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				Praise for Laura Dave and London Is the Best City in America

		
				A San Francisco Chronicle Bestseller
		

		
				“Is every relationship a shot in the dark, or are some people meant to be together? That is what the endearingly quirky Emmy Everett ponders in Laura Dave’s charming, offbeat debut. . . . Dave steers clear of easy answers to deliver a novel that winningly explores the romantic choices we make.”
			

		
				—USA Today

		
				“London is twentysomething author Laura Dave’s first novel, and it’s such a satisfying read that you can’t even begrudge her the rumor that Hollywood it-girl Reese Witherspoon has optioned the film rights. . . . The relationships among her cast are complicated, fraught and tender. Her story reads sweet but real.”
		

		
			—The Washington Post Book World

		
				“London Is the Best City in America is a delicious comedy of manners and a smart examination of the heart and its desires. What a sparkling debut!”
		

		
				—Susan Isaacs, author of Any Place I Hang My Hat

		
				“I love when a book bites you in the ass, making it impossible to put down. This tale of an impending road trip bit me in the first paragraph—Laura’s writing is lyrical, witty and honest.”—Jane

		
				—Jane

		
				“The prime satisfactions of London come in its wisdom that the best possible thing any of the parties can hope for is that ‘someone would tell the truth.’ It keeps on course because it finds fresh ways to reinforce the most reliable piece of romantic wisdom around.”
		

		
				—The Philadelphia Inquirer

		
				“In this witty, touching and funny debut novel, author Laura Dave seems to have her finger on the pulse of a generation of twentysomethings. . . . London Is the Best City in America will strike a chord with anyone having trouble making important decisions.”
		

		
				—Bookpage

		
				“London Is the Best City in America is literally one of the best summer reads for 2006.”
		

		
				—PlumTV

		
				“What a wonderful debut this is! I was completely taken with it and read it, neglecting nearly everything else, with the kind of delight one feels when in the thrall of a master storyteller. Laura Dave isn’t on her way. She has arrived!”
			

		
			—Richard Bausch, author of Wives and Lovers

		
				“In Dave’s winning debut . . . it’s hard not to root for these vivid characters; even the heroine’s high school flame . . . is distinctive and likable, making Emmy’s interest in him contagious. Josh and Emmy’s happy, exasperating parents . . . round out the cast, giving readers plenty of reasons to enjoy this promising new author.”
			

		
			—Publishers Weekly

		
				“Dave serves up low-key drama and bittersweet romance with humor, intelligence, and genuine charm.”
			

		
			—DailyCandy.com

		
				“Incredibly deft, utterly satisfying . . . I love every character. A triumph of a first novel.”

		
			—Melissa Bank, author of The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing and The Wonder Spot

		
				“Dave’s absorbing, piercing debut takes place over a weekend. . . . So much happens in [this] wonderfully plotted first novel that it’s hard to believe the events all occur in the space of a few days. Dave expertly captures the ennui and indecision many twenty- and thirtysomethings grapple with when faced with big, life-changing decisions.”
			

		
			—Booklist

		
				“Siblings Emmy and Josh Everett both suffer from the quintessential problem of modern twentysomethings: paralysis from indecision. . . . The relatable storyline ends just as it should.”
			

		
			—Entertainment Weekly

		
				“London Is the Best City in America, is . . . perfect summer reading . . . or staying-up-all-night reading . . . or, well, you get the idea. . . . [In] a weekend of clandestine journeys, bittersweet moments and flashes of revelation, the quirky, thoughtful Emmy emerges as the quintessential romantic-comedy heroine.”
		

		
			—iVillage.com

		“Is it possible to have a crush on a book? If so, then I did and do for Laura Dave’s fine, funny, surprising first novel.”

		
				—Liam Callanan, author of The Cloud Atlas

		“Dave’s first novel is beautifully written . . . [her] characters care more about their personal journeys than their shoe brands. Fans of Melissa Bank and Jennifer Weiner will want to read this one.”
			

		
				—Library Journal

		“Laura’s debut novel reads like she’s been writing books for years and years. The book is polished, the prose is sharp, the story is multilayered.”
			

		—Conversations with Famous Writers
			

		
				“With its suspenseful plot, endearing heroine and vivid prose, Laura Dave’s London Is the Best City in America is an immensely appealing novel.”
		

		
			—Margot Livesey, author of Eva Moves the Furniture

		
				“Heartwarming, emotional and thought-provoking, Laura Dave’s debut novel strikes a core at the ties that bond a brother and sister . . . her descriptive storytelling makes the reader feel a connection to the lead characters as if they were the family next door. London Is the Best City in America is truly a winner.”
		

		
				—FreshFiction.com
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				If you are not too long, I will wait here for you all my life.
			

			—Oscar Wilde

		

	
		
			

			
				Narragansett, Rhode Island
			

			She told herself that if he touched her one time, she wouldn’t leave. She told herself that if in his sleep tonight, he reached for her, or put his hand on her leg, his hand on her knee, his face near her face, his leg against her leg, his mouth against her back, his palm on her stomach, his arm on her hip, his hip beside her leg, his head beneath her shoulders, his cheek along her neck—she would stick it out. All these options, he had! And Emmy would stick it out forever. Stay put, stay faithful, stay here.

			Where was here? Not home. They weren’t home. It was the Friday before Independence Day and a hundred degrees outside, and they were in a highway motel in southern Rhode Island, on their way to his parents’ in Maine for the long weekend. They hadn’t planned on stopping, but they had left the city late because her meeting with their wedding planner had run late, and then he had been annoyed. And then she had been annoyed because—did she really need to remind him?—she hadn’t wanted a wedding planner in the first place, had wanted just the two of them on a cliff somewhere, maybe New Mexico, high above sea level, adobe houses seeping into dry land.

			Emmy turned over onto her back. The sheets were stiff here. The fire alarm was right above her head. The television remote was next to her. The ordering went: her, television remote, him. He was on his back too. She could turn on the television and it wouldn’t wake him. She could get up and get dressed and go get a Coke at the vending machine and it wouldn’t wake him. She could sit with her Coke by the indoor pool for an hour or two hours and her absence wouldn’t wake him.

			If he happened to wake up by himself and see that she was gone, he would be worried, but not so worried that he’d come look for her. He would take a shower first. He would listen to the radio and get a traffic update. He would call his family to give them an estimated time of arrival. He would wait.

			It used to be another way. Emmy knew this. Just like she knew that if she left today, she would lose him. She was losing him slowly anyway. But if she left today, she would lose him quickly and entirely. Her devotion had been enough to ward that off so far. To keep them together. Matt was loyal to that type of devotion. He was marrying her, wasn’t he? He’d keep showing up for her and sleeping with her and spending his time with her, and maybe if she paid less attention to him, she wouldn’t see that he wasn’t in love with her anymore. Maybe, after time, she could convince herself that he was at least something close to in love with her, or he could convince himself of the same thing. And she could go on, the way she had been going on—both having him and longing for him.

			But not if she left today. If she left today, he would need to go to his parents’ alone and tell them what had happened. He’d need to stand there by himself and explain that she had disappeared on him. He’d need to give them reasons why. For all of these things, he would never forgive her.

			At six A.M., Matt turned onto his side, his back toward her. His hands were somewhere beneath the sheets. Emmy crawled out of bed and went into the bathroom. She brushed her teeth and washed her face and pulled her hair into a bun. She had long brown hair that she washed in horse shampoo to keep it soft. She put on the peach sundress she had been wearing the day before. She had very pale skin, which didn’t look so good beneath peach. It looked better beneath blues and ivories and reds.

			Her suitcase was already packed, so she took it. She left him the car keys and the car. She closed the door behind herself. She stopped at the front desk to pay for the room. She wanted to leave him a note, but she didn’t know what to say. So she got another room key from the day manager and let herself back into the room and took off her peach dress and got back into bed with him.

			Now they were face to face.

			A little before nine, his eyes fluttered open. Still, green eyes. He looked at her.

			She reached out and touched his cheek, first with the outsides of her fingers, then with the insides.

			“Did you know it’s supposed to rain later?” she asked.

			Matt shook his head no. He yawned.

			“It is,” she said. “Big-time. Big storm. It should cool things down a bit.”

			He nodded, his eyes starting to close again. This, of course, was only his preliminary wake-up. There would be another two, maybe three, until one took. She wouldn’t be around for those. She took off her engagement ring and put it on the pillow and got back out of bed and put back on her peach sundress and picked up her suitcase again and walked out the hotel room door again, and this time she did it forever.

		

	
		
			

			part one

		

	
		
			

			
				Three Years Later
			

			The main jetty in Point Judith, Rhode Island, is long and narrow. Early enough on any weekday morning it isn’t uncommon to see a few people lined up along it, waving a final good-bye to the fishermen who are pulling out of port to sea. It is for luck that they do this: they stand there until the fishermen make their way past the last marker—past that last mark—drifting completely out of sight. That is, except, on the first Friday morning of any month, when Jesse O’Brien’s lobster boat pulls out of that port. Then his girlfriend, Betsy, stands there waving for only a minute before running away herself. This way, Jesse is the one who ends up having to watch her leave him.

			From the back room of the small bait and tackle shop, I’d watched Betsy make her full-speed run off that jetty several times. It was one of the few perks of working there: the view of the jetty, and the larger-than-life fishing boats—the pale blue ocean lumbering out farther than I knew how to see. It was a perfect view. And it almost made up for what I could see from the shop’s front room—the dusty roadside with its power lines and windblown debris, and the small highway motel that I had walked out of exactly three years before.

			The truth is that after my dramatic exit from the motel room, I didn’t slink far. Just down the highway, two lefts—first onto South Pier Road, then Ocean Road—right into the main part of town, the pier, where I found a different motel room (which I paid for, immediately, through the next week) and took a shower, and lay down on my back, on the floor, trying to figure out what to do next.

			I had no idea what to do next.

			Eventually, though, I got off the floor and headed back outside, and took a very long walk along the ocean, and decided that if someone were going to pick a place to be self-stranded, this beach town wasn’t a bad one to choose.

			
				Things seemed to just happen from there. Within the first few days, I found a house-sitting gig in a guesthouse up on Boston Neck Road, the main road that ran straight into town, along the pier, all the way up to the university. It wasn’t quite an oceanside house, but close to being an oceanside house. And in exchange for light housework, I had free rein with the mostly unfurnished 3,000-square-foot guesthouse: a place I rarely left with the exception of weekday mornings, when I’d drive down to the other end of Narragansett, where I became the assistant manager (aka only employee) at the tackle shop. This was not the famous tackle shop—the one connected to the equally famous seafood restaurant, and frequented by tourists and party fishers and summer people who owned boats with names like So F-In Happy. It was the other one, the one on the far end of the docks, the raggedy one nestled in right by the water tower.
			

			Today, I was hanging there long after my shift ended—just circling the back room—long after Betsy came and disappeared. It seemed better than the alternative, which I was forced to remember every time my eyes fixed on my boss’s Porsche-of-the-month calendar hanging on the wall. I had circled today’s date in bright red marker. July 4. Independence Day. In the “4” square, I had written—ny. In small, small letters.

			“Hey, Manhattan.” I turned toward the back room’s doorway, leading storefront, to see Bobby, the shop’s owner, with two steel fishing rods in one hand, a bucket of Dum Dum lollipops in the other.

			Bobby was sixty-seven, recently remarried to the same wife for the third time, and regularly annoyed at everyone in the world except for me, even if he did still refer to me by the nickname—Manhattan—that he had coined my first day on the job. He was always especially angry at the shop’s few loyal customers, whom he blamed for keeping him from the retirement he’d been talking about since before his wife came back to him for round two. Weekly, he’d remind me to look for a new job. Daily, he’d say that we’d soon be closing down for good.

			“Aren’t you supposed to be on your way home by now?” How could I answer? I was. I really was.

			“I’m just bracing myself,” I said.

			
				He gave me a look, which I ignored. What I was bracing myself for was this: my brother Josh was getting married. I needed to start driving toward suburban New York, toward my childhood home, for his wedding. But I just couldn’t bear the endless questions that I knew would come my way as soon as I walked into wedding-weekend territory: What’s your personal life like? When are you getting married? What’s your plan after leaving Rhode Island? And what, again, are you still doing there?
			

			“Would you mind bracing yourself out front then?” he asked. “We’ve got overflow.”

			Overflow, for us, was more than two customers. A quick peek out front revealed we had three. This included a young waitress from the fancy seafood restaurant/tackle shop, who liked to come over to us during her breaks. I wasn’t quite sure why. In three years, I’d never seen her buy anything. Not even a Dum Dum.

			Who was I to judge? From the beginning, no one back home understood all the time I was spending in this tackle shop—or my decision to stay in Rhode Island at all, for that matter. So I came up with a legitimate reason for sticking around. I decided to make a documentary about the wives of offshore fishermen. Where better to do that than in a fishing town? I thought it would be interesting to take a look at all these women who were constantly being left. Who were needing to take care of everything alone again for one, two, three months at a time while their husbands were off at sea. Who were, ultimately, in a constant state of waiting.

			
				It seemed like a very good idea, at first. But all these years later, the project wasn’t exactly where I’d hoped it would be. Where anyone could rightfully expect it to be. This was in no small part due to the fact that while I had initially planned on interviewing just a couple of wives to keep the project manageable—four or five wives, tops—I had moved a little beyond my initial subject pool.
			

			I was on wife 107.

			At last count.

			Somewhere along the line, it had all just gotten so warped in my head. The different wives all starting to blend into each other—blond hair becoming brown, cigarettes becoming bitten-down fingernails, tattoos becoming reading glasses—until I couldn’t see them at all anymore. Three Amys and four Jens and six Christinas and one Daisy and seven Jills and two Laurens and four Lindas and three Gayles and five Josies and three Ninas and four Theresas and one Carrie and five Nicoles and six Emilys and eight Maggies and four Dianes and three Kristies and two Sues and four Beths and nine Julies and three Maras and seven Lucys and two Junes and five Kates and two Lornas and four Saras—and I couldn’t see anything they were telling me. Not any of them.

			All I could see, still, was Matt.

			Bobby readjusted the lollipop bucket in his arms. “You know what, Manhattan? Forget it. Just get going already. Weddings wait for no man. Believe me.” He turned to head back out to the front.

			The clock on the wall said 3:35 P.M. I was supposed to meet my brother at the Scarsdale Pool in exactly four hours and ten minutes to watch the fireworks. I had promised Josh, promised my whole family, that I’d be home in time for that. Considering the inevitable holiday weekend traffic I was about to face, if I didn’t leave right then my lateness would be the first thing I’d need to explain.

			
				From the shop’s back exit to the driver’s side of my car takes forty-eight seconds. I knew this now because I counted as I went—nine fast paces across the parking lot, closing the car door behind me, adjusting the rearview mirror, buckling myself in. It stopped me from thinking for a minute. But then I saw all my bags in the backseat of my car, the greater half of everything I owned staring back at me, and I still couldn’t help but wonder if I’d forgotten something important. If I’d forgotten the one thing that would tell everyone I was okay. What was the one thing that I thought would convince them I was doing just fine, here, on my own? A short-sleeved purple sweater? That seemed doubtful.
			

			I put my car in reverse, pulling out of the parking lot just as June Martin (aka June #2) was making a left into it, riding close to the wheel in her red Volvo station wagon. Her kids weren’t in the backseat, but all of their things were clogging up the back windows, the trunk windows even: car seats and balloons, candy-food wrappers, stuffed toys.

			June had three girls: Dana, Carolyn, and Holly. Tomorrow was the youngest one’s birthday party. June brought an invitation to me at the shop last week. It was still in my glove compartment—all pink and shiny—like a leftover wish. When you were hoping to attend a kid’s birthday party, you knew you were in trouble.

			“You going this way?” June mouthed, pointing in the direction of my house, moving her wagon forward so I could make the right that way.

			But I pointed in the other direction, pointed—with something like reluctance or resolve—in the direction of the highway, and New York.

			“This way,” I mouthed back, giving her a small smile, a wave good-bye. She waved back. Then I headed where I said I would.

			I was going home.

		

	
		
			

			

			Here’s the thing about going home again.

			You don’t always know what you’ll remember. And, still, it was starting to seem to me that—if you paid close enough attention—you could sometimes predict moments that were going to turn out to be important, moments that would stay with you. There had been at least a dozen times over the course of my childhood that I had gone with my brother Josh to the Scarsdale Pool to watch the fireworks on July 4. If you wanted to watch Independence Day fireworks in my hometown, there weren’t a whole lot of other options. But tonight, from the moment we arrived, it felt different. We were sitting in our usual spot on the hillside—looking down over the main pool, a little outside of the main crowd—when everything started moving into this bizarrely sharp, almost etched focus. And suddenly I felt oddly aware of how clear the sky was, how blond and happy the family on the blanket next to us was, how everything was bright and fluid even while it was happening—already existing closer to memory than reality. It was like a warning shot that something intense was coming.

			And even though I had agreed to go to the fireworks—had agreed to sit on that small hill and eat hot dogs and watch the bright colors in the sky—part of me wanted to suggest we leave right then, get out early and beat the crowds to the parking lot, head home. Because given the right set of circumstances, given an intense moment, those things can certainly mess with you— fireworks and clear air and happiness—can make you think the world is a way it isn’t, can make you say things that, on another night, you would never say.

			That Josh would never say. Such as: “I’m not sure I’m doing the right thing. You know, getting married this weekend.”

			I turned and looked at him in disbelief. He was staring straight ahead, taking a bite of his hot dog. It was enough to make me think I’d imagined what I’d heard. That I’d made it up. I mean—who would eat a bite of hot dog right after saying something like that? A crazy person. My brother wasn’t crazy. At least I hadn’t thought so.

			But then it happened again.

			“Emmy,” he started—using my name this time, emphasizing the “m” sound the way he’d always do, turning my name into one small letter. “Are you going to just pretend you didn’t hear me?”

			“You were chewing,” I said.

			“Not until after. Don’t ignore me.”

			One of the first things Josh ever taught me, maybe the very first, was that you absolutely had to ignore everything you weren’t ready to deal with. It was your only shot of keeping it at bay. Like the first day of school, for instance. This was his favorite example. If no one talked about the first day, he’d say—if no one planned it or agreed to it or worked toward it—it couldn’t happen. How could it happen? What a little genius he’d been! If everyone had just shut up about school starting, it could have stayed summer forever.

			I put my hot dog down, wiping my hands on my jeans. “I’m not ignoring you, Josh,” I said. “I’m listening.”

			“Because there might be a problem here,” he said. “I love Meryl and everything, but there really might be a big problem.”

			In demonstration, he made a “big” rectangle sign with his hands, his hot dog in one of them, a large Coke cup in the other. The little girl from the blond family was staring at him. I wondered what she thought she saw—this child-man in his dirty baseball cap, white button-down shirt, bare feet. My big brother. Best friend since birth. Childhood hero. Huge baby. He was going to be thirty-one next month. In less than seventy-two hours, he was supposed to be someone’s husband. Someone who, even if it wasn’t the point, I really loved.

			“Does this problem have a name, Josh?” I asked.

			He was quiet for a long minute in which I got to imagine that my instinct was wrong. Maybe this had nothing to do with another woman. It would be easier if it didn’t. I figured that he’d be more likely to get married this weekend if it didn’t have something to do with that.

			“Elizabeth,” he said.

			My heart dropped. I could actually feel it—the hollowing out of it—until it filled my whole stomach, like a drum. I couldn’t remember having heard about anyone named Elizabeth from him, not during the year he’d spent alone in Boston, not since I’d been living in Rhode Island. The fact that he’d kept her to himself made her seem bigger, somehow, more important.

			“Elizabeth?” I said.

			“Elizabeth, yes. Elizabeth.”

			I couldn’t look at him, not when he wasn’t looking back at me. I stared at the main pool instead, blocked off with a fat orange rope so that nobody could fall in. Or jump. One of the first times Josh brought Meryl home with him, we swam in this pool—all three of us, together. She was wearing this backless green bathing suit that revealed a thin line of freckles right along her spine. I was only sixteen. I’d never seen anything like that.

			“She has no idea, does she?” I said.

			“Meryl?” He shook his head. “No, I don’t think so.”

			“You sure?”

			“Pretty sure.”

			I didn’t know what to say then. It all felt too crazy. I was supposed to be Meryl’s maid of honor on Sunday. I had a long blue sheath dress with thin straps. I had a pearl necklace I never would wear otherwise. I had white lily hairpins. Josh had encouraged all of this.

			“You want pizza?” Josh said. “I want to get a slice of pizza before we leave. And another soda.”

			“You think the snack bar’s even open still?”

			“I think it could be.”

			Then he stood up. I shielded my eyes against the night sky, staring up at him. I had a million questions to ask, but none that I was particularly ready to hear the answers to.

			“What, Emmy?” he said, looking down at me.

			“I just want to know how you can be so sure,” I said. “That Meryl doesn’t know? I mean, how can you know that?”

			“Didn’t we just cover this?” he said.

			There was an edge to his voice. He wasn’t good at disappointing people, which I could already guess was at least part of the reason that he was in the position he was in now. He couldn’t seem to tell anyone no, even when that was exactly what was needed.

			“I’m just trying to understand,” I said, as he sat back down.

			“Which part?”

			“How you got here,” I said.

			He didn’t say anything, but lay all the way back on the grass, covering his eyes with his arm.

			I swatted at him. “Come on. Go get your pizza before the thing closes.”

			He shook his head. “I don’t want it anymore.”

			“You don’t want it anymore?”

			“No,” he said.

			“What do you want, Josh?”

			“Something else,” he said.

		

	
		
			

			

			Who once said that, in any family, there was one child who was better at things, even if exactly how much better was never spoken? There was the one who got the better grades and did better at sports, who things just came easier for. It seemed to me that, usually, it was the older one who would tread the straighter path, whose initial accomplishments would run deeper. Could it be just a coincidence that so many of the great sufferers—those who would eventually take to art and writing and music and dance—were younger or youngest siblings? Joyce and Twain and Austen and Baryshnikov. Were they always feeling like they were just in a game of catch-up they had already lost?

			I never had any illusion of ever being able to catch up. In our family, at least, Josh was always quicker than I was. He was the one that made all the all-star teams and got straight A’s, the one who knew who he wanted to be. His goals might have changed a little over the years, but only in the most assured and boring way: pediatrician, brain surgeon, pediatrician again. He never had any inappropriate ideas like joining the circus or moving to Alaska. At fifteen, Josh was already taking a psychology class at the community college, looking into seven-year medical programs, telling our parents’ dinner guests coyly about his plans. And he was certainly always the one who was better at relationships. He had been with Meryl for the better part of the decade, and it appeared to be fairly smooth sailing for the two of them: maintenance during the end of college, all through Josh’s medical school and residency, well into their current cohabitation in Los Angeles.

			My own relationship history was a little messier, more dramatic, which—whether or not it’s the nicest thing to say about myself—was also a fairly accurate way to describe the behavior that landed me in the second-place position. While Josh was navigating the straight and possible, I spent most of my younger years conjuring up situations for myself that could never be: becoming a dancer in Brazil (I was relegated to the back row in after-school ballet class), marrying a rock star (cigarette smoke at concerts made my eyes swell closed), running a cruise ship (tendency to get seasick in port).

			
				But Josh and Meryl—they had always made sense. Even how they met was such a nice story, so in want of a happy ending. It was the night of Halloween during their senior year of college. Meryl was having a party at her house off-campus, and Josh went dressed as a frog (my idea: kiss the frog and he’ll turn into a prince). He had gone to the party because he liked one of Meryl’s roommates. Would you believe me if I told you she was dressed like a princess? Meryl, not the roommate. From the very beginning then, Josh would later say, he wasn’t sure he deserved her. But Meryl’s boyfriend—who was away at medical school—didn’t make it back for the party even though he had promised to. So she found herself sad in the bathroom, having broken up with him earlier that day or the day before. They’d argue over the actual moment—don’t you think I’d know, he was my boyfriend?—as if that was the interesting part. The interesting part, if you ask me, was that they spent the whole night in the bathroom, frog and sad princess, while someone in desperation was throwing up outside, trying to open the door. That part’s not interesting, Josh liked to say. That’s disgusting.
			

			Here’s the only part of them, of my brother and Meryl, that I found myself questioning during those years after they graduated from school: Why were they waiting so long—through year after year of close friends tying the knot—to get married themselves? They lived together out in Los Angeles, already existing in a fairly married state. But Josh said that neither of them was really in a rush to “make it official.” His words, not mine. One of the main reasons he offered for this non-rush was that Meryl took wedding pictures for a living, which seemed to considerably lower her threshold for thinking in any detail about her own big day.

			
				This seemed like a plausible explanation, especially because, even once Meryl started planning her wedding, she made it very clear that she wanted to keep the wedding low-key: family, a few friends, a small tent in my parents’ backyard. In my parents’ backyard. She was most adamant about this part. Maybe this was partially due to the fact that her own family situation was a little complicated. Her parents—Bess and Michael, the parents who raised her—lived on the Upper East Side of Manhattan in a duplex that wrapped around two city blocks. Her birth parents, on the other hand, were sociology professors at a small college in the Ozark Mountains. As far as anyone could tell—until Meryl had found them a few years before—they hadn’t spent any time to speak of away from the Ozark Mountains. But now they too were en route to this weekend’s wedding. An entire wedding weekend.
			

			How had that happened? How had Meryl’s plans for an intimate family-only wedding turned into a full-blown extended celebration? No one was exactly sure, but it had something to do with her decision to let Bess take over the majority of the planning. Bess turned the reception into a three-hundred-person affair at the Essex House in New York City, complete with a ten-piece band and a cocktail hour and a very expensive pineapple cake.

			Then my mother—in an attempt to give Meryl and Josh what they had originally wanted—decided to host a fifty-person rehearsal dinner in our backyard, which was now taking place tomorrow night.

			And tonight, post-fireworks, I had helped organize a small late-night bachelor party at a local bar for Josh. The bachelor party was my apology, in a way, for being so absent over the course of the wedding planning. Josh and Meryl had been so far away out in California—me, just a few hours from New York City by car. I could have stepped in and tried to negotiate things with Bess, tried to shrink the massive party planning. But I hadn’t. Not that Josh had complained once about this. Meryl wouldn’t let him. She understood that I couldn’t really come back to New York, not yet. She understood that even after Josh thought it was time I did. Even after everyone else in my life thought it was time I did too. I felt myself starting to panic and turned to Josh. I needed to talk him through this. I needed to hear him talk.

			“Josh,” I said. “What are you going to do?”

			He didn’t answer me. He didn’t even move. I tried to think of what I really wanted to say to him. Already, I’d made him feel alone in this. I didn’t want to make it worse. But, still, it didn’t make much sense to me. This was him. This was Meryl and him. For a decade now. For forever now. That first day the three of us had come to this pool together, I forgot to put on sunblock and severely burned the tops of my feet and toes. Meryl had made a pail for me of vinegar and oatmeal. She told me that it would take the sting out. She sat there until the red went down.

			“I mean, I’m on your side. Of course I’m on your side. I just hope you’re considering everything that needs to be considered, you know? People get scared to get married. They get really scared. How many movies start with someone running the wrong way down the aisle?”

			I looked down at him, waiting for a response. But he didn’t say anything. He didn’t even move his arm off his eyes. And upon closer inspection, I realized that his chest was moving up and down a little too steadily, his eyes closed tightly beneath his bent arm.

			I poked him hard in the ribs.

			He shot up, startled. “What?” he said. “What’s the matter?”

			It made me mad. I was here contemplating his future, and he was sleeping. This was what he did, though—this was how he did things. Sleeping was his main defense mechanism, like running away, for someone else, or pretending not to understand. Or maybe I was giving him too much credit. Maybe he was just that uninvolved.

			“You asked me a question,” I said. “You asked if I was ready to go home.”

			“Are you?” he said, confused.

			I handed him his flip-flops.

			“Very,” I said.

		

	
		
			
			

			It was hard for me to think about Josh and Meryl without also thinking about Matt and me. Beyond the arguably analogous situation Josh had managed to find himself in now, my brother’s situation with Meryl had often, in other ways, mirrored my situation with Matt. Or, maybe I should say, our situation matched theirs. For one thing, it was exactly a year to the day after Josh met Meryl that I first met Matt. The reason I remember this for certain is that we, too, met the night of Halloween—the Halloween following their first meeting, actually—a coincidence that I found a little bizarre at the time. But over the years since, I kept meeting people who had a Halloween either at the beginning or the end of their relationship.

			And I started to think that maybe it wasn’t bizarre at all—maybe it just made a certain kind of sense that it would be easier for people to act most like themselves when they were pretending to be someone else. This could also begin to explain why so many old-school wedding superstitions were wrapped up in All Hallows’ Eve. Young brides-to-be used to stand around a fire holding stringed apples over the flames. Legend went that the young woman whose apple fell would marry first and have the longest and happiest union. The one whose apple fell last would have the toughest time. Young grooms, meanwhile, would crawl under a blackberry bush in their costumes

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/9781440628573_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						About the Author


						Books by Laura Dave


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Epigraph


						Narragansett, Rhode Island


						Part One


						Three Years Later


						Part Two


						Part Three


						Part Four


						Part Five


						Penguin Readers Guide


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Copyright


						Cover


						Cover


						Start


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/9781440628573_title_page.jpg
london is
the best city
in america

laura dave








OEBPS/images/9781440628573_cover.jpg
“Winningly explores the
A NOVGI romantic choices we make.”
2 —USA TODAY






