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Within a half-dozen years, the office building they tenanted 
was slated to be torn down as part of the city’s gentrification 
project. They decided, because their practices were developing 
along different lines, that rather than seek joint office space, 
they would go their separate ways. Although they pledged to 
keep in touch, the relationship had definitely cooled, for a 
reason that both understood but neither would acknowledge.

What had happened was that one evening when Junior was 
working late, a young woman came to the office looking for 
Senior, who had already left for the night. The woman, who 
introduced herself as Ellie, was very attractive. In later years, 
Junior would think of her every time he saw a photograph 
of the singer Carly Simon. She was slender, well-endowed, 
with a strong jaw, wide mouth and a slight over-bite, that he 
found exciting. The spark of attraction was clearly mutual, 
and, once they assured each other that she was not involved 
in any social relationship with Senior, they fanned that spark 

into the brightest flame possible under 
the circumstances.

The next day, he advised Senior only 
that Ellie had stopped by. She never 
returned to the office, and he never saw 
her again.

The building was soon vacated 
and the friends went their separate 
ways. They said they would stay in 
close contact; but the pressures of 
practice consumed their days and their 
respective personal lives consumed 
their evenings; so their contact become 
more and more sporadic.

Over the next few years, they met 
for lunch once in a while, to bring each 
other up to date on the news of their 
respective lives, and to reminisce about 
their early years together. As so often 
happens, the importance of their early 

relationship continued to expand in retrospect as the current 
relationship dwindled.

On one such occasion, while having lunch, the senior of the 
two, without apparent reason, and without warning, suddenly 
blurted, “You had sex with her, didn’t you?”

“Who?”
“Ellie, that’s who.”
“Ellie? What makes you say that?”
“I just know, that’s all. I always suspected it, but I couldn’t 

bring myself to ask you before, when we were sharing office 
space. Well, did you? Tell me.”

“It wasn’t like that at all. We didn’t really...”
“I don’t believe you. I know you did. I was getting ready 

to ask her out, but I just felt it would never happen. I can’t 
believe you... Tell me what it was like.”

“There’s nothing to tell, so just leave it alone,” Junior said 

As young men they had shared a limited common history, 
as	well	as	the	coincidence	of	having	the	same	first	name.	
In their early years, they had both been sub-tenants of 

a	 large	Center	City	 accounting	firm,	 each	with	 a	 small	 practice	
of his own. They were separated by a half-dozen years in age; 
the younger already married, the older not yet. From time to time 
they socialized, but not often. For the most part, their relationship 
revolved around exchanges of professional advice and shared 
confidences.	Each	considered	the	other	a	good	friend;	and	because	
of the coincidence of their names, they referred to themselves as 
Junior and Senior and encouraged others to do the same.
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in a tone he knew would belie his denial.
And that was the way they left it. Their relationship 

continued as before, with periodic lunches and attendance at 
family celebrations; but there was one significant change. On 
every occasion when they met without their wives, Senior, 
who was by then also married, brought up the subject of Ellie.

“Tell me what it was like, you scoundrel. Tell me how you 
did it, and what it was like,” he would say, forcing a smile. 
“Was it on the couch? Was it on the desk? Tell me. You owe 
me that much.”

But Junior never did. Feeling that any details would wound 
his friend, or reopen the old wound, he steadfastly refused to 
take the bait and never disclosed so much as a single detail of 
that evening. But, after a while, he gave up denying anything 
had happened, simply ignoring the question.

Years passed. Their periodic meetings became even more 
infrequent as their families grew and their respective familial 
obligations became more and more engrossing. For a dozen 
years or more, they saw each other only by coincidence.

But the world turns in unexpected ways, and eventually they 
began to bump into each other once in a while at the regional 
rail station where they each caught a different evening train 
home leaving from the same platform. And, again, sooner or 
later, depending upon how much time they had to talk, Senior, 
by then in his mid-60s, would turn the conversation around 
to Ellie.

“Tell me,” he would say, “tell me. I want the gory details.”
Finally, on one occasion, Junior, in exasperation, answered. 

“There are no details. I swear to you, we never did anything. 
It was all a figment of your imagination. You were projecting 
onto me what you wanted to do yourself. We never did 
anything. That’s the God’s honest truth. So, please, please, 
don’t bring it up again.”

Junior had hoped that would end the other’s obsession about 
the incident. It did, but not in way he had imagined. Instead of 
expressing relief, Senior turned to him with a look that Junior 
could later only recall as crestfallen.

“You son-of-a-bitch,” he said. “All these years, I have 
pictured you and Ellie, and imagined you doing what you did. 
During some tough times, that thought kept me going. When 
I needed to get away in my head, I would picture the two of 
you. I even tried to fantasize that it was me; that didn’t work. 
But since I believed you had actually done it, I could easily 
imagine that; and so I enjoyed it too, vicariously, through you. 
And now it’s over. It’s done; ruined. Now you’ve even taken 
that away from me too.”

With that, he boarded the waiting train without looking 
back. They never spoke again.
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