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For Mac





You are the same and still the same and suddenly one morning two distinct lines, ineradicable, have appeared at the corners of your mouth.

—James Salter







Terminal 3, Heathrow London April 26, 2024






12:15 PM Mia

Trouble lay ahead of her.

The line to board the plane had stopped moving, leaving Mia stuck next to a galley where two attendants made preflight preparations. One of them, a brunette with a silk scarf tied around her neck, opened a drawer containing a tray of foil-covered meals while her colleague poured water into small plastic cups. Mia watched them work, gathering her belongings in front of her. She had checked no bags. All she had was a small carry-on containing, among other items, a black dress, a leather tote that held her laptop, a paperback novel, a bottle of Extra Strength Tylenol, a charger for her phone, and an aluminum water bottle. She wore jeans and sneakers and a long wool coat, which she presently took off and draped over her right arm. The flight attendant who had been filling cups of water looked down the aisle. The line still hadn’t moved.

“We’ve got a luggage problem,” he said. His colleague closed the drawer containing the meals and glanced back to where he was gesturing. There Mia saw a man struggling to squeeze a large suitcase into the overhead storage bin. He kept turning it around, pushing it harder, but even from where she was standing Mia could see there was no way the bag was going to fit.

“These idiots,” the flight attendant in the scarf said. “I mean, honestly.”

She smiled at Mia, as if suddenly realizing she was there, then excused herself and slid by her. Threading her way past other passengers, she eventually reached the man and tapped him gently on the shoulder. Mia took her phone from her pocket and opened her photo app. Before boarding began she had been looking through it, trying to find the last picture she had taken of all her friends together. Waiting at the gate, she had told herself that if she could find one, just one, then all of this would have turned out differently. But she hadn’t, so now she found herself scrolling, past shots of Regent’s Park and Broadway Market and her small, empty flat in Islington. When she reached November of last year, the flight attendant had made her way back to where Mia was standing, the bag held high above her head. She looked at her colleague and rolled her eyes. The line moved again.

By the time she settled into her seat Mia was deep in the fall of 2022. She had seen Adam and Richie on New Jersey Transit, and Sasha in a red leotard, and Theo strumming an electric guitar, and her old apartment in Greenpoint, and Lev with his glasses on the end of his nose. None of it was what she was looking for. For nearly a minute her mind drifted, her thoughts loose and scattered. Then, blinking, she opened a new text message, where she typed about to take off, see you tomorrow, and pressed send. A moment later, a response appeared on her screen: Only if you’re up for it. She read it a few times over, then returned to her photos without responding. Beaches, skylines, cones topped with melting ice cream. Rami on a blanket in Fort Greene Park, and Marco with a baby, and the empty, postapocalyptic streets of the pandemic. Mia’s thumb swiped faster and she felt herself starting to sweat. The trip had come together at the last minute—she kept thinking of things she hadn’t done, people she had forgotten to call. She was next to a window, and she leaned her head against it. On the tarmac men in uniforms drove small carts, pulling trains of luggage behind them. Someone in a reflective orange vest directed a nearby plane to a gate. The sky was overcast, thick with gray clouds. Mia swiped her thumb once more and then—at last—she saw it: all of them together on a bright-green lawn. A swimming pool sparkled in the background, and bocce balls lay at their feet. She zoomed in on each of their faces, then looked at the geotag and date on the picture. Amagansett. Labor Day, 2019. She exhaled and waited for some relief.

“Good afternoon to you!”

Glancing up, Mia saw a man standing over her. He was large, well over six feet, and when he finally managed to sit down his knees brushed the seat in front of him. He looked to be about forty-five, which was to say a year or two older than Mia, and his red hair was parted neatly on the side. Mia smiled politely. She put away her phone and pulled the paperback novel out of her bag and read the first page. The sentences were clean and precise and they washed over her without meaning. She reached the bottom of the page, immediately forgetting what she had read, and went back to the beginning to start again.

“They pack us in here bloody tight, don’t they!” the man said.

Mia looked up from the book. He was smiling at her.

“Yes,” she said. “They do.”

“Can’t be too hard for you, though, being small like you are. Me, on the other hand.” The man slapped both of his knees. “Wouldn’t mind a bit more room!”

The plane pulled away from the gate. On the small screen in front of her, Mia watched as the president of Delta welcomed her aboard, and then as a diverse cast of flight attendants performed various safety demonstrations. When they were finished, a handsome man dressed as a pilot invited her to sit back, relax, and enjoy the flight. The plane swiveled ninety degrees. She heard the engines grow louder, and soon after that they were in the air. Below them, the ground was laced with roads that cut through parking lots and commercial centers and past empty green patches of earth. Mia’s ears popped. The plane began to level out, and she opened the paperback again.

“Good book?” the man asked.

“I’ve just started it.”

“I detect an American accent.”

Mia closed the novel. “Good ear,” she said.

“Going home, then?”

“No. Not really? I moved to London about six months ago.”

The man folded his fingers together. They were large, the knuckles bulbous. Toward the front of the plane, the two flight attendants from earlier began pushing a drink cart down the aisle.

“It’s my first time headed to New York, if you can believe it,” he said.

“Oh?”

“You’ve been, I gather?”

“Yes. I lived there for a long time.”

“Back to the old stomping ground, then?”

“Something like that.”

“Smashing!” He reached into a backpack and pulled out a leather-bound notebook in which he had handwritten an itinerary. “I’m there for business, but I’ve got a mind to sneak in a bit of sightseeing on the side. This is everything that I’ve got planned. What do you think?”

Mia read it over. The Statue of Liberty, Ellis Island, Little Italy, Times Square, The Lion King. Handing it back to him, she said, “Yep, that looks like everything.”

The man returned the notebook to his backpack.

“Not much of a talker, are you.” He frowned, sounding puzzled if not a little hurt.

For a moment Mia felt guilty; she had hardly slept over the past five days, but the man was obviously excited, and she knew the polite thing to do would be to come up with some interesting suggestions. But then the drink cart arrived, interrupting her thoughts. The flight attendant in the silk scarf cleared her throat and widened her smile. She asked the man next to Mia if he would like something to drink.

“A gin and tonic!” he said. “Bloody hell, make it two gin and tonics. One for me, and one for—?”

“Mia. It’s Mia.” She looked at the flight attendant. “Just a club soda, please.”

The flight attendant scooped ice into two cups. Rummaging around in a drawer, she found a small blue bottle of gin, then closed the drawer with her hip.

“Not too celebratory then, either,” the man said.

“I’m sorry, it’s just—”

“We need to liven you up, missy!” He emptied the gin into his cup and took a sip from it. “We’re headed to En Why See! The Big Apple! The Center of the Universe! The City That Never Sleeps! It’s not like someone’s died, now, is it?”

The flight attendant pushed the cart farther down the aisle. Mia drank from her club soda and looked at the man.

“Actually?” she said. “They have.”






Orchard Street December 31, 2007



Richie Fournier: u coming tonite?










11:02 PM Mia

They had run out of mixers.

Standing in someone else’s crowded kitchen, Mia picked up one bottle after another. Club soda: gone. Tonic water: gone. Red Bull: gone. Cokes—original, diet, caffeine-free, cherry: gone. Everything: gone, gone, gone, gone, gone. A man passed behind her, a towering guy in a striped button-down shirt that shone with a synthetic brilliance beneath the light. He yelled, “Yo, Chris!” and Mia’s ears rang; she pressed herself flatter against the counter to make room for him and felt his elbow brush against her spine. Next to a half-eaten bag of pretzels she spotted a can of lime-flavored seltzer water, traces of red lipstick on its opening. She picked it up, gave it a shake, and poured the few drops that remained into a cup of lukewarm vodka. There were fifty-eight minutes left in the year. And from the looks of it, she was going to spend them without a decent drink.

A few feet away from her, two girls she didn’t know passed a bag of potato chips back and forth. They looked a few years younger than she was, maybe twenty-one or twenty-two, and were both dressed in tight black pants and sequined tops that plunged dramatically toward their breasts. The one closest to Mia, a brunette whose lips were pink and glossy, wore a headband that had 2008 affixed to it in gold plastic. She ate a handful of chips, chewing with her mouth open as she tossed her hair over her shoulders. Then her friend took the bag back from her and said: “You won’t believe this. But last weekend I was with Chris Villanueva at this party at Rachel’s apartment on Avenue C—”

“Rachel Goldfarb?”

“Yes.”

“Rachel Goldfarb is a whore.”

“Okay, well, I was there with Chris when Connor Cunningham walked in. I hooked up with him, you know. Then Robert Narducci walked in. I hooked up with him too. They both know about each other, and they both came over to talk to us and when they walked away Chris asked why things seemed weird. Sometimes I swear he was dropped on his head.”

“Wait a second, wait a second, wait a second. Are you hooking up with Chris Villanueva? He’s an asshole. He said he was going to pay me two hundred dollars for an essay I wrote him for Texts and Ideas sophomore year and I never saw a cent of it.”

“I think he’s really grown up since then. And also? He’s a pretty good writer now. The sex is great.”

The friend shoved her hand into the bag. “I feel like I just need you to, like, line up all the guys you know and tell me which ones you think are hot.”

“What about Nick Cavanaugh?”

“He got fat.”

“He didn’t get fat-fat. He got dad-bod fat.”

“Dad-bod fat is fat-fat. Also, he’s a loser. He barely graduated, he’s living back in Massapequa, and he doesn’t own a car. I’m not sleeping with a guy who puts away grocery carts at Stop and Shop.”

“What about Joe Rizzi?”

“Joe Rizzi? Are you kidding me?”

“What about him?”

“I saw that kid at Marquee. Kristen and I saw him. He came over to talk to us, and asked about all that crap Jacob told me. I got so mad. Like, I was ready to switch the rings from my fighting hand.”

“Okay, so not Joe Rizzi.”

“What about JJ?”

“You don’t want to sleep with JJ.”

“Why not?”

“Because he got a giant tattoo that says household in Mandarin across his back.”

“No he did not.”

“I swear to God. The week after Thanksgiving Ali Huang and I saw him at The Box and he took off his shirt to show it to us.”

“How did you get into The Box?”

“Ali’s sleeping with the door guy.”

“I feel like everyone is having sex but me.”

“Can I keep going?”

“Yeah, yeah. Sorry.”

“Okay, so JJ—who, by the way, is fat-fat—takes off his shirt and is like, ‘Look at what I got over break.’ Then Ali is all, ‘Uh, that says household.’ JJ is like, ‘Uh, no, it says family.’ Ali goes, ‘I speak Mandarin, you idiot, and it says household.’ JJ gets all white and puts his shirt back on and calls Ali a bitch. And this is all in the bathroom line. He keeps yelling and I tell him to go to hell. We go back to the bar and he follows us, and I say that I would eat his skin off his face if he came near us again.” She whipped her head around to stare at Mia. “Sorry, do you need something?”

The tips of Mia’s ears began to burn. She felt her mouth fill with saliva. “Sorry?”

“You’ve been staring at us for five minutes—do you need something?”

The friend ate another handful of potato chips, working her jaw in slow, deliberate circles.

Mia smiled as brightly as she could.

“You two haven’t found any mixers, have you?” she asked.

Their eyes rolling, the girls turned away. Mia searched the faces in the kitchen for someone else she knew. Bottles of liquor lined the counter alongside the empty mixers. Scattered among them were bowls with crumbs of what had once been in them. Corn chips, potato chips, pita chips, pretzels. A gash of salsa was splattered across the refrigerator door. From the handles of cupboards hung bits of tinsel and gold streamers that swayed when people walked by; two unfurled party horns lay crushed and limp on the floor. Mia sneezed. One of the two girls glared at her with a scrunched-up face.

“Excuse me,” Mia said, and choked down another sip of lukewarm vodka.



She hadn’t been planning on leaving her apartment that night. She was fighting off a cold, and besides, she had never liked New Year’s. But earlier that afternoon Sasha had knocked on her bedroom door and opened it before Mia could say “Come in.” Leaning against the doorframe, she unpeeled the top from a carton of yogurt, plunged a spoon into it, and told Mia to stop being such a loser.

“I’m serious,” Sasha said. “The only thing lamer than making a big deal about New Year’s is making a big deal about not making a big deal about New Year’s.”

Mia looked up from where she was sitting on the floor amid a scatter of seventeen samples of various men’s colognes in small amber-colored vials. She was wearing the pair of old lacrosse shorts that she had slept in, along with a T-shirt that said “Not Penn State,” and her laptop was warm against the insides of her thighs. Open on the screen were three separate Internet Explorer windows: the first contained a black Theory peacoat she had found on Gilt Groupe and was psyching herself up to buy; the second an article on the best home remedies for ingrown hairs; the third a Gawker story about the Spice Girls reunion tour. She was eating from a block of cheddar cheese.

“I’m not making a big deal out of it, and I’m not not making a big deal out of it. I just don’t want to go out.” She took a bite of cheese. “I thought you were doing something with Theo.”

“Theo’s coming with us.”

“Where are you going?”

“Richie Fournier is having a party at his apartment.”

“That sounds illegal.”

Sasha licked the back of her spoon. “Adam wants to go.”

“Where is Adam?”

“Watching Under the Tuscan Sun on his computer.”

Mia repositioned herself on the red Ikea rug that she had bought sophomore year of college, which was now losing its shag in thick, hairy clumps. Her left leg had fallen asleep.

“Adam’s in love with Richie Fournier. That’s why he wants to go.”

“That’s not my problem.” Sitting on the edge of Mia’s bed, Sasha crossed one long leg over the other. “Please just come?”

She picked up a few strands of Mia’s hair and gently twirled them around her finger. They had met the second week of freshman year, in microeconomics. Their professor, who was Czech, had a problem saying r’s, l’s, and w’s, and after the fourth day of class, Sasha leaned over to Mia and said, “I’m sorry, but what is an ewasticity?” At that point Mia’s only friend was Adam. They had done a pre-orientation camping trip together, where for five days Adam had set up her tent, and purified her water with iodine tablets, and packed her sleeping bag into a small red sack, all while Mia sat on a rock eating handful after handful of gorp.

Now Mia looked up at Sasha again. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and her cheeks were sun-kissed from a Christmas trip to Aruba she had gone on with Theo and his family; a bit of yogurt clung to the corner of her lips. They both knew that Sasha would convince her, and that all of this begging was a charade. Still, Mia appreciated the extent to which Sasha was willing to go along with it, how she was game to make Mia feel important and wanted, so long as the night played out how she envisioned.

Mia coughed lightly into her fist. “I can’t,” she said. “I’m sick.”

With her toe Sasha tapped a cup on the floor, where three cigarette butts floated in a shallow pool of brown water.

“I’m sure that helps,” she said.

“Light smoking can actually help you get over a cold. The nicotine shocks your immune system into overdrive.”

“Where did you read that?”

“The internet. Sasha, I’m serious, I can’t go. I’m so stuffed up I can barely smell anything.” She picked up one of the vials of cologne. “Like, what does this even smell like?”

Sasha took the vial and sniffed it. “High school.”

“Okay.” Mia gave her another one. “And this?”

“My grandfather.” Sasha frowned. “Actually, no. My grandmother.” She handed the vial back to Mia. “What are all those for?”

They were for her job. Mia was meant to write short descriptions of five of the scents, which would then be featured in the grooming section of Details magazine’s March issue. She had worked there as an editorial assistant since graduating in 2005—this was her first real assignment. When her boss had called her into his office to explain it, she was sure she was getting fired. For the last six months she had secretly been using the magazine’s printers to run off glossy pictures of James Gandolfini and Kyle Chandler—her spank bank, Sasha called it, which was accurate because Mia did, in fact, masturbate to them—and she was certain she had been caught. Instead, her boss, Eli, said he wanted her to “take a stab at writing some sexy scent copy.” Eli was three years older than her, and at Penn they had both worked on the staff of the Daily Pennsylvanian. When Mia was a sophomore, he had edited a story she had written about campus protests against the invasion of Iraq that had won them both a national award for college journalism. Now he wore distressed jeans and referred to certain Danish floor lamps as chic and sophisticated and liked to say things like “The other day I was talking to Anna near the elevators.” In his office at Details, he played around on his BlackBerry as he explained to Mia what made scent copy pop. “You have to say things like, ‘She’ll want to do a lot more than smell you,’ ” he told her, and then excused himself to go down to the cafeteria.

“Is Eli still gay?” Sasha asked, handing the vial back to Mia.

“One hundred percent. The gayest.”

“I figured.” Sasha reached down, took the block of cheddar from Mia’s hands, and stood up from the bed. “Get in the shower. Adam wants to leave around ten.”



In the kitchen, she swallowed another sip of her lukewarm vodka. A microwave sat on the counter across from her. Its glass was streaked with grease, but in the bits that were clean she could see parts of her reflection. Next to it, someone had set an upside-down iPod in a red Solo cup, and now Flo Rida’s “Low” buzzed from its speaker. The two girls she’d been eavesdropping on had drifted toward the door leading into the living room. One of them was smoking a cigarette and the other was holding a bottle of tequila by its neck. Mia looked up to the top of the refrigerator. She saw a box of Wheaties, a miniature George Foreman grill, a tub of chocolate fudge protein power, and—she blinked—an unopened bottle of Canada Dry club soda. Over the din of Flo Rida, Mia heard one of the girls say, “No, listen, you have to add the cayenne pepper, the cayenne pepper is what makes you lose all the weight.” The other girl nodded gravely. Walking over to the refrigerator, Mia held her cup in her mouth, stood on her toes, and felt on top of it. Her fingers brushed the Wheaties box and the curved plastic of the tub of protein powder. She clenched the cup in her teeth and jumped.

“What are you doing?”

Mia turned. Before her stood a man with dark, close-cropped hair, a furrowed brow, and a trio of freckles, lined up like an ellipsis beneath his left eye. He was wearing blue jeans and a loose white T-shirt, and a few specks of silver glitter clung to a spot of skin where his neck met his shoulders. The girl in the doorway said, “I swear to God I lost ten pounds in a week,” and with his eyes still on Mia the man’s frown deepened. He looked familiar. Mia felt herself starting to blush.

She realized she was still holding the cup with her teeth and reached up to remove it.

“There aren’t any mixers,” she said. “I was trying to reach that bottle of club soda.”

“You just contradicted yourself.”

“Excuse me?”

“You said there weren’t any mixers, and then you said you were trying to reach that bottle of club soda. Club soda is, in fact, a commonly used mixer.”

“I meant there were no mixers available.”

The man reached on top of the refrigerator for the bottle. “This seems pretty available,” he said.

“Okay, well, I couldn’t reach it.”

Flo Rida changed over to Timbaland. The man unscrewed the bottle’s top. Mia heard a faint hiss.

“You’re blushing,” he said.

“I’m not blushing.”

“Your cheeks are bright red.”

“It’s the vodka. I just have that kind of complexion.”

“And what kind of complexion is that?”

“I don’t know. A Jewish one?”

The man held up the bottle. A few wisps of dark hair poked out from the collar of his shirt.

“Did you want some of this?”

Mia said, “Yes, please.”

Tilting the bottle, he began filling the cup. Then he reached into the freezer, took a few ice cubes from a bowl, and dropped them in too. The soda fizzed with the vodka. Mia said, “What kind of asshole throws a party and gets this low on mixers an hour before New Year’s?”

“That’s a very good question.”

“It’s, like, who’s in charge here? Whose party is this?”

“It’s Richie Fournier’s—”

“Right, I know, I’m just saying.”

“And also mine.”

“Oh. Shit.”

He was smiling. His top teeth were straight, the bottom ones a little crooked. He screwed the cap back onto the bottle.

Mia sipped from her drink. She said, “So I take it you live here, then.”

“As of two weeks ago.”

“You know that living with Richie Fournier is liable to get you on the FBI’s Most Wanted list, right?”

“My options were limited.” The man’s eyes narrowed. He leaned back against the counter and crossed his arms. “You look kind of familiar.”

“You do too, actually.”

“Did you go to Penn?”

“Yeah. I graduated in ’05.”

“So did I. I think we were in Psych 0400 together.”

“Which one was that?”

“ ‘The Pursuit of Happiness.’ ”

Mia began to nod. “Yeah. That’s it. That’s where I know you from.”

“You sat in the front row. You used one of those pens where you could push a button and change the color.”

“My mom sent me a bag of them.”

“That makes sense.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

The man didn’t answer her. A woman in a pair of Seven jeans said, “Dude, you’re blocking the refrigerator,” and he took a step out of the way. For a few seconds after that he looked at Mia, as if trying to work out the end of an equation, and she could feel the tips of her ears turn hot again. But then he uncrossed his arms and his face relaxed. The woman in Seven jeans closed the refrigerator, and the man asked Mia, “So how is yours going?”

“How is my what going?”

“Your pursuit of happiness.”

“Oh.” Mia pursed her lips, staring down into her cup. The ice had already melted. “Can you ask me in, like, five years?”

“That implies we’re going to know each other in five years.”

She scratched a spot above her right eyebrow. “I wasn’t trying to imply anything.”

“You’re blushing again.”

“I told you already—it’s just my complexion.”

“And the vodka.” He smiled again. “I’m Marco.”

Mia tucked her hair behind her ear. She was about to take his hand and say her name when one of the two girls from earlier hugged Marco from behind, spinning him around. She said, “Maaaaaaarco,” and pressed her nose against his neck. Marco’s back was now to Mia, and she could see the bumps of his spine against his shirt. She watched as he wrapped an arm around the girl’s waist. Mia frowned at her vodka soda, then took another sip from it. She felt suddenly exposed, but also weirdly invisible, like she had come to the party naked without anyone noticing. The man in the striped shirt passed in front of her, this time stepping on her toes. The clock on the microwave read 11:18. The girl with her nose pressed against Marco said, “Stop it, don’t be mean, I hate you,” and Mia finished her drink. Then she walked out of the kitchen and into the living room.





11:18 PM Marco

Gina said, “Stop it, don’t be mean, I hate you,” and laid her head on his shoulder. She smelled like tequila and rose-scented perfume.

“How much have you had to drink?” Marco asked. Her fingernails were digging into his shoulder. He unpeeled her arm from the back of his neck.

“I don’t know, like, enough.”

“Maybe you should switch to water.”

Gina took a step back. Behind her, the friend she had come with—Brittany, Marco thought—cleaned out something from beneath one of her fingernails.

“You’re my cousin, Marco, not my fucking dad.”

Marco held up both his hands; Gina applied a layer of pink lip gloss. Technically speaking, he wasn’t even her cousin. Their parents were old friends back in Los Angeles. Growing up Marco had been encouraged to refer to them as Uncle Richard and Aunt Lucia, which meant that when Gina was born, she inherited the title of cousin. He had never given it much thought—his parents had definitely done stranger things—until last week when Aunt Lucia had called and asked if he might look after Gina on New Year’s Eve. She was a junior at NYU, which was worrying enough, and in the last year or so Lucia had become concerned that Gina had fallen in with the wrong crowd. Her grades were slipping, and she had pierced her tongue. She was friends with a bunch of musical theater students at Tisch.

Gina put the cap back on the bottle of lip gloss, securing it with a firm tap of her palm. She said, “There’re a ton of hot guys here.”

Brittany nodded. “Totally.”

“Like that one over there, in the black button-down. He’s so fucking hot.”

Marco turned around to look behind him: the girl from Psych 0400 was gone. He scanned the faces in the kitchen, and when he couldn’t find her, he followed Gina’s finger to where it was pointing.

“That’s Theo Wingate,” he said. “I went to school with him.”

“Introduce me to him.”

“Do you see the woman he’s with?”

“Yeah.”

“I believe that’s his girlfriend.”

“Not for long.”

“I’m not introducing you to him, Gina.”

“Okay, then what about that one?”

Marco followed her finger again.

“That’s Mitch Reynolds. You don’t want to meet him.”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s just another finance douchebag.”

“Uh, okay, then I definitely want to meet him.”

Marco stepped aside to let Alison Liu pass by him into the living room. The apartment was well beyond its capacity. The building itself felt like it was going to collapse at any moment, and now the floor creaked beneath the weight of so many bodies. There were two small bedrooms, a living room, the linoleum-tiled kitchen in which they currently stood, and a single bathroom with a shower curtain whose seams hid pockets of mold. If he had had more time, he might have found something better—a studio in Yorkville, or down in Carroll Gardens, something a little quieter than the Lower East Side. But a month ago, as he was getting ready to leave Bogotá, the last thing Marco felt like doing was navigating the New York rental market. So when he saw on Facebook that Richie Fournier was looking for someone to fill a second bedroom, he’d immediately sent him a message. Thirty seconds later, Richie had replied: it’ll be just like freshman year but with even more drugs! As he read it, Marco had chewed on his lower lip. He typed haha, then immediately shut his laptop. He’d walked out of his apartment and into the streets of Chapinero, doing his best to convince himself that he had one less thing to worry about.

Brittany leaned forward, whispering into Gina’s ear. Gina started nodding, then suddenly stopped, her face darkening. She whipped her head around to face her friend.

She said, “I will tear her eyes straight out of her busted-ass head.”

Marco ran a hand over his face. He was still looking for the girl from Psych 0400.

“What classes are you taking next semester?” he asked. “Aunt Lucia said you switched your major.”

Gina took the drink that Brittany was holding and finished it. She said, “Can you please try not to be such a loser?”

The party had been Richie’s idea. Four days ago, Marco had been reading in his bedroom when Richie called out from the kitchen that he had invited some people over for New Year’s Eve. “A small thing,” he’d said, “just real small and intimate.” Marco had responded with a grunt, and turned the page in his book, and a few minutes later heard the front door open and close. Setting his book open on his chest, he’d gazed up at the ceiling, listening to the traffic pile up outside on Orchard Street. He missed Bogotá. He missed how capable he felt in Spanish, and walking to the university, and devoting himself entirely to the quarrelsome work of learning. He had never considered himself particularly smart. In Los Angeles he had attended a large public high school, and when he got to Penn he was immediately intimidated by the pedigree and wealth of his classmates. He’d worked hard to be taken seriously—to take himself seriously—completing all the readings he was assigned and attending office hours and applying for scholarships and awards. What puzzled him was that most everyone he knew worked very hard on everything except the work itself. They worked hard on which fraternities they were joining, and the parties they were planning, and generally skating by with doing as little actual studying as possible; in fact, Marco often got the sense that his own diligence was considered deeply unserious in the eyes of everyone else, and that if he wanted their respect, he would have been better off doing keg stands and writing papers on books he hadn’t read. It didn’t anger him so much as it confused him and made him wonder if there was something wrong or misguided with how he was preparing himself for life. Bogotá had been a reprieve, but now that he was back and living with his freshman roommate, he was again beginning to worry that he had made a gross miscalculation. For example: Marco had never seen Mitch Reynolds open a book, not a single time in his entire life, and evidently last year he’d made eight hundred thousand dollars trading foreign currencies.

Gina said, “We’re leaving.”

“What? Where are you going?”

“Brittany knows this guy who’s dating a guy who’s throwing a party in StuyTown.”

“Okay, but it’s pretty late, and I told your mom I’d keep an eye on you.”

Gina rolled her eyes, forcing them so far back in her head that they began to flutter. Taking her by the arm, Brittany began dragging her from the kitchen.

“What do you want me to tell your mom?” Marco asked.

“I don’t fucking know, Marco!” Gina set her cup on the counter. “Tell her I died.”

They left, and Marco found himself standing in the kitchen, surrounded by people and feeling completely alone. He looked through the doorway into the living room, where at last he saw the girl from earlier, standing outside the bathroom with Mitch Reynolds and Courtney Paulson. She wore a black sweater with the sleeves tucked up around her elbows, and her hair was held up loosely with a brown clasp. As Courtney spoke to her, Marco could see her eyes narrow and her lips slightly part. Along the left side of her neck there was a large port-wine stain birthmark, and as she listened to whatever Courtney was saying, she reached up absently to touch it. He was considering going to talk to her when Richie grabbed him by the shoulder.

“Howdy, howdy,” he said.

“Where have you been?”

“I was in the bathroom with Courtney. That girl is a hoover.” He held up a plastic dime bag, inside which was a fine layer of cocaine. “You want any?”

“No, thanks.”

Richie slipped the bag into the back pocket of his jeans. They were black and tight and had matching tears on each of the knees. His leopard-print shirt was open one button too far.

“Did you ever do any of the blow in Colombia? I always thought that would be very romantic. Like drinking water straight from a spring, or something.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Really? And you were there for a whole year? Why not?”

“Because the cocaine trade is the basis for decades of geopolitical violence and instability.”

“Huh,” Richie said. And then again: “Huh.”

He tilted his chin, looking up into the kitchen’s light as he stroked a scar directly over his left eye. It was red and shaped like a kidney bean, and he wore his hair long and curly to cover it. He’d gotten it during his freshman year, when he set up what was anecdotally believed to be the longest Slip ’N Slide in history, through five hallways of Ware College House during Penn’s Spring Fling. Two hundred and seventy-five trash bags had been used to construct it, and an army of ten freshmen kept its surface slick with an arsenal of Super Soakers. Richie wore a cape and a pair of red Speedos to take its inaugural slide. With at least a hundred people watching, he pointed a finger at Marco and said, “Make sure someone’s filming this.” Then he took a running start, threw his arms out in front of him, and made it through two of the five halls before slamming his head into an open door.

“We’re running low on mixers,” Marco said.

“What? Seriously?”

“Yeah.”

Richie frowned. He began picking up and setting down bottles.

“People can drink T and Ts,” he said.

“What’s a T and T?”

“Tequila and tap water.”

“I don’t think that’s really a thing.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s French.”

A loud crashing sound came from the living room. Marco opened the freezer and looked into it. “We’re also out of ice.”

Richie lit a cigarette. He inhaled, then turned his head, opened the door to the microwave, and blew a plume of smoke directly into it.

“Shit,” he said.

“I’ll go down to the bodega.”

“You’re a hero.” He balanced the cigarette on his lower lip. “Can you get some Hot Pockets too? The barbecue chicken kind?”

“No. That’s disgusting. Before I go, though—”

“Yes?”

“—do you know who that girl over there is?”

Richie turned toward the living room.

He said, “Oh yeah. That’s Mia Hoffmann.”

“Are you friends with her?”

“No. Sort of? No. We took a seminar on the Russian novel the first semester of freshman year. I almost dropped it. The teacher was this hag named Varvara with the worst skin you ever saw. But then she said we’d all get to call each other by Russian nicknames, and I thought, well, that’s kind of cute, so I stayed.” He filled a plastic cup with a few inches of water from the sink and tapped the ash from his cigarette into it. “I was Richenka. I think Mia was Michanka. Anyway, she ruined Anna Karenina for everyone. I thought that was hysterical.”

“What do you mean?”

Richie sighed, mildly annoyed. He unwrapped the plastic from the top of a bottle of Absolut. Then he poured himself a shot of vodka, drank it, poured another one, and licked his lips.

“We were halfway through reading it, and before class one day we were all sitting around talking, and Mia said something like, ‘Here’s my review: I could have done with less Russian agricultural theory, and more of Anna throwing herself in front of that fucking train.’ Everyone stared at her. Then Svetlana, who was this awful, mousy little thing from Paramus, said something like, ‘You know, Mia, some of us haven’t finished the book yet.’ Mia was like, ‘Oh, okay, well, sorry.’ Svetlana wouldn’t let it go, though. She kept saying how she’d come to college to learn to think for herself, or some bullshit like that, and she was tired of people like Mia acting like they knew everything already. Seriously, she wouldn’t shut up, it was like watching someone have a manic episode. I was about to tell her to put a fucking sock in it, but then Mia just calmly goes, ‘The book is a hundred fifty years old. Wait until I tell you what happened to the Titanic.’ I’ll never forget it. I was always so hungover in that class, because it met so early, like at noon or something, but that I will never forget. Watching Svetlana throw her book on the ground and walk out of class was just that hysterical. God, Svetlana. What a loser.”

“I don’t think I knew that’s how Anna Karenina ends.”

Richie tapped the cigarette again. Ash fizzled in the cup.

He said, “Well, now you do.”






11:25 PM Sasha

Theo wanted to leave the party.

He leaned over and whispered to Sasha, “Seriously, I’m sort of ready to go home.”

His lips brushed her ear—she smelled a waft of cedar. Earlier he had taken one of the cologne samples from Mia’s bedroom—an Hermès scent that Mia said retailed for something like a hundred dollars for a little over three ounces. Sasha didn’t love it. It smelled like hairspray and mothballs.

“You’re going to leave before midnight?” she said, kissing his cheek. “It’s New Year’s Eve.”

Theo wrapped his arms around her waist. Over his shoulder, she saw a group of people they knew from college lighting cigarettes by the window. One of them leaned over to say something to another one, a cloud of smoke seeping from her mouth. The Black Eyed Peas played from a speaker next to the television. She could feel will.i.am in her feet.

“No, I know,” Theo said. “I just think I’m starting to come down with whatever Mia has.”

“You know that Mia isn’t actually sick.”

“She sounded sick when I was over a few days ago. And now my throat’s scratchy and my forehead’s a little warm. Here, feel it.”

He took one of Sasha’s hands and pressed it against his forehead. Then he made a sad face.

Sasha squinted. His forehead was, in fact, very warm.

“Okay,” she said, and removed her hand. “We can leave.”

“You seem annoyed.”

“I’m not annoyed.” She was annoyed. “Who said I was annoyed?”

“You’re doing that thing with your nose.”

“That’s just my face, Theo.”

He made another overly sad expression, pouting his lower lip. Sasha kissed him on the cheek again.

She said, “Here, let me get my coat and we can go.”

“Wait, wait, wait.” He grabbed her wrist. “Why don’t you stay? There’s no reason for you to leave if you don’t want to.”

Sasha looked at him—his broad shoulders, his auburn hair, his blue eyes. She knew that he meant it. He would never ask her to leave a party if she didn’t want to, and it had been that way since they started dating at the beginning of sophomore year. Theo was accommodating and trusting and understanding. He always let her pick what kind of takeout they were going to order; he never came before she did; and he always nodded thoughtfully and took her side when she complained about her mother. She loved him, and she knew she could consider herself lucky, especially when she saw all the assholes her friends dated. She also wished they could occasionally get into disagreements and have public fights at group dinners that made her friends uncomfortable. She wished sometimes he would wait awhile to text her back, or even not text her back at all, and that when they fucked he would pull her hair hard—like, very hard—without being prompted to.

She was beginning to wonder if there was something wrong with her.

“Okay, then,” she said. “I’ll stay.”

“I can stay too if you really want me to.”

“You just said you wanted to leave.”

“I know, but I can tell you want to stay. I’ll just take some Airborne when I get home.”

“That shit doesn’t work.”

He crouched down a little so he could press his nose against her neck, and then worked his hands up her spine. She kissed the top of his head, feeling repulsed. Gently, she pushed him away.

“You should leave now, if you’re going to. It’ll be insane after midnight.”

“You’re sure you don’t mind?”

“I’m sure I don’t mind.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too.”

He walked through the living room, saying good-bye to Alison Liu and Courtney Paulson and Mitch Reynolds as he passed them. When he got to the front door, he turned around and blew her a kiss.

Adam said, “Where’s he going?”

He held two beer bottles by their necks. A thin sheen of sweat clung to his forehead.

“Back to his apartment. He said he feels like he’s getting sick.”

“Poor guy.”

“Yeah. Poor guy.” Sasha took a beer. “Do you want to play quarters?”

“Like, the game?”

“Yes, the game.”

Adam shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

They went to the other side of the living room, where there was a small, expandable dining table from Ikea, along with a pair of wooden chairs the color of straw. They were the same table and chairs that Adam and Sasha had in their apartment. Actually, they were the same table and chairs that she had seen in at least three other apartments since she had moved to New York. Someone put on MGMT’s “Time to Pretend.” Sasha tied her hair back into a ponytail and placed her hands on her hips. She surveyed the table.

She said, “I wonder if there are any clean cups.”

They picked up cups one by one, bringing them to their noses. Some were still filled with combinations of vodka and tequila and flat, caramel-colored soda. Adam found one that was mostly empty, dumped what was left in it into another cup, and held it up for Sasha to see.

“This one looks all right,” he said.

“Yeah, sure, that’ll work.”

She took the cup from him and filled it with beer from her bottle. Then she pulled a quarter from her pocket and, without stopping for too long to think about it, bounced it off the table and into the cup, where it landed with a soft kerplunk.

“That’s how you do it, motherfucker,” she said. “Drink.”

Adam finished what was in the cup, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Sasha refilled it with beer. When it was Adam’s turn, the quarter hit the side of the cup, spun, and fell to the floor.

“That’s okay.” Sasha crouched down. “You’ll get the next one.”

For ten minutes they played, Sasha getting most of her shots, and Adam missing most of his, which resulted in him getting very drunk, very quickly. Sasha knew the moment it happened, because whenever Adam got drunk, he did this thing where he tucked his chin against his chest when he spoke, like he was about to tell you where Jimmy Hoffa was buried, or something that would start the next world war.

This time he said, “I heard Annie again on Wednesday.”

Sasha glanced at him. She poured a few fingers of beer into her cup and finished it with one swallow.

“Really?” she said. “What did you hear, exactly?”

Adam’s chin lowered again. “Footsteps, mostly. And then maybe a door opening? I don’t know—the radiator was being really loud.”

Annie was the ghost that Adam, Mia, and Sasha had decided haunted the apartment on East Fifty-Seventh Street. A few months earlier, Sasha had told Adam that she heard a young girl’s voice singing “Tomorrow” when she got up in the middle of the night to pee, so they both figured that Annie must be her name.

Annie was also the name of Sasha’s childhood cat.

“Did you hear anything else?” she asked.

“No.” Adam shook his head. “I was going to go check, but you know me—I’m such a pussy about these things.”

Sasha shrugged. She said, “Your words—not mine.”



She had come up with the idea of Annie a month ago, right as fall was growing its winter teeth. For the third time in as many weekends she had overheard Mia and Adam talking about weird sounds they kept hearing in the night, and Sasha decided she had better start thinking up an explanation. A ghost was ridiculous—they were twenty-four years old, and more important, what sort of ghost would be lame enough to haunt Midtown East?

At the same time, Sasha was desperate. She couldn’t tell Adam and Mia that what they had actually heard was her, Sasha, sneaking out into the city alone on a weeknight, and she figured a ghost was farfetched enough that it might, paradoxically, stick. She was right. While she didn’t think that any of them actually believed that Annie existed, the idea of her gave them all something to deflect to on apartment-related matters they couldn’t otherwise explain. For example: when the dishwasher stopped working, it was Annie who had clogged its drain. Annie let a mouse in through a hole in the living room wall, and Annie was smoking cigarettes on the fire escape when they had all had a conversation about not doing that, and Annie forgot to change the lightbulb in the bathroom after being asked to do it six times.

Annie put on a pair of heels and sneaked into somewhere she didn’t belong.

The first time she did it was on a Saturday in September, when she slipped beneath a velvet rope at the Four Seasons on Fifty-Seventh Street. She hadn’t meant to end up there—it just sort of happened. Earlier in the day, she had been at her job at the Roebling Gallery on West Twenty-Eighth Street, helping her boss, Wally Roebling, set up a new show. The Roebling Gallery specialized in photography. Occasionally Wally would take on a sculptor, but his bread and butter was photography. The show that they were taking down comprised a series of close-up portraits of dogs’ faces while they were taking shits on city sidewalks. A beagle, straining to defecate in Brooklyn; an Italian greyhound, humiliated as it did its business on Seventy-Fourth and Park. The artist was a twenty-eight-year-old Argentine who’d grown up in London and lived in a large loft next to a chocolate factory in Red Hook. He’d won a MacArthur “genius grant” before he was twenty-five.

The new show—the one that Sasha had helped with that Saturday—consisted of high-res shots of garbage dumps in Indiana. Each time Wally pointed to one, he compared it to Sasha’s brain.

“You see that?” he said, gesturing to a used condom hanging limply off a Styrofoam cooler.

“I see it.”

“That’s your entire generation, right there. About as worthless as a used condom.”

“I’ll make sure to let them all know.”

It took them three hours to do what Wally instructed, which involved moving the photographs to one end of the gallery, and then moving them back again to where they had started, and once that was finished, Sasha decided the only way to get over her anger and humiliation was to go for a walk. This was not what she had come to New York to do. Before moving to the city, she had dreamed up a glittering future for herself—one of literary salons and fashion shows and dinners at secret restaurants hidden behind hot dog stands. No one would think she was a freak for being so tall, because if you were this tall in New York, it meant you were probably a model. She had grown up in a suburb of Atlanta, in a gated community where residents lived in one of four models of tract homes that were all designed to look like French châteaux, and everyone had the exact same white mailbox. The prompt for her college essay had been to write the 237th page of her autobiography, for which she made up a story about her mother teaching her how to make pajeon as a fourteen-year-old; in reality, her mother had been adopted by a white family in Charlotte, North Carolina, didn’t know a single word of Korean, and frequently said “y’all.” It wasn’t that Sasha wanted to return to some unknown roots so much as she was embarrassed by how little had happened to her. She figured when she got to New York she would meet artists who knew Andy Warhol, and dance on tables at nightclubs, and have torrid affairs with swarthy Italian diplomats when they were here to visit the UN. But none of that had happened. The only art openings she was going to were the ones she was working at—boring, pretentious affairs where she was invisible to everyone around her unless they were asking her to pour them a plastic cup of wine. There were no swarthy Italian diplomats, fucking her like madmen and treating her like shit—only her very considerate boyfriend, asking her if he should speed up or slow down. There was only Wally Roebling, calling her a used condom.

Leaving the gallery, she made her way east to Fifth Avenue and then turned north, passing the Empire State Building and the smug lions outside the public library. Blisters formed on her heels. Still she kept going, walking farther and farther north, until her frustration began to melt away. On Fifty-Seventh Street, she made a right toward home, and it was only then when she realized she was outside the hotel. Watching people go in and out its doors, Sasha smiled: she liked hotels—she always had. The way you could sit in a lobby and have no one notice you; the pleasant sound of room service carts rolling on carpet. Standing in front of the Four Seasons, she felt her mind settle a little. She decided to go in and get a drink.

In the lobby, she was presented with two options: a bar with red leather seats filled with men in suits, and a sunlit restaurant, lined with acacia trees. She chose the latter—it had great windows—though as she was about to cross its threshold, she noticed her path was blocked by a red velvet rope. Next to it stood a small sign: CLOSED FOR A PRIVATE EVENT. Reading the words, Sasha scowled. There was something about the sign’s pretension that pissed her off. Who the hell did they think they were, telling her to stay out? Who the hell did Wally Roebling think he was, who the hell did any of them think they were? With the tips of two fingers, she pushed the sign until it wobbled on its base, then pushed it a bit harder, causing it to fall to the floor with a crash. The sound made Sasha jump, and laugh. After looking over both her shoulders, she tossed her hair back and went inside.

It was a bar mitzvah. It took her a few minutes to put two and two together, but once she did, she saw it very clearly. Girls congregating in one corner of the room, and in the other a bunch of boys in kippahs, staring at Sasha like they’d eat her alive. A tangle of limbs that had grown too long overnight, of feet that were suddenly too big for the bodies they supported. Sasha considered leaving, but at that moment a woman passed in front of her with a glass of white wine, and she was reminded that what she had come here for was a drink. Looking over the tops of teenage heads, she saw the bar on the opposite side of the room, past a cluster of tables with elaborate centerpieces of hydrangeas, dyed gray and shaped to look like the Millennium Falcon. When she got there, she ordered a gin martini, which she drank half of before ordering a second one. By this point, she could sense people beginning to look at her—a group of mothers in particular, who tapped their wedding rings against their champagne flutes as they drew their heads together to whisper.

The tips of Sasha’s fingers tingled, and her wrists began to sweat: she was nervous, and drunk, and excited. After downing the rest of her second martini, she wiped her lips with the back of her hand and sought refuge at the other end of the bar, where four fathers stood in a loose huddle. She greeted them as if she knew them, grazing her hand along the smalls of their backs and tossing her arm over their shoulders. Within minutes, she had forgotten all about Wally Roebling and the hi-res detritus of Indiana dumps. Instead, she cracked jokes about Mike Bloomberg, Jesus, Iraq, and Accutane, and when the fathers tilted their heads back to laugh, she looked at the mothers and smiled.

“Where were you?” Theo asked her when she got back to the apartment on East Fifty-Seventh Street. She had forgotten that she’d told him to meet her there at five o’clock, and now it was half past six. Mia was lying on the couch, eating french fries from an aluminum takeout container. A little wobbly on her heels, Sasha watched as her roommate dragged a fry through a pool of ketchup. “I called you, like, eight times.”

“Wally needed me to go to Hoboken. I forgot my phone at the gallery.”

“What was in Hoboken?”

“There are many things in Hoboken.”

Theo stood up from the couch and wrapped his long arms around her. “You smell like gin.”

“Gin is one of the things they have in Hoboken.”

She kept a pair of cheap black heels beneath her bed, and at night, when Mia and Adam were sleeping, she went out into the city, looking for places she didn’t belong. She danced with Amazonian models during fashion week, and threw axes with bankers in Brooklyn; when one of them complimented Sasha on both her height and her perfect aim, she told him she had grown up in the circus. The night before Thanksgiving, she pounded Manhattans next to a giant taxidermized jaguar at the Explorers Club. She got good at charming bouncers and, once she slid past them, even better at being invisible. Or, no, not really being invisible, but rather fitting in—which was, Sasha figured, a safer way to disappear. Waiting in line at a bar, or in the shadow of a stuffed cat, she felt her mind slipping into a liminal space, a sort of psychic DMZ that existed between who everyone expected her to be and who she knew she actually was. It was thrilling—she couldn’t remember a time she’d felt so invincible. She was twenty-four and living in New York City, and in her mind there had never been such a perfect combination. She wasn’t going to let some prick like Wally Roebling ruin all her fun. She could be anyone, have anything. All that mattered was how much she wanted it.



Adam said, “I graduated magna cum laude. I obviously don’t believe in ghosts.”

“Obviously.”

“But, Sasha, on Wednesday I swear I actually heard something.”

She pressed her lips together, feigning thought. She knew she could tell her roommates what she had been doing—neither of them would care. If anything, they would probably want to go with her, but that was precisely the reason she intended to keep her little adventures to herself. Between Mia and Adam and Wally and Theo, she was starting to feel as though who she was had already been determined. She was a roommate, a girlfriend, a used condom in a garbage dump in Indiana. There was no room for secrets, no room to discover the parts of herself that were still a mystery, that she hadn’t known were there.

Sasha lifted her eyebrows. She said, “You know what, I just remembered: I think the guy upstairs has family staying with him. People keep clomping around up there.”

Adam ducked his chin to his chest again.

“Yeah,” he said. “That’s probably it.”

Sasha heard someone yell that they were out of ice. She held the quarter between her thumb and forefinger and scanned the room, looking over the tops of heads. People were drunk now, their bodies reconstituting themselves into weird, uncomfortable shapes. Mitch Reynolds had his back pressed up against the wall, his hips jutting forward; Courtney Paulson was doing this weird chicken-wing thing with her elbow. The year was almost over.

“I don’t think I can drink any more,” Adam said.

“You’re going to be fine.”

“I feel like I’m watching a movie about people playing quarters at a party, instead of actually playing quarters at a party.”

Sasha threw the quarter.

She said, “I have no idea what that means.”

Adam drank. Sasha tried to pour more beer into the cup but her bottle was empty. She reached for a handle of tequila on the opposite end of the table. Her phone vibrated against her thigh with a new text.

“Where’s Mia?” Adam threw the quarter and missed. Sasha watched as he bent down to pick it up. The text was from Theo: Tucked in bed and drinking fluids =)

Sasha didn’t respond. She set the phone screen-down in





[image: Logo: Scout Press]

Scout Press

An Imprint of Simon & Schuster, LLC

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020

www.SimonandSchuster.com

For more than 100 years, Simon & Schuster has championed authors and the stories they create. By respecting the copyright of an author’s intellectual property, you enable Simon & Schuster and the author to continue publishing exceptional books for years to come. We thank you for supporting the author’s copyright by purchasing an authorized edition of this book.

No amount of this book may be reproduced or stored in any format, nor may it be uploaded to any website, database, language-learning model, or other repository, retrieval, or artificial intelligence system without express permission. All rights reserved. Inquiries may be directed to Simon & Schuster, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020 or permissions@simonandschuster.com.

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2026 by Grant Ginder

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information, address Scout Press Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.

First Scout Press hardcover edition February 2026

SCOUT PRESS and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, LLC

Simon & Schuster strongly believes in freedom of expression and stands against censorship in all its forms. For more information, visit BooksBelong.com.

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

Interior design by Kathryn A. Kenney-Peterson

Jacket design by Lisa Litwack

Jacket illustration by Kate Jarvik Birch

Author photograph by Patrick Lupinski

Library of Congress Control Number: 2025945325

ISBN 978-1-6680-5177-1

ISBN 978-1-6682-2711-4 (Int/Can Exp)

ISBN 978-1-6680-5179-5 (ebook)


e9781668051795/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


e9781668051795/images/logo.jpg





e9781668051795/fonts/BodoniModa_9pt-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/fonts/Italianno-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/images/title.jpg
So Old.
S0 Young

A Novel

Grant Ginder

©

SCOUT PRESS
New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London
Toronto  Sydney/Melbourne New Delhi





e9781668051795/fonts/OpenSans_Condensed-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/fonts/Cormorant-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781668051795/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Terminal 3, Heathrow London, April 26, 2024

		12:15 PM: Mia







		Orchard Street, December 31, 2007

		11:02 PM: Mia


		11:18 PM: Marco


		11:25 PM: Sasha


		11:32 PM: Mia


		11:40 PM: Adam


		11:43 PM: Richie


		11:48 PM: Mia







		Cancún, June 14, 2014

		6:00 PM: Mia


		6:20 PM: Adam


		7:00 PM: Marco


		7:30 PM: Mia


		8:00 PM: Marco


		8:25 PM: Mia


		8:45 PM: Richie


		10:00 PM: Mia







		Amagansett, Labor Day 2018

		12:00 PM: Mia


		1:15 PM: Richie


		1:50 PM: Mia


		2:30 PM: Sasha


		2:35 PM: Marco


		3:30 PM: Richie


		7:00 PM: Mia


		8:30 PM: Richie


		9:30 PM: Nina







		Montclair, New Jersey, October 29, 2022

		12:15 PM: Mia


		12:30 PM: Sasha


		2:05 PM: Mia


		3:30 PM: Richie


		3:45 PM: Sasha


		4:10 PM: Mia


		4:30 PM: Adam


		5:30 PM: Mia







		Hudson Street, April 27, 2024

		8:30 AM: Mia


		9:45 AM: Sasha


		10:30 AM: Mia


		11:00 AM: Marco


		12:00 PM: Richie


		12:30 PM: Mia







		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		i


		ii


		iii


		v


		vi


		vii


		viii


		ix


		x


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		iv








e9781668051795/fonts/Roboto-Light.ttf


e9781668051795/images/9781668051795.jpg
Author of The People We Hate at the Wedding





e9781668051795/fonts/CaveatBrush-Regular.ttf


e9781668051795/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


