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Rain trickled down the
window of a Chinese restaurant, its rivulets gleaming red from a
neon sign overhead - Chang’s. Thunder mingled with the
sound of the door chime when two giggling girls came in from the
storm, rinsing their umbrellas out on the tile floor, oblivious to
the glances of Chang’s servers and busboys. Victoria and Adison were shown to their
seat by a man whose existence they barely acknowledged at all. It
was girl’s night after all, the last one before they were off to
different colleges, and whatever conversation and private jokes
they had between them was far more important than showing
restaurant workers even the slightest bit of mind.

In a booth they chatted. Adison was a
prep school’s wet dream: straight blonde hair running past bony
shoulders, cheeks as rosy and red as her lips were pink, an
innocent but bratty face. She was attired in a gingham-patterned
shirt that showed not a speck of cleavage over the top of her
round, 34c sized breasts. The shirt was pink and white, sleeves
rolled up stylishly and knotted at the waist. Over the shirt, a
blue cardigan straight out of a Taylor Swift song. She paired it
with a cream colored A-line skirt that stopped above the knees. On
her wrist was jewelry, expensive. Adison was the type of girl who
could turn her nose up at anyone given the chance.

Across from her sat Victoria –
brunette and naturally pretty. Just as preppy as Adison, the two
were so similar in size that they often shared clothing - including
bras. That day, Victoria wore a light blue button up, sleeves to
the elbow, tucked into a high-waisted plaid patterned skirt with
brown and blue tones. A leather belt at the waist shaped her thin
figure. Together they were the Mean Girls of their high school, a
high school they went to no longer –college was right around the
corner.

It was all white teeth and smiles as
they ignored the small Chinese man filling their waters. His name
was Chang. They didn’t know this. How could they?

“I’m going to miss you,
girl,” Adison sighed, thin as a rail and eyes alight with
excitement. “I don’t know why you had to go to that stupid art
school and not to state with me.”

“You know why
slut,” Victoria giggled.
“Tuition is free, and I get to pursue my passion.”

“Yes dear, but it’s all girls,” Adison shot back.
“College is supposed to be for dating. Fooling around?
Hello Victoria, where
exactly are you going to find anyone to hook up with? Unless you’re
a lesbian of course.”

“Only one of us made out
with Katie Winters after prom.”

“Shut up bitch! You said you wouldn’t
bring that up!”

The girls broke from their chatter and
giggled madly. Chang waited patiently at their table, pencil in
hand and ready for their orders – completely ignored.

“Can you give us a sec?”
Adison spoke to him for the first time, in that bitchy sort of tone
she did so well. “We like, just
sat down.”

Chang nodded and retreated back to the
kitchen. Outside, the rain fell harder.

“Jeez what a creep,”
Adison whispered.

“I know,” Victoria agreed.
“He’s always looking at us so weird. At least the food is
good.”

“If you like eating cat
and dog I guess.”

“Adison!”

They fell apart again. No
one in the small Chinese restaurant misheard them – cat and dog
were words tossed around casually by many of Chang’s least liked
patrons. But these two girls had been coming into
Chang’s for well over a
year, sometimes accompanied by their fawning little friends. Not
once had they tipped well. Sometimes they didn’t tip at
all.

Old man Chang stewed at the kitchen
window, watching them, his face in deep concentration.

“Are you excited for
state?” Victoria asked.

“What’s not to be excited
about? Hunky guys, afternoon classes, sick parties. You know, all
the things you’re going to miss at your special wittle private
school.”

Victoria rolled her eyes.
“I don’t want to rain on your parade, but isn’t state known for
having like, a huge black population.”

“Racist much?” Adison
said, raising her perfectly manicured eyebrows.

“You’re one to talk. Like
you didn’t spread those nasty rumors about Lequisha last
fall.”

“Oh please. That ratchet bitch
stunk. She spread that
rumor herself.”

More shrill laughter - grating on
Chang’s ears. He looked at their clothing; more than a month’s pay
for him. Designer for sure. The type of clothing that his
daughters, who went to school with these girls, groveled over. But
Victoria and Adison didn’t even known Chang’s daughter’s
names.

“What are we going to
get?” Adison said, finally turning her blue eyes to the menu. “All
this stuff is so greasy and gross. I don’t know why we even come
here.”

“Because it’s chic and
cool and we can pretend we’re in SoHo,” Victoria mused. “But I
am not going off
to college looking like some fat girl. Do you want to share
something?”

“I think we can get a few
things to share,” Adison said, her expression taking on the look of
an HOA board member about to skin a noisy neighbor alive. “Just
need to have Mr. Wang Chang back there make a few
alterations…”

Chang never took his eyes off them as
they insulted the menu, and thus, his livelihood. The cooks behind
him were watching Chang – everyone knew what he was thinking. And
they all wanted him to go through with it…but Chag had resisted. So
far.

He approached them, pencil in
hand.

“Ready to order?” Chang
asked.

Victoria and Adison
exchanged a childish glance – like they were trying not to laugh at
Chang’s strong Chinese accent. They did this every time, and it was one of their
favorite impressions to do for friends at school. Chang had heard
the impression once, from his own daughters, repeating it after
they heard the ‘cool girls’ at school do it.

“Yes, we
ready to order,” Adison
said, winking at Victoria. “"We’d like to start with an order of the General Tso's
chicken, but can you do it with organic chicken? And we’ll need
that with absolutely no
breading, please – gotta watch the carbs. Oh, and
can you cook it in avocado oil instead of whatever you use? Thanks.
Now, for the sauce –sugar is a no-go. Do you think you could
sweeten it with stevia or something? Actually, let's just keep it
on the side. Also, we’re in the mood for chow mein, but could you
replace the noodles with zucchini spirals, and use a gluten-free
soy sauce? Oh, and hold any MSG, please and thank you. For the
fried rice, let's do brown rice instead, but with less rice, more
veggies – like, a lot more veggies. And egg whites instead of whole
eggs. Can you add some tofu? But only if it's non-GMO. And to
drink, we’ll each take a hot tea, but could you make sure it's made
with filtered water?”

The scribble of that worn pencil
worked a mile a minute under Chang’s worn hands. He was ready for
it. Knew this sort of petulance was coming. But for the first time
in over a year of seeing these young women come to his restaurant,
a slow, creeping smile came across the old man’s face. He took
their order with pinpoint precision.

“And for desert?” Chang
smiled.

“Nothing please,” Adison
said.

“Oh wait,” Victoria chimed
in. “Fortune cookies. Duh.”

“But of course,” Chang
grinned.

Outside, the storm reached
its zenith. The red neon sign reading Chang’s flickered out, then came
back brighter – brighter than it had in years. In the kitchen, it
took a group effort to prepare the girl’s dinner just as they’d
ordered it. But Chang was nowhere to be found. No, old man Chang
was in the back office, opening a safe under a floorboard that
hadn’t been lifted in a long, long time.

“Ugh this lo mein sucks,”
Victoria griped.

“The chicken has no
flavor,” Adison complained.

“What are you
doing?”

“Leaving a Yelp review,”
Adison sighed, fingers clacking loudly with sound effects against
her iPhone screen. “So sick this place.”

“Are you dumb, bitch?”
Victoria said, reaching across the table to try and stop her
friend. “Not while we’re in here! They’ll see it!”

“So what? Maybe they’ll
take it off the bill then.”

Victoria couldn’t hold her laughter
in. “You really are the worst, girl.”

“Don’t I know
it.”

When the plates were cleared, Chang
approached with a small platter in his hand. Atop it was two
fortune cookies: half-moons bulging in the middle, the faintest
slip of paper poking from each end. The
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