
Don’t Fall in Love 

 Her name was Lola, she was a showgirl, and I loved her. She danced at the Copacabana, 

the famous New York City nightclub. Almost every night, she’d get up on stage with dazzling 

yellow feathers in her hair, and a matching dress cut down low. I can still remember how the 

lights made her glow as she’d dance the merengue or do the cha-cha to the delight of the crowd. 

While she was out there trying to be a star, Tony and I always tended bar. Tony and I had been 

friends since high school. Working the eight-‘til-four shift with him was often the best part of my 

nights.  

“Hey Tony, hit the juice yet?” I’d often ask upon clocking in.  

Tony always beat me there, he liked to be early so that he and Lola could spend some 

time together before work. They had been dating since shortly after Tony and I were hired, and 

since then we’d been the closest of friends. 

“I’m going light tonight, Frank, my friend,” he replied.  

Strange, considering he liked to start his nights off with a couple shots of Jack. Judging 

by the spark in his deep brown eyes, I could tell he was about to tell me something profound. 

Before he had the opportunity, however, Lola came across the crowded floor. She sat down on 

the bar stool in front of us and smiled. She leaned over and I could smell her sweet perfume 

engulfing us as she came closer. 

“Hey boys, how’s it going?” she asked.  

“Awful, Tony’s dry now!” I said. 
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“Oh really?” she replied looking back at Tony. “That’s not very fun you know.” she 

continued, frowning playfully.  

Tony laughed, then leaned over from the other side of the bar and kissed Lola. “I never 

said I wasn’t drinking anymore, just not tonight,” he said. 

“Still boring,” Lola teased. Tony gave her a look and she laughed. “Hey, you two come 

meet me in my dressing room during your break, I just got some more reefer today,” she added.  

“Lola you spoil us, you know that? How was it?” I asked.  

“It’ll knock you both on your asses,” she said.  

Lola looked back at Tony and said, “Unless of course, you’ve quit that too.” 

“No chance in hell!” he replied.  

 The sound of the first performance fluttered about the club and Lola got up to return 

backstage, she leaned over the bar again and kissed Tony goodbye. 

 “Love you Tony,” said Lola 

“Love you too, babe,” replied Tony. 

 Lola looked at me next and smiled. Leaning across the bar she kissed me on the cheek. 

“Love you too, Frankie,” Lola said, turning around and walking away. 

After she left I poured out two shots and waved one of them at Tony. He rolled his eyes 

and downed the shot, looking at me with the same confident spark as before. 
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“I want to have a special night with Lola after we get off, that’s why I’m not drinking,” 

he said pouring himself another shot, “Not that much at least,” he continued.  

“At four in the morning? You know nothing good happens after three right?” I teased.  

“Go fuck yourself,” he replied laughing, “Cheers.” 

We took another shot and I asked Tony, “So what do you have planned?” 

“I’m glad you asked Franky-boy. We’re going down to the river to watch the sunrise, 

drink a little, and definitely try some of that reefer Lola got” replied Tony. 

They were young and they had each other, who could ask for more?  

“I’m gonna ask her to marry me you know,” Tony said, spark intensified. 

My heart sunk a little when I heard him say it. Tony and Lola were my best friends and I 

was truly happy for them, but at the same time, I still loved her. She was one of those girls that 

every guy fell in love with. She legitimately cared, she could hold a conversation, and most 

importantly she liked to have a good time. And we loved to have a good time, after all, we were 

in our twenties. Snapping back to reality, I replied ecstatically, “No shit!? Good for you man!” I 

hugged him and said, “1947 is going to be one hell of a year.” The club patrons began to 

overwhelm us at this point, so Tony and I got busy tending bar again.  

 I watched as Lola finished her last dance of the night. “Last call folks! Get ‘em while you 

can!” I’d yell. It was 3:30 in the morning, but the drunkards still had a half hour of drinking to 

do. A man walked up and ordered a gin and tonic, but as he finished asking my eyes were drawn 

to the stage. The crowd had begun to boo. Lola had just finished her last dance and Tony jumped 

up onto the stage and dropped to one knee. Lola put her hands up to her mouth, failing to hold 
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back tears. I couldn’t hear them from the bar, but I didn’t have to. Lola hugged Tony and the 

crowd began to cheer, and that was all I needed to hear. 

“Hey buddy, think I can get that drink?” the man slurred, breaking me away from my 

thoughts.  

“Sorry sir, my two best friends just got engaged,” I replied, shuffling to remember what 

the man had ordered.  

He turned around and saw Tony and Lola kissing on stage. “What a lucky guy, that 

broad’s beautiful,” he said. 

“Inside and out,” I replied. 

After finishing up last call, I rushed down to the backstage to Lola’s dressing room. I 

knocked on the door, praying they weren’t fucking. Tony answered the door. I popped the bottle 

of champagne I had brought from the bar to celebrate. Lola lit up a joint she had just rolled. Life 

was good, and even though I was about to lose Lola for good, I was not going to let it ruin a 

perfectly good celebration.  

 The next night went much like the previous night and most others go. Tony and I, 

however, were a little more toasty than usual.  

“Fuck, this is not how I wanted to be celebrating,” Tony confessed.  

“Come on Tony! We’ve already had a whole night’s worth of drinks and it’s not even one 

a.m. yet!” I replied. 

“Yea, I guess…..” he sighed.  
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“Drink up! You’ll feel better.”  

I pulled out a bottle of champagne, the expensive stuff. I popped the cork and out it shot 

like a bullet. Just then, a man in a white pinstripe suit walked through the door. He was in his 

mid-fifties with dark black hair with streaks of gray near his ears. His name was Rico and he 

wore the finest tailor-made suits and a huge diamond ring. He was a high-ranking mobster and as 

such, was escorted to his chair by his two bodyguards.  

“Fuck. Of all nights, this dick chose tonight to show his face?” said Tony. 

“Calm down Tony,” I said trying to calm him down, “I- 

“No, fuck that, he’s not going anywhere near Lola again,” Tony interrupted. 

“Hey, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. What are the odds he’d harass the same 

broad twice?” I said trying to comfort him. I put my hand on his shoulder, and Tony was staring 

at the ground, lost in his thoughts.  

“Yea….I guess there are plenty of other girls out there,” I replied.  

“That’s the spirit!” I said back to him patting his back. He looked up at me and still 

looked upset. 

“Well, I don’t really wish it on them either. None of the bouncers will touch the guy,” 

said Tony. 

“That’s because they’re smart,” interrupted a deep, intimidating voice.  

“Fuck! You scared the shit out of me!” I yelled. 
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It was one of Rico’s bodyguards. He must have been almost seven feet tall, dressed in a 

tailor-made black suit and tie. As he towered over us, he looked at us and smiled. “No issues 

tonight, right pipsqueak?” he said to Tony. As Tony heard this, I saw his fists clench as his face 

began to burn red.  

“You F-,” is all he got out before I kicked him in his shin. I knew he was about to get 

himself in trouble. He cleared his throat and said, “You know, I don’t think so….uh..sir.”  

“Great, get the boss his usual, on the house of course,” he said with an intimidating smile, 

his fat bald head choked by his collared shirt around the sides.  

Tony huffed and looked like he was about to give the bodyguard a peace of his mind. 

Before he had the chance, I assured him the drinks would be out right away, on the house. The 

bodyguard snorted in amusement and walked away. For the rest of the night Tony had his eyes 

fixed on Rico, dreading, I’m sure, for Lola to take the stage. When she finally did, Rico sat up in 

his chair and focused on her. I could feel Tony’s blood pressure rise from right next to him.  

“Keep it cool, Tony,” I warned. He said nothing, still staring intensely at Rico 

When she finished her dance, Rico called her over with a piercing whistle. Not having 

much of a choice in the matter, Lola obeyed. It was getting busy at the bar and Tony had 

vanished. I heard Lola yell from across the bar. Rico had gone a bit too far this time, groping her 

with no shame. It was then that Tony sailed across the bar. The punches flew, and chairs were 

smashed in two. Tony somehow managed to fight back the bodyguards, then moved on to Rico. 

“Very funny kid, back the fuck down now, or I promise you will regret it,” said Rico 

pulling out a handgun.  
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Tony stared at him and tried to make a reach for the gun. They fumbled around on the 

ground, each trying to wrestle it from the other’s hands. A crowd had surrounded them, and I 

tried frantically to get down there to help Tony. I saw a flash, there was blood and a single 

gunshot, but I didn’t know who’d shot who. All I heard after that were Lola’s screams. 

**** 

Tony’s funeral was, at that point, the single hardest experience of my life to live through. 

But Lola, she lost her love. At this time in my life I had no idea what that felt like. I walked up to 

Tony’s casket with Lola. His skin looked like rubber and was noticeably pale. It feels wrong to 

call it lucky, but at least that worthless piece of garbage didn’t shoot Tony in his face. Lola 

looked down at Tony’s body.  

She whispered, “I can’t believe this is happening.” 

 What do you say to that? I chose to remain silent, and instead put my hand across her 

back, trying my best to comfort her. She leaned over the casket and whispered, “I’ll always love 

you Tony, always.” She kissed Tony one last time. Then without saying anything, ran off crying.  

Then it was my turn. I leaned over the casket and began to whisper as well. I said, “I 

loved you like a brother Tony, I don’t know what I’m gonna do without you.” I began choking 

back tears. “And don’t worry about Lola, I’ll take care of her. It’s the least I can do.” I paused 

once again to recollect myself, “Rest in peace Tony.”  

I still loved her. As Lola moved on and went from one dead-end relationship to another, 

my passion for her grew stronger and stronger. How many times can you console the same girl 
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and not feel like you can be the one who gets it right. To be the one who really cares. But I 

couldn’t tell her, I couldn’t betray Tony like that. 

It was 1957; about ten years after Tony’s death. Lola had just gotten out of another one of 

her dead end relationships and needed a shoulder to cry on. I hadn’t faired too well either in the 

past few years, one or two serious relationships that never worked out. I met her at her apartment 

for dinner one night. When she answered the door, I couldn’t help but notice that even though 

ten years had passed, Lola didn’t show it. She was still as beautiful as she was when she danced 

at the Copa. She hugged me so quickly that I almost dropped our takeout.  

“I love you so much Frank,” she said soaking my shirt with tears. 

 I’d waited so long to hear those words from her, but instead of joy I felt pain. I love you 

stings when it’s not the kind of love you’re looking for. This was not the love I wanted. Lola 

offered to grab a beer from the fridge, which I accepted. I walked over with her to see what she 

had. I grabbed on to the refrigerator door and she closed it a bit. She looked at me playfully and 

said, 

“I’ll get you your beer, don’t worry.”  

 “I was just looking!” I replied, playing along. 

I pulled the door back towards me and she pulled it back in protest. The door went back 

and forth a few times until I started “winning” our little battle.  

 “You really think you’re going to overpower me?” I said laughing. 

She loosened her grip for a moment and I gave a sudden tug on the fridge door. 

Surprised, she tripped forward and landed in my arms. We paused for a moment looking at each 
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other, Lola’s face grew red. We separated and moved into the dining room, sat down, and began 

to eat our dinner.  

“So….what happened?” I asked.  

“That fucking pig cheated on me the first chance he had!” she yelled. 

“Really?” 

“Yup, with fucking loose-lips Lucy no less!” 

“No fucking way.” 

“Yea, you’d think that bitch would care more about her friends. I’m never dancing with 

her on stage ever again,” said Lola shaking her head and staring off at the off-white carpet 

between us.  

Since Tony’s death Lola had left the Copa, it wasn’t the same to her anymore. Her new 

gig may not have been as glamorous, but it payed the bills.  

“You deserve better,” I said as I looked Lola in her dazzling hazel eyes. 

“I deserve Tony,” she replied in a whisper. “He was my one and only.”  

We sat there staring into each other’s eyes for a moment, as if tied together, inseparable. I 

grabbed her hands into mine and said,  

“Lola….I miss him too, but you can’t dwell on the past, it was ten years ago.” 

She scoffed at me upon hearing my reply and pulled her hands away. I apologized and 

she must have heard the whimpering pain in my voice, because she turned around and looked 

back at me. 
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“No it’s ok….. maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s time to move on,” she said.  

There was a moment of silence between us again, I cleared my throat and pulled out two joints 

from my pack of cigarettes.  

“How about some party favors?” I asked hopefully. 

Lola let out a laugh and began to smile. “You get me Frank,” she said. 

 Lola’s eyes lit up all of the sudden and she told me she had a surprise. She then got up 

and ran into the next room. I lit one of the joints and was left to my thoughts. It’s not often that 

she brought up Tony anymore. I thought she was past it at that point, but every once in a while 

she would relive that night back in ’47. That last breakup must have shaken her up more than I 

had thought. I looked around the apartment as I took another puff of the joint. Lola was still 

searching for my surprise. In the twelve years I’ve known her, I had never seen her apartment so 

messy. Clothes were strewn all about the living room, and takeout boxes could be found under 

the couch. I went searching for Lola, who’d been gone for about ten minutes by then. I found her 

in her bedroom sniffling. Under the circumstances, I thought she had been crying, although there 

were no tears in her eyes. I sat down on the bed next to her and hugged her.  

“What are you doing?” she asked, sniffling harshly.  

“Weren’t you just crying?” I asked, now very much confused.  

“No! Of course not!” she said, noticeably more excitable than before, sniffling again. 

“Why the sniffles?” I replied.  

She smiled at me and grabbed a little baggie full of white powder from her nightstand. 

She proceeded to pour some out on the nightstand and arranged them into lines with a razor 
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blade. After she was done, she looked back up at me, eyes wide open and grinning as though she 

hadn’t a care in the world.  

“What is that?” I asked.  

“It’s called cocaine!” she replied ecstatically, as she rolled up a twenty dollar bill and 

snorted the powder.  

“Really takes the edge off!” she continued.  

“Better than reefer? I asked, puffing on my joint.  

“Reefer brings you down and takes the edge off. This’ll bring you up, up, up!” she said.  

 Thoroughly convinced by her, and equally as curious based off her behavior, I agreed to 

try it. I put out my joint in the nearest ashtray. I leaned over the nightstand and snorted. I felt a 

rush of energy. Lola laughed and turned on the radio. “Dance with me?” she asked grabbing my 

hand. So we danced, did more cocaine, and danced some more. After about an hour we decided 

to go out drinking.  

 We went out to a small bar with a dance floor called Valentine’s. We walked through the 

door and Lola asked me to grab her a drink while she ran past the bar to her left and onto the 

dance floor straight towards the back of the building. I walked up to the bar and asked the 

bartender for two gin and tonics. I turned around while the bartender took more orders and 

watched Lola dance. It may have been ten years since she danced at the Copa, but she still had it. 

The packed dance floor parted around her while she danced the cha-cha just as she had all those 

years ago. The bartender returned with our drinks and I walked over to the nearest table by the 
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dance floor. Lola saw me and, still dancing, stuck her arm out and called me over with her index 

finger.  

 When I walked out there with her, there were boos from some of the men who had been 

watching Lola. She reassured me by taking my hands. She pulled me close and kissed my cheek. 

“Screw them, they’re just jealous,” said Lola.  

 “I’d be mad too if some ass walked out on the stage and started dancing with the prettiest 

girl in the bar,” I replied.  

 “Awww, knock it off mister,” said Lola.  

We continued to dance until Lola grew tired. We sat down at the table I’d grabbed before, 

I took a sip of my drink and Lola chugged hers. We talked for a while about recent stuff in the 

news. I sensed she didn’t want to think about her break-up anymore, so I let it go.   

 “Shots?” she asked.  

“Shots,” I replied with approval. 

 After getting properly wasted, we returned to Lola’s apartment. She tumbled past the 

kitchen and told me to wait. I assumed she was going for more cocaine. I sat down at the kitchen 

table and lit my second joint. I finished half of it by the time I went looking for Lola. I stumbled 

around the house, and seeing her bedroom door open, went in to investigate. She was sitting on 

her bed, this time crying for real. She was holding something, but I couldn’t see what it was. 

“Hey,” I whispered putting the joint out. “What happened? We were having so much 

fun.” I asked.  
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She was staring at the ring in her hand, trembling. Her hair had been released from the 

bun it was in before, strands of chestnut hair caught in the sides of her mouth.  

Desperate to do something, I took the ring from her and set it down on the nightstand. 

She began to sob. I turned to her and hugged her for what felt like an eternity. When we stopped, 

I grabbed her shoulders and looked into her eyes. “He was the one…” said Lola trailing off into a 

drunken slur. Even if I wasn’t so far gone myself, I doubt I’d have understood it. I couldn’t just 

ignore her though, I had to say something.  

 “Lola-“ I said. 

“You don’t get it, ok,” she replied. 

“I like to think that I do, I’ve only been listening to you talk about for ten years! I-” 

“But you don’t, you can’t understand-” she said. 

“Then tell me, tell me exactly so that I can understand,” I replied. 

“Lola…you’re a fantastic person, you’ll find someone else, I promise,” I continued.  

Although, I have no idea what gave me the authority to make that promise. Lola opened 

her mouth as if she was about to say something, but stopped. She looked away from me smiling, 

biting her bottom lip. She looked back up at me with her pupils wide, and we kissed. 

**** 

 Her name was Lola and she was a showgirl. That was thirty years ago, though. Back 

when the Copa still had a show. Fast-forward to 1977, Lola and I had just entered our fifties. I 

wasn’t so much into the drugs anymore, I had my time to have fun. However, Lola and I still had 
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drinks from time to time. Our new usual spot was the one you’d least expect, the new 

Copacabana. She would insist on drinking there, much to my dismay. The both of us were still 

single, having brushed off our encounter with each other 20 years ago as a moment of drunken 

weakness. We had a conversation the morning after and Lola told me she’d loved me dearly. As 

a friend. More than any other in fact. However, she had never felt romantic feelings for me. It 

was a cut to the bone.  

“I don’t want to lose you Lola. If you don’t love me then fine, but I still want you in my 

life. It’ll be ok,” I had said.  

“I’m sorry, I know how much that must hurt, but it’s better than lying to you. I don’t 

deserve you,” she replied.  

Sure, it was awkward for a time. While time may not heal all wounds, it managed to save 

our friendship. There was just one problem. I lied. 

 The Copa was now a disco. I didn’t care much for the music, but the drinks were good 

and, well, Lola insisted. It wasn’t a disco though, not for Lola. To her it was still the same club 

where she danced all those years ago. I walked up to the bar and saw her, but something was 

wrong. She was in the dress she used to wear. It was torn and it was clear that it didn’t fit her 

anymore. She even had the same old faded feathers in her hair. She slurred to me.  

“What?” I asked, growing concerned.  

“Lola!” I yelled sitting down next to her. “Where’d you find that old thing?” I continued 

jokingly.  
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She looked up at me, her tan skin now wrinkled. She looked at me with eyes that had no 

soul behind them. She sat there refined, keeping to herself. It was as if she’d forgotten who I 

was. She slurred something to me, but I couldn’t make it out.  

“What?” I asked, growing more concerned.  

She’d drank herself half-blind. She looked at me and tried to get up from her barstool. 

She fell to the ground, knocking her glass over with her interrupting the buzz of conversation 

around the bar.  

 I took her home and helped clean her up. After she sobered up a little bit, I decided to try 

and get some answers. I went to the kitchen and refilled her glass of water, then I walked back to 

her bedroom and sat down next to her.  

“I’m so sorry Frank,” she whispered to me, cutting up a line of coke.  

“Lola, you really scared me,” I replied.  

“I know, I know. I forgot that I had taken a few sleeping pills earlier. It’s no big deal,” 

she said.  

“Lola, I thought you said you were done with those, they fuck with your brain! And the 

coke doesn’t help either!” I yelled. 

“You know what? Maybe you should mind your own business for a change,” she replied, 

lighting a cigarette.  

“I thought you were going to die!” I continued yelling.  

“Yea?! Well I fucking need them Frank, ok?!” she yelled back 
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“You need help!” I continued. 

“Fuck you! Why do you even still care?” she said.  

I had never been angrier at Lola in my entire life. She was throwing her life away, and I 

could not live with myself seeing her do so. I stared at her intensely for a moment. Tears began 

to swell under my eyes. 

“Because I still love you Lola…I never stopped,” I said with a sense of shame and regret.  

“Frank, we settled this 20 years ago! Deal with it!” she screamed.  

“Like you’ve dealt with Tony?!” I screamed back.  

“Get out,” said Lola. 

“Lola-“ 

“Get out,” she repeated. 

“Lola, please, I-“ 

“Get the fuck out Frank!” she said as she picked up her glass of water and threw it at me. 

It crashed on the wall behind me. We stared each other down for a moment, Lola’s eyes 

still devoid of life. Without saying a word, I turned around and left. Lola lost her youth and her 

Tony, and then I was afraid she’d lost her mind.  

 Now I don’t know what caused her to do so, whether it had been what I had said, or her 

finally coming to her senses on her own, but when I had returned home there was a message 

from her on my answering machine.  
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“Hi Frank, its Lola. I’m sorry I snapped at you tonight,” she said weakly.  

“I just….have a lot on my mind, I’ve….oh god,” she stopped again, clearly struggling to 

speak.  

“I’ve wasted so much time, made so many mistakes that….” she paused again. 

“I just want to talk to you tomorrow, meet me at the Copa, same time as today, I love 

you,” she finished. Click.  

 After thirty years, it seemed Lola had finally come to her senses. I went to bed that night 

and slept better than I had since before Tony’s death. The next night I went to go meet her. When 

I walked through the doors, Lola was nowhere to be found. I waited for over an hour before I 

stepped outside to find the nearest payphone and called her. The phone rang until the answering 

machine picked up.  

“Lola! Pickup! I’m at the Copa, where are you? Hello?!” I yelled.  

I heard a click and hung up the phone. Determined to reach her, I tried again. No answer. 

“Lola!!” I yelled again.  

Click. I called one last time, not expecting an answer, and there wasn’t.  

“Listen Lola, I don’t know what your problem is, but in thirty years you’ve never stood 

me up. Call me,” I pleaded. Click. 

 Angry and hurt, I went back home and turned in early. I woke up the next morning and 

checked my answering machine immediately, and there was nothing. Hell-bent on getting some 
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answers, I decided to confront her in person. I went to her apartment and knocked on the door. 

After no answer, I remembered that Lola kept a spare key under her doormat, so I let myself in. 

“Lola!” I yelled to a dark house.  

The apartment was eerily quiet.  

“Lola?!” I yelled again.  

I walked into her bedroom and I found her. Strewn around her were bottles of vodka, a 

spilled pill bottle, and an empty baggie of cocaine. Her hair was covering most of her face. I ran 

up to feel her pulse, and she was ice cold.  

“No, no, no, no, Lola!” I screamed.  

I dropped to my knees and screamed. 

“Oh god! What did you do?!” I stood back up and hugged her, she still smelled of her 

perfume.  

 Tony’s funeral was hard to get through. But Lola’s…. I was one of the few to attend. As I 

approached her casket, I kissed her one last time, much like she had at Tony’s funeral. I 

whispered to her, “I love you too.” 

**** 

 There is nothing left for me in New York City anymore. So I’ve decided to move out 

west, some small town. I’m done with love, that ship has sailed. Maybe I’ll open my own little 

bar. I don’t know what I’ll call it, but I do know one thing for sure. Our motto at this bar will be 

simple, Don’t fall in love. 
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**** 

*If you’ve never heard Copacabana by Barry Manilow before, I’d strongly recommend listening 

to it either before or after reading this story. Enjoy! 

 


