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			The 25th anniversary edition of the New York Times bestselling classic that chronicles a young woman’s journey in work, love, and life, with a new foreword by Nick Hornby
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			The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing maps the progress of Jane Rosenal as she sets out on a spirited expedition through the perilous terrain of sex, love, relationships, and the treacherous waters of the workplace. Jane befriends her older brother’s doomed lovers; is swept off her feet into a Fitzgerald-esque whirl of cocktail parties and country houses; and soon comes to realize that this world where rules were made to be broken may be one where the stakes are much too high for comfort. Upon its release in June of 1999 by Viking, this generous-hearted and wickedly insightful novel became an instant bestseller as it touched a nerve with female readers everywhere. With a timeless, unforgettable comic touch, Bank skillfully teases out universal issues, puts a clever new spin on the mating dance, and captures in perfect pitch what it’s like to come of age as a young woman.

		

	
		
			Praise for The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing

			“Bridget Jones. Well, that’s out of the way…. Anybody who writes about Melissa Bank’s new book…without mentioning Helen Fielding’s bestseller of last summer is doing so just to be contrary, and should not be trusted…[but] Bank’s is a far more subtle piece of work, which achieves even more than it aims to.”

			—The New Yorker

			“Charming and funny.”

			—The New York Times

			“[A]s hilarious as The Girls’ Guide is, there’s a wise, serious core here that distinguishes Ms. Bank.”

			—The Wall Street Journal

			“Bank writes like John Cheever, but funnier.”

			—Los Angeles Times

			“Crafted by a gifted writer, a descendant from the school of restraint whose grandfather is Hemingway and whose father is early Raymond Carver. The presiding mother figure…is Lily Tomlin.”

			—The News and Observer

			“Writing literature that mixes comedy and tragedy in the proper amounts is not an easy task. Only a handful of contemporary writers (Joseph Heller, Anne Tyler, and John Irving come to mind) can do it with any success. Whether dealing with serious issues or mundane, Bank proves that she has what it takes to stand in such august company.”

			—The Denver Post

			“Reading The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing by Melissa Bank, I felt I’d found a new best friend.”

			—Houston Chronicle

			“A coming-of-age story that is one of the best since Catcher in the Rye.”

			—The Kansas City Star

			“[A] truly poignant novel.”

			—Time

			“Bank draws exquisite portraits of loneliness, and she can do it in a sentence.”

			—Newsweek

			“One of the most satisfying, effortless story collections to come around in a long time…Melissa Bank accomplishes that hardest of simple things: she shows life as it is—and makes it readable.”

			—The Washington Post Book World

			“A gorgeous and wise short-story collection.”

			—Mademoiselle

			“A sexy, pour-your-heart-out, champagne tingle of a read—thoughtful, wise, and tell-all honest. Bank’s is a voice that you’ll remember for years to come.”

			—Cosmopolitan

			“In her fictional debut, Melissa Bank brings a fresh eye to the mating dance.”

			—People

			“First-time author Bank made major publishing news last year when she scored a six-figure advance for this collection of linked stories about a sensitive, witty New Yorker named Jane Rosenal. Believe the hype: Jane’s touching (but unsentimental) career and love trials ring true.”

			—Glamour

			“Not quite a novel, the collection builds its appeal under the reader’s thrill at reencountering Jane throughout her young life—always older, sometimes wiser, still smoking. From one story to the next, we look forward to meeting her again.”

			—Vogue

			“Melissa Bank is a talented writer whose gifts promise wider territory ahead.”

			—The Boston Globe

			“In recent years only a few authors have successfully blended the compressed nature of short prose with the novel’s greater panorama of character. Melissa Bank brings similar energy and style to her new book.”

			—Chicago Tribune

			“One marvels at Bank’s assured control of her material, witty, distinctive voice, and her ability to find pathos and drama in ordinary lives.”

			—Publishers Weekly (boxed and starred review)

			“A smart, ruefully funny chronicle of a modern young woman’s search for love…Bank has created a delightful heroine who deserves her happy ending.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“A compassionate comedy of manners, pitch-perfect…Bank’s people are fully realized and, just like us, fond, foolish, blind, and wise by turns and in ways both tenderly familiar and refreshingly odd.”

			—Amy Bloom, New York Times bestselling author of Away and Lucky Us

			“The Lit World’s New ‘It’ Girl.”

			—New York Magazine
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			THE GIRLS’ GUIDE TO HUNTING AND FISHING

			Melissa Bank (1960–2022) was the New York Times bestselling author of The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing and The Wonder Spot, which have been translated into thirty languages. Her short stories and nonfiction were published in the Chicago Tribune, The Guardian, Ploughshares, Cosmopolitan, Glamour, O, The Oprah Magazine, and elsewhere, as well as broadcast by NPR and the BBC. She won the 1993 Nelson Algren Award for short fiction and held an MFA from Cornell University. A longtime resident of New York City and East Hampton, New York, she taught in the MFA program at Stony Brook Southampton and wrote until her passing in 2022.

			Nick Hornby is the bestselling author of eight novels, including Just Like You, High Fidelity, and About a Boy, and several works of nonfiction including Fever Pitch. He has also written numerous award-winning screenplays for film and television.
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				The art of losing isn’t hard to master;

				so many things seem filled with the intent

				to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

				Lose something every day. Accept the fluster

				of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.

				The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

				Then practice losing farther, losing faster:

				places, and names, and where it was you meant

				to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

				I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or

				next-to-last, of three loved houses went.

				The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

				I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,

				some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.

				I miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster.

				—Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture

				I love) I shan’t have lied. It’s evident

				the art of losing’s not too hard to master

				though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.

				“One Art,” from The Complete Poems 1927–1979, by Elizabeth Bishop

			

		

	
		
			Foreword

			I met Melissa Bank in the late twentieth century, in between the publication of her two books—the one you are holding (let’s pretend that it is the late twentieth century, and you have no choice but to hold a book in order to read it) and The Wonder Spot. I can’t remember how or why we met, but for a while we hung out whenever I was in New York or she was in London. I loved spending time with her. She wanted to talk, and to listen, and to laugh as loudly and as frequently as possible. But she was acutely observant, shrewd, endlessly sympathetic and, above all, loving. It seemed to me that she met people hoping she could love them.

			And she was fearless. I had already read The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing when we met—so, like everyone else, I was a fan. When I was putting together Speaking with the Angel, an anthology of short stories with contributions from Irvine Welsh and Dave Eggers and Zadie Smith and a whole bunch of other people, Melissa was someone whose work I very much wanted to include. She gave me The Wonder Spot, the story not the book, and she came to London when Speaking with the Angel was launched. The launch party was an enormous event in the Hammersmith Palais, the much-loved gig venue, now gone, that the Clash sang about. Teenage Fanclub played, and well-known actors read a couple of stories to an excitable crowd. It was a tough gig even for the actors—experienced, professional show-offs—and only one of the authors wanted to read her own work to the noisy spectators: Melissa, the one who had only recently published her debut book. Everyone in that audience, many of whom had had more than one drink, listened to every word. She was a knockout.

			Reading interviews with Melissa now, all these years later, it’s interesting and a little depressing to see how often she seemed to be required to defend herself. The introduction to one of them includes the line, “Certainly the pages turn without too much difficulty, however,” as if this is somehow beside the point of reading, before the (male) interviewer asks the author whether she thinks “chick-lit” is a demeaning term.

			Let me help you out, Mr. Interviewer. Yes, it’s a demeaning term: it usually means, “People are buying and reading and loving this book, and they are not buying and reading and loving mine. So they are cheating in some way.” People who write about books used to worry a lot about whether a book was Literature or not back then, weirdly. They worried especially if the book had jokes in it. The vast majority of readers didn’t and still don’t think about that at all. Melissa’s retort, which was a good one, was this: “For me, a lot of the work comes in refining it. Even if I’m saying something that I think of as having real depth or substance, I don’t want to say it in a way that bogs a reader down. I’m after something else.” In other words, what often gets talked about as Literature is simply a couple of drafts short of being something that people can consume with any pleasure. Melissa’s way of creating literature was to write simple, plain sentences, in many different colors, and lay them next to each other until they formed a beautiful mosaic, and this mosaic was placed over a bed of melancholy that you are only dimly aware of when first the story and then the book are over. There’s the complexity. There’s the art, and the depth.

			The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing is about two decades in the life of a young woman, Jane Rosenal. This, of course, is asking for trouble—or at least, asking for a snooty critic to dismiss it in patronizing terms while admitting at the same time that it’s entertaining and funny. But Jane Rosenal is dealing with growing up (she’s a teenager in the first story), loneliness, a career that she may or may not be suitable for, inappropriate and unsatisfying sexual relationships, mortally ill parents, doubt, confusion. She’s dealing with the stuff of life, in other words, the only life an ordinary young woman—or man—in a big city knows, and she thinks about it, and despairs over it, and makes jokes about it. (This book is full of terrific one-liners, all of which deserve the compliment of being left where they belong, in the body of the book, so that you can enjoy them as they were meant to be enjoyed.)

			When Melissa died, I posted a picture on Instagram of her, and me, and our friend the writer Sarah Vowell. I want to quote a couple of the comments that people posted underneath. The first, from a publisher, said, “Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing changed my relationship to reading forever. I still think about it all the time.” The other, from a writer, said “The Wonder Spot is one of my all-time favorite novels. I keep [it] by my desk for inspiration and re-read it every year.” You could find similar sentiments all over the internet. Both of her beautiful books, I was happy and sad to see, meant a great deal to a whole generation of writers. I doubt that she understood that when she was alive, and she wouldn’t have believed it anyway. She wasn’t the type.

			I miss her, of course. Everyone who knew her misses her. But you will miss her, too, if you are about to read this book for the first time. You will wish that there were ten or fifteen other books to catch up on; you will be sorry that we can’t read about one of her characters coming to grips with cell phones, dating apps, gender identity, bitter political division, or any of the other twenty-first-century material that Melissa would have written about so well. The Girls’ Guide to Hunting and Fishing is nearly a quarter of a century old, and people go on discovering it, reading it, laughing at the jokes, and being moved by it, just as they do with I Capture the Castle, or the novels of Muriel Spark, or True Grit. Longevity is the only indicator of literature that really matters, and this book is built to last.

			Nick Hornby
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				While home is the place where you can relax and be yourself, this doesn’t mean that you can take advantage of the love and affection other members of your family have for you.

				—From 20th Century Typewriting by D. D. Lessenberry, T. James Crawford, and Lawrence W. Erickson

			

		

	
		
			My brother’s first serious girlfriend was eight years older—twenty-eight to his twenty. Her name was Julia Cathcart, and Henry introduced her to us in early June. They drove from Manhattan down to our cottage in Loveladies, on the New Jersey shore. When his little convertible, his pet, pulled into the driveway, she was behind the wheel. My mother and I were watching from the kitchen window. I said, “He lets her drive his car.”

			My brother and his girlfriend were dressed alike, baggy white shirts tucked into jeans, except she had a black cashmere sweater over her shoulders.

			She had dark eyes, high cheekbones, and beautiful skin, pale, with high coloring in her cheeks like a child with a fever. Her hair was back in a loose ponytail, tied with a piece of lace, and she wore tiny pearl earrings.

			I thought maybe she’d look older than Henry, but it was Henry who looked older than Henry. Standing there, he looked like a man. He’d grown a beard, for starters, and had on new wire-rim sunglasses that made him appear more like a bon vivant than a philosophy major between colleges. His hair was longer, and, not yet lightened by the sun, it was the reddish-brown color of an Irish setter.

			He gave me a kiss on the cheek, as though he always had.

			Then he roughed around with our Airedale, Atlas, while his girlfriend and mother shook hands. They were clasping fingertips, ladylike, smiling as though they were already fond of each other and just waiting for details to fill in why.

			Julia turned to me and said, “You must be Janie.”

			“Most people call me Jane now,” I said, making myself sound even younger.

			“Jane,” she said, possibly in the manner of an adult trying to take a child seriously.

			Henry unpacked the car and loaded himself up with everything they’d brought, little bags and big ones, a string tote, and a knapsack.

			As he started up the driveway, his girlfriend said, “Do you have the wine, Hank?”

			Whoever Hank was, he had it.

			Except for bedrooms and the screened-in porch, our house was just one big all-purpose room, and Henry was giving her a jokey tour of it: “This is the living room,” he said, gesturing to the sofa; he paused, gestured to it again and said, “This is the den.”

			Out on the porch, she stretched her legs in front of her—Audrey Hepburn relaxing after dance class. She wore navy espadrilles. I noticed that Henry had on penny Loafers without socks, and he’d inserted a subway token in the slot where the penny belonged.

			Julia sipped her iced tea and asked how Loveladies got its name. We didn’t know, but Henry said, “It was derived from the Indian name of the founder.”

			Julia smiled, and asked my mother how long we’d been coming here.

			“This is our first year,” my mother said.

			My father was out playing tennis, and without him present, I felt free to add a subversive, “We used to go to Nantucket.”

			“Nantucket is lovely,” Julia said.

			“It is lovely,” my mother conceded, but went on to cite drab points in New Jersey’s favor, based on its proximity to our house in Philadelphia.

			In the last of our New Jersey versus Nantucket debates, I’d argued, forcefully I’d thought, that Camden was even closer. I’d almost added that the trash dump was practically in walking distance, but my father had interrupted.

			I could tell he was angry, but he kept his voice even: we could go to the shore all year round, he said, and that would help us to be a closer family.

			“Not so far,” I said, meaning to add levity.

			But my father looked at me with his eyes narrowed, like he wasn’t sure I was his daughter after all.

			My mother smiled at me and said that the house was right on the water! I’d be able to walk right out the door and go swimming!

			Only then did I understand that they’d already chosen a house; they’d put a bid on it.

			“It’s on the ocean?” I asked.

			“Close,” she said, trying to maintain her enthusiasm.

			“The bay,” I said to myself.

			“It does have a spectacular view of the bay,” she said, but, no, our house was on a lagoon, a canal. “Like Venice,” she’d said, as though this would mean something to me.

			Now Julia asked if we swam in there, and my mother said, “Absolutely.”

			I didn’t want to acid rain on my mother’s parade, but the lagoon had oil floating on the surface and the bottom was sewagey soft.

			I was surprised how long Henry sat with us on the porch, as my mother turned the topic to summer, touching upon such controversial issues as corn on the cob (Silver Queen was best), mosquitoes (pesky), and tennis (good exercise).

			Finally, Henry did get up. He went outside as though on a mission. He might be going to check my crab traps or to see if we’d brought the bikes; he could do whatever he wanted. My father was the same way: a houseful of guests, and my mother’s duty was to provide food, drink, fun, and conversation, while my father’s was to nap or read.

			While Mother hostessed and Girlfriend guested, Younger Sister stood up. When there was a pause in their nicing, I made my mouth move smileward: I’d love to stay and talk, but I have to go shoot some heroin now.

			

			— • —

			For dinner, we had crabs I’d caught off the dock. My mother covered the table with newspaper, and we all got print on our arms. As a surprise, she served preseason Silver Queen, little nuggets of mush. My brother ate his like a normal person, instead of typewriter-style; usually, he’d tap the cob at the end of a row and ding.

			In response to my mother’s questions, Julia told us about her brother in San Francisco and sister in Paris, both of whom would be “attending” her mother’s annual “gala” in Southampton. Julia chose her words carefully and used ones I’d never heard spoken—she sounded to me like she was trying out for a job as a dictionary.

			My mother eyed me: Do not smirk.

			However slowly Julia spoke, she opened her crabs twice as fast as anyone else, and I asked how she did it. She showed me the key on the belly side and how to pull it so the shell lifted right off. Henry leaned over to watch, too.

			My father asked about the publishing house where she and Henry worked. Julia described their boss as an exquisite editor and true gentleman. My brother had a laugh-smile on when he said, “Every morning when we’re opening the mail, Mr. McBride comes into subrights and says, ‘Did we get any dough, babies?’ ”

			I’d met this exquisite editor and true gentleman myself when I’d visited Henry; and I repeated now that Mr. McBride had told me my brother “Aaron” was irreplaceable.

			My father said, “Hank Aaron,” almost to himself.

			“Mr. McBride must be forgiven,” Julia said, “as a baseball aficionado and octogenarian.”

			I thought, Exquisite octogenarians and aficionados will be attending the gala.

			Then I asked my question: “Do they know about you two at work?”

			My father shot me a look; and I looked back at him, Why is everything I want to know wrong?

			Henry changed the topic: he’d been promoted from intern to assistant. I could tell he expected my parents to be pleased, and I saw right away that my father, at least, wasn’t. It was harder to tell with my mother; she wore the mask in the family.

			The issue, I realized, was college. Henry still hadn’t decided if he was starting Columbia in the fall.

			He’d already transferred four times, or five counting twice to Brown. The reasons he gave for transferring each time were always sound and logical, like “better course selection.” I wondered about the reasons he didn’t say.

			

			
				
				— • —
			

			Before bed, my mother told Julia she’d be staying with me—my cue. I led her down the hall to my bedroom, which was completely taken up by a built-in bunk-bed complex; it slept four but, I realized, lived only one comfortably.

			“A bunk,” she said, as though charmed. “Like camp.”

			A cell, I thought. Like prison.

			I asked which bunk she wanted; she chose the near bottom, which meant the far top for me. I got fresh towels for her and left her alone to undress; then I knocked on my door, and she said, “Come in.”

			She was already under the covers, so I turned out the light. I climbed up to my bunk and swept the sand off my sheets. We said good night. After a few minutes, though, a door slammed, and I had to explain that the doorjambs in this house didn’t stick; the doors would be opening and slamming all night. Then “good night”—“good night” again.

			I closed my eyes and tried to pretend I was in Nantucket.

			The house we’d rented every year there had a widow’s walk—a square porch on the roof, where the wives of sea captains were supposed to have watched for their husbands’ ships. At night, we’d hear creaks and moans. Once, I thought I heard footsteps pacing the widow’s walk. You could feel the ghosts in that house, scaring you in the best way.

			If there were any ghosts in this one, they weren’t moaning about husbands lost at sea but slamming doors over modern, trivial matters, such as not being allowed to go waterskiing.

			I couldn’t sleep with Julia down there, and I could tell she couldn’t sleep either. We lay awake in the dark, listening to each other. The silence between us seemed both intimate and hostile, like a staring contest. But Julia was just waiting for me to fall asleep so she could go down the hall to my brother’s room. I heard her bare feet on the wood floor and Henry’s door whisper open and close.

			

			— • —

			My father and Henry went to look at sailboats to buy, though I suspected talk about Columbia.

			My mother, Julia, and I took a walk on the beach. I walked behind them, in and out of the water, looking for sea glass. My mother was describing the exhibit we’d happened on the last time we were in New York—dishes, silverware, and crystal used by royalty—and Julia had seen the exhibit herself, on purpose.

			The museum was like the house of a rich old woman who didn’t want you to visit; everyone had whispered and stepped lightly, as though trying to pretend they weren’t really there. The guest book requested comments, and my mother, who never missed a chance to compliment anyone, had written how finely curated the exhibit was. I’d written, “Bored nearly to death.”

			I experienced this anew listening to them talk tableware. They loved the same plates for the same reasons with the same enthusiasm, and I thought, Henry is going out with Mom.

			

			— • —

			When I told Henry, he said, “My sister the Freudian.”

			Julia was doing my jobs in the kitchen, setting the table and helping her soul twin prepare an early supper.

			I was sitting on Henry’s bed, while he packed to go back to New York. He always did something else while we talked—changed the station on the radio, flipped through a magazine, tuned his guitar. He didn’t have to look at me; he knew I’d still be there, with my next question.

			“You should read Freud,” he said, and went to his bookshelf
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