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Chapter One
 Notes on Triangles




Dear Students:

A very warm (or rather, frigid, as the weather would have it) Welcome Back from Thanksgiving break! Particularly to returning freshmen, if you are returning, that is. (A surprising number of individuals can’t even manage to hang on until the end of the semester, when some of you will be asked to leave due to grades. Two below a C and you’rrrrrrrrre out!)

As for the rest of you, how was home? Get any diet-inspiring questions about when the baby’s due? Did the phrase best friends forever ring hollow when you struggled to remember—or forced yourself to laugh at—the inside jokes you once shared with your high school besties? After you hugged that boyfriend or girlfriend whom you hadn’t seen since summer ended, was there an awkward lull in which you realized that you no longer have anything in common?

That’s what I thought. Fear not, though: it’s all totally normal, and I say, “Out with the old and on to the next.” With that in mind, here’s what you should be worried about instead: EXAMS. We’re nearing the end of the semester, and ladies and gentlemen, it’s almost time for the moment we’ve all been dreading. . . . There’s only one more short week of classes before reading period begins, followed by your first-ever finals Harvard Style. Don’t freak out just yet. There’s still time to get back on track, starting with my five tips for a fresh start.

1. Don’t sweat the small stuff.

Your grades. Surprise! They’re no longer perfect like they were in high school. It’s called a curve, people, as in the predetermined distribution of grades and not the new weight on your hips. So either make peace with that B- or start amping up your game: turn in extra credit, go to office hours (wearing something seductive) to “go over the class material” (i.e., flirt) with your professor, or pitch a tent in the library and hit the books. . . .

For those of you who are still vying for a spot on a magazine, newspaper, team, so-called Sorrento Square humor organization, or whatever other extracurricular activity you’re hoping to use to buff up that résumé, you are also now entering the final rounds of COMP: GAME FACES ON, FROSHLETTES.

2. Break up with your boyfriend or girlfriend.

If you missed the annual Turkey Drop (when a college freshman breaks up with his/her longtime high-school lover on the first day of Thanksgiving vacation, shortly after that awkward hug), you need to TCB (that’s Take Care of Business). Immediately. Those who are still with significant others from high school—ew—I have no words for you except Congratulations: you are now stuck until winter break and may even end up living the lie through Christmas, New Year’s, Valentine’s, and well into the spring. (FYI, breaking up through e-mails, texts, and even phone calls are tacky.)

For the wiser contingent of the student body who came to college sans anchor: if you paired up with somebody in the fall, unless they’re THE ONE (e.g., have world-saving super powers and can pull off a leather bodysuit better than Keanu Reeves in The Matrix), I strongly suggest you end it now. If you don’t, you run the severe risk of getting saddled with the same scrappy boy/girl from across the hall—aka the first person who could stand your presence for more than five minutes—for the next four years of your life and beyond. Once college ends, you’ll wake up one day to find yourself married and thirty, wondering why your ass is fat and you’ve never actually been on a real date.

3. Reinvent your schedule.

Sleeping during the day and working all night is cool if you’re a vampire, but personally I think that trend was so last fall. Why not give living like a normal human being a try? Grandma Thorndike always said that nothing good happens after 2 A.M. . . .

4. Don’t let your appearance or physical or mental health “go” just because it’s below zero degrees outside.

Sweatpants are never okay, with the possible exception of the gym. They should be illegal. In fact, sometimes I fantasize about following in my favorite uncle’s footsteps and going into politics just so I can turn this particular dream into a reality.

5. Wash your sheets and towels.

For crying out loud! I know how many of you haven’t gotten around to it yet. . . . If you left your windows open so the sheets have had a chance to air, don’t put off washing them any longer. Do it now! However, if there are any mysterious-looking growths, regardless of color, texture, or size, do not take them into your science lab for analysis but rather: BURN IMMEDIATELY.

So nice to have (most of) you back!

Alexis Thorndike, Advice Columnist

Fifteen Minutes Magazine

Harvard University’s Authority on Campus Life since 1873





The Reasons Why You
 Need to Move Out Immediately:
 A Manifesto
 by V. V. V.

1. You hooked up with Gregory at Harvard-Yale when you knew how I felt about him.

2. You screwed up our entire room dynamic.

3. You blew it with Clint.

4. You’re an all-out terrible person.

5. There is no hope that I will ever forgive you. We will never be best friends ever again.





Callie Andrews stared at the “Manifesto” that Vanessa Von Vorhees, roommate and former “best friend,” had taped to the window above her desk. She chewed on her pen while she considered how to respond. And, not for the first time that day, she wondered if coming back to Harvard had been a huge mistake. . . .

She had arrived in Cambridge late last night. In truth, she hadn’t seriously entertained the idea of not returning for more than a few hours. After all, what could she possibly say to her parents?

Hey, Mom, remember Evan? You know: my jackass boyfriend from high school? Well, turns out he made a secret sex tape of us because some of his old soccer teammates dared him. No, I didn’t know about it at the time, but get this: now my arch nemesis has a copy and there’s no telling what she’ll do. Yeah, her name’s Alexis Thorndike. She’s real swell; you should meet her. . . .

Yes, Daddy, Economics is going great!—as she slides the letter from Harvard, the one warning her of an imminent C, the first in her life, behind her back—but did I tell you about all of my new friends? Well, there’s Vanessa, that’s my best friend. We’re really close, even though I walked all over her to get into a social club that I didn’t really care about belonging to in the first place and slept with the guy she liked—oh, and did I mention that I had a sort of boyfriend at the time? It’s okay, though, because we were on a sort of break. . . .

Imagining how it would all play out was almost funny. Almost. Though, ironically, if she told her parents the truth, they’d probably laugh and assume she was kidding. This was known as the Jessica Stanley Style of Parenting (that’s parenting as in how to control one’s parents). Jessica, Callie’s best friend from high school—a relationship she had thankfully managed not to ruin from three thousand miles away—was in the habit of telling the truth in a sarcastic tone. Hey, Mom, just going out to do some underage drinking, you know, might have sex with my boyfriend, but I’ll be home by curfew! To which Mrs. Stanley inevitably responded, Oh, ha-ha, honey, very funny, how you do love to torture your poor old mom.

Jessica had been an absolute angel over the break, but now she was safe at Stanford while Callie was back here in hell. Shrouded by the cloak of night, Callie had crept onto campus in the wee hours of the morning, slipped through C Entryway to Wigglesworth Dormitory, and mounted the stairs that led to that familiar, big brown door.

Only this time something was different. On the board that used to read DANA, CALLIE, MARINE, & VANESSA, somebody—most likely Vanessa—had done her best to rip down Callie’s name, so that now it looked more like: DANA, A E, MARINE, & VANESSA.

As far as omens go, this one wasn’t promising.

The common room of suite C 24 was dark when she stepped inside. The doors to the bedrooms were all shut; everyone was obviously asleep, and since the Marilyn Monroe poster was still hanging intact on the door closest to the bathroom, she assumed that Vanessa’s attempt to transfer out of the room—as she had furiously vowed to do before they’d left—had proven unsuccessful.

Well, that was too bad. Callie had had a lot of time to think over the break, and as a result . . . she was more confused than ever. She had betrayed not only Vanessa but also Clint, who was perfect: smart, handsome, older, attentive, chivalrous, and just . . . well, . . . perfect. He had broken up with her (or had he; she still wasn’t sure what I need a break had really meant) when they were on the verge of becoming intimate. She had completely freaked out, offering no explanation. (Since, really, how could you possibly hope to explain a panic attack induced by thoughts of your evil ex-boyfriend and his awful hidden video camera? Running away as fast as you could was surely a preferable alternative.) Naturally, in a typical perfect-guy move, Clint didn’t care that she wasn’t ready to go all the way—instead he was upset about her refusal to open up.

Then, as if she hadn’t screwed up enough already, she slept with Gregory: Gregory whom she hated with every fiber of her being. Except that lately the “fine line between love and hate” was starting to look very, very blurry. . . .

Even if Gregory were right for her—which he wasn’t, as she frequently reminded herself—it was still wrong: very wrong to have slept with your best friend’s crush, wrong even if he clearly didn’t like her, wrong even if you thought you might be in some serious like with him, and especially wrong if you already had a perfectly wonderful sort of boyfriend even if you were on a sort of “break” at the time.

Some of that wrong, however, ought to be canceled out by Vanessa’s equal if not greater betrayal: she had revealed Callie’s biggest secret to Callie’s worst enemy, and as a result Callie hadn’t slept well or eaten right in a week, waiting for Lexi to make her next move. Over the break Lexi had stayed completely silent, which turned out to be far more torturous than if she vocalized whatever horrible things—taunts, blackmail, coercion—she might have planned. Now, with the second round of Fifteen Minutes magazine COMP results right around the corner, there was no telling what Lexi would do to prevent Callie from joining her publication even though Callie had given up everything—sleep, HBO, sanity—in her efforts to join the magazine.

Normally when you have a recurring nightmare about finding yourself naked in front of the entire school, you awaken and realize it was only a dream. But in Callie’s case, the nightmare would be true: monsters (Lexi), demons (Vanessa), and nudity.

Sighing, Callie stepped inside her tiny bedroom without bothering to turn on the light. She had been so eager to return to California after what happened at Harvard-Yale that she had left her room—with its twin bed, desk, dresser, bookshelf packed to capacity and old soccer photos lining the walls—in a state of disarray: clothing strewn across the floor, books out of order, stacks of old assignments and COMP papers piled on her desk next to a stale cup of coffee (late nights + insane workload = hopelessly addicted), and sheets tangled at the base of her bed. Abandoning her suitcase in the middle of the fray, she sank onto her mattress and, fully clothed, pulled the covers up to her chin.

She was too exhausted to clean tonight. The mess could wait, and they, the long list of people who were avoiding her or whom she was trying to avoid—Vanessa, Lexi, Gregory, and Clint—could, too.

And so Monday dawned like a fresh rose in springtime. Sunlight slanted through her window, beckoning her to gaze out across the magnificent Harvard Yard. A fresh blanket of snow glittered in the morning light. Today would surely be a new beginning. She was older, wiser, and completely—

“Completely FUCKED!” She heard a voice—Vanessa’s—yelling from the common room.

“Calm down,” another voice said, maybe Mimi’s, maybe Dana’s. “You knew your chances of transferring were slim to begin with—”

“Yeah, well . . . the BITCH,” Vanessa said loudly, presumably aiming her words at Callie’s door, “is BACK. She had better…” Callie heard footsteps and gathered that Vanessa was now standing right outside. “She’d BETTER STAY THE HELL AWAY FROM ME IF SHE KNOWS WHAT’S GOOD FOR HER.”

Callie rolled over onto her stomach and pulled a pillow over her head. Before long, she was back asleep.

Several hours later she awoke. More voices were coming from the common room. Wary of a run-in with Vanessa, Callie strained to hear, trying to pick out the simpering Judas-Brutus tones of her ex “best” friend.

Instead she thought she heard a British accent. Its owner spoke in a pleading pitch, “Please . . . you’ve got to help me. I can’t do it alone anymore! Please, just say yes. I need you. Without you, I don’t think I can survive.”

Hmm . . . was OK finally confessing his love for Mimi? A little desperate, wasn’t he?

“I know I’m behind . . .” Then there was muffled murmuring, a girl’s voice but Callie couldn’t tell whose, followed by OK again: “No, I wouldn’t say so far behind that I can’t possibly catch up.”

Callie almost giggled. From the sound of it Mimi was telling OK that she was too mature for him; well, that was certainly true.

“Look, I’ll pay. Just name your price.”

Wait a second—that couldn’t be right.

She poked her head out from under her covers and, like a warrior surfacing from a bunker after the dubious declaration of cease-fire, she opened her door a crack.

Left: no Vanessa.

Right: no Vanessa.

Common room: OK and Mimi . . . and Dana, her face set in a characteristic frown, were sitting on the futon couch. No Vanessa. All clear!

“Callie, darling! Bienvenue en enfer!” Mimi cried, running over to embrace her. “That is French for,” she continued, gesturing at Dana and OK, who had a calculus textbook open between them, “welcome to hell.”

Dana stiffened. “Mimi, if I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a hundred times. It doesn’t matter what language you speak in. He hears everything. Hi, Callie.”

Mimi rolled her eyes.

“Blondie!” OK cried, leaping to his feet and locking Callie in a tight embrace. “Blondie, thank god!” Dana blew a frustrated gust of air through her lips. “Do you know how to take the integral of a trigonometric function?” OK continued.

“Um, yes, but why—”

“Okechuwuku Zeyna,” Dana cut in, and from her tone Callie was surprised that she wasn’t actually wagging her finger. “How on earth do you expect to take the integral of a trigonometric function when you still haven’t learned to do derivatives?”

Mimi cupped her hands to her face and whispered, “Somebody got a letter over Thanksgiving break warning that he is failing his math class—”

“Hey!” OK cried, frowning. “A D is not a—”

“Is not a passing grade,” Dana interrupted. “Now I will help you, but you do understand that you’re going to have to actually work?”

“What, you can’t just telepathically transmit the integrals into my head?”

Dana’s expression remained unchanged.

“All right, all right.” OK sighed, sinking back onto the couch. He flipped his book to somewhere in the middle.

“Best to start from the beginning, darling,” Mimi urged, plopping down on the other side of him and pretending to examine her fingernails.

“Listen, you,” said OK, seizing her forearms with both hands, “I may be behind, but I’m not a total idiot.”

“Oh yeah?” said Mimi, cocking one eyebrow. “What is a trigonometric function, exactly?”

“It’s a . . . well . . . it’s a . . . Well, you know, it’s one of those things that’s difficult to say exactly what it means. Like the word surreptitious: you know what it means and could use it in a sentence, but nobody could really say the exact definition.”

“Surreptitious, an adjective: obtained, done, or made by clandestine or stealthy means. Middle English with Latin origins in surrepticius, from surreptus, the past participle of surripere, to take away secretly,” Dana recited instantly.

OK’s mouth fell open in a manner that made him look the way a caveman might if he had just been handed a cigarette lighter.

“I think I’m going to need to raise my price,” Dana said, flipping to the beginning of the book. “Now let’s see, where shall we start? Do you at least know your limits?”

“He definitely does not know his limits!” Mimi shrieked, swatting at OK’s hand, which he had surreptitiously—or so he had thought—placed on her knee.

“Sure I do,” said OK, smiling wickedly. “The limit, much like your beautiful self, is what I, the function, or f of x, approaches—moving closer and closer to,” he said, enacting his words and scooting closer and closer to Mimi. “But he can never,” he continued, inching closer as Mimi leaned away, “quite”—he spread his arms—“get there!” he concluded, throwing his arms around her and burying her beneath him.

Dana shook her head in disbelief and looked at Callie. “You’d think studying calculus is the one time we’d be safe from all this . . . flirting.” She wrinkled her nose.

Callie laughed. “Looks like you’ve got your work cut out for you.”

“Ahem!” Dana coughed, clearing her throat and tapping OK’s shoulder. When he failed to react, she grabbed him with a strength that seemed to surprise even her and threw him back against the couch. “You will stay right here. And you,” she said, pointing at Mimi. “If you insist on staying, kindly sit in the armchair over there.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Mimi laughed. She made her way to the overstuffed armchair where Callie was sitting and perched herself atop her roommate’s lap.

Callie smiled.

“Missed you, ma chèrie,” Mimi whispered, wrapping an arm around Callie’s shoulders.

“I somehow get the feeling that you’re the only one.” Callie sighed, watching while OK squinted at the notepad on which Dana was patiently drawing.

“Tut, tut.” Mimi clicked her tongue reproachfully. “You two . . .”

“I heard her this morning,” said Callie. “She sounded angry.”

“This is a triangle. Do you know what a triangle is?” Dana asked OK.

“A triangle—bless my boots. You mean that three-sided thing isn’t a square?”

Callie and Mimi burst out laughing. Dana silenced them with a glare. Mimi looked thoughtful. Turning to Callie, she said: “Yes, Vanessa is angry. Almost as angry as Mama the time she caught me finger-painting on her Chanel suits . . . Pourquoi pas: I was six and I had run out of paper!”

Was she kidding? As always, it was nearly impossible to tell.

“But seriously,” Mimi continued, “you two are so close. You will work it out.”

“I don’t know . . .” Callie murmured. She stared at the floor, wondering if Mimi knew about the tape. She certainly knew about Gregory at Harvard-Yale: he and Callie had hooked up in her shared hotel room, and even though Gregory had been gone, in mysterious Gregory fashion, by the time Callie had woken up that morning, Mimi had been the one to locate her underwear on the other side of the room. Oops. Mimi had spent that night across the hall in OK’s hotel room. In fact . . .

“What’s going on with you and Mr. Cotangent-ly Challenged?” Callie whispered.

“I do not know what you are speaking about.” Mimi grinned. “Though one might ask you the same question about—” She paused when Callie winced, almost as if she were in physical pain.

“Sorry,” Mimi muttered.

“No, it’s okay—” Callie started.

“What?” asked OK.

“Ugggg. Sorry, no, not you.” Callie moaned.

“Hey! Back to work!” snapped Dana.

“Fine, fine, sorry, back to cosine . . . fascinating . . .”

Callie laughed. “It’s all right,” she said to Mimi. “I haven’t heard from him since Harvard-Yale.”

“Wait,” said Mimi. “Which one?”

Callie half laughed, half groaned, dragging her hands from her forehead down the sides of her cheeks. “Both. Neither. Ha-ha. Exactly.”

“And now for the Who Wants to Be a Millionaire question,” said Mimi. “Which one do you want to hear from?”

Gregory paused with his hand hovering above the doorknob to C 24. Shaking his head, he turned back. Then he stopped in the middle of the hallway, eyeing the door again. “Idiot,” he muttered. Turning once more, he yanked open the door to his own suite, C 23.

“Back so soon?” asked Matt from where he was sitting on their big leather couch.

“Yeah,” muttered Gregory, sinking down beside him.

“Hey, is it cool if I use your computer to check my—”

“No!” Gregory cried, slamming the screen shut before Matt could discover a certain photograph from the Harvard-Yale tailgate that Gregory was in the habit of leaving open on his browser.

“Geez—sorry,” Matt apologized. “I’ll go get my own.”

When he returned, he found Gregory staring at his cell phone like he was facing down an archrival in a duel. For the moment they had reached a cool détente, but at any second the phone might leap up and start firing.

“Why do you keep checking your phone?” Matt asked.

“What? No reason,” said Gregory, dropping the phone like it had burned him.

“No judgment,” said Matt, holding up his palms. Gregory sighed and picked up the phone again, scrolling through his messages. Suddenly, Matt began to chuckle.

“What?” snapped Gregory.

Matt continued to laugh, shaking his head. “It’s just funny. Last fall you had all these women and now you’re kind of . . . acting like one.”

For a second Gregory looked murderous. Then he shrugged. “I fail to see the humor in that,” he murmured. “In fact, I think it’s a bit derogatory toward women.”

Matt’s eyes grew wide but Gregory didn’t notice; instead he was reading, or rather rereading, the unsent drafts in his phone’s out-box.


TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: I THINK
 ABOUT YOU EVERY DAY. IT’S LIKE I’M
 GOING CRAZY. WHY . . .

TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: REMEMBER
 THE BALCONY WHEN IT STARTED TO
 RAIN? THE WAY . . .

TO A, CALLIE: I SUPPOSE
 YOU WANT ME TO LEAVE YOU ALONE
 UNTIL YOU WORK TH . . .

TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: AS LONG AS
 I’M NEVER SENDING THESE, I WANT
 YOU TO KNOW THAT . . .

TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: I KNOW YOU
 PROBABLY THINK I COULD NEVER
 CHANGE, BUT MAYBE . . .

TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: CLINT
 E-MAILED ME AGAIN, WHICH IS WHY
 I’M NOT SENDING THES . . .

TO ANDREWS, CALLIE: GREG,
 YOU’RE AN IDIOT. YOU KNOW YOU’LL
 NEVER SEND THESE.



His fingers, as they had often done in the past few days, hovered over the Delete button. But he just couldn’t do it. Shaking his head, he keyed back over to his inbox.

It was still empty. Or at least empty of anything interesting save for the types of messages that had come in from Clint over Thanksgiving break: “ARE YOU SURE THAT I SHOULDN’T AT LEAST E-MAIL HER? NOT TALKING IS KILLING ME . . .”

Gregory’s forehead wrinkled guiltily as he reread his own response: “DON’T E-MAIL. YOU GAVE HER AN ULTIMATUM AND YOU NEED TO STAND BY IT. SHE PROBABLY WANTS HER SPACE. I’M SURE SHE WILL CONTACT YOU WHEN, OR IF, SHE’s READY TO TALK.”

It was clear that neither of them had spoken to her over Thanksgiving break. Maybe that meant that he and Clint were on an even playing field. That he would have a fighting chance.

“Going somewhere?” Matt asked as Gregory stood up again.

“No,” said Gregory, sitting back down. “No I’m not.”

“Enough about boys,” said Mimi. “What are you going to do about Vanessa?”

“What am I going to do? Why should I be the one to do anything?” asked Callie.

Mimi shrugged. “I am not sure I am understanding the expression correctly, but I think it is you who should be the bigger person. Even though she is the bigger person this way,” Mimi added, gesturing toward her hips.

Callie laughed. “You might not be on her side if you knew what she did to me—”

Mimi cut her off. “I am not taking sides. I do not judge. In fact, I really do not care what happened. I just do not want to spend my reading period being the Berlin Wall.”

Am I East or West Germany? Callie wondered.

And so Callie had eventually returned to her desk to pen an apology to the girl who had sold Callie’s secrets to Satan in exchange for a “guaranteed” membership in the Hasty Pudding social club. The club, which had rejected Vanessa in favor of Callie, had been the original source of tension in their relationship. (In graphic form it looked like: frenemies → friends → BFFs → frenemies → WWIII.)

It was then that Callie had spotted the “Manifesto” taped to her bedroom window. And so, when she began to write, her words took on a slightly different tone than a traditional apology.

In response to Item 1) You hooked up with Gregory at Harvard-Yale when you knew how I felt about him, she wrote:


What happened at Harvard-Yale was a huge mistake. It was wrong for us to have slept together, and if I could take it back, I would.



In response to Items 2) You screwed up our entire room dynamic and 3) You blew it with Clint, she couldn’t help but agree.


I messed up the room dynamic, and I probably blew it with Clint.



As for Item 4) You’re an all-out terrible person, she countered:


I may be a terrible person, but if I am, then you are just as bad, if not worse.



And now, on to Vanessa’s actions regarding Callie’s deepest secret, which she had conveniently neglected to include in the Manifesto.


I cannot believe that I was ever stupid enough to put my trust in someone like you.



Last but not least, in response to Item 5) There is no hope that I will ever forgive you. We will never be best friends ever again, she agreed, then amended:


There is no hope for us in the future. I don’t see how we could even just be friends.



“Let alone best friends,” Callie muttered aloud. And now, for the grand finale:


There’s nothing I can do about the fact that we’re living in such close quarters—believe me, if I could, I would—so let’s just try to stay as far away from each other as possible.



Setting down her pen, she took a deep breath and read the whole thing over from the beginning. Then, satisfied, she signed her name with a flourish. It wasn’t exactly the best apology; in fact, it sounded a bit more like a declaration of war. Better not let Mimi proofread it.

“’Lucy, I’m ho-ome!’” a voice yelled from the common room. The sound filled Callie with dread. The bitch—to use the bitch’s own catchphrase—was back.

“Ew, studying already? Reading period doesn’t even start until next week!”

“Just trying to get caught up,” OK explained.

Callie, note in hand, gritted her teeth. Here goes nothing, she thought. She stepped out of her room.

“Hey. Vanessa.”

Vanessa’s face froze for an instant, then relaxed. “Do you guys hear something?”

Mimi rolled her eyes. Dana looked up from the calculus, wrinkling her brow. “Yes, Callie just said, ‘Hey, Vanessa’!” Apparently sarcasm was still missing from the vast lexicon of Dana’s brain.

“Oh, my bad,” said Vanessa mildly. “I guess I just don’t know how to speak Traitorous Slut.”

Callie’s fists clenched at her sides.

“Well, really,” Dana began, setting aside her book, “if you’re going to insist on using that foul language, perhaps we had better take our tutorial elsewhe—”

“Have fun burning a hole in your pocket?” Callie cut in, eyeing the shopping bags in Vanessa’s hand. A bag full of overpriced party dresses and her iPhone were Vanessa’s favorite accessories. She was rarely seen without them. “Or should we say, Mommy and Daddy’s pocket?”

Vanessa stiffened. Then she forced a smile. “I have a date tonight,” she said, addressing Dana and Mimi. “And no, not with my best friend’s boyfriend, or my boyfriend’s best friend—it’s just not my style.”

Callie suddenly felt very tired. She just wanted to lie down and give up. Her response to the Manifesto had crumpled in her fist. It would only add gasoline to the fire; even a true apology note didn’t stand a chance of restoring the peace. It was like the Middle East. Not even Jimmy Carter was up to this task.

She exhaled and the note slipped through her fingers. It landed on the arm of the couch before sliding down to join the pile of papers next to OK’s textbook.

“All right, Vanessa; you win,” she muttered. “I’ll try to stay out of your way.”

“Thanks, pal . . . but wait!” Vanessa called as Callie turned toward her room. “I have a better idea! Why don’t you move to Pennypacker? Or somewhere even farther—like Siberia?”

“It’s chillier than Siberia in here,” OK muttered. Then louder: “Well, ladies, I had better get going back across the hall. Mimi?”

Mimi nodded and started to help OK gather his things.

“I’ll come, too,” said Dana. Noticing OK’s worried expression, she added. “To visit Adam. That was enough math for today.”

“Yo, Mimi,” said OK as she handed him a pile of his papers. “Now I know my calculus: it says you plus me equals us.”

“Eugh,” Mimi groaned. She stood and followed Dana out the door.

“Hey OK,” Callie called suddenly. “Could I talk to you for a second?”

“Sure thing, Blondie,” he said, pausing at the door.

“Maybe we should talk in the hall,” Callie suggested, feeling Vanessa’s eyes burning a hole into the back of her head.

“What’s up?” OK asked when they were alone.

“Um . . . well . . . do you think you could do me a favor?” asked Callie.

“Depends on the favor,” he said.

“Can you tell Gregory that I need to talk to him?”

“All right.”

“And that it’s about what happened at Harvard-Yale . . .”

“Got it.”

“And can you tell him—um—can you tell him that I missed him?”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” said OK, throwing up his hands. “That’s kind of a lot to remember.”

Callie laughed. “Do you want me to write it down for you?”

“No,” said OK, “I’ll manage. Callie, talk, Harvard-Yale, missed you—got it.”

“Great.” She turned back toward her door. “And OK,” she added, “thank you.”

Inside the common room, Vanessa was admiring her new dress in front of the full-length mirror. She whirled around when Callie walked in. Their eyes locked and Vanessa just stood there clutching the dress, seeming less sure of herself now without an audience. But then Callie turned and, beating Vanessa to the punch, walked into her bedroom and slammed the door.

Eyeing the train wreck that was her room, Callie sighed: she didn’t feel like cleaning; preparing for the final week of classes sounded like torture, unpacking would make things messier, and she was probably only one nap away from growing fur and turning into a sloth.

She pulled her running shorts out of her suitcase, along with sweatpants and a sports bra. A long run ought to cure her rage: with every step she pounded she could picture Vanessa’s face under her shoe.

“Do not, under any circumstances, go over there right now!” OK cried as he, Dana, and Mimi trouped into the common room across from C 24. Matt looked up questioningly, but Gregory, who had been on his way to the front door again, paused. “Why not?”

“It’s colder than the Cold War over there,” OK explained.

“Colder than Siberia,” Mimi added.

“East and West Berlin circa 1988,” said OK.

“Lauren Conrad and Heidi Montag circa 2008,” said Mimi.

“Yankees versus Red Sox.”

“Harvard versus Yale.”

“Harry Potter and Lord Vold—”

“Callie and Vanessa are in a fight,” Dana interrupted.

“Still?” asked Matt, looking concerned. “Isn’t that a little long—even for girl world?”

Dana shrugged. “I’m staying out of it,” she said. Then she walked into Adam’s room and closed the door behind her.

“I tried to convince Callie to kiss Vanessa and make up,” said Mimi, sinking onto the couch, “but Vanessa does not seem to be in a make-up mood.”

“Oh, well,” said OK, “guess you’ll just have to stay here until the fighting stops.” He grinned. “You can sleep in my room . . .”

“Video games, anyone?” Mimi asked, ignoring him and pointing to a shiny new copy of Grand Theft Auto V.

“Bien sûr, mon amour,” OK agreed in an abysmal French accent, throwing his calculus notes onto the coffee table and sitting down next to her.

“Sure, why not?” said Matt, picking up a controller.

“Gregory?” asked Mimi.

Gregory looked over his shoulder toward the door, then at the TV screen, and then back at the door. “Just give me one minute. There’s something I have to take care of first.”

Callie slipped out of C 24. Her feet already felt lighter in her running shoes. Practically jogging down the hallway, she took the stairs two at a time. When she burst out of the entryway, flecks of snow went flying, the freezing late November air nipping at her face. She breathed deeply, letting the frozen air fill her lungs, and then she began to run, leaving the monsters and demons in the dust.

Gregory crossed the hall and walked into C 24. It was empty, the door to Callie’s room shut. He took a deep breath and knocked.

No answer.

He looked over his shoulder, then shook his head and opened the door to her bedroom. It was also empty. And a huge mess.

“You’re here early!” a voice called from behind him.

“Oh,” Vanessa continued, stepping out of her bedroom and blushing when Gregory turned to face her. “Wrong person! I have a date later.”

“Uh—cool,” said Gregory. “Listen, Vanessa, could you do me a favor? Could you tell Callie that I stopped by?”

Two identical spots of color flared on Vanessa’s cheeks. Then she smoothed her face into a smile. “Sure,” she said.

Back inside his own common room, Gregory sank onto the leather couch opposite the virtual death match that had manifested in his absence. Mimi whooped when she lit a car on fire and Matt groaned, throwing his Xbox controller on the couch. Shaking his head, Gregory looked down at the stack of papers piled on the coffee table in front of him.

“Calculus?” he asked, rifling through the notes.

“Eh?” said OK, frantically pushing buttons.

But Gregory, who had just picked up a crumpled sheet of paper buried underneath Dana’s Notes on Triangles, did not reply.

“Oh, that reminds me,” said OK, his eyes glued to the television. “Callie wanted me to give you some sort of a message.”

Gregory tore his gaze away from the note he’d been reading and held it up: “So this—this is supposed to be for me, then?”

“What? Oh, she decided to write it down after all,” said OK, executing the police officer that he’d been holding at gunpoint. “I’m off the hook—excellent.”

Slowly Gregory looked back down at the piece of paper in his hands.


What happened at Harvard-Yale was a huge mistake. It was wrong for us to have slept together, and if I could take it back, I would. I messed up the room dynamic, and I probably blew it with Clint.

I may be a terrible person, but if I am, then you are just as bad, if not worse. I cannot believe that I was ever stupid enough to put my trust in someone like you.

There is no hope for us in the future. I don’t see how we could even just be friends.

There’s nothing I can do about the fact that we’re living in such close quarters—believe me, if I could, I would—so let’s just try to stay as far away from each other as possible.

Callie








Chapter Two
 Your New Assignments




From: Anne Goldberg

To: Anne Goldberg

BCC: Callie Andrews

Subject: Dues

Dear Pudding Members,

If you are receiving this e-mail, it is because we have yet to collect your installment of this semester’s dues. Just a friendly reminder that we need these before the end of the year should you wish to continue on as an active member of our organization. (Check, cash, or credit by December 31 at the absolute latest, please.) We have many exciting events to look forward to in the coming months, and it would be a shame for you to miss out! I know it’s a very busy time for all of us, but please do find a moment between this last week of classes and reading period to drop by the club, or e-mail me to arrange an appointment. I wish you the best of luck with the rest of year!

Cheers,

Anne Goldberg, Secretary




From: Student Receivables

To: Callie Andrews

Subject: Re: Possible Salary Advancement

Dear Ms. Andrews,

We regret to inform you that our offices are not authorized to grant an advancement of your salary for the position of Reference Desk Assistant at Lamont Library Services at this time. We sympathize with your predicament and suggest that, if the situation is grave, you schedule an immediate appointment with the Harvard College Financial Aid Office at 86 Brattle Street or apply for aid directly online. Raises, also by policy, are not available for students until they have been working at least one semester. We will evaluate your case come February 1, 2011.

Best of luck,

Student Receivables




To: Theresa Frederickson, Thomas Andrews

From: Callie Andrews

Subject: [Saved as DRAFT] I need to borrow one thousand dollars because . . .

My roommate’s cat is pregnant and needs a

The textbook for Economics 10b is really expensive and

I am so cold I need at least ten more layers of warm clothing

I have developed a gambling problem and the loan sharks are after me



Tap, tap, tap . . . Callie moaned and rolled over.

Tap, tap, tap . . .

Her hand flew out from underneath her covers to hit the snooze button on her cell, but the obnoxious noise continued. At some point the alarm had stopped ringing and her phone had figured out how to make a light rapping sound, almost like someone was knocking on her door.

Wait a second. Cell phones can do a lot of things these days, but they can’t tuck you in at night, make you breakfast, or say “I love you,” and they certainly can’t knock. Only humans can do that.

“Come in,” she called, sitting up in bed.

“Hey you!” a male voice said. Matt walked into the room with a huge grin on his face and stood hovering over her bed. “Welcome back!”

“Matty!” Callie cried, leaping up and wrapping her arms around him. For a second she felt self-conscious about her pajamas (boy shorts and a tank top). Should I change? she thought.

Nah
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