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Nov. 28, 7:30 P.M.

I just took my own picture with a Polaroid camera. The last photograph of me before I lose my virginity. I sat on the bed and held the camera at arms length and smiled. The flash turned my eyes all red, so now I have this Last Picture of Jonah as a Virgin, and I look like some kind of werewolf. Tonight, when I get back from Posies, maybe Ill take another photograph and compare the two.

Im sitting in my room, listening to Moms radio show, Pillow Talk, on WOMN-FM. I have to admit its become an obsession. Its like a horror movie where you cover your eyes, but then you spread your fingers and peek because you have to see what happens next.

All these kids are calling Mom up and asking her these crazy questions. Im a fifteen-year-old girl and whenever I kiss a guy I get the hiccups. Is this normal? Or, Im a sixteen-year-old boy and I like to read Vogue and Mademoiselle. Is this normal? Or, Im a seventeen-year-old boy and I dont want to touch a girl unless Im listening to Jay-Z. Is this normal? No matter what questions get asked, Mom always answers the same thing: Tell meare you being nice to yourself?

I almost called up Mom myself. Heres what Id say: Doctor Black, Im this seventeen-year-old guy who was held back a year in school for completely unfair reasons and now Im in the eleventh grade all over again while my friends are all seniors, and Im just about to sleep with the perfect girl whos been my friend since I was ten, except that I cant stop thinking about this kind of mystery girl I know from this boarding school in Pennsylvania I used to go to. Is this normal?

I could even answer her next question: And no, Im not being nice to myself. I think Im being nice to everybody else, though. Does that count?

What does being nice to yourself mean exactly anyway?

I think Im going to jump on my bike and head over to Posies house pretty soon. Ive got the flowers I bought from Rite Aid, and the condoms I bought a couple weeks ago. I even hav



(Still Nov. 28, ten minutes later)

Okay, at that exact second the phone rang.

Somehow I knew it was Sophie from the sound of the ring. I cant explain this except that as I walked to the kitchen to pick up the cordless, I had absolutely no doubt about who it was.

Hi? Jonah? I could see her so clearly, I could almost smell her shampoo. It was amazing that she could be calling me in Pompano Beach, Florida, all the way from Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania, and have it sound like she was in the same room. In the background, I could hear the sound of the traffic on Lancaster Pike, which is this big road in front of Masthead Academy. I knew she was standing at the pay phone outside Webber Hall, which is the administration building. I wondered why she hadnt used the phone in the hallway of the girls dorm, but maybe she wanted privacy when she talked to me. I liked that.

Sophie? I said. How are you?

Imokay. I guess, she said. Kind of weird, actually.

Really? Are you all right? I asked. She sounded strange.

Yeah. Im all right. Its just weird, you know? I miss you.

I miss you, too, Sophie. Hows everything at Masthead?

Oh, Jonah, you know what its like here. Its lunatic city. Except its worse because everybodys under all this pressure, waiting to find out where we got into college.

Where did you apply? I asked her.

There was this big pause.

Uh, you dont have to tell me if you dont want to, I said.

No, its okay. I applied to a bunch of schools. Stanford, in California. Tulane, in New Orleans. Carleton, in Minnesota. The University of Colorado. And the University of Central Florida.

UCF? You applied to UCF? I said. Its not exactly the greatest school in the world. Its good for partying, though, I guess.

Yeah, well. Its good to keep your options open, right? Sophie said.

I guess.

Where are you applying, Jonah?

I wanted to come up with some great lie for her, but I couldnt. Im not applying to schools, I said. Im back in eleventh grade. Remember?

Oh, right, Sophie said. I could almost feel myself shrinking in her eyes. Because of the...the thing last spring.

I loved the way she called it the thing. Yeah, because I drove a car through the wall of a motel by accident. Because I was trying to save you, Sophie. Because I was trying to keep you from having to sleep with my stupid ex-roommate Sullivan the Giant. Because I got expelled and had to come back to live at my moms house in Pompano Beach. Because Im a loser!

Orlandos not far from where you are, is it, Jonah? she said.

Well, its a couple of hours away, actually.

Oh. She sounded disappointed. Well, anyway. Thats part of why Im coming down there. To check out the campus. That, plus Im taking this vacation with my parents. There was a little pause. Did you still want to try to get together? When I come down?

Yeah, I said. Id like that. Then I thought about Posie, less than a mile away, waiting for me to come over for our Big Night. I didnt even feel that guilty. Whats wrong with me?

Were staying at the Porpoise, Sophie told me. The schedule is, Im at Masthead until the nineteenth. Then Im flying up to Maine to spend Christmas with my family in Kennebunkport. Then on the twenty-sixth were all going down to Disney World. Why dont we try to meet then?

Okay. I have to try to figure this out, though. I need a good excuse for why Id go to Orlando for a couple days, I said.

Well, you could tell them youre meeting a girl at some hotel. How do you think that would go over with your mother? Sophie joked.

I could still hear my mothers voice on the radio. Bup, bup, bup, she said, interrupting some caller. It doesnt matter what you think! Whats important is how you feel!

I dont know how it would go over, I said. Its none of her business, myyou know. Love life.

There was another long pause. I pictured Sophie standing there outside in the cold. The Masthead senior class was probably doing its annual Christmas tree sale out in the parking lot.

Im not going to tell my parents, either, Sophie said.

Tell them what?

That Im going to see you.

I couldnt think of anything to say in response. I just let those words echo all over my body.

Hey, Jonah, theres something else I want to tell you, Sophie said.

What?

About your roommate? I mean, ex-roommate? she said.

Sullivan?

I never slept with him, Jonah. I wanted you to know. I havent slept with anybody, actually. Ive been waiting.

Me too, I whispered. But I was about to go over to my friend Posies house and sleep with her. I felt like I was going to snap in two. I couldnt figure out which girl I was being unfaithful to.

Im glad, Sophie said. In the background, I heard a car horn honk. Uh-oh, gotta go, she said hurriedly. Ill call you again, okay? Why dont you book a room at the Porpoise from the twenty-seventh to the thirtieth? Then we can just see each other whenever I can get away from my parents. Okay? Ill talk to you later. Bye!

And then she hung up.

Now Im sitting on my bed writing this down in my notebook. Im wearing my best black shirt and this pair of jeans that I know Posie likes. Im looking at this photograph of myself with red werewolf eyes. Im holding a bouquet of flowers.

And all I can think about is going to Disney World to stay at a hotel with Sophie.



Nov. 29, 12:30 A.M.

Okay, so it was a disaster. I went over there and

Actually, you know what? This is too depressing to write right now. Im going to bed. Ill give this another shot tomorrow. For now let me just write down the three magic words for tonight: STUPID STUPID STUPID.



Nov. 29

Its Saturday morning, almost eleven A.M., but Im still in my room. I cant make myself face the world today. I just feel like sitting here listening to music and writing. Im listening to Radiohead, which is perfect for my mood. Seriously morbid.

All right, now for the exciting details of Jonahs Big Disaster.

Maybe if I write this quickly it wont be so horrible. Maybe not.

I went over to Posies and man did she have the place all set up. She had a fire going in her parents fireplace. Its one of those fake gas fireplaces, but it was nice anyway. Shed made this whole dinner for usa roasted chickenand shed got out her parents good china and silverware. As it turned out, her folks had decided to stay overnight in Lauderdale. Plus, her little sister, Caitlin, had gone out with her friends to the Muvico, so we had the whole place to ourselves. Caitlin was going to be back around eleven, but that was all right. Caitlin was cool with me and Posie being together.

Anyway, we started to eat this chicken and Posie had even opened a bottle of white wine. It was sweet and went right to my brain and I was just sitting there in this kind of haze.

Posie was wearing a black lacy top that kind of clung to her, and it was all I could do to keep my eyes on her face. She also had on a short khaki skirt that showed off her legs. Maybe sometime I should write a whole thing about Posies legs, because they are like, this natural wonder, like the Grand Canyon or Mount Rushmore. She has this crazy tan from being out on the ocean so much, and she has really strong muscles from surfing, too. But she doesnt have those giant weight-lifter legs that a lot of girls get when they work out. They just seem strong and smooth and brown and amazing.

Of course I couldnt see her legs under the tablecloth, but I knew they were there.

Posie asked me if I like chicken.

I like this one a lot, I said.

Whats your favorite part of the chicken? she said.

Im not sure.

And then she said, You know, what I like is the thigh. I love the dark meat on the thigh. Its so delicate and moist. What do you think, Jonah? Do you like the thigh?

I laughed. Yeah, Posie, the thigh is all right.

Then she said, But sometimes I like the breast better. The white meat on the breast is kind of soft and delicious, too. I dont know. Its kind of hard to choose between the breast and the thigh, isnt it, Jonah?

Posie is such a nut. I loved how she was teasing me with that whole chicken thing. It felt so great, just sitting there being seduced by her.

There are a lot of parts to admire in a chicken, arent there? I said, grinning at her.

Mmm-hmm, Posie said. Then she laughed. Hey, Jonah, she said. Why dont you come over here and admire my parts?

So I stood up and walked over to her and kissed her brains out.

After a while, Posie took me by the hand and we went into her bedroom and I lay down on her bed, the same bed Id been sitting on since we were kids, only now it felt like something else, like a launch pad for a rocket over at Cape Canaveral.

Im going to be right back, she said, and went into the bathroom. I took off all my clothes and got under the covers and waited for her. I couldnt believe it was going to happen. I suddenly remembered about the condoms, so I got up and got my wallet out of my pants pocket and got the Trojan and put it on Posies bedside table. Then I got back into bed again. Just in time for Posie to come out of the bathroom wearing absolutely nothing. She went over to her bureau and lit a candle and then turned off all the rest of the lights in the room and lay down next to me and kissed me.

I put my arms around her and I felt like I had super powers. Like I was The One. Keanu Reeves in The Matrix.

I love you, Jonah, Posie whispered. Take off your clothes.

I love you, too, Sophie, I said.

I heard it as I said it, but I didnt realize how horrible it was until a second later when I felt the change in Posie. It was like someone had thrown freezing water on her.

Sophie? she said. You called me Sophie?

No, I didnt, I said.

You did! Posie cried. For crying out loud, Jonah!

Im sorry, I said. It was just a mistake. It was just something I

I was blushing hard, and stuttering. Posie was staring at me as though she suddenly saw something in me she hadnt seen before.

You really do love her, dont you?

Posie, this is stupid, I dont even

Jonah, come on. Weve known each other too long to lie to each other. Tell me the truth. Do you still love her?

I didnt answer right away, which in a way was worse than anything I could have said.

Oh, my God, Posie said, leaning back against the pillow. Oh, Jonah.

I dont love her, I said. Really, it was just a mistake.

Shut up, Posie said, and she hit me in the chest. She got out of bed suddenly and turned on the lights and blew out the candle and went into the bathroom.

I lay back in the bed for a moment feeling like the biggest creep in the world. I couldnt believe it! Here I was, about to have sex for the first time with my best friend Posie, this totally amazing girl, and I screwed it up by calling her Sophie. This mystery girl I hardly even know. Whats wrong with me? Am I totally stupid?

YES YOU INCREDIBLE MORON YOURE STUPID.

After a while I got up and I put my boxers and jeans back on, although not my shirt, and I went to the bathroom door.

Posie? I said.

Leave me alone, she said.

Im sorry, I said. Can you come out? So we can talk?

Ill come out in a second, Posie said, and I could tell from her voice she was crying, and that she was embarrassed that she was crying and was trying to both cover it up and stop.

Okay, I said. I went back to her bed and lay there for a while. I picked up a magazine by her bedWAHINE: The Girls Guide to Surfing and Watersports, and I read it for a while without understanding any of the words. Although I noticed that a lot of the girls in the magazine were pretty incredible-looking.

At last, Posie came out of the bathroom. Shed put her clothes back on, and I felt bad that I hadnt put my shirt on. She sat next to me on the bed, and I put the magazine down on top of the still-unwrapped condom on her bedside table.

Jonah, what are we going to do? She took my hand, and for a second I looked at it. Posie has cool fingerslong and slender and brown.

I dont know, I said.

Stop grunting at me, she said. Youve been grunting at me all night. I need you to talk and tell me whats going on in that head of yours.

I dont know whats going on in my head. Honestly. Thats why Im being so weird. I mean, I know I love you, Posie.

I love you, too, Jonah. She sighed, and let go of my hand. But tell me. How are you going to get her out of your system?

She is out of my system. Honestly. Even as I said it, though, I knew I was lying. I knew Posie could tell, too.

She isnt, she said.

Come on, Posie, I pleaded. I just made a mistake. Its not that big a deal.

Jonah, she said, and her voice sounded tired. I dont care if youre still obsessed with this chick. But you have to at least admit it. You have to get your head clear. Do you want to be with me or her?

I want to be with you. Of course I want to be with you. I was saying it, but I wasnt sure I meant it. I mean, how could I be with her? She goes to school in Pennsylvania, and she lives in Maine.

Again, I realized Id made a mistake even as I said it. Posie answered me in this very small voice. Soyoud be with her if she lived near here? If she lived in Florida?

No, I said. I dont know. Of course not.

Jonah, what is it with her? What happened up in Pennsylvania? You never told me the whole story.

I really didnt want to go into it just then. All I really wanted was for Posie to take her clothes off again and for us to have sex. But I guess it was starting to become clear to me that that wasnt going to happen. It might not ever happen.

And then I realized I was talking to my oldest friend. Posie is the one person in the world, besides Thorne, that I could talk to about it.

So I told her the story of Sophie. How Id always been obsessed with her, but I wasnt sure she even knew I was alive. Like Id see her standing by herself on a snowy day, just looking out over the cornfield behind the football field. Or shed be up in the bell tower, looking down on everybody going past. She had this kind of distant serenity or something, like she was removed from everything, just watching. Really watching. It was the way I felt about the world sometimes, and I had this feeling that Sophie, whoever she was, maybe saw the world the same way I did.

Then I told Posie about my awful roommate Sullivan the Giant, whose father was a trustee at Masthead, and how Sullivan had access to everybodys files, and how he blackmailed girls into going out with him. He went through the alphabet, hooking up with each girl in the class. By the spring hed gotten around to Sophie, whose last name starts with an O. I told Posie how my friend Betsy Donnelly and I made a plan to stop him, except that there was kind of a weak link in the plan, which was that I cant drive all that well. Instead of going over to this motel to rescue Sophie from Sullivan, I drove the deans Peugeot through the wall of the motel and got expelled. I saved Sophie though. She ran off into the night before Sullivan got to her.

What did Sullivan know about her? Posie asked me.

What?

You said this guy Sullivan had information he could use against all these girls, to make them go out with him. So what did he find out about Sophie that was so terrible shed rather hook up with Sullivan in some motel than have everybody know?

I just sat there speechless for a second, because I didnt actually know. Id never thought about that before.

Does she know what you did for her? Posie asked. Does she know it was you?

Everybody knew I drove the deans Peugeot through the wall of the Beeswax Inn, I said. That wasnt exactly a big secret. But nobody knew why. At least not until last month, when Thorne called Sophie up and told her.

Told her what? Posie said.

That I was trying to save her.

Posie smiled. Good old Thorne, she said.

He wanted to do me a favor, I said.

Posie nodded. So what are you going to do about her? she said. Are you going to see her?

I dont know, I said.

Yes, you do, said Posie, and the two of us just stared at each other, hard.

Youre right, I said finally. I do.

And it struck me at that exact moment: Posie and I are breaking up. 

I think you should go home now, she said, and I could tell she was about to start crying again.

I reached down and put my shirt on, and then I tied my shoes. Posie, I said. You know I lov

Shut up, she said. Just go.

And I left her room and went outside and got on my bicycle and rode home. As I lay in bed last night, staring at the ceiling, all I could think was, Maybe I just made the biggest mistake of my life. 

Dec. 10, 6:15 P.M.

Havent felt like writing for a while. I guess Ive been kind of depressed about the breakup with Posie. Depressed in general.

Im sitting in the living room with MTV on in the background, and Im just lying here pretending Im doing something other than being a veg. Swim practice today was pretty brutal. Mr. Davis really wants us to beat Ely this Friday, but I cant see how its ever going to happen. Mostly because we SUCK.

Ive been trying this new dive, a back two-and-a-half somersault with a one-and-a-half twist, which
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