Two Envelopes

We flew home commercial.

Not private. Commercial. That’s how you knew Daniel’s father
was done with us.

Three car seats, and not one of them would fit in the back of
the Bentley, so we stood out there at the curb at DFW in the heat,
April and me and a nurse I’d hired myself, while a driver tried
every way God ever made to get three car seats into a car built for
two people and their luggage.

Two loud boys and one quiet girl.

The first boy, Daniel’s boy, April named DJ. Daniel Jr. The
second boy she named Jai, after the rookie, whose real name, it
turned out, was Jaison. I’d been calling him the rookie in my head
for so long that it took me a week to get used to him having a
name, like he was a whole person.

And Toni. Still on a little oxygen, a thin clear tube under her
nose that she kept trying to pull off with fingers no bigger than
matchsticks. But she was breathing on her own now. Mostly. The
excellent care had followed us right onto that plane.

April’s house in Dallas was not Daniel’s house anymore. It was
April’s. She had the locks changed the day we landed. My key still

worked. Daniel’s didn’t.



The thirty days had been Daniel’s idea. Or his lawyer’s. Come
back to Dallas. Try to co-parent. Show some stability before
anything hits the news. That was how he put it. Thirty days of
everybody acting reasonable.

What Daniel didn’t know was that there was already something
to hit the news.

The morning after we landed, while he was off somewhere
doing whatever Daniel does when he’s trying to look reasonable, I
drove April down to the courthouse in my car, with three car seats
crammed across the back, and she filed. Dallas County. Petition
for divorce. She came down those courthouse steps with the copy
in her hand and got right back in the car like she’d just been to the
bank.

“Don’t say anything,” she told me.

I didn’t.

Then came the thirty days.

Three babies is not three times one baby. It’s more like
weather. Somebody was always crying, somebody was always
hungry, and somebody was always just about to be. April and I
split the nights in shifts, the way we used to split the homework,
her on the evens and me on the odds, and the nurse took whatever
was left over. Toni’s oxygen made a soft hiss all night long, like
the house was breathing for her. By the third week the doctors
were turning it down a little at a time, and every time they did,
April stood over that bassinet and counted breaths under her own
breath until she was sure.

Daniel tried. I will say that for him. He called, and April let it
ring. He texted, long ones, and she read every single one of them,

and she didn’t answer a single one. He asked through his lawyer if



he could come by, and his lawyer asked through hers, and the
answer that went back through all those people was not yet.

Not yet. Thirty days of not yet.

He thought he was waiting for her to come around. He didn’t
know the papers were already sitting in a file at the Dallas County

courthouse, waiting on him.

It all came apart on the thirtieth day.

In Dubai, the family had wanted April’s hair covered whenever
she went out. In Dallas, April walked out of that house with her
hair down and her shoulders out and a pair of shorts on, for the
first time in a year. She went to the grocery store with three carts,
one for each baby and one for the groceries, and a local reporter
found her there. I did not call that reporter. I want that on the
record. The reporter found her all on her own.

And April talked.

“Yes, I’m back,” she said into the camera, holding Toni’s
carrier on her hip in the cereal aisle. “Yes, I had triplets with two
fathers. Yes, I was held on P4 for nine months. And no, my
husband didn’t like me talking to you without him.”

The clip was all over Dubai within the hour.

Daniel’s phone blew up. The family group chat. The uncles.
His father. What is she doing? Who does she think she is? When
one of Daniel’s cousins called the house to tell April how a decent
wife conducts herself, April listened to every word of it, politely,
and then told her the tower ought to be named after Tonya, not her,

because at least Tonya had earned it.



She said it. She really said it. I was standing right there.

Daniel drove over that evening.

No suit. A T-shirt. He looked tired. He looked like a man who
had been losing an argument with his own phone all afternoon.

April opened the door with the chain still on.

Inside, Toni was asleep in her bassinet, her monitor blinking its
soft little green light. I was in the back room with DJ and Jai, one
in each arm, both of them fussing and neither one of them willing
to let the other one fuss alone.

“You can’t do this here,” Daniel said quietly through the crack.
“This isn’t Dubai. But Dallas still watches. My father—”

“Your father kept me on P4,” April said. She didn’t yell. She
was calm. That was worse. “Your father knows exactly what he
did.”

Daniel looked down at the welcome mat. “I came to try and
talk. For the kids. For us.”

April slid an envelope out through the crack in the door. Not a
big one. Standard. Business size.

The divorce petition. Filed. Stamped. With a date on it from the
morning after we landed.

Daniel stared at it. He didn’t open it. He didn’t have to.

“You didn’t,” he said.

“I did,” April said. “And Tonya printed the other one too.”

She slid out a second envelope.

Photographs. Not of her. Of him.



Daniel in Dubai. The same hotel. P4, even, the same floor
where he’d kept her, just a different room. A woman, older than
April, laughing with him in the lobby bar at one in the morning.
Married. A government badge hanging on a lanyard around her
neck. The mistress that everybody in Dubai seemed to know
about, and nobody had bothered to tell April, because April was
the American wife, and the American wife’s job was to stay quiet.

Daniel’s face went white. “Where did you get these?”

And April smiled. The first real smile I had seen on her since
that bathroom in Dubai. That flawless third-grade smile, the one
she gave me the first day of school before she’d even told me her
name.

“From your best friend,” she said. “Jaison. He sent them to
Tonya in the seventh month, while you were keeping me
downstairs.” She tilted her head, just slightly. “He said, If Daniel
can have a mistress who works in the government and is married,
April can give a press interview without her husband.”

Behind her, Toni made a small sound in her sleep. Not a cry.
Just air. Just a baby breathing on her own.

April turned toward it instantly. That’s all it took. She was
done with the door. She was done with Daniel.

“Your thirty days are up, Daniel,” she said over her shoulder.
“You can see your daughter and your son. Jai is not yours. Don’t
touch his crib.”

And she closed the door. Not slammed. Sealed.

I was standing in the hallway with DJ in one arm and Jai in the
other, and I watched her pick Toni up out of that bassinet like she
was lifting the whole world off her own chest. Like she could

finally breathe without a machine, too.



Through the front window I could see Daniel still standing on
the porch, under the light, holding two envelopes.

He was just now figuring it out. His wife hadn’t simply left
Dubai.

She had brought Dubai back with her, and she had burned it

down in Dallas.



