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“When will you be back?” the familial chorus chimes.
“Ciao, beautiful bambini,” I said, invoking our 

recent summer trip to Italy. And on that note, Tina and 
I peel out of the driveway and head east to the Riviera 
Palm Springs Resort for some old fashioned glamour. 
Once home to many of Hollywood’s most famous 
stars such as Frank Sinatra, Elvis Presley, and Sonny 
and Cher (my childhood idols), the Riviera is rocking it 
once again after a $75 million facelift.

THE ARRIVAL
After pulling up to the valet like my minivan is a 
Maserati, we check in and upgrade to a Mediterranean 
Junior suite, well worth the extra room and crushed 
velvet sofa. A portrait of Elizabeth Taylor hangs in our 
room, one of many around the hotel. My favorite pieces 
are by Carl Meyers. Far away, you can tell they are 
celebrity faces, but up close you see they are made of 
Guatemalan coins.

Tina and I stop at the resort’s gift shop Crimson 
Boutique, where manager Laura Zarate helps us pick 
out some new sunglasses for our new personas. We 
head down to the pool for a quick dip and a delicious 
antioxidant berry concoction before our Sacred Stone 
massages at SpaTerre. The lounge in the spa used to 
be the dressing rooms for acts that performed in the 
Mediterranean Room.

THE CELEBRITY TREATMENT
We hop into the Watsu pool, a calming pool of luke-
warm salt water.

“I can’t believe I’m standing in the exact place 
where Elvis lounged before he went on stage.”

“Well, you are starting to glow like Elizabeth 
Taylor,” Tina says.

“That’s Liz to you, darling.”
My masseuse has been massaging tired bodies 

for over 14 years and has the hands to 
prove it. My body enters the sacred zone of 
mommy relaxation. Tina is a limp wet noodle 
when I find her back in the Jacuzzi.

“It’s time to bring over my wheelchair. I 
don’t think I can walk to our room!”

As soon as we talk about eating at Circa 
59, we find our legs. Before dinner, we 
check out the sunset, my favorite part of the 
California desert. The sky is filled with streaks 
of pink, purple and blue. I’m in heaven.

Once the pastel rainbow turns to a starry night, we 
head to an outdoor table under the ficus tree. The small fire 
pits around the pool crackle and dance.

“We need the gang,” Tina says. “They would love this.”
After some lobster sliders and herb gnocchi with peas, 

we share a chocolate fantasy plate. General Manager Tom 
Wright invites us to Sidebar, the lounge next door, to hear an 
R&B band. We rock with the Art of Sax well into the night.

THE BACHELORETTE CONFIRMATION
The next day, we head to the back pool for a coffee and 
swim. Two hip females spin some tunes. The vibe is fun with 
an edge that something crazy might just happen. That’s 
when we meet Amy, a petite woman in a bikini with a short 
veil perched on her crown. She is there with her bridesmaids 
getting tanned and glammed before her big day.

“You are a mere baby,” Tina says. Amy looks confused.
“She means you haven’t had any babies. That’s why you 

are still a babe who can wear a bikini,” I explain.
Amy laughs. Fortunately, she has no idea what we are 

talking about.
“You are still babes, too,” she offers. We tug on our 

tankinis.
“Why, thank you,” I say as Tina starts to water dance. 

We laugh and hang with Amy and her friends.
“If this is good enough for the bachelorettes, then it’s 

perfect for our post-bachelorette posse.”
I agree. Our mission is accomplished. The men can 

have their fantasy football; we’ve got our oasis awaiting us 
for that perfect fall escape. 

PalmSprings
A MOMMY   
  DRY RUN TO Here’s how the fantasy goes: It’s a 

beautiful fall weekend with oodles of kids 
soccer and bike riding, a perfect time for 

the Daddies to bond over their kids’ sports and 
the start of football season. The Mommies, being 
completely unneeded, hop into my mini-van and 
run away to the next county or two. Palm Springs 
is the logical choice. We air out muffin tops from 
the new fall high waist jeans and splash around 
a swimming pool with no children needing an 
immediate diaper change.

THE ESCAPE
My girlfriend Tina and I decide to give it a dry 
run, just to make sure all our plans work perfectly 
and not a moment is wasted once those leaves 
start to turn. Next step is convincing the Dads. 
Tina calls it an important Girl Scouting trip, minus 
the cookies, and gets a thumbs-up. I am busted 
before an explanation can be construed.

“Why is your suitcase out?” my teen 
daughter asks.

“I’m running away,” blurts out of my big 
mouth. “Tina and I are going to Palm Springs to 
hang out. And work.”
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