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Fall Comes Early (and So Does Josh Beck)
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Chapter ONE
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F YOU, LONG ISLAND!

’Twas the end of a long and bitter sophomore year. ’Twas. I just really wanted to use that word. I promise I won’t use it again; this ain’t Dickens. Seriously, though, sophomore year totally sucked. I broke my toe and couldn’t be in the school production of Grease, Doug Lapidus took a picture of a huge zit on my nose and broadcast it on Facebook, and that bitch Veronica Cohen stole my prom date Mark Leibowitz.

It wasn’t fair! Mark asked me to prom first. You can’t change your mind about that kind of thing, not unless you’re willing to pay for therapy years down the road when I’m dealing with a major onset of insecurity. And don’t tell me I had two more years—there was only one Mark Leibowitz, and he was graduating. I had a huge crush on him and that’s how he left me: crushed.

And it wasn’t like Veronica was older or anything; she was a sophomore too (a sophomore who was willing to go all the way, but a sophomore nevertheless). She was supposed to be one of my best friends.

To make matters worse, Doug Lapidus posted a blog on his MySpace page making fun of me and how I got ditched. And just when my classmates were finally over the whole Facebook weather report, “100 percent Green with a chance of acne on both nostrils,” his new blog was posted. What did he have against me anyway? ’Twas a bitter year indeed (last time, I swear).

The annual yearbook signing was a pretty big deal, and all four grades gathered on the football field. Mark Leibowitz, the jerk who ditched me before prom, tactfully ignored me, and I tactfully ignored Veronica Cohen.

Oh, here’s one yearbook message worth sharing.

From Richard Titleman: Jenny, I’ll never forget you and the night we had kissing over the LIE.

Awww … It made me forget all about Mark, sort of. Guys. I just love guys. And no matter how many I date or kiss or flirt with, there never seem to be enough. Great, now I sound like a slut. I just wasn’t the best at keeping a steady boyfriend.

Okay, so other than Richard Titleman’s message, the year-book signing was just a reminder of how crappy the year had been. I could have sworn I had a million friends at one point, but now it seemed no one wanted anything to do with me: the PPC (Persian Power Crew), the BLT (Boys Lacrosse Team), the ATBOC (All That and a Bag of Chips)—they all huddled in their respective corners and merely snickered when I passed, my year-book clutched tightly to my chest. Even my own clique, the JAPs (Jewish American Princesses, if you couldn’t guess), seemed reluctant to sign. What was I, a leper or something?

It was right there on the football field that I made my resolve: I was getting the heck out of Long Island. There were other seas with cooler fish, and I was confident that outside my little bubble was a big world with lots of guys who would be way cuter than Mark Leibowitz.

I’ll admit something now: I was always on the lookout for Prince Charming. He’d sweep me off my feet and take me away in his valiant horsepowered navy blue BMW to the local synagogue, where we’d get married. An expensive reception would follow at the Four Seasons. The full bar would serve Grey Goose whatevers and my Uncle Murray would do his magic tricks and there’d be nondairy fire-roasted veggie salad with grilled chicken and I’d wear a long white Vera Wang gown before which every other girl kneeled and … all right, I’m getting a little carried away.

Needless to say, “the one” always lingered in the back of my mind, but it didn’t bother me too much that I hadn’t found him yet. Still, none of my experiences in high school could have prepared me for the utter lameness of the guys I’d soon meet in boarding school. I repeat, and seriously, feel free to scribble this somewhere while you’re reading: None of my experiences in high school could have prepared me for the utter lameness of the guys I’d soon meet in boarding school. Pretty please, keep this in mind before you blame me for everything that happens in the next however many pages.

A little more about myself. How about my name? Jennifer Green. Kind of rolls off the tongue, right? Okay, it’s a little corny, so you can just call me Jenny. Anyway, like all good JAPs I was born and raised in Long Island to an overprotective mother with an irritating accent and a workaholic father with terrible sinuses. I was the first of three children, the other two being twins, Abby and Amanda.

My mom smothered me with clothes, my father with jewelry. I love both of my parents and, for the record, don’t hold them responsible for my actions in any way. I love you, Mom! I love you, Daddy! Leaving them would be the hardest part.

But it wouldn’t stop me; I was determined to wash my hands clean of Long Island. Even if my reputation hadn’t been destroyed by some dweeb on Cheetos, there was no good reason to go back. I just couldn’t deal with my jappy friends always talking about last night’s episode of The Hills or some deal they’d gotten on Juicy at Bloomingdale’s. Can you blame me?

It made me sick just thinking about it. Boarding school seemed like the only logical choice.

“Boarding school?” Mom exclaimed. “What are you, nuts?”

Convincing the folks wasn’t going to be easy. There was a lot of crying that night, and pacing, and slamming of doors. Eventually, though, there was the opening of doors, as in Daddy opening my door and saying that if boarding school was truly where I felt I belonged, then it was open for discussion. I had the Green light. Get it?



Next came the long review of which boarding schools were best and why. Daddy said Manhattan had some of the best schools in the country, and it was right next door. But I didn’t want Manhattan. In fact, I didn’t want a school anywhere in America. America sucked. It was so in-your-face it made me wanna vomit.

The truth was, I’d been scoping out the right school for quite some time. So I let my parents talk until they were so tired that their guards were down, and then I dropped it on them: “Molson Academy in Montreal.”

Yes, Molson, as in the beer, had its own boarding school in Montreal, and that was where I wanted to go. They didn’t have a dress code, it was only grades 9–12, there was an on-campus restaurant and a TCBY (which is in fact The Country’s Best Yogurt) in the cafeteria, and it was far, far away. PS, even though I’m lactose intolerant, TCBY never upsets my stomach. I know, it’s like magic or something.

“Montreal? Be serious, Jenny.”

“I am serious, Mom.”

She wasn’t having it. “Jenny, our country is fighting a war. There’s danger outside the door.”

“Exactly, so where safer to be than Canada?”

“It’s out of the question. The school’s owned by a beer company! Alan, tell her it’s out of the question.”

“Now hold on,” said Daddy. He was on the Internet, looking it up. I knew the credentials would impress him. They had a 98 percent graduation rate, for crying out loud.



Mom was still fussing. “Alan, it’s in Canada!”

“Jenny’s right, Susie. Canada’s safer than the States.”

“There won’t be any Jews,” Mom warned.

Why did I need to be around Jews? Besides, she was wrong, there’d be one Jew. His name was Josh Beck, and he was the secret reason I wanted to go. He was the biggest crush I’d ever had.

It was eighth grade. We didn’t talk much and he had a girlfriend at the time, but I’d been eyeing him all year. Then at the Spring Fling we slow-danced to a Gwen Stefani song. He said he really liked me, and my heart melted. Alas, that summer his family moved to Montreal, and he ended up at Molson. I was devastated. If there was one man for me, it was Josh Beck. I was sure of it.

Around midnight Mom caved. If it was what I really wanted, then maybe Molson was the place for me.

It was what I wanted. I wanted to move on to the next destination, to the next phase of my life, to Canada.




Chapter TWO
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS

It was Mom who wouldn’t let me stay in those crappy freshman dorms. Let me explain. Since I applied so late in the year, there were like a zillion complications we had to work through. I felt pretty bad having Daddy jump through hoops, but I’d make it up to him.

First, the school was booked, and the admission deadline was this past January. Daddy fixed that with a few phone calls and a negotiated late admission fee. To ease his pains, I cheated on my entrance exam and landed myself in AP Calculus. We’ll get to that later.

The next problem was housing. Because the school was basically filled, the only available housing was in the freshman dorms. They weren’t exactly to my liking, but my parents had done so much by that point that I kept my mouth shut. Luckily, Mom felt the same way I did.



“Alan, you’re not letting Jenny stay here, are you? Look at the walls—I’m collecting dust just by touching them. And it’s so cramped. Where’s she gonna keep her dresser?” Then came the loud honking from outside—my sisters waiting in the car. This was late August.

Since Mom had gotten things started, I figured I might as well take a side. “Yeah, it’s pretty squishy in here. I don’t have any room to study, either.”

“All right, all right!” I love my daddy.

So it was back to the housing department, where, after more negotiating, something turned up. All the junior housing was occupied except for one bed in the Female Artists’ Colony. The Female Artists’ Colony was just a fancy name for a large brownstone house where all the female students with art grants stayed. You know, musicians, painters, etc. It sounded fun!

Bags in hand, we arrived at the front door. “Careful, Alan, that’s a Louie!” Okay, so my luggage bordered on jappy, and my mom was super protective of it.

Well, maybe one piece wasn’t so “precious.” Daddy hauled in the duffel bag. Let me tell you about this duffel bag. It was the biggest duffel bag in the world. In all honesty, I kind of hated it, because it was a pain in the butt to lug around and always bumping into things, and that’s not to mention how outdated it was, stylistically speaking. The stupid bag must’ve been at least six feet long, and it was where I stuffed all my lower-tier clothes, blankets, and extra accessories. One day I planned on ditching the thing and upgrading to one of those really big suitcases.



Entering, I took a nice look around. To the right was the spacious den with the couches and television. The hallways were long and nonclaustrophobic. The newly redone hardwood floors were sleek and sophisticated. It was a dream. And did I hear footsteps? Who was coming to greet me? A new friend?

Oh wait, those weren’t footsteps, those sounded like … paw steps. Suddenly appearing in the hall was our inductor into the brownstone: a big, disgusting dog. I think it was a golden retriever.

He was advancing, his wet tongue bouncing in the air, his golden brown fur spotted with dirt. I could already picture the big smelly thing jumping on me or humping my leg, so I quickly bent down to guard my jeans.

“Sit, dog, sit!” I yelled. He was close now. My precious Paper Denims were history!

“Orion!” someone hollered from down the hall. The dog froze in his tracks, just inches away.

Turning a corner was a girl who seemed pretty enough, although she looked kind of old, like in her twenties or something. She had jet-black hair and a hooked nose that somehow suited her. She wore a sleeveless dress, which if you asked me was a big mistake, because as soon as she lifted her arms I saw the most wretched thing in my life—hair. There was a full bush of black hair under her arms, like she was raised by wolves in the Amazon jungle. Didn’t she get the memo? It was the twenty-first century now.



“Hi, I’m Raven. I’m the housemother,” she said, extending a hand (of course her right one, ’cause everyone’s a righty—naturally, I’m a lefty). Did she say Raven?

Keeping my distance, I inspected her hands. Her fingernails had dirt under them, and she’d probably never even heard of a manicure. She was like a total hippie. Where had I landed? Was it too late to go back to the dorms? Daddy would kill me.

Then another girl came down the stairs and waved as she headed into the kitchen. Her head was shaved and streaked in rainbow colors, and she was eating like one of those Mediterranean salads that come with your hummus plate that you just kind of pick at and never finish. She definitely looked like a weirdo. Following her was another hippie, who was followed by another weirdo.

The catch of such nice living was thus brought to my attention: The entire house was filled with hippies and weirdos. And when I say filled I mean, like, eighteen other girls. I’d soon discover there was only one non-hippie/weirdo besides myself (that would be Chloe, the coolest girl in the world).

But I had more immediate problems, because Raven’s crusty hand was still in the air. Okay, Jenny, I thought, here’s your first challenge, making good with the tree people. Daddy shook, but I saw the hesitation. Mom, Abby, and Amanda kind of hid like scared bunnies behind Daddy, where they’d wait until the strange girl with the dirty palms was gone. It was pretty rude, I know, but thankfully they didn’t have to live here. I did. I held my breath so as not to take in any fumes. Cautiously I brought forth my hand … we shook.

“Nice to meet you,” I muttered. We both grinned awkwardly. There, that wasn’t so hard. Now where was the nearest sink?

Woof ! Woof ! “This is my dog, Orion, he’s the housedog!” Raven informed us enthusiastically.

Orion wanted attention. Did he have to smell like that? It didn’t make things any easier. But I kept reminding myself how important first impressions were, so with my lips quivering, I gave him a timid pat on the back. He liked it. Then he barked right when my hand was near his face, and I jumped back, like, ten feet.

So there would be some adjusting—some major adjusting. Again, that’s what going to a new school was about, and I didn’t sweat it. It was part of my eye-opening experience, right?

Well, whatever. Let me tell you a little about the campus, because it was killer. It was in its own little corner of the city and basically cut off from civilization by a huge stone wall. Think college. Lots of trees and open areas. Lots of houses on different rows. Kids playing Frisbee, open windows with music blaring, all that good stuff.

Montreal was pretty amazing too—so pretty and clean compared to New York. I couldn’t wait to see what adventures it held in store for me. Restaurants, parks, shopping, so much shopping. There was even this street, St. Laurent, that was just littered with bars and good-looking people. Did you know the drinking age is only eighteen in Montreal? I needed to get a fake ID pronto. This was so amazing!

After moving in, we upgraded my phone plan to include Canada, then had an expensive steak dinner at Moishes with the fam. A few days later they were gone. It was sad to see them all go, but exciting, too. For the first time I was on my own, with so many new people!




Chapter THREE
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PUTTING THE “HIP” BACK IN “HIPPIE”

Hanging my super-awesome mirror on the closet door, I put the finishing touches on my room. I caught a glimpse of myself. My hair was shoulder-length and brown. My brown eyes had a touch of hazel to them (or maybe that was just my contacts), and if you looked closely enough you’d spot light freckles on my smooth face. I was totally cute.

“Jenny, you’re not one of those materialist Long Island chicks, are you? I mean, look at all these clothes!”

Ugh. Way to kill the moment. That was Jacinda, my roommate. She had a bong in one hand and some philosophy book in the other (her “leisure” reading). Her special art was spoken-word poetry. She was camped out in the corner of our room on a futon that reminded me of Joseph’s Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat.

Although she was my roommate, we hadn’t really talked like, you know, the way friends talk. Almost every night she’d slept at the Male Artists’ Colony, where her hairy boyfriend lived, and whenever she was around we just kind of ignored each other. What saddened me was that beneath her freaky braids that had never been brushed and her backless hippie shirt showing off bacne in three phases (sores, scars, and unpopped pimples) was a very pretty girl crying to get out.

“What can I say? I have a weakness for designer clothes.” I tried to play it cool.

“It’s totally warped. You should donate half of your wardrobe to Village des Valeurs or something. Have you read this book? It’s about Buddhism. You need to enlighten your mind. Tabernac, Jenny! You’ve got your own computer and television and everything.”

And then it came, her “talent”: “The material world is but a material pearl of false material wisdom, notice I say dumb because material numb, is in all of us, there will be a bus, there will be a bus, let’s dispense the ignorance.”

Ummm … yeah. PS, for those of you who noticed the word tabernac and thought, what the heck is tabernac, it’s like this old-school Quebecois curse word. Don’t worry, it threw me off at first too.

I was still adjusting to Canada and hippies and intrusive poetry and dealing with a lot of language barrier issues. There was like five times more French than English, and I almost got run over crossing the street because instead of DON’T WALK there was some word I couldn’t even pronounce.

I could’ve definitely used someone to break me in, someone named Josh Beck, perhaps. But guess what? I asked around, and he lived in Montreal with his parents, meaning he wouldn’t be around until classes started. Those late August days at school weren’t exactly the greatest. And classes hadn’t even started yet.

Anyway, having said her piece, Jacinda lit the bong and sucked up the heavy smoke. The water gurgled, and soon after a thick gray cloud erupted from her mouth. Hoarse coughing followed. “One day we’ll show you the light, eh?”

If that was “the light” I’d take mucus-free lungs, thanks. I went back to looking at myself in the mirror and deciding whether my shirt was too big, trying to ignore the Dalai Lama’s stoner cousin as best I could.

But the smoke soon clustered around me and forced a cough from my precious lungs. It hurt! I hoped I wasn’t gonna get stoned; I just knew I’d get completely paranoid or something. And through the haze I swear Jacinda was grinning ear to ear. She was happy to see me in pain. I said nothing, because I didn’t want to get things off to a bad start. I was burning inside.

“Do you mind?” I asked kinda politely.

“Hey, this is my room too, Jenny. Just learn to relax and we’ll get along fine.”

“But it’s my room too. We both have to live here, and that means compromise. Everything can’t just go your way.”

“My way!”

“Jacinda, the rug needs to go.”

“What are you talking about?”



“The floors are gorgeous here. Don’t you realize they were just redone?”

“Uh, yeah. I’ve been living here for two years.”

“Well, look at this rug. It’s a cheap Mexican print that looks like it was found on the street.”

“I like this rug.”

“But what the F, Jacinda? I mean, I have to deal with the smoke, the random crumbs you leave lying around, the empty glass bottles you cover with wax, the shirts you leave hanging on every chair. Please, the only thing I ask is we lose the rug.”

“No way! My old boyfriend got me this rug.”

“If he’s an old boyfriend, why do you want to be reminded of him? It’s the only thing I ask!”

It killed me. Here we were in this amazing house at this amazing school and Jacinda insisted on living like a slob. She kept all her underwear, shorts, and socks in one drawer. One drawer! If you could even call it a drawer. It was more like a gigantic Tupperware container. Compared to my dark espresso oak dresser and amazing full-size bed with memory foam pillows and hypoallergenic comforter, Jacinda’s stuff looked like it was bought from a homeless person’s shopping-cart clearance sale.

Her only luxury was the crusty hot plate she kept by the window. Thanks for cooking in the room, Jacinda, I was so glad to be sharing my living space with you and the entire insect kingdom. Seriously, she was a total slob.

But I had her thinking about the rug, which was a start. “Jacinda,” I said nicely, “I love the futon”—that was a big lie— “and I love the big sheet you have hanging on the wall”—that was an even bigger lie—“but please, this rug looks like it came with the house when it was built at the turn of the last century. It’s gross, Jacinda.” That was not a lie. “It must go.”

Jacinda took another big hit from the bong. Keep going, I thought, get nice and stupid and maybe your better judgment will kick in. I gripped my stuffed bear and lifelong companion, Herman. Herman ruled.

Jacinda finally caved. “All right, Green, the rug can go. But if we’re gonna get along, you need to chill the fuck out, deal?”

“Deal.” And as more dirty pot smoke filled the room, I grabbed the rug and made for the door.

In the hall I saw an ashtray and emptied it into a garbage bag, then threw the bag out with Jacinda’s crappy rug. I was on a mission now, so while I was at it, I cleaned the bathroom using these dirty handkerchiefs that were slung over the edge of the tub. Who uses handkerchiefs to clean, anyway? Hadn’t they heard of Windex and paper towels? Or mops? Or better yet, cleaning ladies? I threw the soggy handkerchiefs away as well.

Then later that night a hippie named Sasha and a weirdo named Amber had a long conversation with me. Apparently the ashtray was still in use, since it had “roaches” in it.

“Roaches are bad,” I told them.

Sasha replied, “Not the insects, Jenny. And even the insects aren’t bad. They’re animals, just like you and me.”



“So are poisonous snakes, but I don’t want them in the house either.”

Amber held up one of the used handkerchiefs that had somehow escaped. “And what aboot these, Jenny?” Amber was from Manitoba, so her accent was Canadian, not French Canadian. I usually laughed when she spoke for those first two weeks. “Why are you laughing?”

“It’s nothing, Amber.”

She waved the dirty handkerchief in the air. “I’m soory, but you see these, Jenny? These are mine. I wear them.”

I didn’t even know how to respond to that one. It was like the house had been cut off from time. Maybe it was a government experiment or something. I mean those rags were like developing rust. I couldn’t believe they put them in their hair. I needed to get these girls some butterfly clips.

This was life at Molson for the first two weeks. It seemed that every corner I turned there was an unshaven armpit or a half-smoked joint. When the hallways didn’t smell like paint, they smelled like dirty bong water. Amber had a tattoo of the morning on her chest, Sasha a lip ring. I wasn’t sure how these things came to symbolize the free spirit (or the morning), but they spoke novels about these people. One night I heard two of the hippies in the den saying how not wearing shoes brought you closer to nature. Closer to dirty feet was more like it, and closer to dirty hardwood floors.

And there were always these random guys strolling through the halls like cavemen. Sometimes they were naked as apes, their used condoms and plastic beer cups littering the floor behind them once feeding time had ended. I’d barely even seen a naked man before moving in.

Feeding time was grossly frequent, by the way. At any given hour you could hear an “artist” in the throes of passion, screaming loud enough to drown out some other girl playing the violin or the bongos and singing Lilith Fair or whatever it was. For a virgin (yes, I was still a virgin at the time), it was terrifying.

Should I leave? I kept asking myself. I mean, I was an outsider in a house where the normal outsiders were now insiders. But where would I go?

It was meeting Chloe that saved me. There were so many girls that it took a few days before Chloe and I found each other. I was cleaning weirdo hair out of the sink when I heard the voice behind me. “Gross.”

“What’s more gross is that it’s not mine.”

“Ewwwww!”

Chloe was beautiful and dark blond. I’d mistaken her for a hippie because her blue eyes sparkled like spring rain. Her Canadian accent was barely traceable, and she acted more American than the locals; she’d spent the last two years in New Jersey, so that was probably why.

She asked, “It’s Jenny, right?”

“Right. Chloe?”

“Right! That’s totally awesome we remembered each other’s names. Are you a junior?”



“You know it.”

“Me too! Wicked. I got stuck here because all the other housing was full. Gee, what is this place, Woodstock or something?”

“I know, right? My roommate like lives off tofu crackers and bong hits.”

“Okay, I might sound stupid right now, but I totally thought you were one of them.”

“Me? No way. I was just being quiet.”

“Then you like shopping?

“Hell yes.”

“And TCBY?”

“Amen.”

“And dating guys without having sex?”

“Chloe, we’re gonna get along perfectly.”




Chapter FOUR
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CHLOE TOTALLY ROCKS

The entire school consisted of about five hundred students, and they were all gathered in the gymnasium. I scanned the crowd for Josh Beck, but he probably wouldn’t be back until tomorrow when classes started. In the meantime, Chloe and I looked for no one in particular.

New country. New school. New guys. I was like Dr. Seuss as I counted them off: fat guys, slim guys, nerdy guys, gym guys, big guys, small guys, strong guys, tall guys … you get the point.

The school dean took center court with a microphone. “Welcome to Molson Academy! And for those returning, welcome back! I’m Dean Sanders, and I promise you a fun and event-filled year.”

He certainly nailed it when he said “event-filled.” Anyway, I won’t bore you with details. Here’s what you need to know:



1. On weekdays there was a ten o’clock curfew. On weekends the curfew was midnight. Housemothers and fathers and resident advisers were responsible for upholding the curfew.

2. You were not allowed outside school grounds for more than two hours without special consent. Security booths were set up at all gates to ensure that you didn’t leave without permission.

3. Parties were restricted, as were sleepovers between guys and girls, unless you were a hippie named Jacinda with a hairy boyfriend.

Okay, I added that hippie part. I guess I was just confused as to how Jacinda slept over at her boyfriend’s place so often without getting in trouble. Then again, maybe breaking the rules would be easier than I thought.

“God, I totally love those wineglasses,” I said. The glasses were on the table next to us. “We should get some of those for our place. It’s almost cruel that they have them here—”

“’Cause we’re not allowed to drink!” Chloe finished my thought with a strange glee. She was cute like that.

We were eating linner (late lunch/early dinner) that night at Momma Molson’s, the campus restaurant, which served killer salads. We’d been there like five times already, and I usually got the Fire-Roasted Veggie Salad add grilled chicken hold the cheese and Chloe the no crispy wonton Asian Chicken Salad dressing on the side. Oh, and we only ordered the half size because ohmigod, they were enough to feed three people.

We sat outside, where the air was still pretty humid, and I felt kinda gross. Chloe didn’t seem to care about the heat, though. Then again, she always kind of sported this oblivious gaze, so I could never really tell what she was thinking.

I loved the gaze, though. I loved Chloe. She was fun and really open-minded in her own way. And like me, she came from a well-off family. Her dad owned a company that made laundry machines.

Anyway, Chloe and I had grown much closer in the days following our bathroom encounter. It turned out we even had the same cell phones! We set them to the same ringtone just to be corny. Other than that, we were united by a common love of bargain shopping, soy chai lattes, TCBY, and dating guys.

Speaking of guys, our waiter was adorable. I could see his reflection in Chloe’s oversize sunglasses. He was probably a senior, and I could tell he’d already set his sights on my new best friend. And who could blame him? She was totally hot!

Smirking confidently, he poured our waters and chatted us up about the daily specials. I guess Chloe liked him because she ordered his recommendation in lieu of the usual. Personally, I wouldn’t have chanced it. The following conversation was so typical for this girl:



Waiter: “And do you want the soup or salad with that?”

Chloe: “Super salad? That sounds too big. I’ll just stick with the salmon, thanks.”

Waiter: “Well, it’s free. The soup is really good, eh. How about it?”

Chloe: “But you said it was a salad. Oh, wait. Oh, oops. Okay, right on. Soup or salad. Ummm … oh … you said the soup was good. Rarrr … I’m totally undecided here. Can you choose?”

Waiter: “You got it. What’s your name?”

Chloe: “Chloe.”

Waiter: “Chloe, that’s a real pretty name. I’m Jacques.”

Chloe: “Hi, Jacques.”

Jacques: “I’ll make sure you’re happy with what you get.”

Chloe: “Wicked. C’est cool, Jacques.”

Jacques: “…”

Chloe: “…”

Me: “Ahem. Jenny.”

Jacques: “Yeah, good to meet you, Jenny. I’ll put your order in.”

He was cute, but his accent was a little heavy and irritating for me.

In those first few weeks there were two common situations where I found myself questioning my choice in leaving home. One was whenever I saw the hairy armpits that infested my precious home. The other was when I heard heavy Canadian accents that made me feel like I’d entered a completely different world, even if my native New York was only hours away. I found myself missing the New York dialect and attitude, even the sarcasm.

I thought of Josh Beck. Couldn’t he just get here already?

Jacques walked by and smiled again in Chloe’s direction. She seemed lost in her own world, where super salads might have really existed, so I brought us back to reality. “He totally wants you,” I said, as if she didn’t know.

“What? No way.”

“Chloe, are you serious? How much you wanna bet he asks you out?”

“He just wants a nice tip. Ohmigod, Jenny, you look amazing in that shirt. You should keep it.” It was hers. We’d raided each other’s wardrobes before leaving the house. I was wearing her V-neck sheer navy blouse with Guess jeans, and she my striped tank top with Juicy capris.

“Are you proposing a trade?” I asked.

“How about this: If he asks me out, then you can keep the shirt. Your boobs look totally hot in it.”

“What?!”

“I’m serious. I wish I had boobs like yours.”
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