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Last spring, late one cool evening, walking home – I’d just returned from Duke’s father’s funeral the day before -- I was busy in my head. But not too busy to notice the man with the beautiful eyes talking with great intensity into a very tiny phone. He was a striking figure, though hard to see half in shadow, all passion and concentration. And I thought with the detachment of the world weary – he’s in love. So it was a surprise when this urban prince stepped into the light, snapped the phone shut and embraced me in a hug. Who better in the whole world to meet by chance than Tim Reilly.

We snuggled into the Bar Tabac where Maureen sat, radiantly beautiful, recently betrothed to John. And buoyed by espresso and chocolate and wine we talked of what Timmy loved best -- our wild and amazing family and all that had happened in recent days. Timmy described in great detail his trip to be with our cousin Jean in her illness, and coming home the terrible accident his quick reflexes saved from being lethal, Aunt Claire in the car, how much he worried about her, and the crossing bruise -- am I imagining this? - - traced around his heart by the safety belt. He talked about a trip made to Europe with a woman he had loved. And a trip I would hear about again and

again to Ireland with his mother and sister: meeting the mayor, melatonin mornings, the town that smelled like summer. We talked about my incredible father and about our beloved cousin Dan. With great excitement we spoke about Maureen’s upcoming wedding, and her recent Brooklyn real estate coup.  Already Timmy had great plans involving hibachis in her new back yard.

Years, decades earlier, Timmy and I had met in another bar in another neighborhood with our cousin Dan. I read their palms (a fake, I read only my affection there). Whatever I said, by weird fluke, turned out in part to be true. This night at Bar Tabac Timmy gave me his hand and asked me to take another look.  All in Maureen’s was clear sailing: gentle man, happy marriage. But whatever I saw in Timmy’s, some tangled line, I chose not to say and now I can’t remember. Palms and lives change all the time, I thought, and who knew what was just around the corner. After all, that very night, sad and depleted, I had met by sheer good fortune, a master of love.

And in that chance meeting felt close to something lasting. Our family, Timmy said in every breath he took, was beautiful and important. And I was a part of that, for certain, because I heard it straight from the source.

