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“You heard about that plane? The one that made the emergency 

landing yesterday?” Frank’s boyhood friend Steve 

Hughes bellowed, attracting the attention of most of the room. 

He leaned close to Frank, dropped an arm around his shoulder 

and blew a blast of beer into his face. “This guy right here was 

on it, man! On it!” 

Fifteen years ago—back in high school—people had joked 

that they looked like brothers, but these days Steve was the 

Philip Seymour Hoffman character in Along 

Came Polly, while Frank had largely maintained his Scent of a 

Woman Chris O’Donnell. Even in his “dressed up” clothes—a 

pair of dark slacks and a striped button-down topped by a dark 

blazer—Steve managed to look beefy, sloppy and disheveled. 

Rutledge Hall’s garden atrium sparkled with lights and lively 

conversations. Frank remembered the space looking much 

different in his college days: a tangle of bare branches, often 



covered with snow, seen out of the corner of his eye as he 

hurried toward the Finance Office on the second floor to pay one 

bill or the other. But now, dressed in June’s full green and with 

each branch wound with tiny white lights, the arbor was as 

elegant and vibrant as the company mingling beneath its boughs. 

Tables draped with white and dotted with little candles covered 

the grass, set strategically around a raised stage on which a band 

played pop hits in a jazzy style. 

It was lovely, really . . . but as far as Frank could tell, the 

atmosphere was wasted on the attendees. Shouts of “Aren’t 

you—” and “I’d know you anywhere!” clashed with bursts of 

laughter. From the amount of drinking and whooping and 

bragging and squealing he’d heard since he and Steve had 

arrived, the class of 2003 weren’t stable members of society in 

their early thirties. They were drunken, foul-mouthed twenty-

somethings—or in Steve’s case, a loud, swaggering teenager 

recently escaped from the strict confines of his parental home. 


