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Eve Powers dusted the frame that held her law degree. Her name looked very regal 
spelled out in calligraphy in the blackest of inks on the ivory paper, and the Yale seal 
glistened as if the ink was still wet. She was thrilled to think that she would be hanging it 
in her own law firm office before too much longer. It was a bold move - leaving the firm 
she was currently at after just a couple of years - but she had been frugal, and her 
savings account was in good enough shape for her to branch out on her own. !
!
Well, with the help of a small business loan she could branch out on her own, anyway. 
She probably should have waited another year before giving her notice and packing up 
her belongings, but she just couldn’t put a hold on her future any longer. Eve dreamed 
of standing in court defending the little guy, sticking it to the man, being a real voice of 
the people. Eventually, maybe, she would be elected as a judge and be seen as a 
beacon of justice by the people of New York City. Sure, she may have had to burn a 
bridge or two leaving her old job, and yes, she did enjoy a few luxuries here and there, 
much like “the man” himself, but ultimately, she was confident that she was a good 
person and that she was going to do good work.!
!
Like tonight. Even if it was just good work for two. Eve had arrived at finishing touches 
time and everything looked pretty splendid in the apartment and the kitchen. She knew 
that Justin should be home any minute. She had perfected her meatloaf recipe in her 
years of cooking family dinners growing up and was excited to wow Justin with her 
culinary mastery. She’d always been a great cook, which was lucky since her mother 
had been something of a disaster in the kitchen. Eve had always found it simpler to just 
take over the cooking than to eat something her mom had tossed together when she 
was a teenager. Following directions, like those in any recipe, was a strong suit of hers, 
but she had just enough whimsy in her to veer off track in all the right ways. An 
unexpected pinch of nutmeg here, a splash of vanilla extract there. She always knew 
the tiniest ways to improve any recipe, and she was certain Justin was going to flip for 
this meatloaf. !



Granted she did think it was odd that he did not want to go out to dinner for her birthday, 
and one never likes to cook their own meal on their special day, but she knew it was 
going to be a good night anyway. She would make it good.!
!
The kitchen timer had buzzed a couple of minutes before, and Eve turned the oven off, 
but she left the meatloaf in the oven to keep warm. She hoped Justin would make it 
home before it cooled off too much. No matter how good her recipe was, cold meatloaf 
was never impressive. !
!
While she waited for Justin, Eve sorted through the mail that had come that day. The 
usual bills, a newsletter from the maritime museum by the bay in her sleepy hometown 
of Melas, Massachusetts, and a card from her mother. She opened the card. It was very 
simple and straightforward. “Happy Birthday” in bold letters on the front and just her 
mother’s overly formal signature on the inside. Her mom never wrote “Mom” on 
anything. It was always her full name “Joyce Petra Powers”. A check for fifteen dollars 
fell out of the card as Eve opened it. "Well, I guess that’ll go a long way," she thought 
wryly.!
!
Just then the phone rang. "It must be Justin apologizing for being late," Eve thought. 
She smiled, knowing he was so wildly considerate as to call. !
!
Nope. It was her mom. Eve hesitated a moment before deciding it would be wrong to 
completely ignore her mother’s call, especially since her mom was probably just calling 
to wish her a happy birthday. Though, that didn’t mean she needed to feel tethered to 
the phone. She put the call on speaker.!
!
“Hi, Mom,” Eve said chipperly.!
!
“Am I on speaker?” Eve’s mom Joyce immediately asked.!
!
“Of course not,” Eve lied.!
!
“You know I hate speakerphone,” said Joyce.!
!
“Which is why I would never put you on speaker, Mom,” said Eve. She only felt a tiny bit 
guilty.!
!



“Did your father send a card?”!
!
“Mom.” Eve rolled her eyes. Her father hadn’t sent her a birthday card since she was 
seven. She highly doubted he even knew when her birthday was any longer. He had 
been terrible at remembering anything important even when he’d still been married to 
Joyce and living in the same house with his wife and daughter. “You know he didn’t 
send a card.”!
!
“That’s what I thought,” said Eve’s mom. Joyce seemed to think that she and her ex-
husband were locked in a violent competition for Eve’s affection, but Eve had grown 
used to not only her dad’s complete indifference to her, but also to her mom’s mild 
insanity. “He’s dating a witch. She’s moved in already.”!
!
“I’m an adult,” Eve said. “You can say bitch.”!
!
“If that’s what I meant,” Joyce countered, “then that’s what I’d say. Even though it is 
rather vulgar, but I think she’s a witch. Like a real witch. She’s put a spell on him. 
Literally. How else would she be shacked up with the man so quickly? She just moved 
to Melas a few months ago. And out of the blue she’s living with the man?”!
!
“Thanks for the card, Mom,” Eve said. “And the check.”!
!
“You know I can’t give you more,” Joyce said.!
!
“I know. You don’t have to give me anything. Really. I’m doing great.”!
!
“Money doesn’t grow on trees, Evie.”!
!
“I know that. Mom, I should go,” said Eve. “I’ve got to get dinner on the table, and Justin 
will be home any minute now.”!
!
Eve jumped when there was a loud knock on the door.!
!
“I AM on speaker phone!” shouted Joyce.!
!
“No,” Eve said, “these phones just have really powerful microphones. Technology is 
amazing these days.”!


