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Sean Finnegan’s father said, “So, how long have you been going out with her?”

He’d invited Itsy Bitsy to his grad school graduation ceremony. Finnegan’s parents had never met her.

“A year or two,” Finnegan said, looking over at her. “She’s out of my league, actually.”

“Nine out of ten girls are out of your league, Seanie. She seems like a nice girl.”

“Oh, thanks, dad. Nine out of ten?”

“Yeah,” his father said. “Don’t be a bottom feeder—like a flounder with two eyes on the same side of his head—like a cod.”

“Oh, I’m a cod now? Thanks for the support.”

Finnegan‘s father had already turned away. There was no point in arguing with him. Why bother arguing with an AV rated personal injury defense attorney? There was no point.

2

On the other hand, Itsy was out of his league, just like his father. She maxed out at everything—college, grad school, sports. She’d be a pro women’s hockey player if there was such a thing—as a matter of fact did play semi-pro. She’d been accepted by Yale and Princeton—wouldn’t bother even visiting Harvard—didn’t like Cambridge. After all, her mother went there. She and her mother were big rivals. Itsy ended up going to Northwest Connecticut College on a hockey scholarship—where she met Finnegan. She had many of those scholarship offer things. She said she liked the scenery in Northwest Connecticut—the art galleries. What art galleries? That’s what Finnegan said. There was, like, one.

“Have you been to Cambridge? Do you know how many art galleries are there?” she said.

She would often ask him questions he didn’t know the answer to. 

No, he didn’t know how many art galleries there were in Cambridge. No, he couldn’t even remember if he’d been to Cambridge—as she knew. 

She knew his past—his faulty memory—his faulty intelligence—direction.

All she would say was, “You amuse me. You're funny.”

He adored her, but could never let on. She was too obsessed by her frailties—her defects—and he knew them well. 

She might appear gorgeous, pretty, but even average looking to some. That’s what she was—hard to figure out. Magnetic. You couldn’t take your eyes off her. 

She was always a bit unusual—striking. But above it all—transcending everything—was her red hair. A redhead girl with no freckles—it was hard to believe. That’s what she was. 

She challenged you into thinking—is she for real? But no, let her expound for a second on any subject you select—any geography—science, sport—art. She’d easily surpass you, but not in a bragging way—since anything she’d say would amaze you. It would usually be an anecdote about something she was surprised by—the revealing outfits Chinese girls wore to nightclubs—Russian men shoving a guy off a bus who made a crude comment to her.
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