know what, Melissa? The Duane County Register is on the line now. Oh, Daddy says its ON-LINE, not on the line. Well, whatever. I get so confused.

Anyway, Debbies announcement is ON-LINE, so I am sending it to you, as what they call an attachment. I hope you enjoy it, dear. Shes marrying a doctor from Westchester! Well, we always knew shed do well for herself. All that lovely blonde hair. And look, she graduated summa cum laude from Princeton! Then she went to law school. So impressive.

Not that theres anything wrong with being a reporter. Reporters are just as important as lawyers! And Lord knows we all need to read some nice gossip now and then. Why, did you hear about Ted Turner and Martha Stewart? You could have knocked me over with a feather.

Well, enjoy! And you make sure you lock your door at night. Daddy and I worry about you, living there in that big city all alone.

Bye for now,

Mommy



Attachment: (Glam photo of wedding couple)



Deborah Marie Phillips, the daughter of Dr. and Mrs. Reed Andrew Phillips of Lansing, was married last week to Michael Bourke, the son of Dr. and Mrs. Reginald Bourke of Chapaqua, New York. The Rev. James Smith performed the ceremony at the Roman Catholic Church of Saint Anthony in Lansing.


Ms. Phillips, 26, is an associate at Schuler, Higgins, and Brandt, the international law firm based in New York. She received a bachelors degree from Princeton, from which she graduated summa cum laude, and a law degree from Harvard. Her father is a dentist and oral surgeon in Lansing, operating the Phillips Dental Practice.

Mr. Bourke, 31, received a bachelors degree from Yale and an MBA from Columbia University. He is an associate at the investment banking group of Lehman Brothers. His father, now retired, was the president of Bourke & Associates, a private investment firm.

After a honeymoon trip to Thailand, the couple will reside in Chapaqua.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Mothers

Darling, when I heard all that anguished shrieking from your cubicle just now I thought at the very least Tom Cruise had finally come out of the closet. But Nadine tells me its just because you received an e-mail from your mother.

How well I understand. And I am so glad my mother is far too drunk ever to learn to operate a keyboard. I highly suggest you send your doting parents a case of Campari and have done with it. Trust me, its the only way to shut them up on the dreaded subject of M. As in, Why arent you M yet? All your friends are M. You arent even trying to get M. Dont you want me to see my grandchildren before I die?


As if I would EVER give birth. I suppose a well-mannered little six-year-old would be all right, but they simply dont COME that way. You have to TRAIN them.

Too tiresome. I can understand your anguish.

XXXOOO

Dolly



P.S.: Did you notice Aaron shaved? Its a pity. I never realized what a weak chin he has.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Amy Jenkins <amy.jenkins@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Staff Assistance Program

Dear Ms. Fuller,

You might think it amusing to make light of the Human Resources Departments Staff Assistance Program, but I can assure you that we have helped many of your coworkers through dark and difficult times. Through counseling and therapy, they have all gone on to lead meaningful, profitable lives. I find it disheartening that you would belittle a program that has done so much for so many.

Please note that a copy of your latest e-mail has been placed in your personnel file, and will be available to your supervisor during your next performance review.

Amy Jenkins

Human Resources Administrator

New York Journal





To: Amy Jenkins<amy.jenkins@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Staff Assistance Program

Dear Ms. Jenkins,

What I find disheartening is the fact that I reached out to you and all the other Human Resource Administrators, and instead of being given the aid I so desperately need, I was brutally rebuffed. Are you saying that my chronic status as a single woman is not worthy of assistance? Do I have to tell you how demoralizing it is to buy Lean Cuisines Fiesta Meals for One every night at the Food Emporium? What about having to order my pizza by the slice? Do you think that isnt whittling away at my self-esteem, slice by disheartening slice?

And what about salad? Do you have any idea how many pounds of lettuce I have ingested in an effort to maintain my size 6 figure, so that I might entice a man? Even though it goes against every fiber of my feminist being to cater to the misogynistic mores that exists in Western culture that insist that attractiveness is equal to ones waist size?

If you are trying to say that being a single woman in New York City is not a disability, then I respectfully submit that you visit a Manhattan deli on a Saturday night. Who do you see crowded around the salad bar?


Thats right. The single girls.

Face reality, Amy. Its a jungle out there. Its kill or be killed. I am merely suggesting that you, as a mental health expert, accept that truth, and move on.

Melissa Fuller


Page Ten Columnist


New York Journal






To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Cut it out

Stop teasing Amy Jenkins down in Human Resources. You know she doesnt have a sense of humor.

If you have so much free time, come to me. Ill give you plenty to do. The obit guy just quit.

George




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Aaron Spender <aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Forgive me

I dont know where to begin. First of all, I cant stand this. You ask what this is.

Ill tell you: This is sitting here all day, seeing you there in your cubicle, knowing that you said you never want to speak to me again.

This is watching you walk toward me, thinking you might have changed your mind, only to have you pass by without so much as even glancing in my direction.

This is knowing that youll walk out of here at the end of the day, that I will have no idea where you will be, what you will do, and that an abyss of time will elapse before you walk back in here the next day.

This isor should I say, these are?the countless hours during which my mind leaves me, and pursues you out the door, following you in a journey that leads nowhere, right back where I started, sitting here thinking about this.

Aaron Spender

Senior Correspondent

New York Journal




To: Aaron Spender <aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: This

That was really moving, Aaron. Have you ever considered writing fiction for a living?

Seriously. I think youve got real talent.

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com

From: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

Subject: We got e-mail

Nad!!! Look!!! We got e-mail!!!


Isnt it righteous? You can write to me at foodie@fresche.com. Get it? Im foodie because Im the chef!!!

Anyway, just thought Id say hi. Now we can e-mail each other all day long!

What are you wearing? How come you never wear to work that bustier I got you?

Do you want to know tonights specials?





	Asparagus tips wrapped in salmon

	Soft-shell crab

	Lobster bisque

	Pasta puttanesca

	Red snapper in an orrechiette sauce

	Filet mignon

	Crme brle




Ill save you some bisque.

Hey, by the way, my uncle Giovannis throwing us an engagement party next weekend. Nothing fancy, just out by the pool at his house in Long Island. So keep Saturday free!

Love you,

Tony




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Another one

Look, Tonys uncle Gio is throwing us an engagement party (yes, another one) and Im telling you right now, YOU HAVE GOT TO COME. Seriously, Mel, I dont think I can handle another round of Salernos without you. You know what theyre like.

And this one has a pool. You know theyre going to throw me in. You just know it.

Say youll come and keep me from being humiliated. PLEASE.

Nad :-O



P.S.: And dont you be giving me that damned DOG excuse again.



To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I cant

You know I cant go. How am I supposed to go all the way out to Long Island when I have Paco to think of? You know he has to go out every four to five hours. I am wearing out my Steve Maddens as it is, running back and forth between the office and my apartment building, trying to get there in time to take him out. Theres no way I can go all the way out to Long Island. The poor thing might explode.

Mel



P.S.: Vivicayou know, the supermodel, and Donald Trumps latest arm candyhas dumped him! Seriously! Shes dumped the Donald! He is said to be devastated, and shes gone into hiding.

Poor things. I really thought that one was going to work out.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Paco

Okay, this is ridiculous. Mel, you cannot put your life on hold just because your next-door neighbor happens to be in a coma. Seriously. There must be someone in the womans family who can look after that stupid dog. Why do YOU have to do it?

Youve done enough, for Gods sake. I mean, you probably saved her life. Let someone else handle Paco and his digestive schedule.


I mean it. I am not getting into that pool on my own. If you dont find this womans next of kin, I will.

Nad :-(



P.S.: Excuse me, I understand your concern for Winona, but the Donald? And Vivica, the Victorias Secret Wonder Bra girl? Theyll be fine. Trust me.


To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Paco

Its easy for you to say let someone else handle Paco. My question would be: WHO?


Mrs. Friedlanders only living relative is her nephew, Max, and not even the cops have been able to find him to tell him what happened to her. I know he lives somewhere in the city, but his phone numbers unlisted. Apparently, hes some up-and-coming photographer with pictures in the Whitney, or something. At least, according to his aunt. And quite popular with the ladiesergo, the unlisted number, I assume so the ladies husbands cant track him down.

And of course his aunt doesnt have his number written down anywhere because she undoubtedly had it memorized.

In any case, what can I do? I cant put the poor thing in a kennel. Hes already freaked out enough about his owner beingwell, you know. How can I leave him locked up in some cage somewhere? Seriously, Nadine, if you saw his eyes, you wouldnt be able to do it, either. He is the sweetest thing Ive ever seen, and that includes nephews.

If only he were a man. Id marry him. I swear it.

Mel





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

Subject: What do you mean youre not going?

Nadine, you HAVE to go. The party is for YOU. Well, you and me. You cant not go.

And dont give me any of that bull about how you dont want anybody in my family to see you in a swimsuit. How many times do I have to tell you that you are the hottest girl in the world? Do you think I care what size you wear? You have it going on, girl.

Only you should wear those thongs I bought you more often.

I dont understand what difference it makes whether or not Mel goes. Why do women always have to do things together? It doesnt make any sense.

Besides, if you feel that strongly about it, just tell them you have an ear infection and cant get in the water.

Jeez. I dont get you dames. I really dont.

Tony




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

cc: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Your little problem

Darlings:

I couldnt help but overhear your little tte--tte in the ladies just now. I was otherwise occupied, or I would have joined in (we really ought to talk to someone about how narrow those stalls are). Fortunately, Jimmyyou know, the new fax boyis quite surprisingly flexible, or we never would have managed. ;-)


First of all, Mel, sweetheart, Max Friedlander did not have just any old picture in the Whitneywhich you would know, if you ever ventured out of Blockbuster long enough to take in some real culture. He had a stunning self-portrait on display there for the Biennial, in which he was sans apparel. If you ask me, the mans a photographic genius.

Though that may not be where his true talent lies, judging by that photoif you get my drift.

And Im sure you do.

Anyway, he has, for reasons unfathomable to me, chosen to cheapen his gift by prostituting himself out for photo shoots, such as, just as an example, last winters Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue. And he just finished up the Victorias Secret Christmas catalog, I believe.

All you have to do, children, is contact those so-called publications, and Im sure theyll know how to get a message to him.

Well, ta for now.

XXXOOO

Dolly



P.S.: Oh, Mel, about Aaron. Look, cant you throw him a bone? Hes no good to me like this. And all that Wagner is giving me a migraine.


To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Listen, thanks to Dolly, I think Ive finally managed to track down Max Friedlander!

At least, no one seems to have his number, but Ive got an e-mail address. Help me draft a note to him. You know I dont do well with groveling.

Mel




To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Your aunt

Dear Mr. Friedlander,

I hope you get this. You are probably not aware that the police have been trying to reach you for several days now. I am sorry to inform you that your aunt, Helen Friedlander, has been seriously injured. She has been the victim of an assault in her apartment.

She is currently listed in critical condition at Beth Israel Hospital here in New York. Unfortunately, she is in a coma, and the doctors have no way of knowing if she will ever come out of it.

Please, Mr. Friedlander, if you get this message, call me as soon as possible on my cell phone, 917-555-2123, or if you prefer, please feel free to e-mail me. We need to discuss how you think your aunt would best like her pets cared for while she is in the hospital.

I know this is the last thing you need to be worried about right now, considering how grave your aunts condition is, but I cant imagine that, being the great animal lover she is, your aunt didnt have some sort of proviso arranged for just this sort of circumstance. I am her next-door neighbor (in apartment 15B), and I have been walking Paco and taking care of your aunts cats, but Im afraid that my schedule does not allow for full-time pet care. Taking care of Paco is beginning to affect my job performance.

Please contact me as soon as you can.

Melissa Fuller





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: The letter

I like it. Short but sweet. And it gets the point across.

Nad :)



P.S.: I think its good you left out the part about all your tardies. No one in the real world cares about tardies. Just at OUR $@%#ing workplace does anyone keep track of how late we are.


To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: The letter

Yeah, but do you think hell even get it? From what I can tell based on the people Ive talked to so far, this Max Friedlander seems to be taking the role of playboy artiste to brand new heights. In fact, I cant believe hes never hit Page Ten before!

Plus, it seems like hes always on the road. The guy was in Thailand on a shoot last month, Hawaii last week, and this week, who knows? Nobody seems to have any idea where he is.

Oh, and its no good trying his cell phone: According to Sports Illustrated, he lost it scuba diving in Belize.

If he even gets this message, does he sound to you like the kind of guy wholl even do anything about it?

Im a little worried.

And its okay, I guess. I mean, Im bonding with the cats (well, Mr. Peepers wont come out from under the bed), and Pacos like my best friend now.


But Ive gotten five more of those tardy warnings from Human Resources. They are seriously going to put me on probation! But what can I do? Paco NEEDS a good hour-long walk in the morning.

Still, if I have to ditch out of one more society function because I have to get home to walk that dog, Im pretty sure Im going to get fired. I completely missed the Sarah Jessica Parker thing the other night because Paco wouldnt go. I had to walk him for like an hour.

George was furious, because the Chronicle got the scoop on us.

Though what the Chronicle is doing, reporting on celeb gossip, I cant imagine. I always thought they were too highbrow for that!

Mel




To: Tom Barrett <concierge@paradiseinn.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Message

To whom it may concern:

Please deliver the following message to Vivica Chandler, who is staying in the Sopradilla Cottage.

[image: line]




Viv

Do notI repeat, DO NOTaccept any messages, telephone calls, faxes, e-mails, etc., for me from a woman named Melissa Fuller.

No, dont worry, shes not one of my exes. Shes my aunts next-door neighbor. Apparently, Helen took a tumble, and this Fuller woman is trying to get in touch with me about the stupid dog.


But we arent going to let her ruin our little getaway together, are we?

So, dont even answer the door until I get there. Im just finishing up the Neve Campbell shoot, and then Ill be taking the red-eye out from LAX, so I ought to be there in time to watch the sunset with you, baby. Keep the champagne chilled for me.

Love ya,

Max



[image: line]


To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: Tom Barrett <concierge@paradiseinn.com>

Subject: Message

Dear Mr. Friedlander,

It is my pleasure to inform you that your message for Miss Chandler has been delivered.

If there is anything else we here at the Paradise Inn can do to make your stay an enjoyable one, please do not hesitate to let us know.

We look forward to your joining us tomorrow.

Sincerely,

Tom Barrett

Concierge

Paradise Inn

Key West, Florida





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: My aunt

Dear Ms. Fuller,

I am shocked. Deeply shocked and appalled to hear what has happened to my aunt Helen. She is, as Im sure you know, my only living relative. I cannot thank you enough for the efforts youve gone to in order to contact me and let me know about this tragedy.

Although I am currently on assignment in Africaperhaps youve heard of the drought here in Ethiopia? I am doing a photo shoot for the Save the Children fundI will begin making preparations to return to New York at once. If my aunt should wake before I get there, please assure her that I am on my way.

And thank you again, Ms. Fuller. Everything they say about cold and unfeeling New Yorkers is obviously untrue in your case. God bless you.

Sincerely,

Maxwell Friedlander




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

Dude.

Im in trouble.

Youve got to help me out.

Im serious. You dont know whats at stake here: I have a chance for an extended vacation with Vivica.


Yeah, you read that right. Vivica. The supermodel. The one who just dumped Trump. The one in those ads for that new bra with the water pump. The one on the Sports Illustrated cover.

Yeah. THAT one.

But its not going to work out, buddy, if you dont do me a little favor. Just one little favor. Thats all Im asking.

And I know I dont have to remind you about that time I saved your you-know-what in Vegas. Remember? Spring break, our senior year? Ive never seen anybody drink as many pitchers of margaritas as you did that night. Im telling you, man, youd be paying alimony right now if it werent for me. I SAVED you. And you swore to me the next day (by the pool, remember?) that if there was ever anything you could do for me, youd do it.

Well, todays the day. Im calling it in. The favor.

Crap, theyre making me put away my electronic devices for takeoff. Write back, man.

Max




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

I knew it was coming. I knew it was coming, and just now it arrived: A dispatch from Max Friedlander, demanding payback for a favor he did me our senior year in college.

My God, that was ten years ago. The man has a mind like a sieve. He cant remember his own Social Security number, but this favor I owe him he remembers. What did I ever do to deserve this?

You remember Max, dont you, Jase? He was my roommate senior year, the one I got my first apartment with when I moved to the city after college. That dive in Hells Kitchen, where the guy got stabbed in the back the first night we were thereremember? It was in the papers the next dayI think thats what led to my deciding to become a crime reporter, as a matter of fact.

Remember how Mim offered to get me out of the lease so I could move in with her and live, to quote Mim, like a human being? God, after two months of living with Max, I almost took her up on it. Its like the guy still thought we were in collegehalf of Manhattan used to show up in our living room for Monday night football every week.

No hard feelings when I moved out, though. He still calls me every few months to catch up.

And now this.

God only knows what Max wants me to do for him. Rescue a raftful of refugee Cuban ballerinas, I suppose. Or house the Australian rugby team. Or loan him the $50,000 he owes to the Russian mob.

I am seriously considering leaving the country, Jase. Do you think Mim would let me have the Lear for the weekend?

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

I hesitate to ask, of course, but as your big brother I feel I have a right to know:

What, precisely, did Max Friedlander do for you that left you owing him this enormous debt?

Jason




P.S. Stacy says when are you coming to visit? The kids have been asking about you. Brittanys riding post, and Haley won best jumper at last weeks exhibit.

P.P.S. No go on the Lear. Julias using it.


To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Her name was Heidi. She was a showgirl. She had feathers in her hair, and a dress cut down there.

Okay, not really. But her name was Heidi, and she was a showgirl. And apparently I was determined to make her the first Mrs. John Trent.

You wouldnt understand, of course, having never done anything even slightly disreputable in all of your thirty-five years, but try, Jason, to put yourself in my shoes:

It was spring break. I was twenty-two. I was in love.

Id had way too many margaritas.

Max dragged me out of the wedding chapel, sent Heidi home, took away my keys so I couldnt follow her, sobered me up, and put me to bed.

I still think of her sometimes. She had red hair, and was slightly bucktoothed. She was adorable.

But not worth THIS.

John



P.S.: Congratulate Haley and Brittany for me. Are you going out to the Vineyard this weekend? I could meet you all there.

Depending on whatever this favor of Maxs turns out to be.



To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Ah. It is all become clear now. I know how you are when it comes to redheads.

So just what IS the favor he wants you to do him in return?

Jason



P.S.: No, were going to the place in the Hamptons. Youre welcome to join us.


To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

I dont even want to ask. What is it that you want me to do for you, Max?

And please, Im begging you, nothing illegal in New York, or any other state.

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

Look, itll be a piece of cake: All I want you to do is be me. Just for a week or two.


Well, okay, maybe a month.

Simple, right? Heres the 411:

My auntyou know, the filthy stinking rich one who always kind of reminded me of your grandma, Mimi, or whatever the hell her name is. The one who was so mean about our apartment? The neighborhood wasnt that bad.

Anyway, my aunt apparently suffered a senior moment and let a psychopath into her place, who conked her on the head and fled, and now shes in the vegetable crisper at Beth Israel.

There is a chancealbeit a small oneaccording to her doctors, that she might come out of it.

So you understand that it simply wont do to have her waking up and finding out that her beloved Maxie didnt fly to her side as soon as he heard about her accident. Auntie Helens will is arranged 80/2080 percent of the $12 million my aunt is worth goes to me upon her demise, and 20 percent goes to various charitable organizations she sponsors. We wouldnt want there to be any sort of untimely shift in those percentiles, now would we, on account of Maxie turning out to have been playing house with a supermodel during this alarming tragedy?

Of course we wouldnt. Which is where you, my friend, come in:

Youre going to tell this neighbor of hers that youre me.

Thats it. Just be me, so Ms. Melissa Fuller reports back to Auntie Helenif she ever comes around, which is extremely doubt-fulthat, yes, her beloved nephew, Maxie, did show up as soon as he heard about her little accident.

Oh, yeah, and you might have to walk the dog a few times. Just to shut the neighbor up.

And, of course, if the old biddy shows the slightest sign of rejoining the conscious, you call me. Got it? And Ill rush right back.

But since I figure the chance of an eighty-year-old woman springing back from this kind of thing is pretty much nil, I wont be expecting to hear from you.

You know I wouldnt ask you to do this if we werent talking Vivica here. Okay? VIVICA. The girl is supposedly very well versed in yoga.

YOGA, Trent.

You do this for me, and your slates clean, dude. Whadduya say?

Max




To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

Let me see if Ive got this straight:

Your aunt was the victim of a brutal assault, and you dont even care enough to postpone your vacation?

That is cold, Friedlander. Really cold.

Essentially, what you want me to do is impersonate you. Is that it?

I think Id rather be married to the showgirl.

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

You crime reporters are all alike.

Why do you have to make it sound so underhanded? I told you, Helens in a coma. Shes never even going to know about it. If she croaks, you tell me, I come back to arrange the funeral. If she comes out of it, you tell me, I come back to help her convalesce.

But as long as shes unconscious, shes never going to know the difference. So why postpone anything?

Besides, were talking Vivica here.

You see how easy things can be if you dont overanalyze them? You were always like this. I remember those multiple-choice tests wed get in Bio, you were always, It cant be Athats too obvious. They must be trying to trick us, and so youd choose D, when the answer was CLEARLY A.

As long as Auntie Helenand her lawyersdoesnt know any better, why not let me enjoy my well-earned little vacation? Placate this neighbor of hers. Thats all Im asking. Just take over the dog-walking duties.

I think its a very small price to pay, considering that I kept you from making the worst mistake of your entire life. You think old Mimsy would still be inviting you up to those soirees on the Vineyard if you had a Vegas showgirl for a wife?

I think not.

I think you owe your buddy Maxie, but good.

Max




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

He wants me to pretend to be him and walk his comatose aunts dog while hes off partying with a supermodel.


I guess it could be worse. A lot worse.

So why do I have such a bad feeling about it?

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Youre right. It could be worse. Are you going to do it?

Jason



P.S.: Stacy says to tell you shes got the perfect girl for you: Haleys dressage instructor. Twenty-nine, size 4, blond, blue-eyed, the works. What do you say?


To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Why not?

I mean, walking an old ladys doghow bad can that be?

John



P.S.: You know I cant stand dressage. Theres something unnatural about making a horse dance.



To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

The horses dont dance in dressage, you moron. They step.

And have you ever considered that you and Heidi might have been perfectly suited for one another? I mean, with the kind of luck youve been having with women lately, Heidi could very well have been your last chance at real happiness.

Just think, if youd followed your heart, instead of Max friedlanders head, you could be the one providing Mim with a grand-kid in December, instead of me.

Jason




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Have I mentioned lately how much I hate you?

John





To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

Okay, Ill do it.

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Operation Paco

All right. Ill let the neighbor know to expect you (I mean, me) tonight for the big key pickup. Shes got my aunts spare. It has not apparently occurred to her to wonder why Aunt Helen never gave me a key to her place. (That fire in her last apartment was not my fault. There was something wrong with the wiring.)

Remember, youre supposed to be me, so try to act like you care about the old ladys hematoma, or whatever it is.

And listen, as long as youre being me, could you try to dress with a littlewhats the word Im looking for here? Oh, I know. STYLE. I know for guys like you who are born into money, the instinct is to downplay the trillions youre worth.

And thats cool with me. I mean, I can understand this whole thing youre doing, getting a real job instead of the cushy family one your big brother offered.

And Im totally fine with it. If you want to pretend like youre only making forty-five grand a year, thats just great.

But while youre being me, could you PLEASE not dress like a grad student? I am begging you: No Grateful Dead T-shirts. And those deck shoes you always wear? Would something in a tassel kill you?

And for the love of God, invest in a leather jacket. Please. I know it will mean touching some of those precious millions in that trust fund your grandfather left you, but, really, something NOT from the Gap would be good.

Thats all. Thats all I ask. Just try to look good when youre imitating me. I have a reputation to uphold, you know.

Max



P.S.: The neighbor left a number, but I lost it. Her e-mails melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.


To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: S.O.S.

Christ, Friedlander, she works for the New York JOURNAL???


You didnt say that. You didnt say anything about your aunts neighbor working for the New York Journal.

Dont you get it, Max? She might KNOW me. Im a journalist. Yeah, we work for rival papers, but for Gods sake, the fields pretty small. What if she opens the door and it turns out weve been to the same conferencesor crime scenes?

Your cover will be blown.

Or do you not care?

John



P.S.: And how am I supposed to e-mail her? Shes going to know Im not you when she reads my address.



To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Operation Paco

Of course I care. And dont worry, I already checked her out. She does the gossip page.

I doubt youve been running into any gossip columnists at the crime scenes youve been covering lately.

Max



P.S.: Apply for a second e-mail account.

P.P.S.: Quit bugging me. Vivica and I are trying to watch the sunset.


To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Im not happy

Gossip? Shes a gossip columnist, Max? Shes going to know Im not you for SURE.

John




To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Im not happy

Max? MAX??? WHERE ARE YOU?





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Oh, my God, Nadine! I heard from him!

Hes on assignment in Ethiopia, photographing little starving kids for the Save the Children fund! And Ive just asked him to leave to come home and take care of his aunts dog!

What kind of a horrible bitch must I seem to him? Oh, God, I knew I shouldnt have tried to contact him.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Whats more important to him, a bunch of starving kids he doesnt know or his aunts dog?

I dont mean to sound cold, but starving children or not, the man has to take some responsibility.

Besides, his aunt is in a coma, Mel. I mean, if your only living relative is in a coma, you come home, for Gods sake, starving kids or no.

Whens he getting here, anyway? Are you going to be able to make the pool party? Because Tonys threatening to break off the engagement if I dont go.

Nad :-/





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Darling, I could hear you shrieking all the way in the art department. I thought at the very least the cast of Friends was breaking up.

But now I find out its only because Max Friedlander e-mailed you.

But whats this I hear about him doing it from in Ethiopia? Max Friedlander would NEVER go to Ethiopia. My God, its sodusty there.

You must be confusing him with someone else.

Now, listen, about Aaron: I am bound and determined to make him into something I wouldnt be ashamed to introduce to Stephen. So do you think hell resist strongly to my steering him over toward Barneys? Hes simply got to have some linen pants, dont you think? Hell look so devastatingly F. Scott Fitzgerald in linen.

Can you say something, darling, next time you pass him on your way to the copier? Something completely cutting, like nice khakis, ought to put him exactly where I want him.

XXXOOO

Dolly




To: Don and Beverly Fuller <DonBev@dnr.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Debbie Phillips

Hi, Mom. Sorry it took me so long to get back to you. Things here have been pretty busy, like I mentioned to you over the phone. Im still walking Mrs. Friedlanders dog, but tonight her nephew is supposed to come by, and hopefully well work something out.

Which is good because Ive been getting into trouble at work for being late every day. I dont know why people in Human Resources have such an axe to grind against us everyday working stiffs. Its like they think theyre special or something, because they control what goes into our performance files.

Anyway, other than the stuff with Mrs. Friedlander (dont worry, Mom, this building is very safe. Besides, you know my apartment is rent-controlledits not like I can just move. And I always lock my door, and I never open it to strangersbesides, Ralph, the doorman, would never let a stranger up without buzzing me first), things have been going okay. Im still stuck on Page TenI cant convince Mr. Sanchez, my boss, that I really could do hard reporting, if hed let me.

Lets see, what else? Oh, I broke up with that guy I told you about. It wasnt going anywhere. Well, at least, I didnt see it going where he saw it going. Besides, it turns out he was cheating on me with Barbara Bellerieve. Well, I guess he wasnt really cheating since he and I never really did anything anywaydont let Daddy read this, all right?

Oh, theres the buzzer. Mrs. Friedlanders nephew is here. I have to go.

Love,

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Don and Beverly Fuller <DonBev@dnr.com>

Subject: Strange men

Melissa! You call me as soon as that man is gone! How could you let a man youve never met before into your apartment? He could be that serial killer I saw on the Inside Edition! The one who puts on his victims clothes and strolls around in them after hes done hacking their bodies into pieces!

If you dont call Daddy and me within one hour, Im telephoning the police. I mean it, Melissa.

Mommy




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

So??? What was he like???

Nad




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

Subject: Well???

DONT TELL NADINE I WROTE THIS.

But listen, Mel, you have GOT to get this guy to take over the dog-walking thing for you. Because if you dont, and you cant come to this engagement party at my uncle Giovannis, Nadines going to have a nervous breakdown. I swear to God. Dont ask me why, but shes got this thing with her weight, and she needs, like, your moral support or something every time she has to get into a bathing suit.


As her maid of honor, it is your duty to appear with her at this party on Saturday. So get this dude to walk the dog that day, okay?

If he gives you a hard time, let me know. Ill take care of him. People think guys who cook cant be tough, but thats not true. Ill do to the guys face what I did to tonights special, which happened to be veal piccatapounded flat and swimming in the lightest white wine sauce you ever tried. Ill give you the recipe if you want later.

NOW, DONT FORGET!!!

Tony




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Operation Paco

You wore tassels, right? On your shoes? When you went to see her tonight?

Just tell me you wore tassels.

Max




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Howd it go?

Just wondering how your little performance went this evening.

And Stacy wants to know if youre still coming for dinner on Sunday like we planned.

Jason





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: HI!!!

HI!!! THIS IS VIVICA, MAXS FRIEND, WRITING TO YOU ON E-MAIL! MAX IS IN THE HOT TUB BUT HE ASKED ME TO ASK YOU HOW IT WENT WITH THAT WEIRD LADY WHO HAS THE DOG PROBLEM. DID SHE BELIEVE THAT YOU ARE MAX???

IT IS WEIRD TO BE WRITING TO YOU SEEING AS HOW I DONT EVEN KNOW YOU. WHAT IS THE WEATHER LIKE IN NEW YORK? HERE IT IS EIGHTY AND BEAUTIFUL.

WE SAW SOME PERFORMING CATS TODAY. IT WAS CRAZY!!! WHO KNEW CATS COULD DO THAT???

OH, MAX SAYS TO ASK YOU TO CALL HIM HERE AT THE HOTEL AS SOON AS YOU GET THIS MESSAGE. THE NUMBER IS 305-555-6576. ASK FOR THE SOPRADILLA COTTAGE. SOPRADILLA IS A FLOWER. IT GROWS ALL OVER KEY WEST. KEY WEST IS ONLY NINETY MILES FROM CUBA, WHERE I ONCE DID A SWIMSUIT SHOOT.

UH-OH, I HAVE TO GO, MAX IS HERE.

VIVICA




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: What was hes like?

Okay, the stats:

I would say six foot one or two. Big shoulders. I mean really big. Dark hair, but not too dark. Hazel eyes. You know the kind. Sometimes green. Sometimes brown. Sometimes searing into my soul.

Just kidding.

As for the rest:

I dont know. Its kind of hard to explain. He wasnt what I was expecting, thats for sure. I mean, from what Id heard, about the modeling shoots and everything, I was expecting a real smooth operator, you know?

But what kind of smooth operator goes around in a Grateful Dead T-shirt? And he had on jeans. And deck shoes with no socks.

I expected Gucci loafers at least.

And he was so modestI mean, for a guy who entered a nude picture of himself into the Biennial. I think Dolly must be exaggerating about that. Maybe he wasnt really nude. Maybe he was wearing one of those flesh-colored body stockings they wear, you know, in the movies.

And he didnt want to talk about his trip to Ethiopia at all! When I mentioned the work he was doing for the Save the Children fund, he actually seemed embarrassed and tried to change the subject.

I tell you, Nadine, he doesnt seem at all the way Dolly described him.

Even Mrs. Friedlander didnt do him justice. Shes always talked about him as if she thought he was a little irresponsible, but Im telling you, Nadine, he didnt seem that way to me. He asked all sorts of things about what happenedI mean about the break-in, and all. Although I guess it wasnt really a break-in, since the door wasnt even locked.

Anyway, it was really touching how much he seemed to care about his aunt. He asked me to show him where I found her, and how she was lying, and if anything was missing.

It was almost as if hed had some experience dealing with violent crime. I dont know. Maybe there were some catfights at the Victorias Secret shoot???!


Another odd thing: He seemed kind of surprised at how big Paco is. I mean, considering that I know Mrs. Friedlander had Max over for dinner at least a few months ago, and Pacos five years old, so its not like he could have grown any. When I mentioned how last week Paco practically wrenched my shoulder out of its socket, Max said he didnt see how a frail old lady could walk such a big dog on a regular basis.

Isnt that funny? I guess only a nephew would think of Mrs. Friedlander as frail. Shes always seemed like a tough old bird to me. I mean, considering that last year she hiked all over Yosemite.

Anyway, Nadine, Im so glad you made me get in touch with him! Because he said he didnt feel right about me walking Paco with my hurt shoulder and all, and that he was going to move in next door, to take care of the animals and sort of keep an eye on things.

Can you believe that? A man who actually takes care of his responsibilities? I am still in shock.

I have to gosomeones at the door. Oh, God, its the cops!

Gotta go

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: What was he like?

Okay, the cops are gone. I explained about my mother and her obsession with the transvestite killer. They didnt even get that mad.

Anyway, Nadine, do you want to know something else? About Max Friedlander, I mean. If you can stand it.


From where Im sitting, at my desk at home, I can see into his apartmentI mean, Mrs. Friedlanders apartment. Right into the spare bedroom. Mrs. Friedlander always kept the mini-blinds in that room down, but Max opened them right up (to look at the city lights, I guesswe do have that nice view here on the fifteenth floor) and I can see him lying on the bed, typing something on his laptop. Tweedledum is on the bed beside him, as is Paco, of course (no sign of Mr. Peepers, but then, hes shy).

I know its wrong to look, but, Nadine, they look so nice and happy in there!

And I guess it doesnt hurt that Max really has very nice forearms.

Oh, God. I had better go to bed. I think Im getting slap-happy.

Love,

Mel




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Howd it go?

Shes a redhead.

Help.

John





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Darling, did I overhear you correctly when I ran into you and Nadine at Starbucks this morning? Did you say Max Friedlander actually moved in next door to you?

And that you were actually spying on him?

And that you saw him naked???


I seem to have gotten some water in my ears last weekend at Stephens, so I just want to make sure I heard you right before I call every single person I know and tell them.

XXXOOO

Dolly




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Dolly

Mel

Would you stop obsessing? Who is she going to tell? Dolly doesnt know that many people here at the office.

And the ones she does know all hate her and wouldnt believe her anyway.

Trust me.

Nad





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Aaron Spender <aaron.spender@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You

Mel, did I hear this from Dolly correctly? Did a naked man move in next door to you? What happened to the old lady? Did she end up dying? I hadnt heard. Im very sorry for your loss, if thats the case. I know the two of you were fairly close, for Manhattan neighbors.

But I dont think its appropriate for a man to parade around nude in front of his neighbors. You really ought to complain to the co-op board about this, Melissa. I know you are only renting, and that you dont like to make waves because you have such a good deal on the place, but this kind of thing could be perceived as a sexual assault. Really, it could.

Melissa, I was wondering if youd given any thought to what I said in the elevator the other day. I really meant it. I think its time.

I remember that day when we went walking through Central Park during your lunch hour. It seems so long ago, but it was only last spring. You purchased a hot dog from an outdoor vendor, and I urged you not to, because of that story I did on carcinogens in street-cart food.

Ill never forget the way your blue eyes flashed at me as you said, Aaron, in order to die, you have to live a little first.

Melissa, Ive decided: I want to live. And the person I want to live with, more than anyone else in the world, is you. I believe I am ready to make a commitment.

Oh, Melissa, please wont you let that commitment be with you? Aaron

Aaron Spender

Senior Correspondent

New York Journal





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Tardiness

So, Dolly tells me you finally got in touch with the dog guy. That would explain why you were on time this morning for the first time in twenty-seven days.

Congratulations, kid. Im proud of you.

Now if youd just start handing in your copy on time I wont have to fire you. But I guess I shouldnt count on that happening, since I hear this new neighbor of yours looks pretty good in the buff.

George




To: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Dolly, I swear to God, if you tell one more person that I saw Max Friedlander naked I will personally come over there and put a stake through your heart, which I hear is the only way to stop someone like you.

He was not NAKED, okay? He was fully clothed. FULLY CLOTHED AT ALL TIMES.

Well, except for his forearms. But thats all I saw, I swear it.

So, stop telling people otherwise!!!

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Darling, have I struck a nerve or something? Ive never seen you use all caps quite so strenuously. Max must have really made an impression on you for you to be so heated up.

But then, he has that effect on women. He cant help it. Pheromones, you know. The man is lousy with them.

Well, must go. Peter Hargrave is taking me to lunch. Yes, thats right: Peter Hargrave, the editor in chief. Who knows, when I get back from lunch, I just might have a nice fat promotion.

But dont worry, I wont forget the little people.

XXXOOO

Dolly



P.S.: What do you think of Aarons new pants? Arent they just the thing? Hugo Boss.



I know, I know. But its a start.


To: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Saturday

Hi! Just a quick note to tell you not to worryIll be there Saturday.


Yes, the dog guy actually showed up!

See you then.

Proud to be your future wifes maid of honor,

Mel




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Howd it go?

Shes a redhead? Thats IT? Youre just going to leave me hanging here?

WHAT HAPPENED???

Jason



P.S.: Stacy wants to know, too.


To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: How it went

Sorry. I got hung up on a story, and then I had to go back to friedlanders aunts place to walk the dog. Max failed to mention that the misleadingly named Paco is a GREAT DANE. The dog weighs more than Mim.


So what do you want to know?

Did she believe I was Max Friedlander? I am sorry to say that she did.

Did I play the part of Max Friedlander to perfection? I guess I must have, or she wouldnt have believed I was he.

Do I feel like a grade-A heel for doing it? Yes. Self-flagellation for me.

The worst part iswell, I already told you the worst part. She thinks Im Max Friedlander. Max Friedlander, the ingrate who doesnt even seem to care that someone coldcocked his eighty-year-old aunt.

Melissa cares, though.

Thats her name. The redhead. Melissa. People call her Mel. Thats what she told me. People call me Mel. She moved to the city right after college, which makes her about twenty-seven years old, since shes lived here for five years. Originally, shes from Lansing, Illinois. Have you ever heard of Lansing, Illinois? Ive heard of Lansing, Michigan, but not Lansing, Illinois. She says its a small town where you can walk down Main Street and everyone goes, Oh, hi, Mel.

Just like that. Oh, hi, Mel.

On her bookshelves are, among a great many other books, copies of every single thing ever written by Stephen King. Melissa has a theory that for every century theres a writer who sums up the popular culture of the time, and for the nineteenth century it was Dickens, and for the twentieth it was Stephen King.

She says it has yet to be determined who is going to be the voice of the twenty-first century.

You know what my ex, Heather (you remember Heather, dont you, Jason? The one you and Stacy referred to as the mouth breather?), had on her bookshelves, Jason?

The complete works of Kierkegaard. Shed never read Kierkegaard, of course, but the book covers matched the color of her sofa cushions.


Thats what she saw me as. Heather, I mean. A six-foot-two checkbook that could pay off her decorating bill.

Remind me again why Mim was so upset when Heather and I broke it off?

Oh, and when I got there, she offered me beer. Melissa, not Heather.

Not seltzer. Not wine. Not Glenfiddich on the rocks, or a Cosmo. Beer. She said she had two kinds: Light and root. I had root. So did she.

She showed me where Maxs aunt keeps the dog and cat food. She told me where to buy more, in case I ran out. She told me what Pacos favorite walks were. She showed me how to lure a cat named, and I kid you not, Mr. Peepers, out from underneath the bed.

She asked me about my work for the Save the Children fund. She asked me about my trip to Ethiopia. She asked me if Id been to visit my aunt in the hospital, and if it had upset me very much, seeing her with all those tubes coming out of her. She patted me on the arm and told me not to worry, that if anyone could come out of a coma, it was my aunt Helen.

And I stood there and grinned like an idiot and pretended I was Max Friedlander.

Anyway, Im moving in. To Helen Friedlanders apartment. So, if you need to call me, the numbers 212-555-8972. Only dont call. Loud ringing noises, Ive discovered, upset Mr. Peepers.

Gotta go.

John





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Who are you?

And what have you done with my brother?

He used to be a rational human being until he started pretending to be Max Friedlander and met this Melissa person.

ARE YOU INSANE??? You cant move into that womans apartment. What is wrong with you? GET OUT NOW WHILE YOU STILL CAN.

Jason




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: I think its sweet

Hi, John. Its Stacy. Jason let me read your last e-mail. I hope you dont mind.

I also hope you dont listen to him. I think what you are doing is very sweet, helping out that poor girl next door with the old ladys pets. Jason is trying to tell me that you arent doing it to be nice, and something about red hair, but I am not listening to him. He has a very sick mind. He told me just the other day that the music on my pregnancy exercise video sounds like the music from a porno!

When has he ever watched porn, is what I would like to know.

Anyway, Im just saying, dont you feel bad about pretending to be this Max person. Its for a greater good. And why dont you ask the little redhead over for dinner on Sunday night? Ill make sure I tell the girls to call you Max. Theyll think its fun, Im sure. Like a game!


Well, thats all for now. Hope to see you soon. Your loving sister-in-law,

Stacy




To: Michael Everett <michael.everett@thenychronicle.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Contact

Please note that for the next several weeks, I will be available only by cell phone. Do not leave messages for me on my home phone. I can always be reached by e-mail, either at this address or my new one, jerrylives@freemail.com.

Thanks.

John Trent

Senior Crime Correspondent

New York Chronicle




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com>

Subject: For Stacy

Dear Stacy,

Id just like to thank you for being so understanding about my current situation. You see, my brother, your husband, has a tendency to take a very cynical view of everything.

Dont ask me how he got this way, since Jason has always been the lucky one: Hes the one who got the head for business, while all I got was, if youll excuse the clich, the bod for sin.


He was also lucky enough to get you, Stacy. I guess its easy for a guy whos got such a gem for a wife to sit back and criticize the rest of us poor slobs, who cant even find a geode out there, let alone a jewel. I guess Jason doesnt remember how hard it was for him to meet a girl who was actually attracted to him, and not the Trent family fortune.

Apparently, Jason doesnt remember Michelle. Be sure to ask him about Michelle, Stacy. Or Fiona, for that matter. Or Monica, Karen, Louise, Cathy, or Alyson.

Go on, ask him. Id be curious to see what he has to say about any of them.

What Jason doesnt seem to realize is that he has already found the best girl in the world. He forgets that some of us losers are still out there looking.

So tell your husband to cut me a little slack, will you, Stacy?

And thanks for the invitation, but if its all right with you Ill skip dinner this Sunday.

Love,

John



P.S.: Write back to me at my new address, listed above. Im not sure whether it works yet.


To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Your new email address

John:

Jerry lives? Are you insane? Have you lost your mind? THATs the address you chose as your redhead safe account?

You might be surprised to know that most girls dont like Jerry Garcia, John. They like Mariah Carey. I know this from watching VH1.

And stop writing to my wife. All Ive heard from her all day is Whos Alyson? Whos Michelle?

Next time I see you, Jerry, you are a dead man.

Jason




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: <jerrylives@freemail.com>

Subject: Jerry

Youre wrong. Most girls prefer Jerry Garcia to Mariah Carey. I just took an office poll, and Jerry won over Mariah by a margin of nearly five to onealthough the girl from the mailroom doesnt like either of them, so her vote doesnt count.

Besides, I looked at Melissas CDs when she was in the kitchen getting the root beer, and I didnt see a single thing by Mariah Carey.

You know nothing about women.

John




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: You know nothing about women

And you do???

Jason





To: Sergeant Paul Reese <preese@eightyninthprecinct.nyc.org>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Helen Friedlander

Reese

I was wondering if you could do me a favor. I need a look at anything youve got on Helen Friedlander, 12-17 West 82nd, Apt. 15A. She was a B & E with, I believe, an assaulta pretty serious one, since shes been in the ICU ever since, comatose.

I appreciate it, and, no, its not for a story, so dont worry about your commanding officer.

John Trent

Senior Crime Correspondent

New York Chronicle




To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Helen Friedlander

Dont worry. Everything went fine. I safely evaded Ms. Fullers queries about my work for the Save the Children fund. Nice one, by the way. I suppose by children you mean those eighteen-year-old gum-chewing sticks you spend your days photographing in fashions only fifty-year-old divorcees can afford?

You really are a bastard, you know.

John





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Lighten up

God, I forgot what a stick in the mud you could be. No wonder you havent had a girlfriend in so long. What was wrong with the last one? Oh, yeah, I remember: the Kierkegaard collection that matched the sofa. Dude, you need to chill. Who cares what books a womans got on her shelves?

Its what shes like between the sheets that matters, heh heh heh.

Max




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Sergeant Paul Reese <preese@eightyninthprecinct.nyc.org>

Subject: Helen Friedlander

Trent

Files on its way. Or should I say, some copies of the file that were accidentally made while the CO was at lunch. If any of this shows up in your paper, Trent, you can kiss that Mustang of yours goodbye. Consider it impounded.

Brief summation of incident involving Helen Friedlander:

Call came in at approximately 8:50 A.M., reporting unconscious female in her home. We had a unit in the park nearby. They arrived on the scene at approximately 8:55 A.M. Found victim being given first aid by woman purporting to be neighbor. Later confirmed woman as one Melissa Fuller, living next door in apartment 15B.

Victim approximately eighty-year-old woman. When originally found, was facedown on living room carpet. Witness claims in her statement that she turned the woman to check for heartbeat, respiratory distress, etc. Victim breathing with weak pulse when EMS arrived at 9:02 A.M.


No sign of break-in or illegal entrance to home. Outside lock not tampered with. Door unlocked, according to neighbor.

According to doctors, victim was struck on the back of the head with blunt object, possibly small-caliber pistol. Assault occurred approximately twelve hours before discovery of victim. Questions put to doormen and neighbors revealed that




a) no one called upon apartment 15A the night previous to the discovery of the victim.

b) no one heard any sort of disturbance at or around 9:00 P.M. that evening.




One added note: There were a number of the victims clothing thrown across her bed, as if previous to accident, victim had been trying to decide what to wear. However, victim, when found, was in nightclothes, including hair curlers, etc.

A reporter might try to make something out of the fact that this could be construed as another attack by the transvestite killer. There is one major difference, however: The transvestite killer actually kills his victims, and tends to stick around to make sure they are really dead.

Additionally, the transvestite killers victims have all been in their twenties, thirties, and forties. Mrs. Friedlander, though apparently spry for her age, was unlikely to be mistaken for a younger woman.

Well, thats it. We got nothing. Of course, if the old lady croaks, thatll change things. But unless that happens, this is being treated as an interrupted robbery.

Thats all I can think of.

Good luck.

Paul





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: He didnt mean it

Nadine, you know he didnt mean it. At least not the way you think he did.

All Tony was saying is that if youre going to sit around and complain about your weight so much, why not do something about it and join a gym. He never said you were fat. All right? I was there. HE DID NOT SAY YOURE FAT.

Now are you seriously going to tell me you didnt you have fun at the party? And Tonys uncle Giovanni is a doll. That toast he gave the two of youit was so sweet! I swear, Nadine, sometimes Im so jealous of you I could burst.

I would give anything to find a guy with an uncle Giovanni whod throw me a pool party and call me a Botticelli Venus.

And you did NOT look fat in that suit. My God, it had enough Gortex in it to keep Marlon Brandos flab in check. Your tiny belly didnt stand a chance.

So would you snap out of it and act like an adult?

If youre good, Ill let you come over and spy on Max Friedlander with me. Oooh, look, tonight hes got on a muscle tee.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: My butt

You are lying. About the muscle tee and about what Tony meant. You know good and well he meant that hes sick of my size 16 rear end. I am sick and tired of my size 16 rear end. And I fully intend to join a gym.

I just dont need Tony suggesting it.

Its his fault Im this size, you know. I was a size 12 until he came along and started making me his trademark pappardelle alla Toscana with four cheeses and a marsala wine sauce every night. Oh, baby, come on, just try a taste, youve never had anything like it.

Ha!

And what about his rigatoni alla vodka? Vodka, my ass. Thats a cream sauce, and nobody can tell me any different.

And as for being called a Botticelli Venus, believe me, there are better things to be called.

Now, whats the dog guy really wearing?

Nad :-/




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: What hes wearing

What do you care what hes got on? Youre engaged.

But if you insist.

Let me see, he is laying (or is it lying? No wonder they stuck me on Page Ten) on the bed in jeans and a T-shirt (sorry, no muscle teeyoure right, I was lying to see if you were paying attention). He has his laptop out again. Paco is there beside him. Paco is looking disgustingly happy, I must say. That dog never looked that happy when I was over there. Maybe

Oh, my God! No wonder that dog is happy! Hes feeding him Alpoon the bed! That dog is getting Alpo all over Mrs. Friedlanders guest rooms chenille bedspread! What is wrong with this man? Doesnt he realize chenille has to be dry-cleaned?



This is so pathetic. This is so pathetic, Nadine. I mean, the pathos of it all just suddenly came washing over me. I am sitting here in my apartment, recording the guy next doors activities for my best friend, who is engaged. Nadine, you are getting married! And what am I doing? Sitting here at home in my sweats e-mailing my girlfriend.

I AM PATHETIC!!! I am worse than pathetic, I am

OH, MY GOD. OH, MY GOD, Nadine! He just saw me. Im not kidding. He just waved!!!

I am so embarrassed. I am going to die. I am going to

Oh, my God, hes opening the window. Hes opening the window. Hes saying something to me.

Ill get back to you.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: WRITE BACK!!!!

If you dont write me back tonight, I swear I am calling the cops. I dont care if Im just like your mother. You dont know anything about this guy, except that his crazy aunt lives next door to you and he has a naked picture of himself up in the Whitney. Which I think you and I need to take a little field trip on Tuesday to see, by the way.

WRITE BACK TO ME

or the boys from the eighty-seventh precinct will be paying you another visit.

Nad





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

Subject: Cut it out

Ive been trying to get through to you for the past two hours, but your phones been busy. I can only assume that either its off the hook because you dont want to talk to me, or you are yakking it up on-line with Mel. If it is the latter, go off-line and call me at the restaurant. If it is the former, stop being such a spaz.

All I said was if youre that freaked out about this whole wedding dress thing, get a personal trainer, or something. I mean, jeez, Nadine, youre driving me crazy with this whole size 12 crap. Who CARES what size you are?I dont care. I love you exactly the way you are.

And I dont give a rats ass how many of your sisters have worn that stupid dress of your mothers. I hate that dress anyway. Its ugly. Just go out and buy a new dress, one that fits you the way you are NOW. Youll feel better in it and it will look better on you. Your mother will understand, and who cares what your sisters think? Screw your sisters, anyway.

I have to go. Table 7 just sent back their salmon because it was undercooked. See what you made me do?

Tony




To: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Excuse me

but I do not appreciate your attitude toward my sisters. I happen to like my sisters. What if I said screw your brothers? What if I said screw your uncle Giovanni? How would you like that, huh?


Its all very well for you to talk. All you have to do is throw on some rented tuxedo. I on the other hand have to be radiant.

DONT YOU UNDERSTAND???

God, its so easy to be a man.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: No big deal

He just couldnt figure out how to work his aunts electric can opener. He bought Mr. Peepers some actual tuna in order to lure him out from under the bed. It didnt work, of course. I suggested next time he buy tuna in water rather than in oil. I dont know that cats like oil so much.

Anyway, while I was there, he asked which was the best place in the neighborhood to order Chinese from. So I told him, and then he asked if Id had dinner, and I said no, so he asked if I wanted to order with him, and so I said yes, and we had barbecued spare ribs, cold sesame noodles, moo shu pork, and chicken with broccoli.

And I know what you are going to say now, and no, it was not a date, Nadine. For Gods sake, it was only Chinese food. In his aunts kitchen. With Paco sitting there, waiting for one of us to drop something so he could vacuum it up.

And no, he didnt make a pass at me. Max, I mean, not Paco. Although I dont see how he could resist, seeing as how Im sure I was quite stunning in my its-Saturday-night-and-I-dont-have-a-date sweats.


The fact is, Dolly has to be wrong about Max. Hes no ladies man. It was all very casual and friendly. It turns out we have a lot in common. He likes mysteries and so do I, so we talked about our favorite mysteries. You know, he is quite literary, for a photographer. I mean, compared to some of the guys in the art department at work. Can you picture Larry conversing knowingly about Edgar Allan Poe? I dont think so.

Oh, God, a horrible thought just occurred to me: What if all that stuff Dolly said about Max is true, and he IS a ladies man? What does that mean, seeing as how he didnt make a pass at me?

It can only mean one thing!

Oh, God, Im hideous!

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Go take a Midol

would you, please? You are not hideous. Im sure all those things Dolly said about Max Friedlander arent true. I mean, its DOLLY, for Gods sake. She used to have YOUR job. Only unlike you, she wasnt exactly scrupulous about what she reported. For instance, I sincerely doubt shed have felt your moral outrage over what Matt Damon did to Winona.

Im sure Max is a very nice guy, just like you said.

Nad :-)





To: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

All right. Spill it. Whats the truth about this guy? Because he has basically moved in next door to Mel and shes clearly smitten, despite her protests to the contrary. Is he really as bad as you say, or are you exaggerating, as usual?

And remember: I am the head food critic at the paper. With a single phone call I can make sure you never get into Nobu again, so dont mess with me, Dolly.

Nad




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: So?

Youre not speaking to me now, or what? All I said on the phone was that what you dont know about women would fill the Grand Canyon. What are you so touchy about all of a sudden?

Jason



P.S.: Stacy wants to know if youve asked the redhead out yet.



To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: So?

I am not being touchy. What do you want from me? Not all of us have a personal assistant, a driver, an au pair, a housekeeper, a gardener, a team of pool maintenance workers, a tennis instructor, a nutritionist, and a job our grandfather handed to us on a silver platter, you know. Im just busy, all right? My God, Ive got a full-time job and a Great Dane I have to walk four times a day.

John



P.S.: Tell Stacy Im working on it.


To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: You ought to seek professional help

Listen, you psychotic freak: Where is this hostility coming from? You know, you could have a job in your grandfathers office if you wanted one. Ditto a personal assistant. I dont know about a team of pool maintenance workers, as, living in the city, you dont have a pool. But everything Ive got you could easily have if you would just give up this absurd quest youve embarked on to prove you can get along without Mims money.

Ill tell you the one thing you really need that you dont have is a psychiatrist, buddy, because you seem to be in grave danger of forgetting something:


You do not have to walk that damn dog four times a day. Why? Because you are not Max Friedlander. Got it?

YOU ARE NOT MAX FRIEDLANDER, no matter what youre telling that poor girl.

Now get over yourself.

Jason



P.S.: Mim wants to know if you are going to the dedication of that new wing weve donated to Sloan-Kettering. If you are, she requests that you wear a tie for a change.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: Hi

Its me. Max Friedlander, I mean. Im jerrylives@freemail.com. Thats a reference to Jerry Garcia. He was the lead singer in the Grateful Dead. In case you didnt know.

How are you? I hope you didnt actually try those leftover cold sesame noodles yesterday. My share congealed overnight into something resembling stucco.

Look, I think some of your dry cleaning got delivered to my aunts apartment last night instead of yours. At least, I dont think my aunt owns any leopard-print blouses from Banana Republicor at least, if she does, she unfortunately hasnt had much opportunity to wear them latelyso it must be yours, right? Maybe we could meet later for a dry cleaning exchange.

Oh, and I noticed theres a digitally restored re-release of Shadow of a Doubt playing tomorrow night at Film Forum. I know you said that was your favorite Hitchcock. I thought maybe we could catch a seven oclock showing, if you dont have other plans, then maybe grab something to eat laterpreferably not Chinese food. Let me know.

Max Friedlander



P.S.: Ive been meaning to tell you, my friends call me John. Its a college thing that sort of stuck.


To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Hi back atcha

Sure. The seven oclock show would be great. We could go to Brothers Barbecue afterward. Thats right down the street from Film Forum.

Thanks for rescuing my dry cleaning. Ralph is always getting 15A and B confused. I am forever getting giant bags of Iams dog food delivered to my door. Ill pop by around nine to pick up my shirt, if thats not too late. I have a function to attend after workan art opening I have to cover for my column. This guy actually does sculptures out of Vaseline. I am not kidding, either. And people actually buy them.

Well, talk to you later.

Mel



P.S.: John is sort of a strange nickname, isnt it?

P.P.S.: You might be surprised to know that I am actually aware of who Jerry Garcia is. In fact, I even saw him in concert once.



To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: OHMYGOD

HE ASKED ME OUT!!!

Well, kind of. Its just a trip to the movies, but that sort of counts, doesnt it?

Here, read this copy of my reply and tell me if I sound too eager.

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Good God, I see what you mean. I havent seen Mel this excited since she found out about that Little House on the Prairie reunion special (remember poor blind Mary? What a sap. I hated her).

Thank God Aarons on assignment in Botswana and doesnt have to be subjected to the delighted squealing coming from Mels cubicle. He is still pathetically hung up on that girl. Why Mel would want to throw away a work-in-progress like Aaron for a wretch like Max I cant imagine. I mean, at least Aaron has potential. I have known many women whove tried to change Max, to no avail.

In other words, Nadine, be afraid, be very afraid. Max is everything our mothers warned us about (well, mine would have warned me about boys like Max if shed ever been home).

Maxs modus operandi: very intense until he gets a girl into bed, then he starts backing off. By that time the young lady is usually besotted, and cannot understand why the formerly attentive Max stops calling. Pathetic scenes ensue, in which cries of Why havent you called? and Who was that woman I saw you with the other night? are answered with Stop suffocating me and Im not ready for a commitment. Variations on this theme include: Cant we just take this one day at a time? and Ill call you on Friday. I swear it.

Are you getting the picture?

Oh, and did I tell you about the time Max made all the models on a
Sports Illustrated
swimsuit shoot ice down their nipples because they werent sticking out enough?

Darling, hell eat our little Mel up and spit her out.

You didnt really mean what you said about Nobu, did you?

XXXOOO

Dolly




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: OK, so what do I wear?

Seriously. Last time I saw him I was in sweats, so I want to look really, really good. Come with me at lunch and help me pick out something. Im thinking this slip dress I saw at Bebe. But do you think thats too slutty for a first date?

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: We need to talk

Meet me in the ladies room in five minutes.

Nad




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

cc: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>; Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Doesnt anybody work here anymore?

Where the hell is everybody? Has it occurred to any of you that we have a paper to put out?

Dolly, wheres that story you were doing on stilettos, silent killers?

Nadine, Im still waiting for that review of Bobby Flays new place.

Mel, did you or did you not attend last nights premiere of the new Billy Bob Thornton film? I expected at least a diatribe from you about what a cad he was to leave the blond chick from Jurassic Park for that creepy girl who has the thing for her brother.

If I dont see some butts in some chairs pretty soon theres not going to be cake for any of you at Stellas baby shower.

And I really mean it this time.

George





To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Me? Hostile?

You ought to take a look in the mirror, Jase. You are not going prematurely bald because of your genes, bud. I am practically your genetic double, and not to brag or anything, but I still have a full head of hair. You have got a lot of pent-up hostility killing off those follicles. And if you ask me, its all directed at Mim. Its your own fault for letting her run your life. See, I broke free, and guess what? Not a single damn strand on my pillow when I wake up in the morning.

I am willing to overlook your intense personal insecurities for the moment in order to inform you that I will not be able to attend the dedication tomorrow night, as I have alternate plans.

I will elaborate no more, for fear of further fraternal wrath.

I like that, further fraternal wrath. Maybe Ill put that in my novel.

Fraternally yours, your faithful brother,

John




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

cc: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Chill

You two need to calm down. I am going out with the guy, okay? I am not diving into bed with him. As Aaron can attest, I do not dive into bed with anybody that easily, all right?


You guys are way overreacting. First of all, Dolly, I dont even believe that nipple story. And Nadine, I am not the emotionally fragile mess you imagine me to be. Okay, I am concerned about Winona Ryder, but it is not keeping me up at night. Ditto Laura Dern.

I can take care of myself.

Besides, its just a movie, for Gods sake.

Thanks for caring, though.

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: What is going on here?

What was that supposed to be? An intervention? I nearly died when I walked into the ladies room and Dolly was there with YOU. I kept looking around for the fax guy, thinking he was hiding in one of the stalls with a box of condoms and some edible massage oil, and her being there was all just some terrible mistake.

Nadine, I dont care what Dolly says about Max Friedlander. He is nothing like that. Maybe he used to be, but hes changed. I mean, I know. I have spent time with the guy. And Ive watched him with Paco, and especially with Mr. Peepers (okay, I admit it, so I spied on him through the window. Hey, Im not proud. But its the truth). Mr. Peepers hates everybody, but he is really starting to warm up to Max, and I know you cant judge a person by how he or she relates to animals, but I think it says a lot about Max that he has spent so much time getting to know his aunts pets that even a distrustful and generally antisocial cat like Mr. Peepers is starting to warm up to him.

OK?

And, yeah, maybe my batting average aint what it ought to be, considering the fact that Aaron was doing Barbara Bellerieve behind my back and I never suspected a thing, but I really dont think Max is just out to get me into bed. Because if what Dolly is saying is true, then Max Friedlander could have anybody. So why would he want me? I am not being self-effacing, either. I mean, why would a guy like that go for a short red-headed gossip columnist when he could havewell, Cindy Crawford, if she wasnt happily married to that guy who owns Skybar, or Princess Stephanie of Monaco, or somebody like that?

I mean, seriously, think about it, Nadine.

Thats all. Im not mad or anything. Just hurt, I guess. I mean, Im not a baby.

Mel



P.S.: You can make it up to me by helping me pick out new shoes at Nine West to go with my new dress.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Fine. Go out with him. See if I care.

But I want a full report the minute you get back. Understand?

And I am warning you, Mel, if this guy breaks your heart and you are mopey for my wedding, I will personally kill both him and you.

Nad :-[





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: What novel?

Youre writing a novel now? Youve shed the shackles of the family fortune, youre leading a double life, youre trying to solve the mystery behind the old ladys assault, and youre writing a novel?

Who do you think you are, anyway? Bruce Wayne?

Jason




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Batman

Actually, I dont believe Bruce Wayne ever wrote a novel, nor did he shed the shackles of the family fortune. He used his fortune quite extensively, I believe, in his crime-fighting efforts. Although he did, obviously, lead a double life.

As for solving the mystery behind the old ladys assault, Bruce would probably have done a better job than I have so far. I just cant understand itwhy would somebody try to bump off a harmless old lady like that? The closest the police have gotten to explaining it is that it was an interrupted robberybut interrupted how? And by whom?

Mel mentioned something about how the doorman often gets her apartment, 15B, and Mrs. Friedlanders apartment, 15A, mixed up. Which got me thinking about what a cop friend of mine said that it almost resembled the work of the transvestite killer, except that the old lady didnt fit the victim profile. Im kind of wondering if maybe the guy got the wrong apartmentif Mrs. Friedlander wasnt his intended victim at all. That once hed realized his mistake, he tried to go through with it, but couldnt quite do it, and ended up leaving the job undone.

I dont know. Its just something Ive been thinking about. I polled the doormen in the building, and none of them remembers sending anyone up to the fifteenth floor that nightalthough one of them did ask me if Id gotten my hair cut. Apparently, hed seen Max before, and while he recognized that I was not quite the genuine article, he couldnt make out just how precisely I had changed in appearance. Frightening how we take our security for granted, isnt it?

Anyway, if youre good, Ill send you the first couple chapters of my opus. Its about a bunch of people who lack any redeeming qualitieskind of like Mims friends. Youll like it.

Oh, my God, Ive got to go. I have to be at Film Forum in fifteen minutes.

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: You are unbelievable

Film Forum? Thats why you cant be at the dedication? Youre going to the movies?

The redhead has something to do with this, doesnt she?

Jason





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: My date-a-logue


18:00


Preparation for my date begins. I put on the stunning little blue dress you helped me pick out. I notice that it looks a little too stunning for dinner and a movie. Add a cotton sweater. Mom would be pleased. Remember her adage: You know how cold it can get in movie theaters in the summertime.

Practice walking in new platform mules for half an hour. Only turn my ankle twice. Im ready as Ill ever be.


18:30


Depart for downtown. Know I must look nice, as I am groped on the 1 train between Times Square and Penn Station. Elbow groper in the midriff. Receive round of applause from fellow straphangers. Groper disembarks, looking shamefaced.


19:00


Arrive outside movie theater. There is a huge line! Scan line nervously for John (did I tell you Max asked me to call him John? Its an old college nickname). Finally spot him at end of line, already holding tickets. My plan to go dutch (therefore making this an outing between friends, and not a date, per your suggestion) instantly ruined! I rally by informing him I will buy popcorn and sodas. You will be pleased to know that John graciously acquiesces to this plan.


19:0019:20


Stand in line chatting about giant sinkhole that has opened up on 79th Street. You know how I love weather disasters. Well, it turns out John does, too! This leads to a long conversation about our favorite weather disasters.


19:21


Line begins to move. John goes to find seats. I go to buy popcorn and soda. Realize with dismay I forgot to tell him to get me a seat on the aisle due to absurdly small bladder.

But when I get inside the theater, he has done just thatsaved me the aisle seat! Now, really, Nadine, has Tony ever once let you have the aisle seat? No, never, and you know it.


19:3021:30


Watch movie. Eat popcorn. Notice John can chew and breathe through his nose at the same time. This is a marked improvement over Aaron, who you will recall had a problem with that. I wonder if Dolly has noticed it yet.

Also, John does not look at his watch while the movie is running. This was one of Aarons most annoying habits. Then I notice that John does not even wear a watch. Definitely an improvement over Aaron, who not only wore one but checked it obsessively every twenty minutes.


21:3022:00


We walk over to Brothers Barbecue and discover that it, like most popular Manhattan eateries, has been overrun by out-of-towners. There is a two-hour wait for a table. I suggest we go for a slice at Joes, which as you know has the best pizza in the city. On the way, John tells amusing anecdote about his brother and a drunken midnight pilgrimage to Joes. I say I did not know he had a brother, and then he says he meant a fraternity brother. This is upsetting: I dont know if I ever told you that after a particularly embarrassing incident back when I was in college, involving a Delta Upsilon and a sock, I vowed never again to date another frat guy.

Then I remembered that this was not a date, but a friendly outing like you suggested, and I was able to relax again.



22:3024:00


Pizza consumed standing up because there is no place to sit. While we eat, I relate amusing anecdote about how one time I ran into Gwyneth Paltrow at Joes, and she ordered a slice with veggies and sauce but no cheese! This leads to discussion about my job, and how much I want to write features. It turns out John has been reading Page Ten, and admires my sprightly but pithy style! Those were the words he used! Sprightly! And pithy!

I am sprightly and pithy, arent I?

So then I tried to talk to him about his job. I thought I could subtly find out the truth about that whole nipple thing.

But he didnt want to talk about himself at all! He just wanted to know where I went to college, and stuff like that. He kept asking all these questions about Lansing. As if thats interesting! Although I did my best to make it interesting. I told him about the time the Hells Angels came to town, and of course about the tornado that took out the middle schools cafeteria (unfortunately during summer, so we didnt even get out of going to class).

Finally, I ran out of steam and suggested we head home. But on our way to the subway, we passed a bar where live blues was being played! You know I cant resist the blues. I dont know if he saw me looking wistful or what, but he went, Lets go in.

When I saw there was a $15 cover and two-drink minimum I was, like, No, we dont have to, but he said hed buy the drinks if I paid the cover, which I thought was very decent because you know those places charge like ten bucks just for a beer, and so we went in and I got a second wind and had a very fun time and drank beer and ate peanuts and threw the shells on the floor and then the band took a break and we realized it was midnight and we were both, like, Oh, my God! Paco!

So we rushed homewe split a cab, which was expensive, but at that time of night was much faster than the subwayand got home before any major accidents or howling had occurred, and I said good night by the elevator, and he said we should do it again sometime, and I said I would love that and that he knows how to reach me, and then I went into my apartment and took a shower to wash all the smoke from the bar out of my hair, and Febrezed my new dress.

You will note that no passes were made (by either party) and that everything was very friendly and aboveboard and mature.

And now I hope you are ashamed of yourself for all the mean things you thought about him because he is really very sweet and funny and wore the nicest jeans I ever saw, not too tight, but not baggy either, with some very interesting faded parts, plus his sleeves were rolled up to just below his elbows

Uh-oh, here comes George. Hes going to kill me because he still wants tomorrows pages. Gotta go.

Mel




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Wait a minute.

why didnt he make a pass at me? Oh, my God! I really must be hideous after all!

Mel




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: The redhead has something to do with this, doesnt she?

Well, of course.

John





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: So sue me

Okay. First of all, you are not hideous. Where do you get these things?

Secondly, I am willing to admit when I am wrong, and so I will admit it: I was wrong about the guy.

At least so far.

I do think its a little weird that he wants you to call him John. I mean, what kind of nickname is that? Ill tell you what kind: Its a name, not a nickname.

But whatever. Youre right. Youre not a baby. You can make your own decisions. You want to sit and listen to the blues and eat peanuts and talk about weather disasters with him? You go right ahead. I will not try to stop you. It really isnt any of my business.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: All right.

whats wrong with you? Since when is anything I do not your business? In the five years you and I have known one another, you have poked your nose into every single detail of my lifeas I have poked mine into yours. So whats this It really isnt any of my business crap?

Is there something going on that youre not telling me about? You and Tony have made up, right? I mean, after that fight you had over what he said at Uncle Giovannis. Right?


Right?

Nadine, you and Tony cant break up. You are the only couple I know who actually seem happy together.

Except of course for James and Barbra.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Yes, Tony and I

made up. Its nothing to do with him. At least not directly. Its just thatand I really dont mean this to sound self-pitying or whiny or anythingbut the thing is, Mel, Im just so

FAT!!

I am so fat, and I cant lose any weight, and Im tired of eating rice cakes, and Tony keeps on bringing home all the leftover bread from the restaurant and making French toast every morning.

I mean, I love Tony, I really do, but the idea of getting up in front of all of his family with my butt the size that it is just makes me want to heave. I am serious.

If only we could elope.

Nad :-(




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: No!

You cant elope! What am I going to do with that stupid eggplant-colored bridesmaid dress you made me buy if you elope?


Okay, this is it, Nadine. You are forcing me to do this. But I want you to remember, its for your own good.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Do what?

Mel, what are you doing? You are making me very nervous. I hate when you get like this.

And I thought you liked the bridesmaid dresses I picked out.

Mel???

MEL???

Nad




To: Amy Jenkins <amy.jenkins@thenyjournal.com>

cc: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Weight loss programs

Dear Ms. Jenkins,

Since you people down in the Human Resources Division are so eager to help us beleaguered correspondents up here in the news-room, I was wondering if you could let us know if the New York

Journal offers its employees discounted membership rates at any of the nearby local gyms.

Please let me know as soon as possible.

Thank you.

Melissa Fuller

Page Ten Correspondent

New York Journal




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Have you completely lost your mind?

WHAT DO YOU THINK YOURE DOING???

I cant join a gym! Im depressed, not suicidal!

Im going to kill you.

Nad




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Talk about a disaster

Hey, did you check out the Weather Channel this morning? Major tropical depressions down in the Bahamas. I think were looking at an upgrade to tropical storm any day now.


Keep your fingers crossed.

Mel



P.S: Next time youre going up to see your aunt, let me know, and Ill come with you. I heard people in comas can recognize voices, so maybe I could try talking to her. You know, since I used to see her practically every day, and all.


To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: Me

Hi! Hows it going? Long time no heard from, huh? Just thought Id check in. Hows my aunt? The old bag croak yet?

Just kidding. I know how sensitive you are about all that, so I wont wax humorous on that subject of old ladies meeting their Maker.

Besides, I love the old harpy. I really do.

Well, things here in Key West are going swimmingly. And I do mean that literally. Viv and I found a nude beach the other day, and all I can say is, John, if you havent gone skinny-dipping with a bowlegged supermodel, then, son, you havent lived.

While shes in town having her bikini area waxed (for those occasions when we are required to garb ourselves, such as around the hotel pool) I thought Id see how things were going with you, pal. You know, you really came through for me in a jam, and I dont want you to think I dont appreciate it.

In fact, I appreciate it so much I am going to offer you some advice. Advice on women, actually, since I know how you are about them. You know, you shouldnt be so standoffish. You really arent a bad-looking guy. And now that you are, I trust, dressing with a little more class, thanks to my tutelage, I assume you are getting a little more action. It is time, I think, to move on to Max Friedlanders Panoptic Guide to Women.

There are seven types of women. Got that? Seven. No more. No less. Thats it. They are as follows:


	avian

	bovine

	canine

	caprine

	equine

	feline

	porcine



Now, you might get your combinations of certain traits. For instance, you might have a very porcine young ladyhedonistic, gluttonous, etc.who is also a bit avianempty-headed, a bit giddy, maybe. I would say the perfect combination would be a girl like Vivica: felinesexy and independentwhile at the same time equinehaughty, yet poetic.

What you dont want is canineoverly dependentor bovinespeaks for itself. And Id stay away from caprinesfond of game-playing, and all that.

Well, thats all for today. I hope youve enjoyed your lessonand that it made sense. Im drunk off my ass right now, you know.

Max





To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: You

Please dont write to me anymore.

I will walk your aunts dog and feed your aunts cats. I will pretend to be you.

But dont write to me anymore. Reading your pathetic ram-blings on a subject that you will clearly never, ever come to understand is simply more than I can take at this point in my life.

John




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: The redhead

Hi, John, its me, Stacy. Jason refuses to ask, so I will:

Hows it going? I mean, with that girl, and pretending to be Max Friedlander, and all of that?

Let me know!

Love,

Stacy



P.S.: We missed you at the dedication. You should have been there. Your grandmother was very hurt, as were the girls. Theyve really been bugging me about whether or not youre ever coming to visit us again.

Are you?



To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: How its going?

How is it going? You ask how its going, Stacy?

Well, Ill tell you: Its going awful, thanks.

Thats right. Awful. Everything is terrible.

Everything shouldnt be terrible, of course. Everything should be wonderful. Ive met this completely terrific girl. I mean completely terrific, Stace: She likes tornadoes and the blues, beer, and anything to do with serial killers. She eats up celebrity gossip with as much enthusiasm as she attacks a plate of moo shu pork, wears shoes with heels that are way too high and looks fabulous in thembut manages to look just as fabulous in Keds and a pair of sweatpants.

And shes nice. I mean, really, truly, genuinely kind. In a city where no one knows his neighbors, she not only knows hers, but actually cares about them. And she lives in Manhattan. Manhattan, where people routinely step over the homeless in an effort to get into their favorite restaurants. As far as Mel seems to be concerned, she never left Lansing, Illinois, population 13,000. Broadway might as well be Main Street.

And get this: We went out the other night, and she wouldnt let me pay for her. Yes, you read that correctly: She wouldnt let me pay for her. You should have seen her face when she realized I had already bought the tickets for the movie: Youd have thought Id killed a puppy or something. No woman I have ever gone out with (and, contrary to what my brother might have told you, there have not been all that many) has ever paid for her own movie ticketor anything else, for that matter, when she was out with me.

Not that I ever minded paying. Its just that none of them ever even offered.

And, yeah, okay, they all knew they were out with John Trent, of the Park Avenue Trents. How much am I worth today? Have you been keeping an eye on the NASDAQ?

But they never even offered.


Are you getting this so far, Stace? After all the Heathers and Courtneys and Meghans (My God, remember Meghan? And the disastrous Texas dip?) and all those Ashleys, Ive finally met a Mel, who wouldnt know an IPO from an IOU, a woman who might potentially be more interested in me than in my investment portfolio.

And I cant even tell her my real name.

No, she thinks Im Max Friedlander.

Max Friedlander, whose brain, Im beginning to be convinced, atrophied at around the age of sixteen. Max Friedlander, who has categorized a panoply of female character traits that I am convinced he derived from Saturday morning Hanna-Barbera cartoons.

I know what youre going to say. I know exactly what youre going to say, Stace.

And the answer is no, I cant. Maybe if Id never lied to her about it in the first place. Maybe if right from the first moment I met her Id said, Listen, I am not Max. Max couldnt make it. He feels really bad about what happened to his aunt, so he sent me in his place.

But I didnt, all right? I blew it. I blew it from the very beginning.

And now its too late to tell her the truth, because anything else I ever try to tell her, shell think Im lying about that, too. Maybe she wont admit it. But in the back of her mind, it will always be there. Maybe hes lying about this, too.

Dont try to tell me she wont, either, Stace.

And now she wants to go with me to visit Maxs aunt. Can you believe that? The comatose aunt! She says shes read that people in comas can sometimes hear whats going on around them, even recognize voices.

Well, Aunt Helen sure as hell wont recognize my voice, will she?

So there you have it. My hellish life, in a nutshell. Got any advice? Any sage words of womanly wisdom to throw my way?

No, I didnt think so. I am perfectly aware of the fact that Ive dug this grave myself. I guess I have no choice but to lie down in it.

Cadaverously yours,

John





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Max Friedlander

Darling, I couldnt help overhearing your little conversation with Nadine near the fax machineis it true the two of you have joined a gym and are starting spinning classes?

Well, bully for you both! I say more power to you. Let me know if they have bleachers or an observation booth or something where I can go and sit and cheer you on (and if they provide refreshments, preferably of the alcoholic variety, which is the only way youll ever get me in a gym, by God).

Anyway, about that other thing I heard you mention. Do you want to know why he didnt make a pass at you? Max Friedlander, I mean. If you think about it, it all makes sense.I mean, the stories weve heard about his ruthless womanizing despite his fear of commitment, his obsession with getting just the right shot of whatever particular subject he is photographing, his constant need for approval, his refusal to settle down in one place, and now this freakish name-change thing?

Really, it all might boil down to one little thing:

Hes gay.

Its perfectly obvious, darling. Thats why he didnt make a pass at you.

XXXOOO

Dolly





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Calm down

He is not gay. All right? That is just Dolly. She is messing with your head. Shes bored. Peter Hargrave wont leave his wife for her, Aaron is still mooning over you, and Dolly has nothing better to do than torture you. You are just playing right into her hands by getting all upset like this.

Now, are we going to the noon or the five-thirty class tomorrow?

Nad



P.S.: I dont have to tell you how much I hate this, right? This exercise thing? I mean, in case you didnt know. I hate it. I really hate sweating. Its not natural. It really isnt.


To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: But that would explain

why he didnt try to kiss me, or put his arm around me, or anything! Hes gay!

And I offered to go with him next time he goes up to the hospital to visit his aunt.

I must seem like the biggest nagging idiot in the world!

Mel




P.S.: Lets go to the noon class so we can get it over with. I know you hate it, Nadine, but its good for you. And sweating is natural. People have been doing it for many thousands of years.


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Are you

suffering from a synaptic breakdown?

First of all, hes not gay.

Secondly, even if he was gay, your saying you want to go with him to see his comatose aunt is hardly nagging. Its actually very nice.

I told you not to listen to Dolly.

Remember the chenille bedspread? Remember when you saw him feeding the dog Alpo right there on the bed? Would a gay man ever do that to chenille?

Nad





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Oh

Yes. Youre right. No gay man would ever abuse chenille in such a manner.

Thank God I have you in my life, Nadine.

Mel



P.S.: But if he isnt gay, how come he hasnt written back? I e-mailed him ages ago about some tropical depressions, and since then theyve already been upgraded to storms!


To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Oh for Gods sake

Just call the girl, would you? While youre sitting around beating yourself up, some other man could be stealing her out from under your nose!

Dont worry, the Max Friedlander stuff will work itself out. You wouldnt believe some of the lies Jason told me when we first started going outforemost of which was that he went out once with Jody Foster. He just didnt mention that it was when she happened to be on the same ferry he was taking to Catalina.

Yeah, he went out with her, all right.

Oh, and your grandmother showed me a picture of this Michelle girl, whom your brother insists was the most beautiful woman he has ever known: Hello, somebody call the pound, I think theres a pit bull on the loose


And here comes Jason, hes screaming something about grilled cheese and why dont I get my own e-mail account, and why must I keep pillaging his, and now hes trying to shove me out of his chair, even though I am seven months pregnant with his unborn son, not to mention the mother of his daughters.

Stacy




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Go away

I just want you to know that while you are burdening my wife with your half-assed problemsall of which, by the way, are of your own makingeverything here is going to pieces. I just had to make the girls their lunch and the cheese dripped out into the toaster oven all over everything and started a fire.

So all I have to say to you is get your own wife already and stop bothering mine.

Jason




To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: HI, UNCLE JOHN

ITS US, HALEY AND BRITTANY. MOMMY AND DADDY ARE HAVING A BIG FIGHT OVER WHAT YOU SHOULD DO ABOUT THE REDHEADED LADY. MOMMY SAYS YOU SHOULD CALL HER UP AND ASK HER OUT TO DINNER. DADDY SAYS YOU SHOULD GET THERAPY.

IF YOU MARRY THE REDHEADED LADY, WILL SHE BE OUR AUNT?

WHEN ARE YOU COMING TO SEE US? WE MISS YOU. WE HAVE BEEN VERY GOOD. EVERY TIME THAT VEIN IN DADDYS HEAD STARTS TO TURN PURPLE WE SING THAT SONG YOU TAUGHT US, JUST LIKE YOU SAID TO. YOU KNOW WHICH SONG. THE ONE ABOUT DIARRHEA.

WELL, WE HAVE TO GO. DADDY SAYS TO GET OFF HIS DESK.

WRITE SOON!!!

LOVE,

BRITTANY AND HALEY




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: Baseball-sized hail, and other weather anomalies

Dear Melissa,

Sorry it took me so long to get back to you. I had some business that needed tending to. But it looks like its all more or less in order nowat least, as much as it can be for the moment.

Its sweet of you to offer to visit my aunt with me, but you really dont have to.

Wait. Stop. I know what youre going to say.

So to cut you off at the pass, might I suggest that we do it tomorrow evening, if you dont already have plans?

And I think I will take this opportunity to discuss something that has been weighing somewhat heavily on my conscience ever since we met: the great debt I owe you for saving my aunts life.


Stop. Again, I know what youre going to say. But the fact of the matter is, you did exactly that. The police told me so.

So although it is rather an inadequate means of expressing my immense gratitude and appreciation for what you did, I was hoping that youd let me take you out to dinner some night. And since I know how deeply this will offend your Midwestern sensibilities, I am prepared to let you pick the restaurant, lest you worry that I might choose a place destined to bankrupt me.

Think it over and let me know. As you are aware, my evenings are, thanks to Paco, quite free until eleven.

Sincerely,

John



P.S.: Did you see that thing on the Weather Channel last night? Why is it that people who attempt to drive through flash-flood-swollen rivers in their SUVs always end up being people who dont know how to swim?


To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: He wrote back!

And he asked me out.

Well, sort of. I guess its more of a pity/thank you thing than an actual date.

But maybe if I get just the right dress

Youre the restaurant expert. Which one should I pick?

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You arent going to

be able to pay your rent next month if you keep buying outfits to impress this guy.

I have an idea. Wear something you already own. He cant have seen everything you own already. He only moved in a couple of weeks ago, and I know you have ten million skirts.

Heres another idea: Why dont the two of you come to Fresche? That way, Tony and I can get a look at him and let you know what we think.

Just a thought.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Ha!

What do you think I am, stupid? We arent going anywhere near Fresche. Not in a million years.

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

Subject: So were not good enough for you, huh?

I guess when it comes to fine dining, you really know who your friends are. I mean, evidently, you have some kind of prejudice against my restaurant that I never knew about before now.

And yet whenever Ive offered to grill you up some of my classic chicken paillard, youve never turned me down. Could it be that all this time, youve merely been humoring me?

What about Nadine? Shes not really your best friend, is she? You probably have some fancy other best friend tucked away for emergencies, dont you?

Its all becoming clear now.

Tony




To: Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You know good and well

why I dont want to go to your restaurant. I dont care to be gawked at by my best friend and her boyfriend!

And you know it.

You are really insufferable, you know that? Its a good thing youre such a good cookand so good-looking, too, of course.

Mel ;-)





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Dinner

Darling, are you mad? You have simply got to make him take you to La Grenouille. There just isnt anywhere else worthwhile.

And it isnt as if he cant afford it. My God, Max Friedlander made a fortune photographing that Vivica creature for that new Maybelline print campaign.

After all, you did give that woman first aid. For that he owes you something from Tiffanys, or Cartier, at the very least.

XXXOOO

Dolly




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Corner bistro

Thats where you make the guy take you. Best burgers in the city. Plus you can watch the game while you eat.

George





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Jimmy Chu <james.chu@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: How can you even

think of going anywhere but Peking Duck House? You know its the best Peking duck in the city.

Jim




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Gaydar

Nadine passed me your friend Johns latest e-mail, which I guess you forwarded to her, and I can say unequivocally, speaking as a homosexual, that this man is straight. No gay man I know would ever let a woman choose the restaurant, even if she did save his aunts life.

Make him take you to Fresche. Nadine and I and the rest of the gang are going to sit at the bar and pretend we dont know you. Puh-lease make him take you to Fresche.

Yall have a nice time and be sure to practice safe sex, you hear?

Tim





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: For the love of God

would you please stop telling everyone who works here about my personal life? It is so humiliating! Tim Grabowski from Programming just e-mailed me. And if Programming knows, you know its only a matter of time before it gets down to Art. And what if somebody in Art knows Max Friedlander, and tells him how everybody in Features is talking about him?

I mean, my God, what are you trying to do?

Mel




To: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>; Tony Salerno <foodie@fresche.com>; Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>; George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>; Jimmy Chu <james.chu@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Mel

All right everybody, lay off her. Were just making her nervous.

I really mean that, Dolly, so dont even think about another ladies room ambush.

Nad



P.S.: Besides, you know she cant keep a secret to save her life. Shell blab about where theyre going eventually, and then well have her. ;-)



To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Dinner

Dear John,

Hi! Its really sweet of you to offer to take me to dinner, but you really dont have to.

I was happy to do what I did for your aunt. I only wish I could have done more.

But if you really insist, I honestly dont care where we go to dinner.

Well, thats not true, there is one place I really DONT want to go, and thats Fresche. Anywhere else is fine. Why dont you surprise me?

See you back on the fifteenth floor tonight at six (ICU visiting hours are only from six-thirty to seven)?

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: Dinner

You got it.

Ill make reservations for eight. I hope you know what youre doing, however, letting me choose the restaurant. I am very partial to entrails, you know.

John





To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I dont believe you

Youre just trying to scare me.

I grew up on a farm. We had entrails on toast every morning for breakfast.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: jerrylives@freemail.com

Subject: Now youre

scaring me.

See you at six.

John




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Sergeant Paul Reese <preese@eightyninthprecinct.nyc.org>

Subject: Last night

Trent

Look, man, I cant apologize enough. I dont know whats going on between you and the redheaded broad, but I didnt mean to blow it. I was just so surprised to see you there! I mean, John Trent, at the Animal Medical Center? What kind of crime could he be following up on? Certainly one of a fowl nature.

Sorry. Couldnt resist.

Seriously, we were just there to check on Hugo, the precincts bomb-sniffing pooch. Some clown fed him a bunch of KFC left over from lunch, and you know what they say about dogs and chicken bones.

Well, it turns out to be true. Although Hugo is expected to make a full recovery.

What were you doing there, man? You looked strung out. Well, for a guy with a hot babe like that on his arm.

Let me know if theres anything I can do to make up for it. Fix some parking tickets, maybe? Have the redheads husband held without bail for the weekend. Whatever.

Anything, anything to make it right again.

Paul




To: Sergeant Paul Reese <preese@eightyninthprecinct.nyc.org>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: All is forgiven

At least now. Last night, I easily could have throttled you.

Not that it was in any way your fault. I mean, you saw me. You said, Hows it going, Trent? as any normal person would.

How were you to know I am currently living under an assumed name?

But what started out as the most disastrous evening of all timewho knew cats eat rubber bands? I certainly didntturned out to be pure bliss.

So consider yourself forgiven, my friend.

And as for the redhead, well, its a long story. Maybe Ill even tell it to you someday. Depending on how it turns out, of course.


Right now, its back to the Animal Medical Center for me. I have to bail out the cat, who has supposedly recovered nicely from his intestinal surgery. And on the way home from the animal hospital, I am going to buy that cat the biggest, smelliest fish you ever saw, as a thank-you for his kind thoughtfulness in ingesting that rubber band.

John




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Well???

What did you wear? Where did you end up going? Did you have fun?

WHAT HAPPENED???

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: It happened

>What did you wear?

I wore my short black Calvin Klein wraparound skirt, with my V-necked light-blue three-quarter-sleeve silk sweater and matching blue ankle-strap sandals with the three-inch heel.


>Where did you end up going?

We didnt end up going anywhere. Not for dinner, anyway.

>Did you have fun?

YES.

>WHAT HAPPENED???

It did.

Okay, well, not really, but almost. What happened was, I was just applying my final layer of lipstick when there was a knock on my door. I went to answer it. It was John. He actually had on a tie! I couldnt believe it. He looked greatonly really worried. So I was all, Whats wrong?

And he went, Its Tweedledum. Somethings the matter with him. Would you mind coming to take a look?

So I went and took a look, and sure enough, Tweedledum, who is quite the more active and affectionate of Mrs. Friedlanders two cats, was lying underneath the dining room table looking like a little kid who had eaten too many of those Necco Wafers. He didnt want anybody touching him, and growled when I tried to.

Anyway, I suddenly remembered something, and I went, Oh, my God, have you been removing the rubber bands from around the Chronicles when you bring them in? Because you know the Chronicle thinks so well of itself that it always comes bound in a rubber band, to keep the sections from falling out, since its customers would freak out if one single part was missing and they happened not to get their financial news or whatever.

And John went, No. Am I supposed to?

And thats when I realized I had forgotten to tell him the most important thing about cat- and dog-sitting for his aunt: Tweedledum eats rubber bands. So did his brother, Tweedledee. Which is why Tweedledee is no longer with us.


Weve got to get this cat to the hospital right away! I cried.

John looked stunned. Youre kidding, right?

No, Im serious. I went and got the cat carrier down from where Mrs. Friedlander has always kept it, on the top shelf of her linen closet. Wrap him in a towel.

John just kept standing there. Youre actually serious.

I am totally serious, I said. We have to get the rubber band removed before it blocks something.

Actually, I have no idea if a rubber band could block something, but you could tell just by looking at Tweedledums glazed eyes that he was one sick animal.

So John got a towel and we bundled Tweedledum up (John sustained several evil-looking scratches before he accomplished this) and took him to the Animal Medical Center, which is where I know Mrs. Friedlander took Tweedledee when he had his fatal encounter with the rubber band off a copy of the Chronicle. I know because she asked mourners to send them a donation in lieu of flowers after Tweedledees demise.

The minute we walked in, they took Tweedledum and rushed him off to X-ray. Then there was nothing we could do but wait and pray.

But it was kind of hard to sit and pray, you know, when all I could think about was how much I hate the Chronicle, and here it was, ruining my big date. At least, I thought it might have been a date. I just kept thinking about how the Chronicle is always scooping us, and how they get to have their Christmas party at the Water Club, and ours is always at Bowlmore Lanes. And how their circulation is like a hundred thousand more than ours, and how they always win all the journalism awards, and their style section is in color, and they dont even have a gossip page.

Well, it just started making me laugh. I dont know why. But I just started laughing about how once again the Chronicle had managed to ruin something for me.

Then John asked me why I was laughing, and so I told him (not the part about how the Chronicle had ruined our date, but the rest of it).


So then John started laughing, too. I dont know why he was laughing, except, well, he doesnt exactly strike me as the praying type. He kept laughing in these little bursts. You could tell he was trying not to, but sometimes it would come out.

Meanwhile the weirdest people kept coming in, with the strangest emergencies! Like one lady was there because her golden retriever had eaten all of her Prozac. Another one was there because her iguana had taken a flying leap from her seventh-story balcony (and landed seemingly unscathed on the roof of the deli below). A third lady was worried about her hedgehog, which just wasnt acting right.

How, John whispered to me, is a hedgehog supposed to act?

It really wasnt funny. Only then we really couldnt stop laughing. And everyone was giving us these mean looks, and that just made me laugh harder. So we were sitting there, the dressiest people in the place, pretending to be comfortable in these hard plastic chairs and trying not to laugh, but doing it anyway.

At least until all these cops came in. They were there to check on one of their bomb squad dogs, which had choked on a chicken bone. One of them saw John and went, Hey, Trent, what are you doing here?

Thats when John stopped laughing. He got very red all of a sudden and went, Oh, hi, Sergeant Reese.

He put a very hard stress on the word Sergeant. Sergeant Reese looked quite taken aback. He started to say something, but right then the veterinarian came out and called, Mr. Friedlander?

John jumped up and said, Thats me, and rushed up to the vet.

The vet told us that Tweedledum had, indeed, swallowed a rubber band, and that it was tangled in his small intestine, and that surgery would be necessary or the cat would definitely die. They were willing to do the surgery at once, only it was very costly, $1,500 dollars, plus $200 for the overnight stay at the hospital.

$1,700! I was shocked. But John just nodded and reached for his wallet and started to pull out a credit card.


And then he put it away really fast and said he forgot, all his credit cards were maxed out, and that he would just go to the bank machine and get cash.

Cash! He was going to pay in cash! $1,700 in cash! For a cat!

Only I reminded him that you cant get that much cash from a bank machine in a single day. I said, Let me put it on my credit card, and you can pay me back later. (I know what youre going to say, Nadine, but it isnt true: He would have paid me back, I know it.)

But he absolutely refused. And next thing I knew, hed gone over to the cashier to arrange a payment plan, leaving me alone with the vet and all of the cops, who were still standing around staring at me. Dont ask me why. Undoubtedly my too-short skirt was to blame.

Then John came back and said it was all taken care of, and the cops left, and the vet suggested we stay until the surgery was over, just in case there were complications, so we went back to our seats and I went, Why did that policeman call you Trent?

And John went, Oh, thats just how cops are, they always make up their own nicknames for people.

But I definitely got the feeling there was something he wasnt telling me.

He must have realized it, too, since he told me I didnt have to stick around and wait with him, that hed pay for a cab home for me, and that he hoped Id take a raincheck on dinner.

So I asked him if he was crazy, and he said he did not believe so, and I said anyone with as many nicknames as he has definitely has some major problems, and he agreed with me, and then we argued pleasantly for about two hours over which serial killers throughout history were the most deranged, and finally the vet came out and said Tweedledum was recovering and we could go home, and so we left.

It wasnt too late to get dinner by Manhattan standardsonly ten oclockand John was all for it, even though wed missed our reservation at wherever hed planned on taking me. But I wasnt up for battling the late-night supper crowd, and he agreed and said, Want to order Chinese again or something? And I said it would probably be a good idea to comfort Paco and Mr. Peepers, who were surely unsettled by their missing feline brother. Plus I had read in the TV Guide that The Thin Man was showing on PBS.

So we went back to his placeor his aunts place, I should sayand ordered moo shu pork again, and the food arrived just as the movie was starting, and so we ate it off Mrs. Friedlanders coffee table, sitting on her comfy black leather couch, on which I dropped not one but two spring rolls smothered with that orange stuff.

Which was, incidentally, when he started kissing me. Seriously. I was totally apologizing for getting that sticky orange stuff all over his aunts couch when he leaned over, stuck his knee in it, and started kissing me.

I havent been that shocked since my algebra tutor did almost the same thing my freshman year in high school. Only there wasnt any orange stuff and wed been talking about integers, not paper towels.

And let me tell you, Max Friedlander is a way better kisser than any algebra tutor ever was. I mean, he has got the kissing thing down pat. I was afraid the top of my head was going to blow off. Seriously. Hes that good of a kisser.

Or maybe he isnt that good of a kisser. Maybe its just been so long since anybody has kissed me like he meant ityou know, really meant itthat I forgot what kissing is like.

John kisses like he means it. Really means it.

Still, when he stopped kissing me, I was in such a state of head-spinning shock that all I could do was blurt out, What did you do that for? which probably sounded rude, but he didnt take it that way. He went, Because I wanted to.

So I thought about that for, like, a split second, and then I reached up and put my arms around his neck and said, Good.

Then I did some kissing of my own. And it was really nice because Mrs. Friedlanders couch is very cushy and soft, and John kind of sank down onto me and I kind of sank down into the couch, and we kissed for a very long time. In fact we kissed until Paco decided he needed to go out, and stuck his big wet nose between our foreheads.

Thats when I realized I better get out of there. First of all, you know what our mothers always said about kissing before the third date. And second of all, not to gross you out, but there was some very interesting stuff happening downstairs, if you know what I mean.

And Max Friedlander is definitely NOT gay. Gay guys do not get full-on stiffies from kissing girls. This much even a small-town girl from the Midwest knows.

So, while John was cursing Paco out, I was straightening myself out and saying primly, Well, thank you for the lovely evening, but I think I have to go now, and then I tore out of there, while he was still going, Mel, wait, we have to talk.

I didnt wait. I couldnt. I had to get out while I still had control over my motor functions. I am telling you, Nadine, this guys kisses are enough to numb your brain stem, theyre that good.

So whats to talk about?

Well, theres one thing: Nadine, Im letting you know right now. I am bringing a date to your wedding.

Gotta go. Fingers are cramping up from writing too much, and I still have tomorrows column to do. Things are looking up for Winona and Chris Noth. I hear a vacation in Bali is in the works. I cant believe Winona and I have both found guys at the same time! Its like when she and Gwyneth were going out with Matt and Benonly better! Because its me!

Mel





To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I hope at the very least

you let him pay for the Chinese food.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Well of course he

paid for the Chinese food. Well, except the tip. He didnt have any singles.

Why are you being this way? I had a great time. I thought it was sweet.

And its not like I let him feel me up or anything, for Gods sake.

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I just think

that this is all happening too fast. Ive never even met this guy. No offense, Mel, but you do not have the greatest track record where men are concernedAaron being only example number one. I mean, what about that Delta Upsilon and the sock thing, which you yourself mentioned only the other day?


Im just saying I might feel more comfortable about all of this if I had actually met the guy. Weve heard some pretty sketchy things about him from Dolly, after all. How do you expect me to feel? You are like the baby sister I never had. I just want to make sure you dont get hurt.

So could you get him to come over to pick you up for lunch or something one of these days? Id be more than willing to forgo spinning class.

Dont hate me.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: You are such

a mother hen.

But, yes, if you insist, I suppose I could arrange for the two of you to bump into one another somehow.

God, the things we do for our friends.

Mel




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Genevieve Randolph Trent<grtrent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Your recent behavior

Dear John,

This is your grandmother speaking. Or should I say writing. I suppose you will be surprised to hear from me in this manner. I have chosen this venue, the e-mail, with which to correspond, because you have not returned a single one of my telephone calls, and your brother, Jason, assures me that while you may not check your answering machine, you actually do occasionally answer e-mail messages.

Therefore, to business:

I can forgive the fact that you have chosen to throw caution to the wind and embark on your own career in a field that, frankly, no respectable Trentor Randolph, either, for that matterwould ever consider. You have proven to me that not all news reporters are vermin.

And I can forgive the fact that you chose to move out of the building and live on your own, first in that hellhole on 37th with that hairy lunatic, and then where you currently reside, in Brooklyn, which Im told is the most charming of the five boroughs, aside from the occasional race riot and collapsing supermarket.

And I can even forgive you for choosing not to touch any of the money that has been held in trust for you since your grandfathers death. A man should make his own way in the world, if at all possible, and not depend upon his family for his means. I applaud your effort to do just that. It is far more than any of my other grandchildren have done. Look at your cousin Dickie. Im certain if that boy had a vocation like you do, John, he would not spend half so much time putting things up his nose that have no business being there.

But what I simply cannot forgive you for is missing the dedication the other night. You know how much my benefits mean to me. This cancer wing Ive donated is particularly important to me, as you know that cancer was what took your beloved grandfather from me. I understand that you might have had a previous commitment, but you could, at least, have had the courtesy to have sent a note.

I will not lie to you, John. I most particularly wanted you at this event because there is a certain young lady I was very anxious for you to know. I know, I know how you feel about my introducing you to my friends eligible daughters. But Victoria Arbuthnot, whom I am sure you will remember from your childhood summers on the Vineyardthe Arbuthnots had that place in Chilmarkhas grown into quite an attractive young ladyshe has even overcome that horrible chin problem that has plagued so many of the Arbuthnots.

And she is, from what I understand, a real go-getter in the investment market. Since career-minded women have always appealed to you, I made an effort to ensure Victoria would be at the dedication the other night.

What a fool you made me look, John! I had to pawn Victoria off on your cousin Bill. And you know how I feel about him.

I know you pride yourself on being the black sheep of the family, Johnthough what is supposed to be so enraging about a man who works for a living, doing what it is he actually likes to do, I cannot imagine. Your cousins, with their various addictions and unsuitable pregnancies, are far more maddening.

However, this type of behavior really is quite bewildering, even for you. All I can say is that I hope you have a very good explanation. Furthermore, I hope you will take the time to respond to this letter. It is very rude of you not to have returned my calls.

Yours, in spite of that,

Mim




To: Genevieve Randolph Trent <grtrent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: Forgive me?

Mim

What can I say? You have made me thoroughly ashamed of myself. It was unconscionable of me not to return your calls. My only explanation is that I have not been checking my answering machine as assiduously as I used to, due to the fact that, recently, I have been staying in the apartment of a friend. Well, not my friend, reallymy friends aunt, to be exact, who has been hospitalized, and needed someone to care for her pets.

Although after what happened to one of her cats recently, I am not convinced I am the person most suited for the job.

Anyway, I want you to know that I did not fail to attend the dedication out of any sort of disdain for you or for the event. I just had something else to do. Something very important.

Which reminds me: Vickie Arbuthnot better not be holding her breath waiting for me, Mim. Ive actually met someone.

And no, it isnt anyone you know, unless you are familiar with the Fullers of Lansing, Illinois. Which I suspect you are not.

I know. I know. After the Heather debacle, youd given up on me for good. Well, it takes a lot more to keep a man like me down than finding out a girl I hadnt proposed to yet had already registered at Bloomingdales as the future Mrs. John Trent (and for $1,000 sheets, no less).

But before you start clamoring to meet her, allow me to work out a few slightkinks. No romantic relationship in New York City is ever simple, but this one is even more complicated than most.

I am confident, however, that I can work it out. I have to work it out.

I just dont have the slightest idea how Im going to manage it.

Anyway, with many loving apologies, I hope youll still consider me sincerely

Your John



P.S.: To make it up to you, Ill be at the Lincoln Center Benefit to Raise Cancer Awareness next week, since I know youre its biggest supporter. Ill even tap into the old trust fund and write a check with a guaranteed four zeros. Will that help soothe your ruffled feathers?


To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal

From: Don and Beverly Fuller <DonBev@dnr.com>

Subject: Look out!

Hi, honey, its Mommy again, writing you on the e-mail. I hope you are being careful because I saw last night on Tom Brokaw that another one of those awful sinkholes has opened up in Manhattan. This one is right in front of a newspaper, no less!

Dont worry, though, it is that newspaper you hate, the snooty one. Still, think about it, sweetie, that could have been you sitting in that taxi that fell into that twenty-foot-deep hole! Except I know you never take taxis because you spend all your money on clothes.

But that poor lady! Why, it took three firemen to pull her out (you are so tiny, it would only take one fireman to pull you out of any sinkhole, I would think).

Anyway, I just wanted to say BE CAREFUL! Be sure to look down everywhere you gobut look up, too, since I heard peoples air conditioners sometimes go flying out of their windows if they are not fastened securely, and can go crashing down onto the pedestrians below.

That city is so fraught with peril. Why cant you come home and work for the Duane County Register? I saw Mabel Fleming the other day at the Buy and Bag and she said shed absolutely hire you as their Arts and Entertainment writer.

Think about it, would you? Theres nothing the least bit dangerous in Lansingno sinkholes or falling air conditioners or transvestite killers. Just that man who shot up all the customers at the feed store that time, but that was years ago.

Love,

Mommy



P.S.: Youll never guess what! One of your ex-boyfriends got married! Ive attached the announcement for you to see.



Attachment: (Photo of total goober and a girl with very big hair)


Crystal Hope LeBeau and Jeremy Jer Vaughn, both of Lansing, were married at the Lansing Church of Christ last Saturday.

Parents of the bride are Brandi Jo and Dwight LeBeau of Lansing, owners of Buckeye Liquors on Main Street in downtown Lansing. Parents of the groom are Joan and Roger Vaughn. Joan Vaughn is a homemaker. Roger Vaughn is employed by Smith Auto.

A reception was held at the Lansing Masonic Lodge, of which Mr. LeBeau is a member.

The bride, 22, is a graduate of Lansing High School and is currently employed at the Beauty Barn. The groom, 29, is a graduate of Lansing High School and is employed by Buckeye Liquors.

After a honeymoon in Maui, the couple will reside in Lansing.




To: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Office morale

Dear George,

In an attempt to raise the morale around here, which I am sure you will agree with me isto coin a phrase you frequently employpiss-poor, may I suggest that in lieu of a staff meeting this week, we all take a stroll over to 53rd and Madison in order to admire the gigantic sinkhole that has opened up in front of the office building housing our foe and main competitor, the New York Chronicle?

I am sure you will agree with me that this will constitute a refreshing change from the normal routine of listening to people complain about how the local Krispy Kreme shut down and how we havent been able to get decent doughnuts at our staff meetings ever since.

Plus, seeing as how all the water to the building in which the Chronicle is housed has been shut off, we will have the fun of seeing our esteemed colleagues running into the Starbucks across the street to use their facilities.

Please give this matter the full consideration it so richly deserves.

Sincerely,

Mel Fuller

Page Ten Correspondent

New York Journal




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Office morale

Are you high?

Everyone knows you only want to look at the sinkhole because you love a good disaster.

Get back to work, Fuller. I dont pay you for your looks.

George





To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: A big giant hole in the ground

Come on. How can you resist? If you go with me to look at it, I wont make you go to spinning class today

Mel




To: Mel Fuller <melissa.fuller@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: The big giant hole where your brain should be

You are insane. It is like eighty degrees out. I am not spending my precious lunch hour going to look at a giant hole in the ground, even if it is in front of the Chronicle.

Ask Tim Grabowski. Hell go with you. Hell go anywhere men in uniform are gathered in large clusters.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I met him!

You lazy thing, you. If youd gotten off your arse and come with us, you would have, as I did, met this fellow that our little Miss Mel has been yakking nonstop about all month.


But I suppose some of us think were simply too good for sinkholes.

Tim




To: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: YOU MET HIM???

Spill it, you little weasel.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: What will you give me?

You fiery-spirited wench, you.

Tim





To: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: I have to review the

new Bobby De Niro place, and Ill take you with me if you tell me all about meeting Max Friedlander.

PUH-lease tell me. Im begging you.

Nad




To: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

From: Tim Grabowski <timothy.grabowski@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Twist my arm

Okay, Ill tell you. Only I want to go to Bobbys new place for dinner, not lunch. Thats when all the cute investment bankers will be there.

All righty, then.

Picture it, if you will:

The scene53rd and Madison. A forty-by-twenty-foot hole has opened up in the middle of the street. Surrounding this hole are police barricades, orange caution cones, bulldozers, cement mixers, Con Edison trucks, a crane, television news reporters, about a hundred cops, and twenty of the hottest construction workers this little computer programmer has ever seen.

The noise of the jackhammers and honking of horns by unsuspecting commuters, who did not listen to the 1010 WINS traffic report before they left Jersey, is deafening. The heat is oppressive. And the smell, my dearwell, I dont know what those Con Ed boys are doing at the bottom of that hole, but let me tell you, I strongly suspect they hit the wrong pipe.

It was as if a proverbial hellhole had opened up, right before that bastion of all that is evil, the illustrious New York Chronicle, and attempted to suck it back down to its creator, Mr. Satan himself.

And then, through it all, I saw on the face of our Miss Melwho is, as I am sure you can guess, already giddy with joy at the spectacle before usa look of such delight that I thought at first a Mr. Softee truck had appeared, and was handing out free chocolate-dipped cones.

Then, following the direction of her dazzled gaze, I saw what it was that had brought that beatific look to her face:

An Apollo. I am not exaggerating. An absolutely perfect specimen of manly beauty. He was standing behind one of the barricades, gazing into the hole, looking as if hed just stepped off the pages of a J. Crew catalog in his baggy chinos and soft denim workshirt. The wind tugged softly at his brown hair, and I swear to you, Nadine, if one of those construction workers had handed him a shovel, it wouldnt have looked the least bit out of place in those big hands of his.

Which is a lot more than I can say for my boyfriend.

But to return to our scene:

Our Miss Mel (screaming to be heard over the pounding of the jackhammers): John! John! Over here!

Apollo turns. He sees us. He turns a deep but nevertheless completely attractive shade of umber.

I follow our little Miss Mel, picking her way through the police officers and outraged Chronicle employees, who, wearing their press passes, have descended on the poor souls from the mayors office and are demanding to know when their private bidetsdont try to tell me they dont have them up in those gold-lined halls they work inare going to be flowing again. Upon reaching the godlike creature she calls John, for reasons that are still a mystery to me, our Miss Mel goes on in her usual breathless manner:




Our Miss Mel: What are you doing here? Did you come to take pictures of the giant hole?


Max Friedlander: Um. Yes.


Our Miss Mel: Wheres your camera?


Max Friedlander: Oh. Um. I forgot it.



Hmmm. Lights may be on, but no one seems to be home. At least until




Max Friedlander: Actually, I already got the shot I need. I was just out here becausewell, you know I love a disaster.


Our Miss Mel: Do I! Here, meet my friend Tim.



Friend Tim shakes hands with Perfect Specimen of Mankind. Will never wash right hand again.




Max Friedlander: Hi. Nice to meet you.


Friend Tim: Likewise, Im sure.


Our Miss Mel: Listen, Im glad I ran into you. She then proceeds to throw all known dating protocol to the wind by saying: All my friends want to check you out, so do you think you could show up tomorrow night at Fresche on 10th Street around nine oclock? Just a bunch of people from the paper, dont be alarmed.



I know! I was horrified as well! I mean, what could she have been thinking? You simply do not go around admitting things like that to prospective paramours. What happened to subtlety? What happened to feminine wiles? To boldly blurt the truth like thatwell, Ill tell you: I was appalled. It just goes to show, you can take the girl out of the Midwest, but you cant take the Midwest out of the girl.

Mr. Friedlander, I could tell, was every bit as shocked as I was. He went almost as white as hed been red a minute before.




Max Friedlander: Um. Okay.


Our Miss Mel: Great. See you then.


Max Friedlander: Sure thing.



Exit our Miss Mel. Exit Friend Tim. When I glanced over my shoulder, Max Friedlander had disappeareda remarkable feat, considering that there was nowhere on that side of the hole for him to go except into the Chronicle building.

But he cant have gone in there. His soul would have been ripped instantly from his body while demons sucked out his life force.

Anyway, thats all. I fully expect to see you at Fresche tonight at nine. And dont be late.

Whats the appropriate cocktail to order for something like this? I know! Lets consult Dolly. She always knows just the right drink to go with the occasion.

Ta for now.

Tim





To: Dolly Vargas <dolly.vargas@thenyjournal.com>; George Sanchez <george.sanchez@thenyjournal.com>; Stella Markowitz <stella.markowitz@thenyjournal.com>; Jimmy Chu <james.chu@thenyjournal.com>; Alvin Webb <alvin.webb@thenyjournal.com>; Elizabeth Strang <elizabeth.strang@thenyjournal.com>; Angie So <angela.so@thenyjournal.com>

From: Nadine Wilcock <nadine.wilcock@thenyjournal.com>

Subject: Mel

All right, you guys, youve heard the hype; now lets see if he lives up to it. The place is Fresche. The time is nine oclock. Be there, or tomorrow at the water cooler you wont know what the rest of us are talking about.

Nad




To: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: New York Journal

All right, tell me, and tell me quick:

Who do you know from the New York Journal?

I want names, Friedlander. I want a list of names, and I want it NOW.

John





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: New York Journal

So, youre stooping to speak to me again, I see. Not so high and mighty now, are you? I thought Id mortally offended you with my thoughtfully crafted precepts on womankind.

I knew youd come crawling back.

So what is this you want to know? Do I know anyone at the New York Journal? What are you, nuts? Youre the only journalist I hang out with. I cant stand those pseudo-intellectual phonies. Think theyre so great just because they string a few words together to form a sentence.

Why do you want to know anyway?

Hey, Trent, you arent actually going out in public pretending to be me, are you? I mean, youre just doing the whole impersonation within my aunts building, right? With that chick who was so mad about having to walk the dog?

Right?

RIGHT???

Max




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Max Friedlander <photoguy@stopthepresses.com>

Subject: New York Journal

Wait, I forgot. I do know this one babe. Dolly something. I think shes with the Journal. Youre not meeting her, are you?

Max





To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Genevieve Randolph Trent <grtrent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Miss Fuller

Dearest John,

Well, well, well. A gossip columnist, no less. You ought to be ashamed of yourself. I was thinking at worst shed turn out to be a grad student. You know, one of those horrid longhaired girls you see sometimes in Central Park, reading Proust on a park bench with the sandals and the glasses and the backpacks.

But a gossip columnist. Now really, John. What can you be thinking?

Did you think I wouldnt find out? More fool you! It was easy. A simple phone call to the Fullers of Lansing, Illinois. I pretended I was one of those family-tree tracers. You know, a Fuller from way back when the Mayflower landed. Oh, they were just so eager to tell me all about the farm and their precious little Melissa, whos moved to the big city, dontcha know. And not just any big city, either, but the biggest one in the whole world, Noo York City.

Honestly, John.

Well, youd better bring her around so we can all get a look at her. Next week would be fine. After the benefit, though, John. I am really quite solidly booked until then.

All my love,

Mim





To: jerrylives@freemail.com

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: Mim

Just a heads up to let you know Mims on the warpath about you missing the dedication.

Plus, although I dont know this for certain, she seems to have found out about the redhead.

Dont look at me. I didnt tell her. I still think youre out of your mind to have agreed to this thing in the first place.

Stacy, on the other hand, wants to know whether or not you took her advice.

Jason



P.S.: Saw on the news about the sinkhole in front of your office building. My sympathies on the whole toilet situation.

P.P.S.: Im sorry I called you a psychotic freak. Even though you are one.

P.P.P.S.: Forgot to tell you: Because of all this, Stacy has gotten her own e-mail account. She got tired of sharing mine. Her new address is IH8BARNEY@freemail.com.


To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

Subject: You can call me

anything you want. I dont mind.

And dont worry about Mim. I dont mind about that either.


And I kind of like that sinkhole. I have a genuine affection for it. In fact, Ill be sad when they finally fill it in.

Oops, theres just been a triple stabbing in Inwood. Gotta go.

John




To: Stacy Trent <ih8barney@freemail.com>

From: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

Subject: John

Stace

Something is wrong with John. I called him a psychotic freak last week, and he doesnt even care. Plus I warned him about Mim, and he said he doesnt care about that either!

He doesnt even care about the sinkhole and the fact that there are no working toilets in his office building.

This happened to my cousin Bill that time he swallowed the worm at the bottom of a bottle of tequila down in Mexico. He had to spend a month in rehab!

What should we do?

Jason




To: Jason Trent <jason.trent@trentcapital.com>

From: Stacy Trent <ih8barney@freemail.com>

Subject: John

Jason

Before you have your poor brother hauled off to Bellevue, let me see if I can get anything out of him. He might be more willing to open up to me, seeing as how I dont go around calling him names.

Kisses,

Stacy




To: John Trent <john.trent@thenychronicle.com>

From: Stacy Trent <ih8barney@freemail

Subject: You took my advice, didnt you?

Dont deny it. You called her. So spill.

And dont leave anything out. I am thirty-four years old, which puts me, as a woman, at my sexual peak. I am also so pregnant I havent seen my own feet in weeks. The only way I can have sex is vicariously.

So start tapping on that keyboard, monkey boy.

Stacy
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