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         “Let’s go!” says Ida, taking my arm.

         It takes her thirty seconds, maybe thirty-two, to check out the entire bar and, with me in tow, march up to the table behind the coolest guy staying at the Fjällgården ski resort.

         I’ll have my revenge when we go to Paris at Easter, I think. Then I’ll be sure to drag Ida around with me to the Louvre, the Musée d’Orsay, and every goddamn art museum I can find, just as she pushed me down every ski slope today.

         Perhaps I’m being unfair. Ida is actually my best friend, but after a full day’s skiing, my legs feel like overcooked pasta. I’m longing to curl up in bed with a book or languish in the hotel’s jacuzzi. Ida thinks it’s a huge waste of time and resources to do stuff on vacation that you can just as easily do at home.

         “You come to Åre to go skiing and to party,” she says. “And the après-ski scene is where you make arrangements to party.”

         Wearing no makeup, and sweating a little, she evidently doesn’t look at all bad in her lime green Norrøna ski jacket. It takes her only a couple more minutes to get into an animated conversation with a blond guy who looks like a basketball player.

         I sit quietly at the far side of the table, sipping my Irish coffee. Some of the whipped cream ends up on my nose. I quickly wipe it away, but out of the corner of my eye, I see that someone has already noticed. I find myself smiling at a pair of brown eyes.

         “Tired?” asks the guy to whom the eyes belong.

         “Mm,” I reply.

         He’s not the sort of person you would notice on the subway. Or turn around to get another look at if he passed you on the street. He just looks too normal. Ordinary. Pleasant, as my mom would say. Without appearing dull, I would add.

         “Hi, I’m Alex.”

         “Anna.”

         “We seem to be the only ones that like Irish coffee,” he says, lifting his glass.

         “My friend Ida groaned when I ordered it, but if I drink Jägermeister now, I’ll fall asleep.”

         I’ve managed to utter an entire sentence in response. Quite well worded, too. I’m proud of myself for a couple of minutes. Then the silence starts to make its presence felt. I steal a glance at Ida, who is in full flow as she describes my tumble earlier in the day:

         “So Anna’s telling me we should make a left, yelling at me that she can’t go off-piste. But I’m convinced the slope’s on the right. I mean, I’ve been in Åre like a hundred times — so I know where I’m going, right? But a couple of minutes later, Anna’s stuck in the mother of all snowdrifts. And the more she thrashes her arms and legs, the deeper she sinks. It was pretty scary actually. Like quicksand.”
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