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To the fans, and everyone who ever loved a Lizzie and a Darcy.


        Author’s Note:

        This enhanced ebook features links to The Lizzie Bennet Diaries.  Each episode is placed in the text at the point of their filming, to (hopefully) seamlessly integrate the videos within the narrative of the book. On an internet enabled e-reader, you can easily click over to watch the series while reading, and have a multimedia experience.  However, if you prefer to just read – go for it!  This book was written with the intention of being able to be enjoyed, with or without knowledge of the videos. 

        Happy Reading! (and Viewing!)

        Kate

    

SATURDAY, APRIL 7TH


“It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.”

My mom gave me that quote on a T-shirt.

That’s really where I got the idea. Well, that and the previous four years of undergrad and two years of grad school, studying Mass Communications with a focus on New Media. Now, almost in my last year of graduate school, in between trying to figure out how I am going to turn my forthcoming degree into a profession and manage to have a life while paying off my mountain of student loans, my mother gave me a T-shirt which, to her mind, will solve all of my (read: her) worries.

Worse yet, she tried to make me wear it. To school.

Curious how my mother would make a 24-year-old who has been dressing herself for technically decades wear a certain article of clothing? Then you don’t know my mother. Or her underhanded nature. I’d managed to keep the shirt buried in a drawer since Christmas, but then there was a hostile laundry takeover. That’s all I’ll say.

Luckily, I managed to avoid this sartorial horror by keeping my gym bag in my study cubicle, letting me change from my offensive yet clean shirt into an inoffensive yet smelly oversized tee. It was really a rock/hard place situation.

The only person who saw me in the offending T-shirt with this random quote (by the way, I have no idea who said this phrase, but whoever did, I hope they were being sarcastic) was my cubicle mate and fellow grad student Charlotte Lu.

“Hostile laundry takeover?” she asked knowingly.

Did I mention that we are also best friends?

I didn’t think anything of the shirt until later in the day, when Charlotte and I were leading the Communications 101 discussion group. Somehow conversation turned from cross promotion on social media platforms and their relative efficacy to how to reach different generations via mass communications.

As discussion continued, Charlotte said the following:

“Well, the difficulty with reaching different generations via any platform has always been within the message itself.”

“Er . . . care to elaborate?” I said, hoping she had something up her sleeve to steer the discussion back to the curriculum.

“Well, take that T-shirt your mom gave you, for example.” I was very glad at this point that I was not wearing the shirt, as it would have invited thirty 18-year-old freshmen to stare at my boobs. After paraphrasing its message for the class, she continued. “Your mother—and consequently, many of her generation—have an entirely different mindset about what your future should be. And therefore communication with them is hindered by more than just the platform—it’s the message itself.”

In other words, my plan for my future happiness involves a lot of hard work and ingenuity; Mom’s plan for my future happiness includes my marrying a rich guy. And apparently, every rich single guy out there is just dying to take on the job.

Later, I was talking to Dr. Gardiner, and I mentioned the T-shirt to her and what Charlotte had said in class. Dr. Gardiner laughed, and thought it was a deep well of conflict.

Yes, a “deep well of conflict” is an excellent way to describe interactions with my mother.

“Perhaps exploring whether disparate messages and platforms can coexist, in the same way disparate people exist in the same house, should be part of your end-of-term project,” Dr. Gardiner mused.

Ah, yes. The dreaded end-of-term project for Dr. Gardiner’s Hyper-Mediation in New Media class. It was meant to be a large multimedia project, and I’d been having trouble coming up with an idea. On top of that, Dr. Gardiner was also my faculty advisor—meaning she’d been prodding me for weeks to also define what my thesis would be, and what I’d spend all of next year on.

One overwhelmingly large project at a time, I’d begged her. And I went home to ponder the possibilities of the shorter but sooner end-of-term project.

While at home, I listened to my mother harass my long-suffering father because someone bought the big house in Netherfield (a new McMansion community, with the biggest house on the hill taking the name of the whole development as its own) and that someone is supposedly male, rich, and single.

And my mom has called dibs.

Not for herself, of course, but for me or for my sisters, Lydia and Jane. Any one of us would do; she’s not particular. Really, depending on his net worth, she’d probably be willing to do a two-for-one type deal. Or three.

That made my mind up. The fact that my mother had so little concept as to who her daughters were and what society we currently live in that she was ready to doll us up and trot us out like debutantes at our first ball for a stranger just because he was rich . . . The fact that she was so desperate to meet this stranger that she was nagging my father—on those occasions he’s home from the office earlier than dark—to go pay a call on the new neighbors like he’s the local welcoming committee . . . The fact that she has absolutely no clue what it is I do or what I’m studying, just telling people that I “like to talk . . . maybe she’ll end up on morning television!” . . .

Well . . . perhaps there is a way to show the world the disparate “messages” I’ve been forced to listen to for far too long. And use a new media platform to do it.

So, that’s what I decided to do for Dr. Gardiner’s class. I will attempt to explain my mother and my life to the world at large. Via New Media.

After some discussions with Charlotte, I’ve come up with a few rules and stylistic choices that I think will work.

It seems obvious, but I’ve decided to do a video blog. Me, talking to the camera. It’s straightforward. I don’t feel like I will be capable of capturing the moments of veracity necessary for a documentary, given that I have no money to pay a crew and I have to spend half my time in class, anyway. I’m a fan of the Vlogbrothers and other videos of this style, so it can’t be too hard to produce, right?

Of course, consistency is key. We decided to post videos to YouTube twice a week, Mondays and Thursdays, without exception. Even when I have nothing to talk about, these videos will go up. Part of the project is mining the “deep well” and becoming a consistent content creator.

“But what will I talk about?” I asked Charlotte, as we broke down the idea.

“You’ve never been short of things to say,” Char reminded me.

“But just me on camera for five minutes?” I said. “Nothing happening? I could recount things that happened, but that’s boring, too.”

“Well, make it not boring,” Charlotte said. “When you’re recounting events—reenact them. With costumes.”

“Costumes?” I asked. Dr. Gardiner had been going over this theory in her class this past week. “You mean, dress up like my mom and dad talking about the rich single guy who moved into Netherfield?”

“Why not?”

Why not indeed? So—I’ve stolen Dad’s bathrobe and an old church hat of Mom’s, and I’m brushing off my Southern accent to impersonate my mother. Any pertinent interactions that have occurred previous to my filming will be reenacted in this way with what I’m calling Costume Theater.

I’ll try to present interactions as fairly as possible, but I know I will also be presenting them from my point of view. However, I will not allow the coloring that comes from my perspective to affect the veracity of the content.

In other words, I’m not making stuff up. Everything I put online will have actually happened. We’re here to tell the truth, after all.

Obviously, I’ll also need to present documentation for the project. A record of my impressions of the act of making a long-form vlog and how the platform services the message. And a venting of my occasional frustration. I guess the fact that I’ve been keeping a diary my entire life will finally result in more than carpal tunnel syndrome!

That’s really it. I’m sure I’ll have more rules as I go along, but for now, it’s time to see if I can make a video. The school has loaned me a camera, I have digital storage chips lined up on my desk, and Charlotte has been roped into—er, I mean, volunteered to assist me with filming and editing.

So, here we go—let’s make a vlog!

Recorded April 8th
 Episode 1: My Name is Lizzie Bennet…



MONDAY, APRIL 9TH


“What do you think?” I asked Charlotte, as I leaned over her shoulder watching the playback on her computer.

Even though this is my project for Dr. Gardiner’s class, I am making use of my best friend. Specifically, her editing software and her talent with it. (There’s a reason that she’s the go-to aide for all the underclassmen in the edit bays at school. She knows her stuff.)

“I think it’s good,” she answered. “For the thousandth time. So, let’s do this.”

Her finger hovered over the “upload” button.

“Wait!” I blurted out. “I still think I’m wearing too much makeup. And what about—”

Charlotte gave me the side eye. “Do you want to reshoot the whole thing?”

“God, no.” Filming the first video—which clocked in at three minutes, twenty seconds—was so much harder than I’d anticipated. Figuring out what to say, writing the intro, scrounging for costumes, writing the bit where I dressed up as my mom and strong-armed Charlotte into playing my dad . . . add that to the four hundred times I tripped over my own tongue and we had to reshoot something I said, and a three-minute video took about five hours to make.

“So we’ll pull back on the makeup on the next one.” Char turned an impatient glare on me. “But right now, it’s Monday morning, the day you told Dr. Gardiner you were going to upload your first video, and we have class in thirty minutes. I’m pressing this button.”

“But—”

“Lizzie, part of having a vlog is actually putting it out there.”

I know. I mean, I know communication is an exchange, and for it to actually occur there has to be a beginning. But Char was about to put my entire life—my room, my parents, my sisters, my bad makeup—on display. With the click of a mouse. It was a little nerve-wracking.

But Charlotte was, as usual, right. We couldn’t just hang out in my room all day, tweaking. Sometimes, you have to actually put it out there. So I took a deep breath and gave Charlotte a quick nod. And a few seconds later, my video was online.

“So, you ready to go?” Char said, closing up her computer.

And that was it.

It’s very strange. I knew that there wouldn’t be comments yet, but all I wanted to do was stare at the screen, waiting for something to happen on the Internet. I don’t have really high expectations. I’d be shocked if anyone outside of my graduate studies program watched it. But when you put your life up for public consumption, you can’t help but worry over the response.

However, the best thing I could do in that moment was go to class and be forced to be offline and not thinking about it for a couple of hours. So I started to pack up my bag.

“OMG YOU ACTUALLY DID IT THIS IS GOING TO BE SO AWESOME!”

Exactly three minutes and twenty seconds after posting, my little sister Lydia ran from her room across the hall and burst through my door, tackling me. (And yes, this dialogue is verbatim. I forget nothing.)

“I love it so much—especially the part with me in it—it’s going to be so awesome!”

“You said that already.” I groaned under her weight. “What’s going to be so awesome?”

“Your video blog—duh! Seriously, it might actually make you a fraction less lame. Especially if you keep having me in them.”

“Lydia—how did you know it had posted?”

“Because, duh, I have an alert set on my phone for when you post something.” Lydia looked at us both as if we were stupid. Which, in this instance, I suppose we kind of were.

Of course Lydia would be the first person to see the video. She was the first person to find out about them (other than Charlotte), by barging into my room while I was shooting to tell us that the elusive stranger who bought the house in Netherfield is young and single and named Bing Lee. Which I could care less about, but Lydia shoved herself into my project and onto camera.

That’s really the perfect encapsulation of Lydia. She’s a photogenic, hyperactive steamroller. And as the baby of the family, she always gets her way.

“Mom is going to fuh-reak when she finds out. Also, you should totes lay off the makeup counter, sis—or at least leave it to people who have been outside of a library and know what looks good on, like, humans.”

“Uh, about Mom,” I said, trying to get my sister’s attention away from her phone, where she was I can only assume emailing or texting or tweeting someone about my slight overuse of the lip liner. “I would rather not tell them. Mom and Dad, I mean.”

“Oh, really?” Lydia got this look on her face, one I know all too well. “What’s in it for me?”

“Lydia, we have to get going if you want me to drop you off at school before I go to work . . . Oh, hi, Charlotte, it’s so good to see you!”

And now my older sister, Jane, entered. Really, my tiny bedroom was too small for this many people.

“Hi, Jane,” Charlotte replied. “How’s it going?”

“Good!” Jane smiled brightly. “I love Mondays, don’t you? You get to see everyone back at the office and share what you did that weekend. How was your weekend?”

“Well,” Charlotte said, “I was here, helping Lizzie . . .”

There is not a kinder, more solicitous soul than my sister Jane. She knows very well what Charlotte was doing this weekend. She spent most of it in this very room. But Jane was still going to be polite and genuinely interested in what Charlotte would say.

I figure her extreme niceness evolved naturally over the past twenty-six years as a defense mechanism for her beauty. You may want to hate Jane because she’s so pretty, but it’s really hard when she’s baked you cookies and made you tea.

Case in point: When I was in junior high, I decided to despise Jane for being a beautiful, sophisticated high-schooler and Lydia for being happy, carefree, and generally getting whatever she wanted. (What can I say? I was going through an awkward phase—as one does—and I was very tired of being the middle child.) My annoyance with Jane lasted all of about six hours, ending when we got home from school and she taught me how to side-braid my hair.

My annoyance with Lydia is ongoing.

“That’s right, you were doing the video!” Jane said. “Lydia showed it to me. Lizzie, it’s fantastic, very funny.”

“Really?” I said. “You think I looked okay? My makeup?”

Jane blinked at me twice. “Hmm.” Well, that answered that question. “You know, you should wear that maroon blouse next time—it really makes your skin glow.”

Jane works for a design house in what passes for our little downtown. They do a lot of different aspects of styling—interiors, furnishing, etc.—but Jane works in their fashion department. She is the only person I know who can take a thrift shop housedress and turn it into something that could conceivably be worn to an awards show. So if there is anyone’s fashion opinion I trust, it’s hers. But . . .

“I would, but there’s something wrong with the buttons—there’s gappage.”

“Oh, I can fix that.” Jane waved away any arguments. She went into my drawer and found the blouse. As she did, she turned to Lydia.

“You ready? I should be able to get you to Art History class if I speed.”

Jane doesn’t speed.

“Ugh, Art History is so lame—the lecturer just drones and laser-points at the peen on old statues. Total perv.”

“I was just telling Lydia,” I interrupted, bringing us back to something a bit more pertinent than genitalia on old statues, “that I don’t think it would be a good idea if we were to tell Mom and Dad about my videos. The project is about portraying my home life through new media, and I can’t really do that if . . . Besides, it’s only going to last a few weeks, anyway.” I can feel my teeth grate at the glint in Lydia’s eye. “Please?”

“And again I ask,” Lydia smirked, “what’s in it for me?”

This forced me to pull out the big-sister guns.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I mused. “Maybe I’ll refrain from telling Dad about that box of fake IDs under your bed.”

We stared down. Lydia is only twenty. This fact is not well known to the local bartender community.

“Fine,” she relented. “Mom and Dad would spoil the fun, anyway.”

“Great!” Charlotte said brightly. “Now can we go to school and/or work?”

As we shuffled out of my room, Jane spoke low to me. “Lizzie, are you sure about Mom and Dad? If they find out . . .”

“Please,” I said, with an approving glance at Charlotte. “Do you know how many hours of video get uploaded to YouTube every minute? Nobody is ever going to watch these.”

“Ha!” Lydia laughed. “Don’t be so sure, nerdy older sister. I’m in your video, and I’m destined for fame.”

    Recorded April 11th 
Episode 2: My Sisters: Problematic to Practically Perfect



SATURDAY, APRIL 14TH


Home from morning office hours with Dr. Gardiner, and I feel a little better. I’d been nervous after the second video went up. (That one only took four hours to make, so . . . progress!) We’ve gotten some views—a couple thousand, actually. Which isn’t Charlie Bit My Finger levels by any means, but I’m still kind of shocked that a couple thousand people have had this tiny glimpse into my life. And seemingly came back for another.

The people on the Internet must be really bored.

And so far, most of the feedback has been positive. But I’ve been a little nervous about how I portray my family. Specifically my mom and dad.

“Are you being honest about how they interact with you?” Dr. Gardiner asked.

“Yes, but . . .”

“But what?”

And that’s the question. Ever since Jane expressed concern about it, it’s been on my mind. Am I being too harsh? Especially considering my parents don’t know about the videos. I don’t need their consent to portray them, only their consent if they appear on camera, which is NOT going to happen. Still, they’re my parents. My frustrations with them are probably pretty normal. Until one airs them for the entire world to see. Then the magnifying lens of public opinion warps everything.

But Dr. Gardiner reminded me that honesty in the portrayal of my life is all I can do—and actually, is the point of the whole project. So I left her office feeling a little more confident, and came home to what was apparently the World Ending (™ my mother).

“Your father is the reason none of you girls will ever get married!” My mom was in the kitchen, wailing this latest revelation to Jane, who took it with her usual grace while helping her prepare lunch.

“He won’t even go introduce himself to the new neighbor!”

Oh, yes. The new neighbor. This current World Ending has been going on for about a week now—I had almost blissfully forgotten about it, what with school and my videos. But Mom is obsessed with meeting Bing Lee and getting one of her daughters in front of him. So you would think she would just go up and introduce herself . . . but no. That’s not how Mom operates.

Perhaps it’s because she knows she might be a tad overwhelming to the uninitiated?

Could she be that self-aware?

“We’re not exactly neighbors, Mom,” I tried. The house in question is at least twenty minutes away, on the other side of town. The nice side. The McMansion side.

“Which is why I can’t provide the introductions!” my mother said between splotchy sobs. “If they were nearby I could just walk over with a welcome plate of cold meats and cheeses. But I need your father to do it, and he will not oblige me! I am bereft!”

Occasionally, my mom thinks it’s the nineteenth century. And that she’s Scarlett O’Hara.

I could only roll my eyes and back away slowly, because from the look on my mom’s face, anything else would just be instigation. So I wandered over to my other parent.

“Hey, Dad, thanks for being the reason I’ll never get married,” I said from the doorway to the den.

“You’re welcome, Lizzie. Anything I can do to help,” he answered from behind the newspaper.

“You could just go introduce yourself to this Bing Lee and end Mom’s torture, you know.” Another wail erupted from the kitchen. “And ours. Conversely, we could time travel to the twenty-first century and we girls could introduce ourselves. Oh, look at that!” I glanced at my watch. “We’re already here!”

“Now, are you going to spoil all my fun?” There is a glint in his eye. It’s a glint similar to Lydia’s when there is mischief to be had.

Now as silly as this whole thing was, if Dad was anti introducing himself, he would have flat-out said so, and my mom would have started scheming up a new way to get Bing Lee in one of her daughters’ (read: her) grasp. But from the fact that it’s played out this long, combined with that little glint, and what appeared to be a smirk, I knew something was up.

“Dad . . . is it possible that you have already met Bing Lee?”

He shrugged.

“Dad . . .”

“All right,” my father sighed. “It is possible that I was at the club the other day, and it is possible that young Mr. Bing Lee happened to be there signing up for a new membership. It’s also possible that I took the opportunity to introduce myself and mention that I have three daughters around his age.”

My eyes went wide. “You did not. You sold us out, packaged us off just like Mom wants?”

“I didn’t package you off—trust that I have a hair more tact than your mother,” he said with a grin.

“What were you doing at the club?” My parents have a weekly bridge night at the club, but it’s on Mondays.

“Canceling our membership,” my father replied. “Now that you all are grown and no longer taking tennis lessons, we hardly use it.”

Right. Except for bridge on Mondays. So, that’s not weird.

“Well . . . what’s he like? Bing?” I asked. Hey, he’d been the topic of discussion in my house for a week now; I’m allowed to be a little curious.

“You can find out for yourself next weekend—he’ll be at Ellen Gibson’s wedding. Apparently he went to school with her fiancé.”

Right. Ellen Gibson’s fiancé went to Harvard. Therefore, Bing Lee went to Harvard. When my mother found this out, Bing Lee went from a major catch to the mythical unicorn/phoenix/centaur she’d always hoped would wander into her daughters’ lives.

“Okay,” I said, sitting down next to my father. “How much longer are you planning on keeping this from Mom?”

“Not much longer. I thought I might spring it on her at the wedding.”

“Dad, I know you like winding up Mom, but do you also enjoy post-apocalyptic nuclear hellscapes? Because that’s what the house will be if you don’t tell her. Soon.”

“I have no idea what half that sentence means, but I take your point.” My dad lifted himself out of his chair with a sigh.

“And if your father doesn’t care enough about you to introduce himself to Bing Lee, chances are we won’t meet him until he marries Charlotte Lu!” my mother ranted, while simultaneously crushing pecans with a mallet. Cooking de-stresses her. We eat well in this house.

“I’m sorry to hear it,” Dad said. “If I had known that I’d be ruining Charlotte’s future happiness, I would not have introduced myself to Bing Lee the other day.”

As my mother shrieked and squealed and pressed my father for more information, I couldn’t help but watch my parents do this dance—Dad winding up Mom, Mom getting flustered, then happy—that they’ve been doing probably since they met. It made me smile.

And I realized Dr. Gardiner is right.

This is my family. If I can’t be honest about them, then I’m not being honest about myself. This is my life, warts and all. And that’s what I’m putting out there.

    Recorded April 15th 
Episode 3: My Parents: Opposingly Supportive



TUESDAY, APRIL 17TH


My mother has reached a whole new level of crazy.

You’d think that with the news that we’d meet Bing Lee at the wedding this weekend, she would be satisfied. But no, now the rumor is that he’s bringing guests to the Gibson wedding, so he must have a girlfriend. Or multiple girlfriends. She’s freaking out about it. Again, my mother has reached a whole new level of crazy.

I was driving to the library (side note: Thank God for these free mornings on Tuesdays. I don’t know when I would document or brainstorm ideas for the vlog otherwise. The end of the semester is coming up fast and my workload shows it.) and I saw my mom making the turn into the Netherfield development. And it struck me: She’s doing drive-bys. Trying to catch a glimpse of the elusive man himself and whoever he has with him and find out if it’s possible to wrest him from that person’s clutches.

She doesn’t even know this guy! He could be nice, sure. But he could also be terrible . . . an aimless drug addict, or worse yet, an East Coast elitist with a crippling downhill skiing addiction. Yet she has already claimed him as her future son-in-law. And that’s what worries me most. I had been vacillating between being sorry for Bing Lee and being sorry for us Bennet girls, but the fact that Mom is more than willing to hook one of us up with him without even having had a conversation with him means that she’s not thinking about what might make us happy. Only about what might make her happy, and one of us possibly secure.

Either way, Bing Lee had better fasten his seat belt for the wedding this weekend. He doesn’t know it yet, but it’s going to be a bumpy ride.

    Recorded April 18th
 Episode 4: Bing Lee and his 500 Teenage Prostitutes



FRIDAY, APRIL 20TH


“Oh, my God. Lizzie, did you see this?” Charlotte burst into our cubicles at school. I was working on a paper for Advanced Theories of Media Criticism. At least, I should’ve been. What I was really doing was iChatting with Lydia, who’d been swimming in the Mom crazysauce, speculating about Bing Lee’s guests. Although speculation seemed pointless. Lydia had already done her usual snooping and found out that his guests were only his sister and some dude named Darcy. Which—if it’s his first name—sounds like a Judy Blume heroine, but I digress.

Charlotte was shushed by the other grad students, but, for once, didn’t care.

“See what?”

“Your numbers.” She leaned over my shoulder and pulled up the Internet.

On the screen was my YouTube channel. And she pointed at my views. Which had suddenly gone up to 60,000. Per video.

“Oh, my God!” Now it was my turn to be shushed.

“Oh, shut up,” Charlotte said to the shushers. “Something is actually happening here.”

“I didn’t think it would work,” I said.

“What wouldn’t work?”

“I . . . I emailed a few people. And tweeted. Vloggers. And asked if they would check it out.” I had been secretly hoping that they would check it out and love it so much that they would recommend it to their viewers, but I really didn’t think it would work. It was a shot in the dark.

Oh, my God.

“Who did you approach?” Char asked, but her fingers were already flying, searching my email and my Twitter feed. “Hank Green?!” she squealed. Then . . . “Felicia Day tweeted about your videos?”

“I didn’t think it would work,” I repeated dumbly.

“Lizzie, you’re a hit! You have a legitimate audience now!”

“I have a legitimate audience,” I said. “And they’re going to want more videos.” My stomach turned. “Good videos. Oh God, what if I don’t have anything to say anymore? What if I have nothing to talk about?”

Char smirked at me. “I’ve known you since birth, Lizzie. You’ve never had nothing to say.”

“But . . . I’m pretty boring.”

This is sadly true. Lydia isn’t totally wrong about me. I’m fairly nerdy. I read books and write term papers. I’m (annoyingly) perpetually single. I may have a point of view to express, but still . . . it’s not the stuff compelling content is made of.

“How do I keep people’s interest five, ten videos from now?”

“You’re overthinking it,” Charlotte said, which is her version of soothing. “Don’t worry about five, ten videos from now, worry about the next one. And with the Gibson wedding tomorrow, you should have something at least halfway interesting to say on Monday.”

I took deep breaths. Any iChat convo with Lydia or advanced theory of media criticism was forgotten. Charlotte was right. I just have to focus on the next one. And if I know my mother, at least the Gibson wedding will yield something interesting to talk about.



SUNDAY, APRIL 22ND


It’s about 2 a.m., and if I were smart I’d be asleep right now. Check that—if I had a best friend who wasn’t wasted and pocket-dialing me, I’d be asleep right now. But I just received a call from Charlotte that went something like this:

(garbled noise) . . . “Either I’m drunk, or this party just came down with a bad case of Fellini.” . . . (more garbled noise) . . . “Why is my phone lit up?” (BEEP)

To be fair, I wasn’t asleep yet anyway, since we just got home from the Gibson wedding about an hour ago. My mom is currently in a state of glee (or slumber. Gleeful slumber). Because, according to her joyous monologue on the way home, all of her pain and plotting were worthwhile as Mr. Bing Lee, admittedly good-looking wealthy type and recent homeowner, has now met and been smitten by one of her daughters.

Specifically, Jane.

I, however, am in a state of unbridled annoyance, because of one single person.

Specifically, William Darcy.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

The wedding ceremony was lovely. Outdoors, in the afternoon. Why live in a sleepy coastal central California town if not to take advantage of the weather for your nuptials? Our longtime friend Ellen pledged to love, honor, and cover her new husband on her work’s health insurance plan for as long as they both shall live, while Ellen’s mother sniffled her way through the ceremony—her sniffles only slightly softer than my mother’s wails. (Note: Ellen Gibson was in the same class as Jane since first grade; her mother and ours cut up orange slices for soccer practice together. Mom can barely hold her head up in front of Mrs. Gibson now, as her daughters remain tragically unwed.)

Of course, during the entire ceremony, my mother was craning her neck across the aisle to better stare at Bing Lee and his companions. Luckily, he didn’t notice, but his overly tall, stuck-up friend certainly did. He frowned at us from beneath this ridiculously hipster newsboy cap. Although I can’t even be sure it was a frown now. From what I saw of him that evening, his face just stays that way.

Regardless, the newlyweds kissed, the recessional played, and it was time to party! But before we could even get to the car to drive to the lovely restaurant overlooking the town that was hosting the reception, Mom had pulled Jane and Lydia (okay, I went along, too) into Bing’s path and got herself the introduction she’d been yearning for.

“You must be Mr. Lee! Or is it Mr. Bing? I know some countries put the last name first but I never know which!”

Yes. That actually happened.

Luckily, the gentleman in question just smiled, introduced himself, and shook my mother’s hand. Then, he turned his eyes to Jane.

And they never left.

“Hi, I’m Bing.”

“I’m Jane,” she said. “It’s so nice to meet you.”

“It’s nice to meet you, too.”

And then, they just stood there. Basically holding hands. Until someone behind Bing cleared his throat.

Someone in a newsboy cap. And a bow tie. (The bow tie I can forgive, but seriously, who wears a newsboy cap to a wedding?)

“This is my sister, Caroline, and my friend William Darcy.”

“Hi . . .” Caroline Lee said in a slow but polite drawl. While their friend Darcy might be a little on the hipster side, Caroline was a little on the my-hair-is-perfectly-shiny-and-don’t-you-like-my-Prada-sunglasses side. But at least she had the decency to say “hi.”

“Bing, the driver will be blocked in if we don’t get going soon,” said Darcy.

Charming.

“Right,” Bing replied, this prompting him to finally drop Jane’s hand and notice the rest of us. “I guess we’ll see you all at the reception?”

My mother could not get to the reception venue fast enough. She made my dad weave through all the traffic, run two stop signs, and almost cause an accident just so she could get to the card table first and fidget things around so Jane was sitting only a table away from Bing and Co.

Meanwhile, I was happy to sit next to Charlotte.

“I saw your mom finally managed to corner the elusive Bing Lee after the ceremony,” she said, between bites of crab puffs.

I will say that the Gibsons really know how to throw a party. It was a beautiful room, with chandeliers, old-Hollywood table markers, a jazz trio near the dance floor, and some insanely delicious food, as evidenced by Char’s devotion to the crab puffs.

My eyes immediately went to the table where Bing sat. Or rather, where he leaned over to the next table, talking to Jane. She blushed and smiled.

“And it looks like he picked out his favorite Bennet already,” Charlotte observed. “Jane has thoroughly charmed him.”

“Jane thoroughly charms everyone,” I replied.

“Yeah, but maybe she’s charmed, too, this time.”

I continued watching. There was a lot of blushing and smiling and nodding going on between those two. But . . . “My sister is not going to fall immediately for a guy my mother picked out for her. She’s too smart for that.”

But Charlotte just shrugged and took another sip of her vodka tonic. “I’ll bet you drinks that she spends the whole evening talking to him.”

“It’s an open bar,” I noted. One at which Lydia had already parked herself.

“Hence how we can afford the bet. Every hour that she spends with him, you have to fetch me a drink. Every hour they spend apart, I fetch you one.”

“Deal.”

Just then, Darcy leaned over and said something to Bing, which brought his attention away from Jane and made Bing’s smile slide off his face. Like he had been admonished.

“At least Jane caught the eye of someone with manners,” I grumbled, “and not his friend. What’s his deal, anyway?”

“Who—William Darcy?” Charlotte asked. “According to my mom, he’s an old school friend of Bing’s. Apparently he inherited and runs some entertainment company, headquartered in San Francisco.”

“Oh, yeah, that bastion of entertainment, San Francisco.” (I have a dry wit.) “And by ‘runs’ I assume you mean he flips through the quarterly reports in between daiquiris on the beach.”

“He’s a little pale to be a beach bum.” (Charlotte’s wit may be even dryer than mine.) “And a bit too serious to be a trust-funder. Also, you should consider yourself lucky that your mother is not actively targeting him, too. The Darcys are worth twice as much as the Lees.”

I eyed Charlotte. “Why do you know this?”

“Mrs. Lu wouldn’t mind my marrying rich, either.” Charlotte took a final sip of her drink and held out the empty glass to me. “Oh, look, Bing is talking to Jane again. Why don’t you go and preemptively get me another vodka tonic?”

Charlotte was proved right about Bing and Jane. They spent the whole evening talking to each other. And when they weren’t talking, they were dancing.

But she was wrong about something else. My mother was going to actively target William Darcy. I saw the moment it happened. She was sitting with Mrs. Lu, gabbing away, her eyes on Bing and Jane. Then I saw her pump her fists in triumph. Mrs. Lu, not to be outdone, leaned over and whispered something in my mom’s ear. My mother’s eyes immediately zipped to where William Darcy was standing against a wall, frowning (of course) and typing on his phone.

Then her eyes zipped toward me.

That was when I decided to hide. I found a nice spot on a far wall, with some decent shadowing. With any luck my mother would not be able to find me and instead target her matchmaking onto Lydia, who was currently grinding against two different guys on the dance floor.

Of course, I don’t have any luck.

I was pretty happy by my wall. I watched Jane and Bing dance. I watched my mom try to talk to Darcy and get a literal cold shoulder. And then . . . I watched my steely-eyed mother march over and whisper something in the bride and groom’s ears.

“All right, everyone!” Mrs. Gibson called out. “Time for the bouquet toss!”

Oh, dear God.

This is every unattached person’s least favorite part of any wedding. Might as well herd all us single folk into a pen to be gawked at like an exhibit at a zoo: Look! Unmatched pairs, in the wild!

But I could feel my mother’s eyes staring daggers at me. I would be disowned if I didn’t participate.

I found Charlotte in the crowd of reluctant young ladies. We shared a shrug of sympathy.

Jane came up next to me. “Hi! Isn’t this such a wonderful wedding?” She glowed. If infatuation were radioactive, she would be Marie Curie. “I’m so happy. For Ellen and Stuart,” she clarified.

“Aw, Ellen and Stuart are so super cute together, it’s gross!” Lydia said from my other side. “But Stu has the hottest friends—which one do you think I should sneak out to the car with?”

Lydia finger-waved to the two inebriated bros she’d been dancing with.

Since there was only a 50 percent chance she was joking, I opened my mouth to say something that would hopefully cajole my younger sister into not banging some random dude in the car we all had to ride home in, when out of the corner of my eye I saw a bouquet of peonies headed right for my face.

Holding up my hands was a natural defensive reaction.

So there I was, bouquet in hand and a bunch of relieved single women around me clapping. I noticed my mother in the crowd beyond. She was giving the bride two thumbs up.

Next up: the guys. One guess as to which self-inflicted social pariah stood as far away as possible from the crowd but still got the garter slingshot into his chest.

William Darcy.

We locked eyes. He looked grim. To be fair, I’m sure I did, too.

As the music started up and the dance floor cleared for this most terrible of traditions, I was actually feeling a little sorry for William Darcy. He was clearly not comfortable. He didn’t dance well—just sort of swayed in time to the music, and kept me at arm’s length like a seventh grader, his chin going back into his face like a turtle trying to hide. (I’m not a professional dancer by any means, but I enjoy a good turn across the floor with someone fun, and I regularly kick Lydia’s butt in Just Dance.) He also did his best to avoid my eyes. Maybe he was just a little socially awkward. After all, Bing seemed fun and outgoing, and Darcy is Bing’s friend, so there has to be something more to him, right?

Wrong.

I tried a little conversation to break the silence.

“This is a pretty incredible party, don’t you think?”

“If you say so.”

Wow. Okay.

“Well, it’s what passes for incredible in our little town. How do you like it here so far?”

“I don’t, especially.”

Wow. Way to be open and accepting of my hometown there, fancypants.

“Do you . . .” I searched for something, anything. “. . . like to dance?”

“Not if I can help it.”

“Do you like anything?” I couldn’t help but say.

That got him to look at me. He was shocked, but hey, at least it was some response.

“Look, I’m trying here,” I said, “but that was basically my entire small-talk repertoire. So, you could either lob the ball back in my court, or we could sway here in silence for the remaining two minutes of this song.” I waited. “Your choice.”

He said nothing.

And I don’t know why. How hard is it to ask someone what kind of movies she likes, or what she studies in school? Basic chitchat stuff? Apparently for Darcy, lowering himself to converse with a townie-dwelling occasional dancer who appreciates all the hard work that Ellen and Mrs. Gibson put into a wedding like this was too degrading a concept.

So he just pulled his chin back farther and let the song end.

“Thank you,” he said, after stopping abruptly when the music faded.

No, Darcy, thank you for putting that dance out of its misery.

We separated. Luckily, the band struck up another song, and the rest of the partygoers filtered back onto the floor, masking any embarrassment. And I have to admit, it was kind of embarrassing. For him to not even pretend politeness? Way to make me feel like an unworthy troll.

But I found Charlotte by my lovely shadowed spot on the wall, and she had a way of making me feel better about the whole thing—by laughing about it.

“That was the most awkward dance ever,” she said. “Worse than your wedding dance with Ricky Collins in second grade.”

“True. Ricky at least had been enthusiastic. Although he did have to get a cootie shot before touching me.”

Charlotte laughed so hard, she got dizzy. “Whoa . . .” She closed her eyes. “Room spinning.”

“Yeah, I think you’re done with the vodka tonics for now. Although you won the bet, hands down. No contest.”

“Yup. Can’t wait to be invited to Jane and Bing’s wedding.” She smirked. Then turned green.

“Let’s get some air, okay?” I said. I didn’t tell her this, but the idea of Jane marrying Bing at my mother’s urging made me want to turn green, too.

Outside, Charlotte took some deep, easy breaths. The green faded from her face. We were about to go back in, when I heard two familiar voices from around the corner.

“Can we go home, please?” Darcy said.

“Come on, it wasn’t that bad. Could you try to enjoy yourself? A little?” Bing replied.

“In a town that wouldn’t know a Barney’s from a JCPenney? I don’t see how.”

“Well, you could try dancing again.”

“Because it went so well the last time.”

“It wasn’t that bad.” There was silence, and I imagine a sardonic look exchanged between friends that mirrored the sardonic look exchanged between Charlotte and me.

“Listen, you’re having fun,” Darcy said. “You have somehow managed to find the only pretty girl in this town. Go back in and keep dancing with Jane Bennet. I’ll go home and send the driver back for you.”

“Come on, don’t do that,” Bing said. “Stay a little while. I want to introduce you to Jane. Properly. You’ll like her. She’s . . . I’ve never met anyone like her.”

I had to give Bing props for that. Whether or not he’s good enough for Jane, he’s got good taste.

“I’ve never met anyone that smiles that much.”

There’s that Darcy charm. Finding fault with smiling.

“And you know what,” Bing continued, ignoring his friend’s attitude, “her sister Lizzie is pretty nice, too. I bet if you asked her to dance again, she’d say yes. Give you a do-over?”

Before I could even wonder if I actually would give him a do-over, I could feel icy derision coming off Darcy in waves, curving around the corner to my hiding spot and leaving me cold.

“Lizzie Bennet is . . . fine, I suppose. Decent enough. But why should I bother dancing with her when no one else is?”

My jaw dropped silently. So did Charlotte’s. I mean, seriously. Who the hell does this guy think he is? I didn’t really hear what was said next because of the rage flooding my ears, but Bing must have worked some magic on Darcy (or more likely had some dirt on him) and got him back inside the party.

“Wow,” Charlotte said.

“And to think, I was beginning to feel I had been too harsh on him.”

“Well, at least you have an out with your mom. All you have to do is relay that little conversation to her and she’ll never bug you about marrying into the Darcy fortune again.”

And that was basically the Gibson wedding. Charlotte was pretty tipsy the rest of the night, but held it together. I left her in good hands with her mother, her little sister Maria, and a tall glass of ice water. Lydia danced too much, and didn’t alternate water with her hard liquor and ended up vomiting in the bushes outside (very near where Charlotte almost did), and that was about the time the Bennet family decided to go home. Mom tried to persuade Jane to stay with Bing and have him give her a ride home (in his limo), but Jane was pretty tired by that point, too.

Tired, but smiling. A lot.

My mother crowed the whole way home about watching Jane and Bing dance together. Calling it the happiest day of her life. Which sums up my mother for you.

Charlotte was right, though. My mom was willing and able to dislike Darcy. She had found him pretty rude when she’d tried to speak with him before the Most Awkward Dance Ever (™ Charlotte Lu). I gave her a truncated version of our conversation while dancing, or lack thereof. I kept what I’d overheard outside to myself. Mom might be a little hyper-focused on marriage, but she’s also a mama bear. Don’t mess with her cubs. And under no circumstances insult them.

Charlotte was right about something else, too. At least I have plenty to vlog about when we record tomorrow. Although, considering the number of vodka tonics I fetched her (and the slurring pocket-dial), I may have to do this one without my bestie. She’s going to need to sleep her victory off.

* * *

P.S. Before I went to bed, I was idly checking my phone. Bing and Jane have followed each other on Twitter. Jane only follows family and fashion on Twitter.

I know my sister. And I don’t know how to feel about this.

    Recorded April 22nd
 Episode 5: After the Wedding: The Real Bing Lee



TUESDAY, APRIL 24TH


I’m feeling a little . . . bad today. It’s hard to put my finger on it, but there’s just an overwhelming sense of unease.

This is what happens when Charlotte goes out of town.

She called me yesterday after the latest video posted and asked me to cover for her at discussion group this week—there was a family emergency she had to deal with. As the world’s best bestie, I am taking on all her grad student responsibilities (thankfully I still have my Tuesday morning study period), while doing all the filming for the videos by myself.

On the plus side, the last video I posted had the most views yet—likely a combination of the fact that I mercilessly teased Jane about how she met Bing at the wedding and the fact that I accidentally showed a close-up of my boobs (thanks again for being hung over, Charlotte).

And I think that is why I have been feeling bad of late. Not about my boobs, but about Jane, and the merciless teasing. She’s just been so . . . happy. And yes, Jane is normally quite happy. But this is different—at least it is to me, since I know her so well. There’s an inner glow, a quickness to blush. Humming under her breath.

Am I wrong in thinking this is a little quick? She just met Bing. Less than three days ago. There is way too much we don’t know about him for Jane to be thinking of him this much.

But don’t tell my mom that. She’s got them married off already. And while Jane would usually have the presence of mind to gently stop Mom’s imagination from speeding like a runaway freight train, this time she’s just . . . going along with it.

Take this morning. Jane was running late for work, a job she LOVES, but didn’t blink when Mom stopped her from heading out the door and asked her if she knew what Bing’s favorite food was.

“No. We haven’t talked about food,” Jane said. And by the look on her face, I could tell she was wondering if she should know what kind of food he likes.

“Well, let me know when you do,” my mother said. “I want to practice recipes before he comes over for dinner.”

“Whoa—Bing’s coming over for dinner?” I asked.

“Well, no—not yet,” my mother conceded. Then she gave Jane a coy, teasing look. “But sooner or later he’ll be eating here. Dinner. Breakfast. Thanksgiving.”

All I wanted to do was slap my forehead and beg my mother to pull up on the reins, but Jane just gave a little laugh, and shook her head, before waving good-bye on her way out the door.

I remind you, Jane and Bing met three days ago. All they have done since is text a little. And my mother is ready to welcome him into the family.

I wonder what Jane is thinking. Is she being biased by Mom? Mom, who is so eager to love a rich potential son-in-law that she’s blind to all his faults (whatever they may be) and pushing her daughter into a currently nonexistent relationship?

It makes me wonder what would happen if we were not forced to live at home.

“Forced” is perhaps too strong a word, but circumstances certainly require it. Jane doesn’t make enough money at her entry-level job to take her student loans out of deferment, let alone pay rent and utilities somewhere. She’s lucky she makes enough to keep her junker of a car running.

And I moved back when, after four years of living on my own for undergrad, I got accepted to the grad school with the best communications program . . . within driving distance of my parents’ house (luckily, my car is less of a junker—I bought it off of Dad when I went away to college with three years’ worth of summer job money). Considering the student loans I had already amassed, I traded in my independence for some small relief.

I have another year left before I have to start paying off the stellar education my penchant for studying and learning bought me, and the prospect of it scares me to bits.

Since Lydia only goes to community college, her expenses are admittedly less, but she still doesn’t have any money coming in—just money going out. (She also doesn’t have a car, and has to share with Mom and beg rides off of everyone else.) In some parts of the world, we would have been left to our own devices the second we turned legal, so it’s actually really good of our parents to let us continue to live at home.

But if we didn’t? If we were able to be as adult in reality as we are in age . . . maybe Jane wouldn’t be taking the prospect of Bing so seriously. Maybe she’d be able to keep it casual with him, without the constant reminder of our mother’s expectations. Without the pressure cooker of five adults living on top of one another with only one bathroom, and being unavoidably mixed up in each other’s business at all times.

Sometimes it feels like a prison. But it’s the prison I know.

Hence the merciless teasing of Jane in my last video. (I can be passive-aggressive at times. I do get some things from my mother.) I really should apologize. I really should try to be more open-minded about Bing. Jane knows what she feels, right?

But then again, Jane is a lot stronger than she looks. When I teased her about Bing, she started teasing me about Darcy, and now that’s all the commenters want me to talk about. They think I “met” someone at the wedding. Someone that my mother may one day invite over for dinner, breakfast, and Thanskgiving.

Ha ha, no. Sorry, viewers. I’ll simply have to tell them about what he said to Bing about me, and put his prickishness front and center. That will get them off the scent. And no, I’m not at all worried about impugning the character of a douchebag on the Internet. After all, I’m just going to say what actually happened.

    Recorded April 25th
 Episode 6: Snobby Mr. Douchey



SATURDAY, APRIL 28TH


Comment from *****: Lizzie your impression of Darcy is hilarious! More please!

Comment from *****: Darcy can’t be that bad. Come on. Really?

Comment from *****: More Darcy! Hahahaha!

Jeez, more Darcy? That’s all they want? Me to talk about a wedding that took place a week ago now? I have other things going on in my life, you know. I have school, and finals coming up, and . . . okay, I guess just more school—but that’s important to me! Darcy is most certainly not important to me.

PIE CHART: THINGS THAT ARE IMPORTANT TO ME

[image: images]

Honestly, I would rather just forget him. Hope and pray that our paths cross as little as possible while he visits Bing and not at all thereafter. But then I think about my audience—the semi-large one (and growing!) that I weirdly have now. Do I make it clear to them just how awful he was? After all, I still haven’t detailed the Most Awkward Dance Ever (™ Charlotte Lu, but I’m stealing it) on air yet. Surely, that would make them realize how awful he is. Or is that just feeding the beast? And is feeding the beast something I want to do?

Ugh, I wish Charlotte were here. She would help.

. . . Fine. You want more Darcy, people? You get him.

    Recorded April 29th
 Episode 7: The Most Awkward Dance Ever



TUESDAY, MAY 1ST


I got my Charlotte back! I picked her up at the bus stop today. She’d been in Fresno (glorious Fresno!) for the past week.

“Why Fresno?” I asked the second she got into my car, hugging her. “Why did you abandon me in my hour of need?”

“You mean why did I abandon you in your hour of needing someone to help you film videos to go take care of my aunt who landed in the hospital?”

“Well, when you put it like that . . .”

Charlotte’s had a close relationship with her aunt ever since she was little, and they ended up bonding on a family trip to China when Char was eight. Her aunt even helps pay for Charlotte’s school, which is good because her family is in even worse straits than mine.

“How’s Aunt Vivi doing, anyway?”

“She’s better,” Char said. “The timing couldn’t have been much worse, though.”

“What do you mean?”

She waved her hand dismissively. “Just that missing school with finals looming is not ideal, that’s all. How much make-up stuff do I have to do, anyway?”

I fill her in on the papers and other assignments that got handed out in her absence. I took over our discussion group, so luckily she doesn’t have the annoying busywork of grading freshman essays.

I feel like something is going on with Charlotte that she’s not telling me. But if Charlotte doesn’t want to talk about something, it doesn’t get discussed. Seriously, when she got her first kiss in ninth grade, she didn’t tell me. And it wasn’t because she thought I’d be jealous—I’d gotten my first kiss the year before in a harrowing game of spin the bottle and lorded it over her, as one is wont to do. She just didn’t think it warranted a conversation. So she decided to not talk about it.

Thus, I’ve decided that Char was not off visiting her aunt—an aunt who, by the way, knows how much school means to Charlotte. Heck, said aunt is helping to pay for it. There is no way she would condone the removal from her studies for a week. No, I’ve decided Charlotte was having a torrid holiday with a tall, dark, and handsome stranger. That’s my headcanon, at least.

But when Char doesn’t want to talk about stuff, she just turns the conversation to another topic. Which she did then, with supreme skill, before I could ask her anything cropping up in my suspicious mind.

“So how’s Darcy?”

I nearly swerved off the road. “What?”

“Darcy. You know, the guy you’ve made the last three videos about.”

“I have not,” I protested, but it was admittedly weak.

“Uh-huh. Why are you spending so much time talking about a guy who you met once, at a wedding, ten days ago?”

My bestie sure knows how to cut to the core of the . . . everything.

“I . . . The comments . . .” I tried. “It’s all everyone wants me to talk about!”

“They’re your videos, Lizzie. If you don’t want to talk about him, don’t.”

“But audience expectation . . .”

“You can’t just give them candy, Lizzie. You have to control your content. Take back the videos—talk about what you want to talk about.” Char looked at me, peering over the top of her sunglasses. “Now, if you wanted to talk about Darcy . . .”

“I most vehemently do not.” Except maybe one more time. Just to clarify that I don’t want to talk about him, of course.

“Fine.”

We then let the radio take over. The best thing about a best friend is that there isn’t always this burning need to fill the silence. Instead we can just sit together in the car and sing along to the radio, neither of us caring how off-key we are.

And it was on the incredibly high, unsingable part of “Defying Gravity” (there’s nothing wrong with a deep love of show tunes) that we happened to pull up to a stoplight right in front of Jane’s work. They have a pretty, quaint storefront on our town’s pretty, quaint downtown main street. (Every time I walk by, I want to make over my bedroom with embroidered throw pillows and my closet with fashion-forward silhouettes.) Jane, as the lowest man on the totem pole, does a lot of driving to go fetch samples of fabrics and shots of espresso. Which it seems she had just done, because we saw her pulling bags of material out of the trunk of her car.
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