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Prologue 
November, 1996 
 
Craig had perfectly coiffed locks. Slickly combed and impeccably trimmed. I knew 

because every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morning, between 10:30 and 11:25, I sat behind 
him in ‘Introduction to Law and Criminal Justice’ and stared at the back of his head. While 
Professor Blum gave his lecture, I fought the urge to kiss the nape of Craig’s neck, where his 
brown hair came to a flawless straight line. 

At the end of every class, Craig would turn to me, his white teeth sparkling, and say, 
“Have a good one.” In that split second, I would imagine asking if he wanted to grab a cup of 
coffee or get to third base back in his room, but by the time I summoned the balls to choke out 
my standard, “Thanks, you too,” he was usually out of his chair and no longer in earshot. 

I knew Craig was a brother in Phi Alpha Omega since the back of his t-shirts always bore 
the letters “!A"”, and when my eyes weren’t focused on Craig’s immaculate hairdo, they were 
focused on his muscular torso.  (I especially liked watching his shoulder blades ripple when he 
raised his arms over his head in a stretch.) When someone slipped a flyer under the door of my 
dorm room advertising a Phi Alpha Omega sponsored happy hour at The Longpost Tavern, I 
dragged my roommate with me, figuring a few pitchers of Bud Light and a Mind Eraser shot 
might be just what I needed to garner the liquid courage to kick our relationship up a notch. 

On the big day, I wore faded blue wide-leg jeans with daisies on the rear pockets, a white 
v-neck t-shirt and black platform shoes. It was a rainy night and so to avoid the frizz, my hair 
was smoothed back into a long ponytail. I was wearing Clinique lipstick a shade darker than the 
color of bubble gum and purple eye shadow to bring out the hazel in my eyes. I applied my best 
poker face, showed my chalked i.d. to the burly male bouncer and, with my roommate Jana in 
tow, walked through the crowded bar where Alanis Morissette’s ‘Ironic’ was blaring. Even 
through the smoky haze, I immediately spotted Craig standing by one of the tables built into the 
worn wall. He was laughing at his shorter friend, who was gesticulating like a mad man 
screaming about the end of the world. 

My heart pounding, I turned to my roommate Jana and gestured towards the bar. “I need 
a beer,” I said. 

“Me too.” Pointing her finger in the direction of the bartender, the glare from her 
enormous mood ring practically blinding me, Jana said, “After you.” 

I led the way, looking behind me every couple of seconds to make sure I hadn’t lost Jana 
in the crowd. 

I heard her whisper to my back, “Is your man here?” 
I whispered back, “Yes. But I can’t talk to him yet. Too sober.” 
“Which one is he?” 
On a mission to down my first beer, I pushed my way to the front of the congested bar 

and flashed my $20 bill. I hoped the bartender would equate Andrew Jackson’s face with either a 
large drink order or a big tip, since pitchers were only $2.50 that night. 

The bartender was an older guy who was mostly bald on top but wore his otherwise long 
silver hair in a ponytail. I secretly named him Rufus after George Carlin’s character in ‘Bill & 
Ted’s Excellent Adventure’. I absently tugged on my own ponytail noting our similar hairstyles. 

Rufus motioned towards me, “What can I get you?” 
“A pitcher of Bud Light and two glasses, please. Thanks,” I said. 
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As I watched him soak a dirty pitcher in soap suds, rinse it with water and fill it with 
beer, I said, “Actually, can I also get two shots of Tequila? Salt and lime too?” 

Rufus nodded knowingly. “Gonna be that kind of night, huh?” 
Fearing it might take more than beer to afford me the altered sense of self-confidence 

required to utter a single word to Craig, I confided, “I hope so.” 
Jana, in the meantime, was poking me in the side. “Which one is he?” 
I whispered, “The tall guy in the flannel shirt.” 
After doing a 360 of the room, Jana blinked at me. “Not helpful.” 
I turned away from Rufus and pretended to scope out the entire bar. Among at least ten 

other tall guys wearing a flannel shirt, I spotted Craig. “Green flannel. Puppy dog eyes.” I 
quickly turned back towards Rufus, grabbed our shots and said, “Ready?” 

“Ready,” Jana said. “To Stephanie finally making the moves on her lust man!” 
When the luke-warm tequila hit the back of my throat, I shivered involuntarily and 

quickly sucked the juice from the lime. I chased the shot with a few hearty gulps of beer before 
asking Jana, “So, what do you think of him?” 

Shrugging, Jana said, “Not my type. Too clean cut for me, but cute in a geeky sort of 
way, I guess.” 

Jana was a goth wanna-be. She dressed in all black and her makeup application consisted 
of thick black liquid eyeliner. Despite her attempt to look dark and brooding, her baby thin 
platinum blonde hair and big blue eyes made her look more like a tourist from one of the 
Scandinavian countries dressed up for Halloween. Jana preferred the local artsy lounges 
downtown to the fraternity college bars but was sick of hearing me analyze Craig’s intentions. 
When I’d insist it must mean something that Craig said goodbye to me and only me at the end of 
every class, she’d just roll her eyes. I wasn’t sure if she really cared whether or not I hooked up 
with Craig or if she just wanted me to shut up about it, but she agreed to come with me that night 
for moral support. 

While we drank our first pitcher, I half listened to Jana tell me about the fine, twenty-
something teaching assistant in her Anthropology class and tried unsuccessfully not to check on 
Craig’s status every couple of minutes to make sure he was still in the same place and not 
making out with some chick. 

“Don’t keep staring at him like a deer in headlights, Stephanie! It’s so obvious,” Jana 
said, shaking her head. “Either make eye contact and smile or don’t look at him until you’re 
ready. Hurry up, by the way. I heard Joe’s going to Valentines tonight.” 

Willing myself not to look over at Craig again, I asked, “Who’s Joe?” 
“My hot TA! Have you been listening to me at all?” 
I kicked off the stray cocktail napkin which had attached itself to the back of my foot and 

muttered, “I can’t concentrate. Sorry. One more pitcher?” 
“You owe me one,” Jana said, before heading back to the bar. 
While Jana got Rufus’s attention, I observed Craig standing quietly to the side while his 

friend monopolized a conversation with two girls. I wondered who he was thinking about and 
wished it was me. 

I raised my hands to the sides of my head to make sure no stray hairs had escaped my 
ponytail. When Jana returned with our pitcher, I asked, “Do I look okay?” 

Jana, who was more experienced with men and couldn’t seem to relate to a college 
freshman who was still a virgin, snorted. “You’re far prettier than you give yourself credit for.  
And I’d kill for those raven locks,” she said. “Yes, you look great. Go for it.” 
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My stomach dropped. “Aren’t you coming with me?” 
As Jana refilled her beer glass and topped off mine, she said, “No. You’ll look cooler if 

you go over to him on your own.” Then she motioned towards Craig and gently pushed me in his 
direction. 

I momentarily missed high school when it was more than acceptable for my friends to 
accompany me everywhere, whether to the bathroom or to make a move on a new guy. I felt 
safety in numbers. I knew Jana would not be persuaded to tag along with me and since I was 
afraid Craig might actually favor Jana’s Kelly over my Brenda, I took a deep inhale and 
approached where he was standing. I took one last glance behind me and made eye contact with 
Jana. She mouthed “go for it” and flipped over a napkin on which she had drawn the Nike 
swoosh logo and the words “Just Do It.” 

As the space between me and the back of Craig’s green flannel shirt got smaller, I wasn’t 
positive I’d survive the encounter, but then I remembered the time my voice cracked while 
singing a solo at the Spring Concert in fifth grade. It was years before my classmates stopped 
calling me Peter Brady, yet I was able to live through the experience and even maintain relative 
popularity throughout Junior High and High School. Worst case scenario, Craig would humiliate 
me in front of his friends, but I knew I’d live through that too. 

I tapped him on the back and, when he turned around, said, “Hey. You’re in my Criminal 
Justice class, aren’t you?” 

His initial reaction was a blank stare and, feeling foolish, I pinched my arm hoping I was 
dreaming. But then he grinned. “Yeah, I am. I’m Craig.” 

I gave him a toothy smile wishing I was cooler and said, “I’m Stephanie.” 
Craig extended his hand towards mine and I absently shook it while trying to think of 

what to say next. 
“Who do we have here, Hille?” 
I removed my hand from Craig’s and looked at his shorter friend and then back at Craig. I 

repeated, “Hille?” 
“No one calls me Craig,” he said. “Hille’s my last name.” 
“Who’s Craig?” joked the shorter friend. 
Hille looked from me to his friend and said, “Stephanie, this is Paul. Paul, this is 

Stephanie.” 
Torn between wishing he’d leave me alone to talk with Craig and relief for the 

facilitation of conversation, I said, “Hi, Paul.” 
His teeth as pearly white as Hille’s, only the bottom row slightly crooked, Paul smiled. 

“Hi Stephanie. Haven’t seen you around these parts before.” 
I had been there for lunch once when my older brother Sam came to visit me with his 

girlfriend Amy.  Nonchalantly, I said “I’ve been here a few times.”  
“You should come to our house parties. The more cute girls we have hanging around, the 

more guys who want to pledge us.” Chuckling, he said, “Not that we’d let the pledges actually 
speak to you. They’d be too busy manning the keg or cleaning the toilets.” 

“So, who are you here with?” Hille asked. 
“My roommate. She’s over there.” I pointed in the direction of where I had left Jana but 

her seat was now empty except for several rain-soaked umbrellas in varying colors and sizes. I 
looked back at Hille and Paul and said, “Well, she was over there.” 

“Maybe she went to the bathroom,” Hille suggested. 
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“Or maybe she’s with one of the bartenders on the dirty mattress they keep downstairs 
with the kegs,” Paul said. 

A smile playing at the corners of his mouth, Hille said, “Ignore him. He’s a pig.” 
Hille’s scarlet lips were wet like he just bit into a juicy apple and I wanted nothing more 

than to ignore his friend Paul. But Paul kept talking and the more he talked, the more quiet Hille 
became. I played along mostly because Paul was entirely responsible for keeping up the 
momentum of the dialogue and without him, I was afraid the conversation would implode, along 
with any hope of a relationship with Hille. 

“So, tell me Stephanie. Do you like live music?” Paul asked. 
“Of course,” I said. “Well, it depends on the band, I guess.” 
“Does it have to be a band? What about a solo artist?” 
I had no idea where this line of questioning was leading and wished Paul would get to his 

point. “Again, it depends on the artist.” 
“Well, how about this artist?” Paul put his beer down. Then he removed his Yankee 

baseball cap, ran his hands through his dirty blonde hair and started singing, “If it weren’t for 
Cotton-Eye Joe, I’d been married a long time ago. Where did you come from where did you go? 
Where did you come from Cotton-Eye Joe?” 

As he sang, he did a little jig and I looked over at Hille with my hands covering my 
mouth, unable to contain my laughter. Hille released a quick chuckle before shaking his head at 
Paul and taking another sip of his drink. 

After his performance, Paul put his baseball cap back on and resumed drinking his beer. 
“So, what did you think?” 

I clapped and Paul took a bow. “Amazing,” I said. “When are you going on tour?” 
Paul removed his cap again and bowed his head at me. “Any day now, pretty lady. Any 

day now. Wanna be a groupie?” 
“Perhaps,” I said giggling. 
I briefly forgot Hille was standing there until he said, “I think I’m gonna get out of here.” 
I wanted to say, “Don’t go” but figured that would be a bit much since I’d just met him. 

So I said, “Really? It’s still early.” 
Paul slapped Hille on the back and said, “The guy’s a nerd. Probably going home to 

study. Gotta maintain that 4.0 GPA.” 
“4.0. huh? I’m impressed,” I said. 
Turning red, Hille said, “Paul here exaggerates.  Not going home to study. Just kind of 

beat, that’s all. Nice meeting you Stephanie. See you in class.” 
“Bye, Craig. I mean Hille!” 
I watched him walk towards the exit, stopping momentarily to put his empty beer glass 

on the bar. Realizing my mission was unsuccessful and I had just about enough money to grab a 
slice of pizza on the way back to the dorm, I turned to Paul and said, “Well, I think I’m gonna 
head out too. As soon as I find my roommate.” 

“Nah! Let me buy you another beer,” Paul said. “Maybe I’ll even sing for you again.” 
I pulled on my ponytail as if I thought it might have gone somewhere and locked eyes 

with Paul. Not waiting for an answer, he re-filled my beer glass and winked at me. 
As ‘Sweet Caroline’ played in the background and hordes of my peers chanted, “Good 

times never seemed so good. So good! So good!” I decided that Paul’s grayish-green eyes were 
kind of pretty, shrugged my shoulders and said, “What the hell.” 

 



 

99999.76245/3656533.1  

One 
November, 2009 
 
After the waitress uncorked the two bottles of wine we had ordered to celebrate Hope’s 

25th birthday, one red and one white, we chanted in chorus “Speech! Speech! Speech!” 
The pale skin beneath her freckled face, already flush from the bottle of wine we shared 

at Eric and Jess’s house, turned a deeper shade of red as Hope stood up to make her toast. 
“Ok, ok. Simmer down people!” Hope waited for us to stop chanting. We were all buzzed 

so it took a while but eventually we stopped pounding our fists against the table, put down our 
utensils and let Hope speak. 

“I want to thank you all for joining me at my birthday celebration.” Turning to her sister, 
she said, “Although Jess, as my closest blood relative, you’re kind of obligated. And Eric, as 
Jess’s husband, you didn’t really have a choice either. And Paul, well if you want to get laid 
later, you had to be here too. So, I’d just like to thank Stephanie for taking the train from D.C. to 
Philly to celebrate with me. Mwah! And, Hille, it was really cool of you to drive here from New 
Jersey. You guys rock. Happy Birthday to me!” Hope took a sip of her wine and sat down. 

Standing up with his glass raised, Paul said, “Well, that speech really sucked, but since 
you’re practically ten years younger than the rest of us, we’ll let it slide.” 

“Ahem! I’m only seven years older than her, not ten!” I said. 
Dismissing me, Paul said, “Same thing, Cohen.” 
I looked at Hille, who was sitting across from me and rolled my eyes. He smiled and gave 

me a knowing glance. 
I smiled back thinking that Hille was even cuter now then he was back in college. He was 

practically the only brother from his fraternity who didn’t have a receding hairline and, unlike 
Paul, the years of drinking beer hadn’t reached his gut. 

“Are you listening to me, Cohen? I’m trying to make a toast here and you’re all glassy 
eyed like you just smoked up.” 

“Maybe I have. Jealous much?” I asked. 
His eyes wide with interest, Paul said, “Really?” 
“No. Not really. Resume your toast. I promise to listen.” 
Paul sat down. “Fuck it, I forgot what I was gonna say. Happy Birthday to Hope.” 
Hope reached over and gave Paul a peck on the lips which quickly morphed into a bona-

fide smooch-fest. I turned my attention towards Jess, but she had moved from her own seat onto 
Eric’s lap and was whispering in his ear. 

I took another sip of wine, hoping to drown out the reminder that I was not just the oldest 
female in the group, but also the only single one. 

About 45 minutes later, I looked down at my plate, empty except for some blood that had 
leaked out of my skirt steak and a mouthful of roasted potatoes. I either had room to finish the 
potatoes or drink another glass of wine and I chose the wine. Noticing that the seat next to mine 
was now empty, I asked, “Where’d Eric go?” 

Hille said, “To the bathroom.” Then he quickly glanced from Hope, who was deep in 
conversation with Jess, to me and winked. 

“Oh, thanks,” I said, feeling my face flush in response to his wink.  “If you gotta go, you 
gotta go, right?” 

When Hille responded with a flat, “Yeah, I guess”, I wished I had said something else. I 
was usually much better with the witty banter. 
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Eric returned to the table and in a soft voice said, “We’re all good.” 
I whispered, “That was too generous of you. Let me give you some money.” 
Looking at me with a confused expression, Eric whispered back, “What are you talking 

about? I just told the waitress it was Hope’s birthday and she’s bringing out a piece of cake.” 
Feeling stupid and a little disappointed, I said, “Oh, I thought you settled the bill.” 
Eric laughed. “I love you, Cohen, but not that much.” 
Jabbing him playfully in the arm, I said, “What are you good for, Eric? You don’t sleep 

with me and you don’t pay my bills.” 
Pointing at Jess across the table, Eric said, “I can only handle one wife at a time.” 
Overhearing, Jess said, “I’m ok with sharing.  But only if you share ‘The Librarian’.” 
“If you met ‘The Librarian’, I bet you’d change your mind about that. And besides, we’re 

not dating anymore,” I said. 
Frowning, Hope asked, “What happened?” 
“I couldn’t take him anymore. He was just beyond dorky.” 
“I thought that’s why you liked him,” Jess said. “Didn’t you say his quirkiness was what 

you found most appealing?” 
Before I could defend my decision by telling Jess how The Librarian’s recent habit of 

addressing me by such endearing nicknames as ‘dear’ and ‘honey’ after only four dates felt 
insincere and gave me the hebegebees, Eric said, “Why do all of your boyfriends have 
nicknames, Cohen?  The Librarian?   Didn’t you date ‘The Mayor’ last?  What was Paul’s 
nickname back in college?” 

Interjecting, Paul said, “‘The Horse’ for obvious reasons. And, not for nothing, but you 
can’t exactly refer to these guys as Cohen’s “boyfriends” since her longest relationship since me 
was, what, three months?” 

Reddening, I said, “Three and a half. And thanks for rubbing it in.” As if I wasn’t already 
excruciatingly aware that I was seemingly incapable of maintaining interest in a guy or 
maintaining his interest in me for longer than fourteen weeks. 

Saving me from further playful, yet painful ridicule at the hands of my best friends, our 
waitress and three other waiters approached our table. Our waitress was holding a plate with a 
piece of chocolate cake with a lit candle on top and she looked uncertainly from me, to Jess to 
Hope. 

Pointing at Hope, Paul said, “She’s the one.” 
The waitress let out a nervous laugh, said, “Thanks” and placed the plate in front of 

Hope’s seat. Then she looked at the other waiters, whispered, “One, two, three” and started 
singing an off-key version of ‘Happy Birthday to You’ while we all joined in. 

I scanned the crowded restaurant. Most of the other patrons had paused their own 
conversations to watch our spectacle. The waiters didn’t wear red and white striped uniforms 
with suspenders and I had a feeling performances of this nature were not typical. While Hope 
buried her face in her hands and slunk further down in her seat, I watched Paul hand our waitress 
a bill. I couldn’t see how much but guessed it was a Benjamin Franklin. 

After Hope recovered, she blew out her candle and made a wish while the waitress took 
the rest of our dessert orders. I didn’t order anything, but took a bite of Hope’s chocolate cake, 
justifying that failure to do so would bring Hope bad luck. 

“So, Stephanie,” Hille said from across the table. “When are you coming to New York 
for work again?” 
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I hadn’t been asked to assist with a closing in my law firm’s New York office in over a 
year but remembered the last time and how I’d met Hille for breakfast before I went back to D.C. 
“Not sure, actually. But if do, I’ll totally look you up again. We’ll do dinner though.  Breakfast is 
boring.” Silently cursing my tendency to lose all sense of coolness in Hille’s presence, I looked 
down at my black suede boots under the table and added, “Not that our breakfast was boring, of 
course!” 

Flashing me that sexy wink again, Hille laughed and said, “Dinner it is. And, yes, you’d 
better look me up, kid!” 
 


