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you're the one that | want

Cecily von Ziegesar
You're the One That I Want

The sixth book in the Gossip Girl series



And if loveis, what thing and witch is he? If love be good, from whennes cometh my woo?

—Geoffrey Chaucer, Troilus and Criseyde



gossipgirl.co.uk

Disdamer: All the red names of places, people, and events have been atered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namdy, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!

You know the saying, Today is the fird day of the rest of your life? |
aways thought that sounded so lame and corny, but today it actudly seems
sort of profound. Plus, I'm beginning to think there's nothing wrong with corny.
It's okay to tdl the doorman to have a good day when he opens the door for
you in the morning on the way to school. And, why not stop to amdl the lilacs
planted outside the gpartment buildings dong FHfth Avenue? While you're at it,
go ahead and stick a bunch behind your ear. It's dill only April, but you now
have permisson to wear those new mint green lesther Coach flip-flops—you
know, the ones with the little ydlow roses embroidered on them tha you've
been wearing around the house for over a month?—outside. Of course youll
probably get into trouble at school for being out of uniform, but how else are
you going to show off your new Brazilian pedicure?

| know, | know. You probably think I'm crazy to sound so upbest
sncethisis the week we dl find out whether or not we were accepted a the
colleges we agpplied to. It's the mogt criticd thing that's happened to us thus
far. From now on well be branded by the school we choose, or rather, the
schoal that chooses us the smarty-pants who got into Yde, the lesbionic
B-student volleybd! player bound for Smith, the flaky heiress whose dad
bought her into Brown. All I'm saying is, why not look on the bright side? The
letters are in the mal, what's done is done, and | for one am eager to move on.

That stupid gamewe all used to play (and secretly still do)

With college admissions dmaost behind us, now's the time to devote
our full attention to something equaly important: our love lives. It's about time
you and the boy of your dreams (please add the line "in bed" to each of the
falowing):

Drank Fuzzy Navels and stayed up until dawn

Fed each other hot fudge sundaes

Watched old movies

Blew smoke rings

Played Twigter

Gave each other temporary tattoos

Named your children

Cut gym

Tried Bikram yoga

Not that I'm advocating anything too illegd. Now is definitdly not the
timeto screw up. You heard about that promising young actress who got into
Harvard lagt year and then ran off to LA to hang out with her actor boyfriend
for the month of May? Harvard acceptance . . . revoked!! The above lid is



amply the best way | know of to shed the pounds of stress that have been
weighing us down. Tak about adiet | might actudly stick to!

Your email

Dear Gossip Girl,

| just wanted to thank you for keeping my spirits up when I'm a
total basket case. | don't know about you, but | applied to twelve schools
and last night | dreamt | didn't get into one. Any advice on why |
shouldn't run away to Mexico? Ur2cool.

—rose

Dear rose,

Mexico sounds good, but twelve schools? Come on, you're bound
to get into one, or even all twelvel And in case you fed like hurling
yourself off a bridge before all twelve letters turn up stick close to your
friends ... unless you're worried they might actually push you! This is a
sensitive time for all of us.

—GG

Dear GG,

Soisthat crazy drug rehab girl from Connecticut, like, gone from
N's life? Because if he's single, I'm totally going to jump him.

—reddy

Dear reddy,

Sorry, honey, but you'll have to wait in line—and no cutting,
please! Unfortunately for us, someone got to him first. Actually, she's
always been there and probably always will be. | think you know who I'm
talking about. But don't be too jealous: her life is anything but perfect.

—GG

Sightings

N waking and baking on the Met steps. | guess now that he's lax
cgptain and is no longer hanging out with that fabuloudy insane drug rehab
convict, he can relax and enjoy himsdf. B cutting assembly this morning to run
home, on the off chance Yale was so eager to accept her they FedExed the
letter for morning ddlivery. Tak about a basket case! B was dso seen in
Barneys lingerie department trying on what can only be described as a "get
lucky" ensemble. S hiting her nalls as she lay sunbathing in Sheep M eadow
while scores of admiring boys looked on. What's she so worried about,
anyway? D and V pretending not to notice each other as they waited on lineto
buy tickets to the new Ken Mogul film at the Angelika. J trying on a pair of
wait-lig-only python skin M anolos in Bergdorf Goodman. How exactly was
she planning to pay for them, and where exactly is she planing to wear them?
She may only be a freshman, but she's ddfinitdy ambitious.

Just in case you want to relive these precious moments...

V is meking a documentary film about the whole getting-into-college
thing. Think of it as an opportunity to vent and get four minutes in the limdight.



For the next two weeks, shell be filming near Bethesda Fountain in Centra
Park after school.

My fingers and toes are dl crossed. Good luck, everybody!

Y ou know | mean it,
gossip girl



b isthegar of her own littlemovie

"Jug talk about how you're feding right now. Y ou know, with college admission letters coming this week
and evaything" Vanessa Abrams squinted into the camera and adjusted the lens so Blar's
jade-and-Swarovski-crystal chandelier earrings were in the frame. It was a bamy April afternoon and
the park was a madhouse. Behind them a group of senior boys from St. Jude's chased a Frisbee up the
terraced steps overlooking Bethesda Fountain, swearing and tackling one another in a frenzy of pent-up
pre-college-admission stress. Around the perimeter of the fountain lay sprawled the perfectly tanned and
manicured bodies of Upper East Side high-schoal girls, smoking cigarettes and rubbing their legs with
the latest Lancome tan invigorator, while the winged bronze lady in the center of the fountain gazed down
on them forgivingly. Vanessa pressed record. "You can start anytime™ Blar Wadorf licked her glossy
lips and tucked the grown-out wisps of her dark brown pixie cut behind her ears. Underneath her plain
black Polo chirt and gray Congance Billad uniform she was wearing the new
turquoi se-silk-and-black-lace underwire bra-and-thong set she'd bought in Barneys lingerie department.
She pressed her back againg the fountain's rim and adjusted her butt on the folded-up bath towe
Vanessa had given her to St on.

Hot weather and thongs are abad combination.

"l promised mysdf thet if | got into Yae, Nate and | would findly do it," Blar began. She glanced
down and twirled her ruby ring around and around on the ring finger of her left hand. "Were not even
redly together—yet. But we both know we want to be, and as soon as that letter comes . . " She
looked up a the camera ignoing Vanessas werdy intense,  shaven-headed,
black-combat-boots-wearing stare. "For me it's not just about having sex, though. It's about my whole
future. Yae and Nate. The two things I've dways wanted."

She cocked her head. Actudly, she wanted a lot of things But except for that exquidte pair of
Chridtian Louboutin sl-ver lizard platform sandals, those were the two major ones.

"Nice try, loser!" a boy shouted as he snatched a Frishee out of the ar from under his friend's nose.

Blar closed her blue eyes and opened them again. "And if | don't getin. . ." She paused dramaticaly.
"Someone is going to fucking pay."

Maybe she should be required to wear amuzzle this week.

Blar sighed, reached into her shirt, and adjusted her bra straps. "Some of my other friends—like
Serena and Nate—aren't as freaked out about the whole college thing. But that's because they aren't
living with their way-too-old-to-be-pregnant mom and their fat, gross stepfather. | mean, | don't even
have my own room anymorel" She swiped a tear awvay and looked up at the camera with a mournful
expresson. "Thisis like my one chance to be happy. And | think | deserve it, you know?'

Cue applause.

njus wantstotageher lipgoss

Reeching the end of the dm+tree-lined promenade leading up to the Bethesda Terrace and
Fountain, Nate Archibald tossed the nub end of the joint hed been smoking to the ground and walked
draght past his Frisbee-playing friends. Not ten feet away, Blar sat cross-legged at the base of the
fountain, talk-ing into a camera. She looked nervous and sort of innocent. Her delicate hands fluttered
around her amdl, foxlike face, and her short gray school uniform barely covered her muscu-lar thighs He
shook the golden brown locks out of his emer-ald green eyes and shoved his hands into his khaki pants
pockets. She was sexy dl right.

Of course, a that very moment every sngle femde in the park was thinking exactly the same
thing—about him.



Nate recognized the odd, shaven-headed girl behind the camera only vaguely. Normdly Blair
would have nothing to do with her, but she was dways up for anything that involved talking about hersdlf.
Blar liked attention, and even after bresking up with her and cheating on her for the umpteenth time,
Nate dill liked giving it to her. He dipped his hand into the fountain, walked up behind her, and flicked a
few drops of water on her bare am.

Blar whipped her head around to find Nate looking irre-sstible as ever in a pae ydlow
button-down, unbuttoned, untucked, and rolled up, so dl she could see were his won-derful tanned
musdles and perfect face. "You weren't ligen-ing to what | said, were you?' she demanded.

He shook his head and she got up from the towd, ignoring Vanessa completely. As far as Blair
was concerned, they were finished.

"Hey." Nate ducked down and kissed her cheek. He amdled like smoke and clean laundry and
new leather—all the good boy smdls.

Yum.

"Hdlo." Blair tugged on her uniform. Why the hdl hadn't she gotten into Yde today?

"I was jug thinking about how last summer you were com-pletely addicted to ice cream
sandwiches" Nate observed. He had a sudden urge to lick dl that candy-sweet-smelling lip gloss off her
lips and run histongue over her teeth.

She pretended to adjust her new earrings so he would notice them. "I'm too nervous to eat, but
lemonade would taste redly good right now."

Nate smiled and Blair tucked her hand into the crook of hisarm, just as she dways used to when
they went around together. The old familiar thrill passed through her. 1t was aways like this when they
got back together—comfortable and thrilling at the same time. They waked over to the ven-dor parked
a the top of the steps and Nate bought two cans of Country Time lemonade. Then they sat down on a
nearby bench and he removed a Slver flask from his olive green can-vas Jack Spade backpack.

Cocktail hour!

Blar ignored the lemonade and grabbed the flask.

" don't know why you're nervous," Nate assured her. "You're like the best student in your class”
Nate fdt sort of ambivaent about getting into college. He'd applied to five schools and yeah, he wanted
to get into one of them, but he was pretty confident held have a decent time wherever he went.

Blar took another swig from the flask before giving it back. "In case you forgot, | kind of totaly
fucked up both of my interviews?' she reminded him.

Nate had heard about her little nervous breskdown &t her firg Yde interview and how shed
ended the session by kissng her interviewer. HEd aso heard about her brief flirtation in a hotd room
with her alumni interviewer. In a way, he was responsible for both mishgps. Whenever they broke up,
Blar went completdy apeshit.

He reached over and adjusted the ruby ring on her finger. "Relax. Everything's going to be okay,"
he told her sooth-ingly. "I promise.

"Okay," Blar agreed, dthough the truth was she wasn't going to stop sressing urtil she had the
Y de acceptance letter hanging above her bed in a custom-made slver Tiffany frame. Sheld tun on the
new Raves CD that aways made her horny, even though it was kind of loud and obnoxious, and lie
down on the bed, reading her acceptance letter over and over while Nate ravaged her naked body—

"Good." Nate leaned in and began to kiss her, interrupt-ing her little X-rated fantasy.

Blar groaned inwardly. If only she could have sex with him right there on the greasy old wooden
Centrd Park bench! But she had to wait urtil she heard from Yae. It was the ded shed made with
hersdif.

theonly thingshehaa't gat

At the other end of the promenade Serena van der Woodsen was edting a Fudgsicle and minding
her own business when she spotted her two best friends on a park bench, devouring each other's faces



and looking like an advertisement for true love. Serena sighed, waking dowly as she licked fudgey drips
from the popsicle stick. If only true love was something you could buy.

Not that she hadn't had a gezillion boyfriends who were totdly crazy in love with her and totally
fun. There was Perce, the French boy who'd chased her in a little orange convertible dl over Europe.
Then there was Guy, the English lord who'd wanted to elope with her to Barbados. Conrad, the boy up
a boarding school in New Hampshire, who'd kept her up till dawn, smoking cigars. Dan Humphrey, the
morbid poet who never could find the right metaphor for her. Flow, the rock star turned stalker—not that
ghe redly minded being stalked by someone that hot and famous. And Nate Archibad, the boy shed
logt her virginity to and would love forever, but only as a friend.

And that was just the shortlig.

Siill, she had never had that one true love, the kind of love Blair and Nate had.

She tossed the remains of her ice cream into a trash can and quickened her pace, her pink
terrycloth Mdlaflip-flops dap-ping noisly on the paved wakway, her long, pale blond har streaming out
behind her, and her short gray pleated Constance Billard uniform flouncing againgt her endlesdy long legs.
As she drew near, the boys cavorting around Bethesda Fountain and skateboarding up and down the
promenade pressed their inner pause buttons and turned to gape. Serena, Serena, Serena—she was
evarything they'd ever wanted.

Not that they'd ever have the guts to even say hi to her.

"Why don't you guys just get a room a the Mandarin? It's only a few blocks away,” Serena
joked when she reached her friends on the bench.

Nate and Blar looked up with happy, dazed expressions on thair faces.

"Did you do the thing?' Serena asked Blair in that way only best friends can understand.

"Uhhuh," Blair nodded. "I didn't talk for very long, though, because Nate was totdly ligening.”

"Was not!" Nate protested.

Serena glanced a Nate. "l just wanted to make sure Blar wasn't fresking out too much. | should
have known you'd be able to cam her down.”

Blar took a gp of lemonade. "Did you hear anything yet?"

Serena swiped the lemonade away from her. "No, for the fiftieth time today, | didn't hear
anything yet." She took a drink and then wiped her mouth on the deeve of her pde pink Tocca blouse.
"Did you?'

Blar shook her head. Then she had an idea. "Hey, why don't we keep dl our letters and then
open them together? Y ou know, so we can, like, freak out at the same time?"

Serena took another swig of lemonade. It sounded like the worst idea sheld ever heard, but she
was willing to risk getting her eyes clawed out to make her friend happy. "Okay," she agreed rductantly.

Nate didnt say anything. No way did he want to join thet little party. He held out his flask to
Serena. "You want?!

She wrinkled her perfect nose and wiggled her unpolished toes. "Nan. I'm late for my pedicure.
See you guys" Then she turned and waked south toward the end of the park, taking the haf-empty can
of lemonade with her.

She had a habit of picking things up without even redizing she was doing it. Lemonade, boys. . .

d resuesv, o theather way around

Vanessa waited patiently as Chuck Bass adjusted the red collar around the neck of his pet snow
monkey so that the mono-Crammed 5 was visble to the camera. Chuck had wandered up to the fountain
right after Blarr left. He didn't even say hello, just sat down on the towd with his monkey and started
taking.

"NYU better let me the fuck in, because | want to day in the gpartment my parents just bought
me. And then me and Swestie can day together." Chuck ran his hands over the monkey's short white
coat, his gold monogrammed pinky ring flaghing in the sunlight. "I know he's only a monkey, but he's my
best friend.”



Vanessa zoomed in on the Prada logo on Chuck’s black leather man-sandds. His toenails were
fresnly buffed, and athin gold anklet hung loosdaly from his salon-tanned ankle. She'd been accepted early
admisson to NYU back in January. The idea that she and Chuck might be classmates next year was
more then a little disturbing.

"Course I'll rent a place wherever | go,” Chuck contin-ued. "But the decorator just did my
goatment up in Armani Casa, and come on, who the fuck wants to live somewhere like
Provi-fucking-dence, Rhode Idand?’

Danid Humphrey tossed the remains of his Camel cigarette into a pile of wet green leaves on the
edge of the promenade. Zeke Freedman and a bunch of his other Riversde Prep class-mates were
playing roller hockey, and for a brief second he con-sidered joining them. After dl, Zeke used to be his
best friend—before Dan hooked up with Vanessa Abrams, his other best friend. Now he was
completey friendless, and that al seemed like a long time ago. He turned away, lit another Camel, and
continued hisritud londy after-school prowl across the park.

Bethesda Fountain on a sunny day wasn't redly his scene—too many stoner jocks running
around shirtless and tan girls ligening to their iPods in Missoni bikinis—but it was a nice day, and he had
nowhere ese to be,

There were his little sigter, Jenny, and her Congtance Billard School friend Elise Wells, giving
each other pedicures. There was that asshole Chuck Bass from his class a Riversde, sorawled at the
base of the fountain with his mon-key in his Iap, talking to—

Dan ran a shaky hand through his overgrown boho-poet haircut and took a long drag on his
cigarette. Vanessa hated the sun and hated guys like Chuck even more, but sheld put up with anything to
meake a good film. The willingness to suf-fer for their art was one of the many things she and Dan had in
common.

He rifled through his messenger bag and pulled out a pen and the black leather-bound notebook
he dways carried, jot-ting down a few lines about the way Vanessa had worn the toes of her boots
down until the metd showed through. Maybe it was the start of a new poem.

black

steel-toed boots
dead

pigeons dirty rain

"I'm making a documentary, if you want to be in it Vanessa cdled over to him, cutting off
Chuck in midsentence. Dan was wearing a cigarette-burned white undershirt and baggy tan cords. He
looked like the same scruffy, disheveled poet sheld aways known and loved. After his poem "Suts’ had
been published in The New Yorker, Dan had started pay-ing more attention to his look, buying clothes a
French bou-tiques like Agnes B. and APC. It was right about then that he'd started cheating on Vanessa
with that anorexic, yellow-toothed, poet-whore Mystery Craze. But Mystery was his-tory, and maybe
the old Dan was back for good.

The idea of gtting down and talking to Vanessa face-to-face was kind of unnerving, but perhaps
if they just focused on the film, they wouldn't have to dig up dl the ugly suff. Dan glanced at Chuck, who
was brushing his monkey with a child-szed pink tortoiseshell Mason Pearson harbrush. "Are you—7?'

"Weé're done." Vanessa dismissed Chuck. "Come back when you hear something.”

Of course she didn't even have to say that. Chuck would be back. They dl would. They couldn't
hdp themselves. Getting self-absorbed people to dish their own dirt is so easy, it should beillegd.

"But | didn't get to the part about the publicig | hired for Swestie" Chuck pouted. "Were going
to get hmon TV—"

"Save it Vanessa barked. She tugged on the deeve of her black button-down shirt and
pretended to glance a her watch, when Dan knew for a fact she didn't even own one. "Next."

Chuck stood up and stalked away with his monkey on his shoulder. PAms dripping with nervous
swest, Dan took his place. "So what's the film about?" he asked.



A girl lazing by the fountain dropped her lighter and Vanessa kicked it back with her boot. "I'm
not sure yet. | mean, it has something to do with how crazy everyone is right now. You know, about
college and everything," she explained. "But it's not just about that.”

"Uhhuh." Dan nodded. Nothing Vanessa did was ever that Smple. He dug around in his bag for
his Camels and lit another one. "I have been kind of anxious about the mall latdy,” he admitted.

Vanessa peered into the camera and began to record. Dan's pae face looked 'so vulnerable in
the sunlight, it was hard to believe held cheated on he—that he was capable of doing anything mean.
"Goon."

"I think the thing that bugs me most is hearing the guysin my class say, 'Dude, I'm gonnamiss you
next year." Dan took, along drag on his cigarette. The gpple-whiteness of Vanessa's inner am made him
forget what he was taking about. Apple-white, that was good.

"Go on," Vanessa prompted.

Dan blew smoke directly into the camera. "No one's going to miss me, and I'm not going to miss
anyone, except for my dad and maybe my sster.” He paused and swalowed hard. And you and your
apple-white arms, he wanted to add, but decided held better write it down instead.

Vanessatried to keep quiet, but Dan's little half-baked speech had moved her, even without the
mention of her arms. "No one's going to miss me ather,” she declared, keep-ing her face pressed firmly
agang the viewfinder so they couldn't make eye contact.

Dan ashed on the ground and rubbed it in with the hed of one of his scuffed blue Pumas. 1t fdt
weird to be taking to Vanessa in such a removed way when allittle over a month ago they'd been in love
and held had sex for the very firg time. "I'll missyou,” he admitted quietly. "I dready missyou.”

Why'd he have to be so goddamn cute?

Vanessa turned off the camera before she could say any-thing too reveding. "Cameras out of
juice" she told him brusquely. "Maybe you could come back another day,” she added, wishing she didntt
aways sound like such a hitch.

Dan pulled himsdf to his feet and hitched his messenger bag over his shoulder. "Good seeing
you," he replied with ashy amile

Unable to regtrain hersdf, Vanessa amiled back. "You too." She hesitated. "Promise youll come
back when you hear any news?'

It was kind of nice to see her amile a him again. "l promise," Dan said earnestly, before loping
back down the promenade.

Maybe she was only adjusting the lens, but it kind of looked like Vanessa was checking out his
butt through the camera as he walked away.

oh, tobeyoungandworry-free

"So nice of your brother, Danid, to stop by," Elise Wdls com-mented sarcedticdly to Jenny
Humphrey. She stretched her long, freckled arms up over her head and then let them fdl to her Sdes. "'l
think he's afraid of me"

Jenny removed her feet from Elisg's Igp and examined her freshly painted toes. Elise had smeared
MAC New York Apple red polish dl over her pinky toe, where the nall was supertiny, and it looked like
sheld bludgeoned her foot with a hammer. "Dan's been acting like a fresk laidy,” she noted. "And | hate
to break it to you, but | don't think it has any-thing to do with you. He's supposed to hear back from
col-leges thisweek."

The two girls were seated on the opposite side of Bethesda Fountain from where Vanessa had
st up her camera. Jenny shielded her eyes from the sun and peered over the fountain's rim to see wha
was going on.

Vanessa was filming Nicki Button now—another Congtance Billard senior. It was common
knowledge that Nicki had had two nose jobs. If you lined up her yearbook picture from the last three
years, you could totaly tell.



"She's only interviewing seniors,” Elise stated. She tucked her thick, strawlike blond bob behind
her freckled ears. "'l asked her at school during recess."

Jenny frowned. How come the seniors dways got to do dl the cool suff? She pulled her bra
down where it dways rode up under her arms. Trickles of sweat had collected in the bra's cups, making
it fed more like a wet suit than one of Bdi's supersupportive comfort bras for big-breasted women. "It's
not like | want to be in her stupid movie anyway," she muttered.

"Right," Elise scoffed. "Like you don't dways try to copy everything Serena van der Woodsen
does?'

Hello, meanness?

Jenny hugged her knees to her chest and glared a Elise defensvely. Was she an internaiondly
reknowned modd? Was she blond? Did she wear a knee-length Burberry trench coat and smoke
imported French cigarettes and walk around looking cludess while boys stared a her with their tongues
wagging? Was she secretly the smartest girl in her class? No!

Actudly, Jenny was the smartest girl in her class, but it was no secret.

"Name one thing |'ve done that Serenas done."

Hise unscrewed the little jar of nal polish that was resing on the fountain's edge and began
painting her fingernails. The color looked garish and inappropriate againg her pale, freckled skin. "It's not
redly whet you've done. . . ." Her voice tralled off. "It's just how you're dways so buddy-buddy with her
during peer group. You know, like you want everyone to know you're friends with this model. And how
you're dways trying on dl these fancy clothesin stores, like you'd redly have anywhere to wear them, the
way Serena does.” She didn't even mention Jenny's brief ddliance with Nate Archibad, which had been
such a blatant case of afreshman girl getting in over her head with an older guy, it was too embarrassng
to bring up.

A soccer bdl suddenly appeared out of nowhere and bounced off of Jenny's head. "Ow!" she
exdamed angrily, her face turning bright red. She stood up and shoved her feet into the pink suede
DKNY mules sheld bought a the latest Bloomie's sde, messng up her dill-wet toenails even more. "l
don't know what your problem is" she snapped at Elise, "but 1'd so much rather hang out with my freak
of a brother than ligen to you criticize me™

Infuriatingly enough, Elise kept on painting her fingernails

"Hne" Jenny huffed, somping down the steps and away from the fountain toward Centrd
Park West. Copy Serena, she scoffed, her stupendous double-Ds bobbing with each step. Like | could
even come close.

But Jenny wasn't one to take chdlenges ligntly, and nothing would please her more than to
prove to Elise that she wasn't just some wanna-be, hopeesdy trying to copy Serena and fal-ing every
time. A boy whidtled at her as she bobbed by, and she flipped her brown curly har back from her face,
pretending to ignore him. She might not be six feet tal and blond and gor-geous, but boys ill whistled a
her. That meant she had some-thing, didn't it? And not dl models were tdl and blond. She lifted her chin
and added a little strut to her walk, imitating the way the models walked in the runway shows she'd
watched on the Metro Channdl. Elise was going to eat her words when she saw Jenny's face on the
pages of Vogue and Elle. She'd be such a success, even Serena would be jedous.

Although Serena wouldn't be too jedous of the pile of dog poop Jenny dmost stepped in
whiletrying to be the next Gisde.



gossipgirl.co.uk

next post a question

Disdlamer: All the real names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Thewor< idea ever

Soit's Thursday aready and no one's heard anything yet. Hello?? And
its dl due to this anoyingly dumb idea the U.S. Postd Service had.
Apparently lagt year a this time, the postal service got millions of cals from
college-bound seniors accusing them of logng their admissons letters and even
tampering with the content of the letters. Right, like some malmen redly cares
if you got into Princeton or not. So this year they decided to try something
cdled the Nationa College Admission Letter Pool, which sounds a lot more
intdligent than it redly is. Bascdly it means tha colleges are required to send
their acceptance let-ters out in bundles according to zip code so the post office
can ddiver them dl & once.

As if we haven't dready suffered enough. Anyway, rumor has it the
bundles went out on Monday, and snce we dl bascaly live in the same zip
code, we should be getting ours, like... TODAY!!

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

You are the bomb. FY1, everyone: Party at my dad's restau-rant
tonight. True West, Pier Hotel, top floor, West Street. I've reserved a
couple suites in the hotel too so there will be plenty of space to blow off
steam. Stay cool.

—jay

No, you are the bomb. See you tonight!
—GG

Sightings

B, harassing her mallman. It's because of people like her that were dl
auffering right now! S reading the persond ads in Time Out dur-ing her
Mandarin Oriental Spa pedicure. Interestingly enough, she was kind of
stuck on the Women Seeking Women page. D gtting on the marble floor in
the lobby of his gpartment building right under the mailboxes, writing furioudy
in a little black notebook. Guess the pres-sure's getting to him. N drinking
highbdlls with his parents at the Yale Club. Cdebrating so early? J buying a
three-foot-high stack of fashion magazines a her locd newsstand. Is she
researching a school assgnment or just meking a collage? And V, interviewing
anybody and everybody. That's going to be one fed-up moviel

If you have a big dog who likes to bite mailmen, please keep him on a



leash.

And remember people, were all in this together .

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



onyour marks ga s, rrrip!!

"Oh my God, | can't bresthe" Blar gasped dramaticdly. She hugged one of her stepbrother
Aaron's barley-husk-filled bed pillows againg her ssomach. "I'm going to throw up.”

It wouldn't be the firgt time.

"Cdm down," Serena advised, arranging two little piles of white, cream, and manila envelopes on
top of Aaron's egg-plant-colored hemp bedspread. Her indinctsin the park the other day about this little
|etter-opening party had been dead accurate. Blair was smply way too competitive to be avilized about
the whole thing.

"I'm going to die" Blar moaned, dutching her sscomach.

Thetwo girls sat cross-legged on top of Aaron's bed in his bedroom, which was actudly Blair's
room from now until she went away to college. Her red bedroom was being made over into a nursery for
Yde, her new baby hdf-sgter, due to arive in June. Aaron had moved in with her little brother, Tyler.
Blar despised the room's ecofriendly decor and the persstent odor of stale soy hot dogs and herbd
cigarettes. She was even thinking of petitioning for a suite at the Carlyle Hotd on Madison, at least urtil
graduation.

Tak about perfect setting for a post-getting-into-Y de rendezvous with Nate! But fird things firs:
she had to get in.

On the bed between the two girls were two piles of envelopes, stacked facedown so that the
return addresses were hidden. There were seven in Blair's stack and five in Serena’s, yet Serenas stack
was tdler. There was no question about it: Serena's envelopes were suspicioudy fatter.

"Okay. Ready?' Serena asked. She reached across the bed to give Blair's hand alittle good-luck
queeze.

"Wat!" Blar grabbed the bottle of Ketedl One vodka shed swiped from her sepfather's
nightstand and opened it with her teeth.

"The longer you drag it out, the more panful it's gonna be" Serena replied, beginning to lose
patience.

Blar took a swig, then closed her eyes and reached for the firs envelope in her stack. "Fuck it.
Okay. Let'sdo it

Rriipp!

Dear Mss. Wddorf,

The Office of Admissons is sorry to inform you that we have reviewed your gpplication and
cannot offer you a place a Harvard Universty next fdl.

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. van der Whbodsen,

The Office of Admissons has reviewed your gpplication and is pleased to offer you a place at
Harvard Universty. . . .

Rriipp!

Dear Mss. Wddorf,

Thank you for your application. Princeton University had an out-standing pool of gpplicants this
year. The admissons decision is dways a difficult one. We regret to inform you that we cannot offer you
aplaceinthe dass of ...

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. van der Woodsen,

Thank you for your outstanding gpplication. Princeton Universty is pleased to offer you a place
inthe class of ...

Rriipp!

Dear Mss. Wddorf, We regret to inform you that Brown University cannot. ..

Rriipp!



Dear Ms. van der Woodsen,

The Office of Admissons was impressed with your application. We are pleased to invite you to
join Brown Universty's class of ...

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. Wddorf,

We have reviewed your gpplication and have decided not to offer you a place aWedeyan next
fdl. We wish you well.

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. van der Woodsen,

The Office of Admissons at Wedeyan Universty is pleased to offer you a place. ..

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. Wddorf,

Vassar Collegeis a amdl school and can only accept a limited number of gpplicants. We regret
to inform you that we cannot offer you a place a Vassar next fdl.

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. van der Woodsen,

Thank you for your application to Yde Universty. We are very pleased to invite you to join the
dassof...

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. Wddorf,

Thank you for your gpplication to Yae Univerdaty. The Office of Admissons has added your
name to await lig. The office will inform you of your status on or before June 15.

Rriipp!

Dear Ms. Wddorf,

We have reviewed your gpplication and are very pleased to offer you a place a Georgetown
Univergty next fdl.

Blar tossed the last |etter on top of the bedspread and seized the bottle of vodka. Wait-listed a
Yde, and she only got into Georgetown? But that was her safety! No way had she thought she'd ever
actudly wind up there.

Drink up and think again, honey-pie.

She took a panicked gulp and then handed the bottle to Serena. "How'd you do?' she
demanded.

Serena could tdl from the scary look on Blair's face tha the news was not good. She didnt
know what to say. "Urn, | gotin...um. . . bascdly . . . everywhere?'

Blar stared disbdievingly at the sheaf of acceptance letters in Serenas hands. On top was a
cream-colored letter marked with the disinctive blue Yde Universty letterhead. Her vison blurred.
"Wait, you gpplied to Yade?'

Serena nodded. "At the lagt minute | just decided, why not, you know?"

"And you got in?'

Serena nodded again. "Sorry." She reached for the remote and flicked on Aaron's TV. Then she
flicked it off again. The way Blar was glaing at her with her teeth bared was making her nervous.

Blar kept on glaring. Back in fird grade she'd acciden-tally chopped off a foot-long sweth of
Serends long golden hair with a steak knife. All these years sheld fdt sort of guilty about it—until now.
Now she wished sheld cut Serena's entire blond fucking head off. She snatched up the bottle and took
another angry swig of vodka. What did Serena have that she didn't? She was in the top of her class a
Congtance and took every AP course they offered. Sheld aced the SAT. She did charity work. She ran
the French club. She was a ranked tennis player. Her entire high-school career—practically her whole
life—sheld been working toward getting into Yae. Her father had gone there. His father had gone there.
Her great-uncle had donated two buildings and a playing fidd. Serena had been kicked out of boarding
school that fal. She took no APs at dl, did hardly any extracurriculars, was pur-ported to have mediocre



grades and even lower SAT scores than Nate. Serenas dad had gone to Princeton and Brown, two of
Y dées higgest competitors. Still, Yae had accepted Serena and stuck Blar on ther fucking wait ligt! Was
there something Serena knew tha she didn't even after twelve two-hour sessions with Ms. Glos, the
uptight, wig-wearing Constance Billard School senior guidance counsdlor, and one hundred and fourteen
weeks of SAT prep??

"I probably won't even go," Serena fdtered in an atempt to play things down. "I have to ... you
know . . . vigt dl the schools before | decide” She gathered her luxurious blond hair on top of her head
and frowned. "Maybe | won't even go to college right away. | could stay in the dity and try to do some
acting or something.”

Blar scooted off the bed, scattering her pile of rgection letters. So Serena got into Yde, but she
didnt even redly want to go there? "What the fuck?" she cried, doshing vodka dl over the
natural-sea-grass mat beneeth her feet.

Serena collected her letters and held them behind her back. "What about the other schools? You
mus have-All of a sudden Blar's stepbrother, Aaron Rose, poked his smug, dreadlocked Rasta,
into-Harvard-early-admission head into the room. "I thought | heard shouting." He squinted at the letters
in Serenas hand. "Accepted a Harvard!" He waked into the room and held his hand up to give her a
highfive. "Nice!" He grinned over at Blar. "Wuzzabout you, 7'

Blar wasn't sure whether to kill them both or kill hersdlf. "I'm not your Ster,” she spat back. She
dammed the haf-empty vodka bottle down on the top of Aaron's organicaly grown beechwood dresser,
nearly breaking the glass bottle. "But since you're both obvioudy so interested, | got fucking wait-listed
a Yde Theonly place that accepted meis Georgetown. Fucking stupid-ass Georgetown.”

Serena and Aaron stared at her for a moment, their eyes wide with a mixture of disbdief and fear
of the Mighty Wrath of Blair.

"That's not so bad," Serena murmured findly. She didn't know much about Georgetown, but
shed met some cute boys who went there, and it might be kind of cool to live in the same dty as the
presdent. "I'm sure Ydeis just playing hard to get. And if you don't wind up getting in, a least you have
backup."

It was easy for Serena to tak about backup when her backup schools were Harvard and
Brown. Blar duffed her feet back into her new dove gray Eugenia Kim flais and snatched her black
DKNY zip-up cardigan off the bed.

"Come on, Blair, don't be such sore loser. New Haven's a dump anyway. You'd probably hate it
there" Aaron hooked his guitar-playing-callused thumbs into the pockets of his army green cargo pants.
"At least they have a Pradain DC."

Of course the only thing Blar had heard hm say was the word loser.

"Fuck off,” she hissed to both of them as she stomped out the door on her way over to Nate's
house. Chances were Nate had only been accepted a some lame stoner school like Hobart or UNH. At
least he could sympathize.

Hed probably even have sympathy sex. Not that she was even close to being in the mood.

n'snewsistoogood toshare

No one dse was even home, but out of sheer habit, Nate suffed a rolled-up navy blue Raph
Lauren bath towd into the space between the hardwood floor and his closed bedroom door before
gtting down on his green-and-black-plaid bed-spread and lighting up. He took a big hit and then reached
for the first envelope in the short stack on his bedside table. He tore it open.

Congratulations, Mr. Archibad,

Brown Universty is pleased to offer you . . .

Scorel

Nate dropped the letter on the bed, took another hit, and then tore open the second envelope.

Dear Mr. Archibald,



The Office of Admissons has reviewed your gpplication and would like to invite you to join
Boston University's class of...

Double scorel

He sucked on the joint and then balanced it on the edge of his bedside table. Next envelope.

Hampshire College had a strong and interesting pool of appli-cants this year. Yours stood ouit.
Mr. Archibad, we are pleased to offer you a place at Hampshire next fdl.

Triple scorel

Last envelope—hed only been able to ded with gpplying to four schoals.

Thank you for your gpplication. Yde Universty's office of admis-sons is pleased to offer you a
placeinthe class of ...

Quadruple fucking scorel!!

Nate couldnt wait to tdl Blar. They could go to Yae together, live in the married peopl€es
housng just like she used to dream about. They could even get a dog, maybe. A Great Dane.

Nate examined the other paperwork suffed indde the envelopes. Along with the acceptance
letters from Brown and Yde were extra letters from the schools lacrosse coaches, promisng him a
darting place on the team. "Holy shit," Nate breathed, reading the letters. They didn't just want him. They
wanted him bad.

Join the club.

He reached for his cdl phone and was about to speed-dia Blair's private line when the phone
rang in his hand. The name blair appeared on the phone's little screen.

"Hey. | was about to cdl you," Nate chuckled. "How'd it go?'

"Buzz mein." Blair replied in a clipped tone. "I'm like two doors away from your house."

Uh-oh.

Nate licked hisfingers and pinched the burning end of the joint until it went out. Then he squirted
alittle Hermes Eau d'Orange Verte cologne into the air to freshen up the room. Not that he was trying to
completdy hide the fact that held been amoking weed; he just didnt want to gross Blar out with the
ardl.

The doorbdl rang and he buzzed her in. “I'm in my room,” he sad into the high-tech
video-intercom system.

"Come on up."

On the bed were his four acceptance letters. He gathered them up, eager to present Blar with
the awvesome news. they were both going to Yae! This particular strain of pot aways made him horny.
Maybe Blar would findly be ready to have sex, and they could celebrate properly, with ther clothes off.

Or maybe not.

Nate's house was even nicer than Blair's—after dl, it was a whole house with a garden and
everything, and since he was an only child, Nate even had his own floor. But the stairs dways annoyed
Blar. Couldn't his parents just inddl an escalator?

"I'm dying," Blair wailed as soon as she reached the top step. She staggered into Nate's room
and flopped facedown on the bed. Then she rolled over and stared up at the clear blue sky through the
skylight in the cailing. "At leat, | wish | were dead.”

The odds were pretty high that Blair wouldn't be consd-ering deeth if shed gotten into Yae.
Nate did his acceptance letters onto his desk and sat down next to her. Gingerly, he brushed his thumb
agand her flawvlesdy smooth cheek.

Thank you, La Mer skin cream.

"What's going on?' he asked gently.

"Tha stupid bitch Serena got into Yae and every other fucking school she gpplied to, and | only
got into fucking Georgetown. Yde wait-listed me, and | got rejected every-where dse” Blair rolled
over and pressed her face into Nate's leg. Today was the day she was supposed to have logt her
vir-ginity, but now it was obvious she was too big a loser to ever have sex. "Oh, Nate. Wha are we
going to do?'

Nate didnt know whet to say. One thing was certain. He wasn't about to tdl Blar that held



gotten into Yae, too. She might smother him with a pillow or something. "I know a hunch of guys who
got wait-listed at schools lagt year. Most of them wound up getting in," he offered.

"Yegh, but not to Yale" Blar moaned. "All the shitty schools have superlong wait lists because the
kids usng them as their safeties wind up not going.”

"Oh"

Typicd Blar. Her idea of a shitty school was any school other than Yae.

"Yde knows that dmost everyone they accept isgoing to go, so their wait lis probably has, like,
two people on it, and those two people are totaly never going to get in" She sghed dramaticaly.
"Fuck!"Then she sat up and flicked a piece of lint off her Seven jeans. "So what about you? Whered you
oetin?'

Nate knew it was wrong to withhold informetion from his girlfriend—the gil he loved—but he
couldn't bear to break her heart.

Or make her so mad she wouldn't want to fool around?

"Um," he yawned, like this was the mogt boring conversa-tion ever. "Hampshire. BU. Brown.
That's about it."

So he forgot to mention Yde. That wasn't the same as lying, was it?

Um, yes?

Blar stared idly at the bare hardwood floor, twirling her ruby ring around and around on her
finger s0 fagt it made Nate dizzy. He lay down next to her and wrapped his ams around her was.
"Georgetown is a good school.”

Blar's body was rigid. "But it's so far away from Brown,” she complained.

Nate shrugged and began to massage the spot between her shoulder blades. "Maybe I'll go to
BU. | bet there's a shuttle from Boston to DC."

Tearsweled in Blair's eyes and she kicked at the mattress with her heds. "But | don't want to go
to Georgetown. | hate Georgetown!"

Nate pulled her head to his chest and kissed her neck. He and Blar hadn't been on his bed
together like this in months, and he was getting serioudy horny. "Have you even been down there to
check it out?"

Asamatter of fact, Blar hadn't vigted any school other than Yade. "No," she admitted.

Nate ran his tongue over her earlobe. The peachy smdl of her shampoo was giving him the
munchies. "I've met a lat of coadl girls from Georgetown. You should go down there. Maybe youll even
likeit better than Yae" he said, his voice muffled as he nuzzled her neck.

"Right," Blair responded bitterly. She was vagudy aware that Nate was coming on to her, but she
was 0 upset, dl she could fed was his spit on her ear. Nate fdl back on the bed and pulled her on top
of him. His eyes were closed and hislips were pressed together in a stoned, happy, turned-on amile.

"Mmm," he moaned, enjoying the weight of her on top of him.

"l just wish I'd gotten into Yde," Blar whispered. Then she could whip off her clothes and they
could findly do it, just as sheld dways imagined. She tucked her head into the crook of Nate's chin and
breathed in his nice smoky scent. All she needed right now was a good cuddle. Sex would just have to
wait.

Nate opened his eyes and sghed heavily. Coitus Interruptus, Part XX, produced especidly for
him by Blar Wadorf.

Not that he actudly deserved sex.

"Jugt promise me youll check out Georgetown,” he said, trying to sound like a good supportive
boyfriend and not alying son of a bitch.

Blar hugged him tight. Her life was a miserable pit of hdl, and her best friend was a decaitful
bitch, but at least she had Nate—adorable, caring, sraightforward Nate. And he was right. Visting
Georgetown couldn't hurt. At this point she'd do anything.

"Okay. | promise," she agreed.

Nate tucked his hand indde the waistband of her jeans but she grabbed it and pulled it out again.

Widl, almost anything.



andthewinne is....

"He's herdd” Dan heard his kid sster, Jenny, whisper as he closed the front door of the
gpartment. "Hurry!"

He dropped his keys on the rickety old table in the front hal and kicked off his Pumas. "Hdlo?"
he called, padding into the kitchen, where the family usudly converged. As usud, Marx, the Humphreys
enormous black cat, lay sprawled on the cracked ydlow Formica kitchen table, his head resting on an
orange dish towe. Dan's hdf-empty coffee cup was right where held left it that morning, near Marx's
lit-tle,, pink nose. The kitchen lights were on, and a haf-eaten Dannon fat-free blueberry yogurt—Jenny's
favorite—sat on the ydlow countertop. Dan tugged on Marx's furry black ears. The usud pile of mal
was suspicioudy missng from the table, and Jenny was nowhere in Sght. ™Y 0. Anyone home?" he caled.

"In here,” Jenny's voice rang out from the adjacent dining room.

Dan pushed open the swinging door to the dining room. Sde by Sde a the scratched
Pennsylvania Dutch farm table sat Jenny and their dad, Rufus. Rufus was wearing a hegther gray Mets
T-shirt, and his wild and wiry gray beard was badly in need of combing. Jenny was wearing an
expengve-looking dlk tiger-print hater top, and her nals were painted bright red. In the empty place
across from them sat a stack of envelopes, an unopened box of Entenmann's chocolate donuts, and a
white paper cup of ddi coffee.

"Have a seat, son. We've been waiting for you,” Rufus explained with an anxious smile. "We even
got your favorite donuts. Today's the big day!"

Dan blinked. For the past seventeen years his father had complained about the cost of rasing and
educating two ungrateful teenagers, and congantly threatened to move to a country where medicine and
education were publidy funded. Yet he sent Dan and Jenny to two of the most expensve and
competitive single-sex private schools in Manhattan, taped their Selar report cards to the fridge, and was
condantly quizzing them on poetry and Latin. He seemed even more freaked out about Dan's college
acceptance |etters than Dan was.

"Did you guys dready open my mail?' Dan demanded.

"No. But we will if you don't hurry up and st down,” Jenny told him. She tapped the stack of
envelopes with a shiny red fingernal. "'l put Brown on top."

"Geg, thanks," Dan grumbled as he sat down. As if the whole process wasn't nerve-racking
enough. He hadn't antici-pated opening hismal in front of an audience.

Rufus reached across the table for the box of donuts and tore it open. "Go on,” he urged, before
duffing a donut into his mouth.

Hisfingers trembling, Dan carefully opened the envelope from Brown and unfolded the sheets of
paper indde.

"Oh my God, you're o in" Jenny squeal ed.

"What'd they say? What'd they say?' Rufus demanded, his bushy gray eyebrows twitching
excitedly.

"I gotin," Dan told them quietly. He handed his father the letter.

"Of course you did!" Rufus gloated. He grabbed last night's nearly empty bottle of Chianti from
off the table, uncorked it with his teeth, and took a swig. "Go on, open the next one!”

The second letter was from New Y ork Universty—NY U— where Vanessa had been accepted
ealy admisson. "l bet you'rein," Jenny anticipated annoyingly. "Shhhh!" her father hissed &t her.

Dan tore open the letter. He looked up at their expectant faces and announced evenly, "In."

"Whoo-hoo!" Rufus cheered, dapping his chest like a proud gorilla "Atta boy!"

Jenny reached for the next envelope. "Can | open this one?' Dan ralled his eyes. Did he have any
choice? "Sure"" "Colby College" Jenny read. "Where's that?' "Maine, you ignoramus™ their father
answered. "Will you open it please?'

Jenny giggled and did her finger under the flap of the envelope. This was fun, like beng a



presenter a the Oscars or something. "And the Oscar goesto ... Dan! You'rein”

"Coal." Dan shrugged. He hadn't even gone up to Maine to vist Colby, but his English teacher
inggted it had the best writing program on the East Coast.

Jenny reached for the next envelope and tore it open with-out even asking for permission fird.
"Columbia Univergty. Oops. They rgjected you."

"Badtards," Rufus growled.

Dan shrugged again. Columbia had a pregtigious and demanding creative writing program, and it
was S0 close to home he wouldn't have needed to live in a dorm. But consd-ering the claustrophobic
gtuaion he found himsdf in right now, living at home for the next four years seemed kind of unappeding.

The last envelope was from Evergreen College in Washington State, so far away it had a sort of
romantic appeal. He did the envelope across the table to Rufus and picked up his complimentary cup of
coffee. "Open it, Dad."

"Evergreen!" Rufus bellowed. "Abandoning us for the Pacific Northwest! Do you have any idea
how much it rains out there?"

"Dad," Jenny whined.

"All right, dl right." Rufus tore open the envelope, ripping the letter in the process. He squinted at
the mangled sheet of paper. "In!" He grabbed another donut, shoved it in his mouth, and then pushed the
box toward Dan. "Four out of five—not too shabby!"

"Let's eat out to celebrate!” Jenny cried, dapping her hands. "Theres this new restaurant on
Orchard Street that is supposed to be redly cool. All the models go there.”

Rufus grimaced a Dan. "Before you arrived, your sster announced that she is going to be a
supermodd. Apparently by the end of the month I'll be riding around in my jet buy-ing racehorses and
boats with dl the millions she's going to make." He pointed a chocolatey finger a Jenny. "Youll cover
Dan's college tuition, too, right?'

Jenny rolled her eyes. "Dad.”

Rufus squinted at her. "Wheréd you get that shirt, any-way?' His forehead grew red and shiny,
the way it did when he was excited. "If you don't stop misusng my credit card, I'm sending you to
boarding schooal. You hear?"

Jenny rolled her eyes again. "Y ou may not have to send me. I'll be happy to go."

Dan cleared histhroat noisly and stood up. "That's enough, kids. There's a party later on tonight,
but before | go, you can take me out for Chinese. At my place on Columbus.”

"Bor-ing," Jenny moaned.

"You got it," Rufus agreed, winking a him. "By the way, | vote for NYU. That way you can live
a home, | can help you study, and in return you can hook me up with some of your brainy femde English
professors.”

Dan fdt like hed stepped into a corny Disney movie about horny stay-at-home dads. He
grabbed a donut out of the box, scooped up the pile of letters, and headed into his room. A blank
notebook lay on the unmade bed, waiting for him to pick it up and fill it with somber, tortured verse. But
Dan was too happy to write. HEd gotten into four out of the five schools held gpplied to! He couldnt
wait to share the good news.

The problem was, with whom?

aslongasheshappy, e shappy

"What if he's home dl done dashing his wrigs or some-thing?' Vanessa fretted out loud. She
glaed & her twenty-two-year-old sster Ruby's leather-clad ass. Ruby was leaning in her bedroom
doorway, taking on the landline and her cdl phone a the same time, organizing her band's upcoming
tour.

"lcdand!" Ruby shouted. "Were number five on the indie chartsin fresking Reykjavik!"

"Big fresking whoop," Vanessa growled, checking her email for the Sixtieth time, even though no



one ever e-mailed her. She had convinced hersdf that Dan had been rejected from every school held
goplied to and was at that very moment sanding on top of the George Washington Bridge, writing his
postscript before he jJumped. Evenif he had gotten in somewhere, he was probably having some sort of
exigenia apocalyptic moment and was right now wading naked into the Hudson River near the boat
basin to cleanse himsdf of dl the creativity-draining negative karma before he could write again.

If she were baing honest with hersdlf, sheld admit that she wasn't redlly dl that worried. Dan was
a good student and a brilliant writer. He was bound to get in somewhere. All she redly wanted was an
excuse to cdl him up and talk to him again, because ever snce she'd seen Dan in the park on Monday,
she couldn't stop thinking about him.

Sheld thought about cdling him under the pretense of another interview for her documentary, but
that was so obvi-ous, just thinking about it made her break out into a rash. She'd aso thought of caling
Dan'slittle sister, Jenny, under the pretense of asking her to do an interview on what it was like to have a
gbling in the throes of getting into college. Then Jenny would blurt to Dan that Vanessa had cdled and
asked about him, and then maybe Dan would cdl or emall her. But come on, how sixth grade could you
get?

Ruby was dill parked in her doorway, taking on the phone. This was the problem with Ruby
degping in the living room and Vanessa having the only bedroom: Ruby treated Vanessa's bedroom like
her living room.

"Hold on. Cdl-waiting," Ruby told the person on the other end of the line. She plugged her nose
and put on a fake operator's voice. "All systems are busy at thistime— " She paused. "Oh, hello, Danid.
Would you mind cdling back? I'm on an important cdl with my band. We're teking over the uni-verse™

Vanessa lunged for the phone and wrenched it out of Ruby's hand. "Hdlo?" she said tremuloudly.
"Dan? Areyou . . . are you okay?"'

"Yup," Dan replied, sounding happier than sheld ever heard hm sound. "l got in everywhere
except Columbia.”

"Wow!" Vanessa responded, absorbing the information. "But you want to go to Brown, right? |
mean, you're not even redly congdering NY U or those other schools?

" don't know," Dan answered. "l have to think it over."

They were both glent for amoment. They'd discussed the obvious, but there was so much more
to discuss, it was kind of overwhdming.

"Widl, anyway, congratulations,” Vanessa managed to utter, suddenly feding incredibly sad. Dan
was going to Brown in Providence, Rhode Idand, where held probably meet some long-haired, skinny
gr from Vermont who made pottery and played guitar and knitted him sweaters, while she stayed in
New York and went to NYU and continued to live with her fresk of asigter.

Ruby grabbed the phone out of her hand. "Hey Dan, guess what? I'm going on tour for like eight
months with SugarDaddy. We're leaving next week. Why don't you move in here? Y ou and my sister can
have, like, your own little love pad!"

Vanessa glared a her. Leave it to Ruby to completely mess things up in the most tactless,
embarrassing way possible. Ruby handed back the phone and Vanessa hdd it a few inches away from
her ear. What the fuck was she supposed to say now?

Dan wasn't opposed to the idea of living parent-free in a cool neighborhood like Williamsburg,
and living with Vanessa might actudly be kind of great. She could make her films, he could write. It
would be like Y addo—one of those retreats for writers and artists that his dad had gone to back in the
old days. Maybe they'd even wind up getting back together and having lots of sex dl the time, just like dl
those artists and writers were rumored to have done back in the seventies.

Siill, everything was happening kind of fast. His cleared his throat. "Il have to tak to my dad
about it. Were going out for Chinese tonight to celebrate. How 'bout we meet at that party on West
Street afterwards?!

Vanessa was hardly the partying type, but she supposed Dan had a reason to want to celebrate.
"Sounds good,” she agreed.

"And I'll talk to my dad about the moving-in thing. | think it could be kind of cool," Dan told her,



sounding rather cool himsdlf.

Vanessa suddenly fdt like the girl in those cheesy happy-ending movies sheld dways hated. The
one who lives happily ever after with her adoring husband in a house with slk cur-tains in the windows
ingeed of black sheets like she and Ruby had.

"Codl" she enthused, even though it had dways been one of her least favorite words. She clicked
off and handed the phone back to her sster, who was dill jabbering on her cdl phone. "Can | borrow
some guff from your closet?' Vanessa whispered.

Ruby cocked an eyebrow &t her and nodded slently. Looks like thisis going to be some party.

likeshewasactualy inthemood to cdebor ate?

Blar stepped off the devator and stood staring at the home-made banner taped to the front door
of the penthouse. "YAY/, blair! we're so proud of you!" it read. She pushed open the door. Mookie,
Aaron's exuberant brown-and-white boxer, waggled over and shoved his wet nose between her legs.

"Fuck off," Blair growled. For a brief moment she won-dered if a miracle had occurred. Maybe
her France-living gay dad or some other benevolent fary had put in a cdl to Yde and they'd decided to
accept her right away. 1t was unlikdy, but—

"Serena told us what happened!” her pregnant mother crowed, swaying hugdy in the foyer. "Wait
lig, shmait lig. | can't imagine why you got so upset, darling. Yde has just as good as accepted you!"

Blar pedled off her cardigan and threw it on the antique chaise in the corner. Mookie threstened
to oniff her crotch again and she kicked him away. "It's not that Smple, Mom.”

Pregnancy had made Eleanor's highlighted blond har grow superfast, and it hung down to her
shoulders in what Blair thought was a pathetic attempt to look like she was of appropriate childbearing
age. Eleanor clapped her bgeweed hands together. "Wdl, my little sourpuss, we're having a spe-cid
family celebration for you anyway. Everyone's waiting in the dining room!"

A family celebration. Oh, goody.

The table was lad with Eleanor's finest crystd and slver, and sheld ordered in from Blue Ribbon
Sushi, Blair's favorite. Cyrus and Aaron were dready mery with champagne. Even twelve-year-old
Tyler looked alittle drunk.

"And you thought youd wind up a Norwak Community College" Aaron sad as he poured
champagne into Blar's empty glass. "Wedl knew you could do better.”

Cyruswinked at her with one of his bulbous, bloodshot, muddy blue fish eyes. "Yde regjected me
flat when | applied. It's about time | made them sorry. If you'd like me to give them a kick in the pants
about your application, I'd sure enjoy doing it."

Blar grimaced. Asif she wanted Yde to know she and Cyrus were even remotely related?

"I'm not going to college,” Tyler announced, Spping his champagne like a pro. "I'm going to DJ in
clubsdl over Europe. And then I'm going to open a casno.”

"WEell see about that." Eleanor forked a sx-inch-long Cdifornia rall onto her plate and giggled.
"Baby's hungry again.”

Blar had afeding her mother wouldn't look like she was twenty months pregnant instead of only
seven if shed stop eating so much. She downed her entire glass of champagne and reached for an
untouched box of sushi. First she was going to suff her face with ed roll and pour enough cham-pagne
down her throat to make her puke her guts out. Then she was going to meet Nate at that supid party on
West Street, but only for ten minutes, because watching everyone celebrate when she had nothing to
celebrate was going to make her puke even more. And then she was going to fdl adeep watching
Breakfast at Tiffany's, her dl-time-favorite movie, saring her dl-time-favorite star. Audrey Hepburn
hadn't even gone to college, but she'd dill had a charmed life

Her mother picked up her log of sushi and hit into it like a hot dog. She and Cyrus had known
each other for less than a year and had only been married snce November, but Eleanor seemed to have
picked up his egting habits. She put the remaining sushi down and dabbed her lips with a white linen




napkin.

"Now that were dl gathered here, | have afavor to ask you, darling.”

Blar looked up from her edl. It appeared her mother was addressing her.

Oh, boy.

"You know it's been a while, so my doctor thought it might be good for me to take a childbirth
class, to refresh my memory. | Sgned up for the intensve one. It meets four after-noons for two hours.
Thething is, Cyrusisworking on his new project out in the Hamptons, and he's rather squeamish about
these kinds of things anyway. Do you think you could come with me, darling? | have to have a partner,
and it'sonly a couple of hours after school.”

Blar coughed the rest of the ed into her ngpkin and lunged for her champagne. Childbirth class
?What the fuck? "l thought Aaron was the one who wanted to be a doctor," she complained. "Why can't
he go?'

"You adways take such good care of your mother,” Cyrus told her.

"I have band practice,” Aaron said. Asif hed ever planned on volunteering.

"Metoo," Tyler put in quickly.

And it wasn't as though Eleanor could ask any of her middle-aged socidite friends to go with her.
Thar children were dl college-age, or nearly. To them, Eleanor's pregnancy was a tremendous, horrifying
embarrassment.

"Hne I'll go," Blar agreed sullenly. She pushed her plate away and stood up. The thought of
taking to them any longer made her want to puke dready. Besides, everyone seemed to have forgotten
what they were supposed to be cdebrating, anyway. "May | be excused?' she asked. "l have to get
ready to go out.”

Her mother reached over and snaked an am around her. "Of course, darling." She gave Blair's
was a squeeze. "You're my best friend.”

Ew?

Blar wriggled free and escaped to her so-caled bedroom. At leest Georgetown was further
away than Yde—it had that going for it. And it wouldn't hurt to cal the number on the acceptance letter
and make arrangements for avist.

If only she'd applied to the Universty of Audrdia

She peeled off her jeans and T-shirt and made a haf-hearted effort to dress for the party, putting
on a tighter, darker pair of jeans and a black deeveess shirt. Her arms looked pale and dack, and she
pinched them angrily.

"Hey 95" Aaron cdled from outside her door. "Can | come in?'

Blar rolled her eyes a her reflection in her bedroom mir-ror. "It's not like | can stop you," she
replied miserably.

Aaron opened the door, wearing his Harvard T-shirt like the asshole he was. It was kind of a
tradition to wear an arti-cle of dathing from the school you wanted to go to right after finding out that
you'd gotten in, but Aaron had found out months ago. "I thought we could head down to the party
together."

"Hne" Blar sghed. "I'm dmog ready.” She picked up a sick of Chand eydiner and drew a
dark gray line beneath each of her eyes. Then she smeared on some MAC Ice lip gloss and ran her
fingersthrough her har. There. Done.

"Arent you going to wear your Yae T-shirt?" Aaron asked, waiching as she searched under the
bed for an appropriate pair of shoes. "l won't tdl anyone about the wait lig.”

"Geg, thanks" Blar retorted as she shoved her feet into a par of boring black Coach loafers.
She yanked the bedroom door open dl the way and ssomped down the hdl, not even caring that her tight
jeans made her bulky cotton underwear bunch and ride right up her buit.

So much for the days of dressng for success!
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next post a question

Disdlamer: All the real names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
How to get off the wait list and into the college of your choice

Stage a hunger drike in front of the admissons office. Take the SATs
agan, cheat, and get a perfect score.

Lean to play "Yankee Doodle' on the vidin and serenade the
admis-sons office until they beg you to enrdll, if only youll stop playing.

Buy more shoes than Imeda Marcos, get in the Guinness Book of
World Records, write atdl-al memoair, and win the Pulitzer Prize for literature.

Use your plainum Amex to buy the dean of admissons tha new
BMW convertible dl your guy friends want for graduation.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

| met this boy a while ago at a party in NYC. He totally convinced
me he was going to Georgetown next year and would be cap-tain of our
lax team. He was going to keep his sailboat some-where nearby and we
were going to sail down to Florida together for spring break. | never
heard from him again, and now | don't think he even applied.

—brokenhrt

Dear brokenhrt,

Guess he must have found another port to dock his ship in. I'm s0
sorry.

—GG

Dear GG,

| heard that dumb blond Constance girl got in everywhere
because she dept with all her interviewers.

—beast

Dear beast,

| don't know if were even talking about the same blond
Constance girl. But maybe she's a lot smarter than everyone thinks.

—GG

Dear GG,

Just so you and everyone ese knows, | work in the admissions
office at the Dorna B. Rae College for Women in Bryn Mawr,
Pennsylvania, and we are ill accepting applications. Come and check
us out!



—camil

Dear camil,

Sounds tempting. I'll def. make sure B knows about this, and
anyone else who's really desperate.

—GG

Sightings

N and his buds celebrating their acceptances on the roof terrace of his
town house. Passersby were getting high on the secondhand smoke. That old
girlfriend of N's from Greenwich—you remember, the crazy, drug-addicted
heiress>—at a convent in Sweden, "reform+ing.” J having a free makeup
conaultation at the Clinique counter in Bloomingdale's SoHo. It's important
to know your pore Sze and what type of exfoliator to use before you become
afamous super-mode. V, dso in Bloomingda€es SoHo, getting made over by
aglam-orous transvedtite at the MAC counter. Hot date tonight? Sat an ATM
withdrawing a hot-pink dligator Birkin bag ful of cash. Paying off the
admissons offices at dl the schools she got into? Making a contribu-tion to
charity? Buying hesdf an "I got in" gift & one of those exdu-sve
meatpacking district boutiques that only take cash? D with his dad in a
Broadway liquor store, buying a magnum of Dom. That's one proud papa.
And B returning a get-lucky outfit in Barneys' lingerie department. Guess she
decided it was bad luck.

| bedieve | have alittle college acceptance celebrating to do mysdf.
See you a the party tonight!

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



n hassomehingto confess

True West was one of those places that fdt brand-new every night, but it was dso s0 dasdc, it
might have been around forever. The walls were covered in mirrors with the drinks menus and specids
scrawled dl over them in waxy orange crayon. White leather horseshoe-shaped banquettes were
scat-tered haphazardly around the dining room, and on each table afaux deerskin served as a tablecloth.
Waiters dressed in denim Dries van Noten tunics and turquoise snakeskin cow-boy boots widded
cocktails on vintage orange cafeteria trays. Weird Japanese country music drifted through the air, and
behind the bar stood awall of orange-tinted windows looking out over the Hudson River.

Except for her battered black combat boots, Vanessa was barely recognizable in a black stretch
faux-leather miniskirt and fluttery red-and-black zebra-print shirt. Thanks to the nice transvedtite at the
Bloomingdaes SoHo MAC counter, her lips were painted red, and her eyebrows had been plucked for
the fird time ever. She stationed hersdf on a stool at the far end of the bar and propped her camera upon
her shoulder.

The party had a giddy, first-day-of-school vibe. Girls in matching BU T-shirts squedled and
threw their aams around one another. Boys in Brown swestshirts gave each other high five Vanessa
observed them slently, waiting for one of them 10 approach her and volunteer for an interview.

"I think 1 have something to say,” announced an extraordi-narily handsome boy wearing khakis
and a plain white button-down shirt. He set his Tanqueray gin and tonic on the bar and took a seat on the
goal next to Vanessa. "Do you want me to tdl you my name and what school | go to and dl that?' he
asked.

Vanessa trained the camera on his bloodshot but ill glit-tering green eyes. "Not unless you want
to," she replied. "Jus tdl me alittle bit about how the getting-in process has been for you."

Nate took asp of hisdrink and looked out the orange-tinted windows. Across the river, planes
circled over Newark Airport.

"The funny thing is, | wasnt redly stressed out until now,” he admitted. He pulled a Marlboro
Light out of a pack someone had left behind and rolled it back and forth on top of the bar. "And the
supid thing is, | shouldn't be stressed out. | should be celebrating.”

He glanced at the camera and then looked away sdlf-conscioudy. Behind him the banquettes
were filling up, and suddenly the musc was so loud, he could bardly hear him-sdf think. "I don't know
why | didn't tel her | gpplied,”" he mumbled.

"Who?" Vanessa coaxed. "Where?

"My girlfriend,” Nate explained. "See, she redly wantsto go to Yae. Like, it's the most important
thing in her life. 1 wound up gpplying there because they have a new lacrosse coach who brought them up
from a shitty divison-two team to the leading divison-one team in less than a year. Anyway, today |
found out that | got in and she only got wait-listed. | never even told her | gpplied, and | guess I'm kind of
scared 10 tdl her | got in. | mean, we only just got back together. And if | tdl her, shéell break up with
me agan.”

He waited for Vanessa to respond. When she didn't, he reached for his drink.

"The coaches from Yde and Brown are coming down this weekend to watch me play. Blar's
going down to DC to look at Georgetown, so luckily I won't have to lie to her about where the coaches
are from and dl that." Nate splayed his bows and let his chin fdl into his hands.

Kind of sucksto be aliar, doesn't it?

All of a sudden the familiar scent of a certain patchouli essentid-oil mixture filled his nogtrils.

"Wedid it, Natie!" Serena breathed as she threw her aams around Nate's neck. Her pae blond
har was piled into a messy knot on top of her head and she was wearing a filmy white-and-gold-fringed
poncho shirt over white jeans.

Very Las Vegas showgirl meets The OC.

Nate kissed her cheek and tried to look as psyched as he should have.

"Oops." Serena grimaced, immediately catching on. "Did Blair break up with you agan?'



"Not yet." Nate was about to explain the whale thing, but then Blar stepped off the elevator at
the opposite end of the enormous restaurant, glaring angrily at Serenas back as she approached.

At one of the banquettes, a group of Constance Billard seniors began to whisper among
themsdves

"I heard Blair wrote this redly dumb screenplay instead of an essay for her Yae gpplication. Ms.
Glostold her to changeit, but she sent it anyway, and that's why she didn't get in," Nicki Button told her
friend Rain Hoffgtetter. Rain and Nicki were going to Vassar together next year, and they couldn't dop
looking at each other and squeding.

"I heard Blar wrote Serenas Yde essay for her. That's why she's so pissed off. She got Serena
in, but she only got wait-listed,” 1sabel Coates told her best friend, Kati Farkas. Kati and I1sabel had both
gotten into Georgetown and Rallins, but Isabel had gotten into Princeton and she was adready wearing
her Princeton T-shirt. The idea of splitting up was so heart-breaking, they couldn't stop holding hands.

"Wl | heard Serena got a 1560 on her SAT. She pretends to be so flaky and dumb, but it'sdl a
big act. That's how she can go out so much and never study. She doesn't have to,” Kati stated jedoudy.

"What are you guys taking about?' Blar demanded when she reached the spot where Serena
and Nate were seated &t the bar. She'd only just arrived, but she hated the party already. She hated how
meany kids were wearing their stupid college T-shirts, she hated the queer Japanese country music blaring
out of the stupid orange Bose speakers hanging over the bar, and she hated that Serena was tdking to
Nate in that inimate hands-all-over-over-him way she used whenever she talked to guys.

"Nothing!" Serena and Nate answered in unison.

Serena spun around on her bar stool. "Are you dill mad at me?"

Blar crossed her arms over her chest. "How come you're not wearing a Yae T-shirt? Oh, that's
right. You got in, but you're probably not going,” she added sarcadticaly.

Serena shrugged. "I don't know. I'm vigting a bunch of places this weekend. Hopefully that will
help me decide.”

Nate's armpits grew suddenly damp. He did off his bar stool, put his hands on Blar's shoulders,
and kissed her on 11 ic forehead. "You look pretty,” he sad in an effort to distract her from the subject
of Yde

"Thanks" Blar said even though she knew for a fact that she looked like a preppy, uptight bitch
who never had any fun. She wasn't even wearing any earrings, for Christ's sake! Farther down the bar a
group of girls in matching hunter green Dartmouth T-shirts shouted out some stupid Dartmouth song
before doing aline of vodka shots.

"Ten minutes and then I'm leaving,” Blair told Nate bluntly. "It's a school night, anyway."

Asif that had ever kept her from partying before.

Nate kissed her temple. He was anxious to get her away from Serena before Serena innocently
blurted out the news that he'd gotten into Yae, too. "Want to go check out the sun-set or something?' he
suggested lamdly.

"Whatever," Blar replied, keeping her arms stubbornly crossed over her chest.

"Never mind me" Serena swung her bar stool around until she was facing Vanessa. "Okay,
babe, I'm ready for my close-up.”

Vanessa didn't need to adjust athing. She'd been filming the whole time.

dheslog that lovin' fedin'

"So | guess| should be happy,” Serenadeclared.

Vanessa tracked the camera dowly across Serends flawless face and then panned down,
looking for some physca defect or odd persondity quirk to zoom in on. She couldn't find one. Then
Serena stuck her thumbnail in her mouth and began to gnaw on it.

Ahal

She pulled her thumb away and frowned. "I am happy,” she ingsted, as though trying to convince




hersdf. "I got into every school | applied to. They didn't even care about me not getting asked back to
boarding school thisyear. It'sjudt . . ." Her voice traled off when she saw a boy and a girl, both dressed
in Middlebury T-shirts, making out near the devators. She sghed. "l just wish | had someone to
celebrate with."

The mudc suddenly shifted from Japanese country to the quirky beats of the new Raves abum.
Two guysin U Penn basebd| caps and ydlow neckties peded off their shirts, turned their hats around
backwards, and began to break-dance. Then four drunk girlswidding Vanderbilt pennants took off their
shirts and started trying to break-dance, badly.

"I used to dance on tables” Serena confessed, sounding like some widful, washed-up,
middle-aged cabaret snger. "Now look a me"

Of course about ninety-nine percent of the room's male congtituency was looking at her while
they tried to come up with a pickup line good enough to get her to dance with them. In addition to the
boys, a short, curly-haired, large-chested freshman gifl was Szing Serena up as she consdered how to
approach her.

Jenny and Dan had only just arrived, leaving their emo-tiond father waxing nogagic in the
family's favorite Upper West Side Chinese restaurant over a carafe of sweet white wine. They stood in
front of the eevator doors, surveying the room.

"I warned you it would be obnoxious" Dan told his little sster. Normdly Dan hated parties, and
this particular scene should have annoyed the hdl out of him, but he was feding completely pleased with
himsdf, and the party was the per-fect satting for his mood.

But Jenny only had eyes for Serena. "Don't worry, | can handle it," she replied. Hiking up her
tiger-print hater top, she pushed her way across the crowded room, making a bedline for the bar.

"If | deferred,” Serena rambled on, "I could do some more modeling. And maybe some acting,
too."

Jenny leaned againg the bar as she waited for a chance to ask Serena for advice on how to
break into modding. Her whole body shook with anticipation, and she fdt slly for being so nervous.

Dan only followed Jenny because he was worried she would order some sort of poisonous
mixed drink and would need to be taken home before Vanessa even arrived. Then he noticed that
Vanessa was dready very much there, her camera propped up on her shoulder as she interviewed
Serena for her film.

Her lips were painted dark red, a siver snake was clipped to her ear, and a dinky black skirt
dung to her thighs Her red-and-black tank top was sort of dipping over her bare shoulders, exposng
her gpple-white skin in away Dan had never seen it exposed before. At least, not in public.

Without even pausing to think, he pushed his way through the dancing throng, walked up behind
Vanessa, and kissed her neck. Her pale cheeks flushed pink and she whirled around on her bar stool,
nearly dropping her beloved camerain the process.

"It's not like | have to go to college now— ' Serena stopped in midsentence, saring as Vanessa
and Dan groped each other like horny, sex-starved bessts.

Cut!

Jenny decided to make her move. She bumped her shoulder up againgt Serends hip, hoping to
give the appearance of run-ning into her by accident. "Hey. So, congratulations and every-thing,” she
blurted out awkwardly. "That's aredly cool shirt.”

If Serena had been Blar or some other senior girl, she might have brushed Jenny off with a terse
"Thank you" while wondering what this anoying freshman brat was even doing a a senior
post-getting-into-college party. But Serena never brushed anyone off. It was one of the things that made
her so irresdible, or so intimidating, depending on who you were and how badly you wanted her.
Besides, Jenny just happened to be in the ninth-grade peer group Serena co-led with Blair, so it wasnt
asif they were total strangers.

Jenny had a new haircut, with thick sraight bangs and a curly bob that fdl just to her chin. Her
hair was dark and her brown eyes were big and round. The severe cut suited her.

"I love your hair!" Serena did off her bar stool so Jenny wouldn't be the only one standing. "You



look like that mode in dl the new Prada ads.”

Jenny's big brown eyes dmog popped out of her head. "Redly? Thanks" she gasped, feding
like she'd been tapped on the shoulder with a magic wand.

The bartender came over and Serena ordered two glasses of champagne. "You don't mind
drinking with me, do you?' she asked Jenny.

Jenny was flabbergasted. Mind? It was an absolute honor. She ran her finger over the damp rim
of her champagne flute. "So, have you been doing any more modding?' she asked. "I redly liked that
perfume thing you did."

Serena winced and took a gulp of champagne. Two months ago, the designer Les Best had
asked her to gtar in the advertisng campaign for his new perfume, and held even wound up naming the
perfume Serenas Tears. In the ad Serena stood crying on a wooden footbridge in Centra Park, wearing
aydlow sundressin the dead of winter. Contrary to popular belief, the tears on her cheeks were entirdy
red. The ad had been shot the very moment Blair's dreadlocked vegan stepbrother, Aaron Rose, had
decided to break up with her; the very moment the tears began to fall.

"Actudly, | think | might try acting next," she replied.

Jenny nodded eagerly. "l just love how you look so red in that ad. Like, of course you look
amazing, but nat, like, air-brushed or made up or anything.”

Serenagiggled. "Oh my God, | was wearing so much makeup—you know that gross beige stuff
they smear dl over your face? And they totdly airbrushed out my goosebumps. | was freezing my butt
offl"

The lights over the bar went out for a second and everybody screamed. Then they came on
agan. Jenny remained composed, eager to give the impression that she attended out-of-control parties
likethisdl thetime.

"Honedlly," Serena declared, relieved to take a break from ruminaing over her uncertain future.
"Anyone can mode. Aslong as you have the right look for the shoot."

"I guess" Jenny replied doubtfully. It was easy for Serena to say that anyone could modd when
she was endowed with giraffe-like legs, a gorgeous face, amazing dark blue eyes, and long, luxurious
naturd blond hair. "But how do you know if you have the right look?"

"You go to something called a go-see" Serena explained. She polished off her champagne and
pulled a pack of Gauloises cigarettes from her gold lame Dior clutch. Within seconds the bartender
Zipped over to rdfill her glass and light her cigarette.

You know whet they say: Beauty = Convenience.

"Liden, if youre interested, | can ask around and hook you up with some people | know,"
Serena offered.

Jenny stared up at her with huge brown eyes, unsureif she had misunderstood. It was so exactly
what she'd wanted Serena to say, it was amogt too good to be true. "Y ou mean to modd? Me?'

Just then Serena was distracted by a moan from behind her. "Um, you guys" she caled over her
shoulder to Vanessa and Dan. "There are suites and suff downgtairs, you know.”

"I dways thought 1 was way too short," Jenny indsted, worried that Serena was loang her train
of thought.

"No way. Youll be great,” Serena assured her. "I'm going to cdl some people, and then [l
emal you. Okay?'

"Redly?" Jenny cried giddily. She couldn't believe this was happening. She was going to be a
modd! She st her champagne flute down on the bar. But now there was so much work to do.
Manicure, pedicure, eyebrow shaping, mustache waxing, maybe even those henna highlights she'd dways
wanted.

"Arent you going to finish it?" Serena asked, pointing at Jenny's glass.

Jenny shook her head, suddenly feding completely unprepared. "l have to go home and get
reedy,” she fatered. Then she stood on tiptoe and kissed Serena on the cheek. "Thank you. Thank you
S0, SO much!"

Serena smiled down at the younger girl benevolently. So her best friend was mad a her and she



waan't in love? At least she could take pleasure in hdping Jenny out.

As soon as Jenny |eft, three junior guys from Riversde Prep crowded behind Serenas bar stodl,
daring each other to ask her downgtairs to one of the hotel suites with them.

"Man, is she hot. How come she doesn't have a boyfriend?' one of them murmured.

"Why don't you ask her ?" hisfriend responded.

"Why don't you?" said the third guy.

But they were ether too stupid, too chicken, or too hum-bled by Serend's beauty and supposed
intdligence even to come close. Serena picked up the remains of Jenny's cham-pagne and poured it into
her glass.

It's no fun being beautiful when even losers won't tak to you.

they jud wannatakethar dathesaff

"I can't believe thisis happening,” Vanessa breathed for the thirtieth time that night. She and Dan
hedn't stopped kissng since hed waked up to her in the bar and kissed her neck, and now they were
tearing each other's clothes off in one of the Pier Hotel suites downgtairs. She wanted to tdl him how
much she'd missed him and how stupid it was thet they'd stopped talking. And even though sex in a hotd
auite this close to graduation was tacky and cliched, it fdt like the best way.

The rooms in the Pier had round windows looking out onto the Hudson, wrought-iron anchors
henging from the walls, and sea green carpeting. The complimentary soap, shampoo, and body lation in
the bathroom were dl seaweed-based, and the bed linens were a light, oceanic blue. Brushed-stedl
adling fans spun round and round from the callings, cooling off what was turning out to be a very hot
night.

Dan yanked his belt out of his jeans and sent it snaking across the room. He was drunk with
happiness and horny as hell. Bounding onto the bed, he jumped up and down on it a few times. "Whoo!"
he shouted. ""Whoo-hoo!"

Vanessa grabbed him around the knees and he fell down on top of her, grappling with her shirt
and yanking it off over her head.

"Dudd | survived!" some drunken doofus shouted. Next door, a bunch of guysin Bowdoin and
Bates T-shirts were playing stupid drinking games while they watched the Nets gameon TV.

"If we lived together, we could do this every day,” Dan redized out loud as he watched Vanessa
unhook her black lace bra

Vanessa tossed the bra on the floor and crossed her arms over her bare chest. "Did you ask your
dad?'

"Yup," Dan replied happily. "He said okay. But if my grades dip and if | don't have dinner with
hm and Jenny at least twice a week, | have to move back home" He pulled Vanessa's ams away and
dove heaedfird into her chest. Vanessa hugged his shaggy head and closed her eyes. Sheld only drunk a
Coke that night, but the bed was 4ill soinning. She and Dan were in love again. They were moving in
together. They might even go to NY U together. It was dmost too perfect to believe.

And how often does anything ever stay that perfect?
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next post a question

Disdlamer: All the real names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!

Love how hdf the senior class is absent from school today. | aso
wanted to point out something you may have missed during lagt night's
debauchery. Someone—actudly a known-him-since-kindergarten friend of
ours—was congpicuoudy absent from last night's proceed-ings. Here's why.

The dude who got in NOWHERE

He's dways been so cocky about everything, no one had the dight-est
doubt he'd get in wherever he wanted to go. It never occurred to any of us
that his cockiness might offend his teachers so much that they refused to give
him recommendations, that his over-the-top I'm-amae-runway-mode syle of
dressing and suggestions that his fam+ily buy the school he decided to attend
outright might turn interview-ers off; that he was too cocky or too lazy or both
to take the SAT more than once; or that hed send with his gpplications a
videotape of him-sdf overacting in an interschool muscd that he didn't even
gar in, ingtead of an gpplication essay.

And s0 he was regjected. Not four or five times but nine Nine
rgections. Ouch! Even the worst scumbag deserves some sympathy for that.
But I'm sure hell find a way to wheedle his way in somewhere. He dways
does.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

I'm an administrator at a prestigious East Coast university and
I'm traveling to New York this weekend to meet a prospective student.
Our university wants him to attend next fall, so it's mandatory that |
make a good impression. | hope you don't mind my asking, but what do
you value most in a school? More impor-tant, what should | wear this
weekend?

—adminchik

Dear adminchik,

| did enough college interviewing not to want to take your
gues-tions serioudy if |1 don't have to. What are the fries like in your
school's dining halls? If you ask me, that's pretty important. As for what
to wear while you're wooing this highly desirable appli-cant? Orange is
the new black.

—GG

Sightings



N escorting B home from True West, while the rest of us were only
just getting the party started. S dancing by hersdf at the aforemen-tioned
party—athough I'm pretty sure that group of guys behind her wanted to think
they were dancing with her. J loading up on nal pol-ish, hair-remova kits, and
henna a the twenty-four-hour Duane Reade on Broadway. V and D sumbling
out of the Pier Hotel thismorning, just intime for school. C, with his monkey,
drinking alone on the ter-race of his Sutton Place gpartment. We might even
fed sorry for imif he weren't so impossible to fed sorry for.

Oops, that's the bell. More later!

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



x| bounce

Jenny had dways been lauded for her excdlent cdligraphy and detailed, accurate copies of the
magor works of dassc artists. The handy thing about being artistic and a good copier was tha she could
forge notes, like this morning's note from her dad about a supposed "dlergis appointment” downtown.
She sniffled grotesquely as she handed it to her math teacher, Ms. Hinckle. In the back of the room, Elise
tucked her straw-thick blond hair behind her ears and pre-tended not to eavesdrop.

"Next time, try to schedule your gppointments after school,” Ms. Hinckle ingtructed, dropping
the note on her desk. She waved Jenny away. "Now shoo.”

"Thanks" Jenny responded sheepishly. Ms. Hinckle was old and treated dl of the girls like her
grandchildren, bak-ing them oatmed cookies and making them Chrisgmas cards and caramd apples.
Jenny felt kind of bad taking advantage of the kindly teacher, but her career was a stake. This was
important!

The go-see Serena had e-mailed her about was in a photog-rapher's sudio on West Sixteenth
Street. A bunch of tdl skinny girlswith pouty lips and blond hair were smoking cigarettes on the sdewak
downgtairs. Moddls, Jenny thought, trying not to fed intimidated.

She rang the buzzer for the third-floor studio and was buzzed into a dark space that looked like
some sort of loading dock with a corrugated-stedl-lined freight elevator. Jenny stepped onto the elevator
and pressed 3, trying not to fed as terrified as she actudly did.

"Hdlo?' A tdl, pointy-chinned woman wearing a white patent lesther beret, black lesther short
shorts, and white knee-high suede boots greeted Jenny as she stepped off the eevator. "Are you logt?!

Jenny redlized she probably should have changed out of her Constance uniform, but it was too
late now. "I'm here for the go-see?’ She ill wasn't even sure what a go-see was exactly, but it certainly
sounded cool.

"Oh." The woman looked her up and down. "May | see your book?"

Jenny glanced down at her book bag. "My book?*

The woman gave her the once-over agan, and pointed to an empty char between two
bored-looking blond models. "Sit down. I'll cal you when he's ready.” Then she stepped behind a white
screen where Jenny could see a camera flash flashing and the shadows of bodies moving around the
room. Suddenly a cacophony of hystericd laughter bounced off the studio's pounded tin callings, giving
Jenny the shivers.

She glanced a the girl next to her. The gil was chewing gum, her eyelids drooping heavily like
shedd been up dl night. Jenny looked away and tried to make her eydids droop in the same cool,
affected way, but her eyebdls kept ralling back in her head. More Night of the Living Dead than cool,
bored modd.

The womean in the beret came out from behind the screen. "You." She pointed a Jenny.

Jenny blushed and glanced gpologeticdly at the other girls who'd gotten there before her. Then
ghe followed the woman behind the screen.

The screened-off part of the studio had brick wals painted white and a wood floor. In the center
of the room was an antique-looking red velvet chaise lounge, and around the chaise lounge spatlights on
tripods and glver reflective screens were set up.

"Take off your sweater and lie down,” a stocky man with a blond goatee ordered, aready
squinting at her through a huge Polaroid camera.

Her heart pounding, Jenny put down her bag and folded her cardigan on top of it. Then she sat
down on the edge of the red velvet chaise lounge, ashamed of how pae and knobbly her bare knees
looked in the harsh light. "Lie down?'

"On your back," the photographer directed, kneding in front of her only afew feet away.

Lie on her back? She couldn't possibly, not in the only moderately supportive cotton bra she was
wearing. What if that horrible thing happened with her boobs, where each enormous breast oozed over
her ribcage and into her armpits, causing her to look completdy deformed?



She scooted back on the chaise and propped hersdf up on her elbows in a position she decided
was comparable to lying down.

It dso made her boobs stick out even farther then they dreedy did.

"Good enough,” the photographer muttered, dapping the Polaroids he'd aready taken down on
the floor and crawling toward her to take some more.

Jenny squeezed her legs together so he wouldn't be able to ncc her underwear. "What kind of
expression should | make?' she asked timidly.

"Doesn't matter,” the man answered as he dapped down more film. "Just keep your shoulders
back and your chin up.”

Jenny's ams were beginning to tremble with drain, but she didn't care. The photographer
seemed to like her. He wasi rearing her like ared modd.

"All right. We're done," he said findly, sanding up. "What's your name anyway?"

"Jennifer,” Jenny answered. " Jennifer Humphrey."

The man nodded at the woman in the beret and she jotted something down on her clipboard.

"May | see the pictures?' Jenny asked, pointing at the Polaroids lined up on the wood floor. Each
one was covered with a black piece of film paper that had to be pedled away to see the image.

"Sorry, honey, those are ming" the photographer told her with an amused amile. "l want to see
you here next Sunday. Ten am. Got it?"

Jenny nodded eagerly and dipped on her sweater. She wasn't completdy sure, but it sounded
like sheld just been hired as amode for a photo shoot!

Or a least some part of her had been hired.

"So what was the go-see for?' Serena asked when Jenny saw her at peer group during lunch
later that day. "I'm sorry | couldn't find out more info. My modd friends are pretty lame that way."

Jenny put her hand over her mouth. "I totaly forgot to ask. But it was so great. Everyone was
redly nice to me, like | was ared modd and everything."

"Okay, but you should find out at the shoot what it's for,” Serena advised. "One girl 1 know
thought she was doing a gum commercid and it turned out it was for maxipads. | guess she was confused
between Carefree and Stayfree.”

Jenny frowned. Maxipads? No one had said anything about maxipads.

"And don' let the Sylig dress you in anything you're not comfortable with. | know that Les Best
ad is good, but come on, a sundress in February? | was sck for like three weeks afterwards,” Serena
added.

The rest of the ninth-grade girls in peer group giggled politdy. They loved hearing Serends
modding stories, but they were superjedlous of Jenny and didn't want to encourage her. How come the
shortest girl in the class, the one with curly, boring brown har and those ridiculoudy huge breasts, was
now, like, amodd'? It made no sense.

"I bet it's for a plus-Sze bra catdog and she's too stupid to know," Vicky Reinerson whispered
to Mary Goldberg and Cassie Inwirth.

"I'm sure it's just for something basic, like orange juice” Cassie assured Jenny, trying to keep a
draght face.

Hlise was jedous, too, but she was trying hard not to show it. "Wheres Blar?' she asked Serena
inan effort to change the subject.

Blar was Serena’s peer group co-leader. Serena shrugged. "l don't know. She's kind of mad a
meright now."

Mary, Cassie, and Vicky nudged one another under the table. They loved being the firg to find
out about Serena and Blair's fights.

"I heard Blar didn't get into any of the colleges she gpplied to. Her dad's sending her to France
right after gradu-ation so she can work for him," Mary announced.

Serena dhrugged again. She knew from experience how ories got distorted and how quickly
rumors spread. The less she said, the better. "Who knows what shell do.”



Jenny was dill mulling over the maxipad issue. Did she redly mind if the photo shoot next
weekend was for something uncool, like frozen fat-free TV dinners or zit cream? At leedt it was a Start.
How dse was she gaing to get discovered?

"Stop being so paranoid,” Elise hissed at her, even though | hey weren't even supposed to be
taking to each other. Ever since they'd become friends two months ago, Elise had had the uncanny ability
to read Jenny's mind.

Tdk about annoying.

Jenny glanced at Serena. The etheredly pretty senior had once had an unmentionable part of her
body photographed by a pair of famous photographers, and the picture had wound up on the sides of
buses and on top of taxisdl over the city. It was one of the things that made Serena the coolest girl in the
entire aity, or maybe even the universsl A maxipad ad was the same kind of thing.

Sort of.

theguff noonenesdstoknow

"Forget your tender breasts, your swollen ankles, your stretch marks. Imagine your buttocks are
bdloons that are being deflated. Let go. Breathe ouuut.”

Blar refused to imagine any such thing. It was bad enough lying on the floor with a bunch of
pregnant women in ther sinky stocking feet, dl moaning like overfed cows— there was no need to
degrade the Stuation even further by invalving her buttocks.

On the floor to her right, Blair's mother giggled. "Ian't this Jn?"

A blast.

Blar fdt like hitting her. She'd taken a "persond day" and stayed home from school, too upset
about beng wait-liged & Yde to face her classmates, especidly Serena. But after Sx hours of
Newlyweds reruns, an entire carton of Haagen-Dazs fat-free chocolate sorbet, and now this, she wished
shed gone to schooal.

"All right. Now that the partners have had a moment to relax, it's time for them to get to work.
Remember, it takes a team to make a baby!"

Eleanor's trendy-with-the-Upper-East-Side-set birth class

"coach" was a yoga-dim, frizzy-haired former nurse named Kuth, who taught the class in her
ultramodern Hfth Avenue penthouse. Ruth was married to a newly successful agppliance designer,
meaning that he designed washing machines, refriger-ators, and dishwashers that looked like spaceships
and cost as much as cars. They had five children, induding a set of fraternd twins, and every once in a
while one of the children would wan-der through the living room to get something from the enor-mous
chrome fridge in the kitchen without even batting an eye a dl the pregnant women sprawled on the floor.

They'll probably all turn into psychologically disturbed gynecologists, Blar thought.

Ruth hitched up her weird black-and-white two-tone Yohji Yamamoto yoga pants, crouched on
the floor, and scrunched up her face until she looked like a baboon trying to exped a whole banana tree
from its ass. "Remember the stages of [abor we went over in the beginning of class? Thisisthe face of the
third stage. Very antisocid. Later on, when the epidura has worn off and you begin to push? Forget
about it. That's when you start shouting at your husband to fuck the prenup. Babies may be pretty, but
there's nathing pretty about having them. That's why they cdl it |abor .

Blar raised hersdf up on her ebows. Didn't they have more technologicaly advanced ways of
doing this nowadays? Couldn't they judt, like, laser the baby out?

"Now it'stime for a treat. Ladies, keep rdaxing on the floor. Partners, kned down & their fedt,
where you belong. Now, ladies, get ready for a fabulous foot massage!”

All the other partners happened to be the women's hus-bands, not therr seventeen-year-old
daughters. Husbands were supposed to give foot massages. It was part of the job. Daughters werent.

Blar stared a her mom's feet. They looked sort of like hers, except they were encased in
skin-colored knee-high socks. Just the thought of touching them made Blar gag.



"Start working on the right hed. Cradle the foot in one hand and use your thumbs. Don't be afraid
to dig in. She's been carrying two people around dl day. Her feet are tough!™

Gingerly, Blar picked up her mother's right foot. One thing was certain: After each of these birth
classes she was going to buy an extremely expensive pair of Manolos and charge them to her mother's
credit card. She would dso need aseries of heavy-duty spa treatments to rid hersdf of the memories of
dl this touchy-fediness and hirth talk, never mind the foot odor.

"Now rest her foot on your chest and drum your fingers from the big toe up to the knee. | know it
sounds odd, ladies, but it feds wonderful.”

The husbands started drumming. They were redly getting into it.

"I have to go to the bathroom,” Blar announced, letting her mother's foot fdl with a thud to the
flokati-wool-carpeted floor.

"Why don't you use the twins bathroom? It's just down that hdl, on the right,” Ruth said, coming
over to take Blair's place.

"Ahh" Eleanor moaned as Ruth began to drum her fin-gers over her foot.

The bathroom was large and modern, like the rest of the house, but it was cluttered with bottles
of Clearas| and assorted hair products. On the floor was a Slver pladtic litter box that looked like it had
been designed by Ruth's husband, and bits of cat litter were scattered dl over the tiles. Blar wasn't sure
where Kitty Minky's litter box was located in her family's penthouse, but certainly not in her bathroom.
How unsanitary!

She stood at the sink and ran the tap, Saring a her reflec-tion in the toothpaste-spattered mirror.
Her thin lips were turned down at the corners, and her amdl blue eyes were hard and angry-looking. Her
short brown hair was growing more dowly than she would have liked and was in a stage of syldess
droopiness. She lifted up her shirt and examined her body. Her chest looked amdl, and her somach was
alittle soft after not playing tennis dl winter. Not that she was fa or anything. But maybe if she'd gone out
for the swim team and stayed in shape, Y de would have wanted her and she would have dready had sex
with Nate and her life would be great instead of—

Suddenly the bathroom door swung open and Ruth's thirteen-year-old twins a boy and a girl
with braces and frizzy red hair like their mother, stood staring at Blar. The gil was wearing a gray
plested Constance Billard uniform. Blair et her shirt drop.

"We're looking for our cat," the girl said.

"Are you a leshian?' the boy asked. The twins giggled in unison. "Because if you are, then how
did you get pregnant?' continued the boy.

Excuse me?

Blar reached for the door and dammed it in thar faces, careful to lock it this time. Then she
flipped the lid down on the toilet seat and sat down. A worn copy of Jane Eyre was lying on the floor and
she picked it up. Blar had read the book twice. Once on her own when she was deven and once in
ninth-grade English. Now she reread the fird few pages, feding very much like Jane hersdf—Iocked
away, tortured by her family, her great intdligence and sengtivity completdy underappreciated. If only
the bathroom had some sort of escape route—a trapdoor to the street. She would take a cab sraight to
the airport, catch a plane to England or even Audrdia, change her name, get a job as a waitress or a
gov-erness, fdl in love with her boss just like Jane, get married, and live happily ever &fter.

But firg she had to wash away the disgusting odor of preg-nant woman foot that seemed to have
permested her skin. Without stopping to think about what she was doing, Blar closed the book, stood
up, and turned the tap on in the bath. She emptied a capful of Kiehl's cucumber body wash into the
water, took off her clothes, and got in. There. Cloang her eyes, she envisoned hersdf lying on an
Audrdian beach in that shdl-pink-and-navy-blue-plad Burberry bikini shed amost bought last
weekend, watching her hot hushand surf the Pecific. At sunset they'd sal out into the horizon in ther
yacht, drink champagne and est oysters, and then have sex right on deck, his green eyes dlittering in the
moonlight. Green eyes. . .

Blar sat up in the tub. Nate! She didn't need to run away dfter dl, not when she dill had Nate.
Her cdl phone was gticking out of the back pocket of her jeans where they lay crumpled on the floor



next to the tub. She grabbed it and dided Nate.

"Whassup?' he asked, sounding stoned.

"Will you gill love me eveniif | don't go to Yae?' Blar purred as she lay back in the bubbles.

"'Course | will," Nate responded.

"Do you think I'm fat and out of shape?' she asked, kick-ing one naked foot out of the water and
then the other. Her toes were painted burgundy.

"Blair," Nate scolded her. "Y ou're the opposite of fa."

Blar amiled and closed her eyes. She and Nate had had this conversation a thousand times
before, but each time it aways made her fed better about hersdf.

"Hey, are you taking a bath or something?' he asked.

"Uh-huh," Blar opened her eyes and reached for the bottle of body wash. "I wish you were
here

"I could come over," Nate offered hopefully.

If only she were actudly homein her own bathtub.

"Sweetheart?' Eleanor Wadorf's voice cdled through the door. "Are you okay in there?'

“I'mfind" Blair yelled back.

I'm just lying in my mother's birth class ingtructor's tub, having phone sex with my boyfriend.

"Wl, don't forget there are alot of pregnant women out here with overactive bladders!™

Thanks for the reminder.

"Damn, | gotta go," Nate sad. "All these college lax coaches are cdling me. They're coming
down this weekend to watch me play."

Notice that he was careful not to mention which colleges.

"Wdl, I'm going down to Georgetown early tomorrow morning, but Il cal you from there,
okay?' Blair clicked off and, with a rush of water, rose to her feet and dried hersdf off with one of the
fluffy white towels she found folded in a stack on a shdlf beside the tub. Then she pulled her clothes back
on and ran her fingers through her damp hair. Her reflection in the mirror looked more vibrant now, and
she smdled fresh and cucumber-clean. Maybe it was the bath, or the pick-me-up tak with Nate, but she
fdt like awhole new person.

Outsde in the hadlway, pregnant women were milling around edting goat-cheese-and-olive
pizzettes delivered from Eli's Blar lingered by the door, waiting impetiently as Eleanor chatted with Ruth
about Ruth's husband's refrigerator designs.

Ruth's twin daughter, the one in the Constance Billard uniform, walked over, carying a white
Himaayan cat.

"Thisis Jaaming" the girl said.

Blar amiled tightly and tightened the posts on her diazmond stud earrings.

"Are you having a nervous breskdown?' the girl persisted. "I heard you had to drop out of
school.”

It was no secret how fast rumors flev around school and beyond. By Monday the
braces-wearing, redheaded wretch would have told every soul who would ligen how Blar Wadorf was
looking at her chest in the bathroom & her house, or probably much worse. In a way Blar was actudly
looking forward to this weekend's trip to Georgetown. At least no one would know her, and she would
be treated with the decency and respect she deserved.

"Mom!" she cdled harshly. "It's time to go." And, just as Blar predicted, as soon as the door
closed Behind her, that evil twin raced to her room to log onto the computer, and the IMs began to fly.



gossipgirl.co.uk

Disdamer: All the red names of places, people, and events have been atered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namdy, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Honesty is overrated

You know how everyone is dways taking about how honesty is the
best policy and how the only true reaionship is an honest, open one? Well, |
think that's crap. Not that | think lying is cool. Just that sometimes the less
sad, the better. | mean, how interesting can you be when you have no secrets?
Where's the mystery? The dement of surprise? Admit it, it's exating when
your boyfriend goes away for the weekend and you have no idea what he's
been up to. You like it when that guy you have a crush on has a party but
keeps to himsdf mogt of the time or leaves the room to make a myserious
phone cdl. Isn't it more interesting to imagine that everyone you know leads a
dou-ble life?

And face it, if what we redly wanted was honesty, we wouldn't talk so
much trash about each other and thoroughly enjoy it, would we?

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

It sounds strange, but my mom teaches childbirth classes in our
living room, and this senior girl from my school was there last night with
her mom, who is like way too old to be having a baby. Anyway, the girl
like locked hersdlf in the bathroom for like an hour and then came out all
wet. Everyone in my classis so scared of her and thinks she's so cool, but
now | know she's just crazy. No wonder she didn't get into college.

—newsworthy

Dour newsworthy,
You said she's a senior? Babe, we're ALL crazy.
—GG

Dear GG,

My cousin goes to Yale and works as a tour guide for prospec-tive
students. He was told there is no wait list at Yale. They just send out the
letters to meet some national quota or something.

—drea

Dear drea,
Eek. That sounds scary enough to be true.
—GG



Sightings

D drinking farewel| coffee in a diner on Broadway. J practicing the
runway-mode drut down the center ade of the Seventy-ninth Street
crosstown bus. S catching the U.S. Air shuttle to Boston. Guess she's teking
this decison-making thing pretty serioudy. B chugging down one of those little
bottles of vodka on her flight to DC—ypsyching her-sdf up for Georgetown.
V chucking out a girls only dgn that she sole from a bathroom in a
Williamsburg bar. C and his dad board-ing ther private jet. On therr way to
convince some gullible inditution to take him next fdl? Dad was carying a
briefcase—let's just imegine it was full of money.

Remember people, weve got dmog three weeks to decide which
school we want to go to. Let's use the time wisdly. Wink, wink. You know |
will!

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



0eky harvard hot dealsssheart

Serena stepped out of her Logan Airport limo and tripped down the flagstone path to the
Harvard admissons office, her body buzzing with caffeine from the huge Starbucks cappuc-cino shed
drunk during the flight. It was a sunny spring morning—cooler than in New Y ork—and Cambridge was
budling with street vendors and hip, bohemian-looking stu-dents, hanging out on benches and drinking
coffee. She won-dered how Harvard had earned its serious and intimidating reputation when it seemed
S0 relaxed and unintimideting.

Her tour guide was wating for her just ingde the door. Tdl and dark-haired, with
slver-wire-rimmed spectacles—the perfect geekily handsome intdlectud. "I'm Drew," he said, holding
out his hand.

"I dready loveit here" Serena gushed as she shook his hand. She had a tendency to gush when
she was nervous, even though she wasn't exactly nervous, just over-caffeinated.

"I can give you the standard two-hour tour, or maybe it would be better if you tdl me what you
want to see" Drew offered. His eyes were light brown, and he was wearing a beige cotton cable-knit
swesater and dlive green corduroys that were so perfectly creased, Serena could picture him getting the
package from J. Crew that hismom had had sent for him and puiting the clothes on right out of the box.
She liked it when boys paid atention |o fashion, but it was dmost more appeding when a boy looked hot
despite his nerdy mom-just-bought-me-this outfit.

"I'd redlly like to see your room," she said, without even stopping to think about how it sounded.
Actudly, it was true. She redly did want to see what the dorms were like,

Drew blushed and Serena blushed back a him. And dl of a sudden it hit her—she'd gone to an
dl-girls school since firg grade. All girls for twelve years sraight. College was going to be full of boys.
Boysdl day, every day. Boys, boys, boys.

Whoopee!

"Are you hungry?' Drew asked. "The dining hdl in my dorm actudly has pretty decent food. |
could take you through one of the bigger libraries and then we could wak over and get lunch and check
out the dorm rooms. It's a coed dorm, so . . ." He blushed again and pushed his glasses up on hisnose.

"Perfect,” Serena breathed.

Drew led her out of the admissons office and down a long wakway that cut through Harvard
Yard. The greener-than-green grass was cravling with students playing Frishee or reading books. A
professor corrected papers under a maple tree.

"This is Widener, the humenities library,” Drew sad as Serena followed him up the building's
dady steps. "I'm a music-chemigtry double mgor, so | dont redly spend much time in here” he
explained, holding the door open for her. They stepped inade the quiet, cool space, and Drew pointed to
a locked glass case sanding againg the far wdl. "They have a pretty amezing collection of origind
manuscripts here. Y ou know, ancient Greek papyri and muff.”

Papyri?

Drew stood patiently with his hands in the pockets of his negily creased corduroys, waiting for
her to ask questions about the library. But Serena was too absorbed in him. Sheld dready decided Drew
was cute, but a boy who used words like papyri with a completely straight face was completely
iresdiblel

She twirled a strand of blond har around her finger and stared up a the library's cdling as if
fascinated by its design. "Y oure amusc mgor? Do you play an ingrument?’

Drew looked down at the floor and muttered something inaudible.

She took a step closer. "Sorry?"

He cleared histhroat. "The xylophone. | play xylophone, in the orchestra.™

And shed thought the xylophone was just a toy ingtru-ment invented so thered be at least one
English word that began with the letter x!' Serena clapped her hands together in ddlight. "Can | hear you

play?”



Drew amiled hestantly. "l have practice a three, but I'm only just learning. You probably
wouldn't want to stick around—"

Serena had ordered a car to drive her out to Providence that afternoon to check out Brown. Her
brother, Erik, went there and was going to take her around campus for once ingtead of just getting her
drunk with his roommatesin his off-campus house. Still, it was only Erik. He'd understand if she was late.

When you're seventeen and blond and beautiful, you can dways late.

"Of course I'll sick around.” She took hold of Drew's arm and pulled him out the library door.
"Come on, I'm garving!"

Who needed librariesfull of papyri when Harvard had so much more to offer?

b gandsaout at gtoawn

"My name is Rebecca Rally and I'll be your host this week-end. Her€'s a name tag and a map
and awhigle. Please wear the name tag and keep the map and whidle with you at dl times”

Blar stared at the short, perky, fake blond girl in front of her. She had nothing againgt perkiness
per se. She her-sdf even resorted to perkiness when she was trying to get a designer like Kate Spade to
donate the gift bags for one of the big benefit parties she chaired, or when she needed a teacher to let her
out early for a Chloe sample sde. But genuine perkiness among your peers was just plan sad and
desperate.

"A whidle?' Blar repeated.

The entire plane ride down shed been building this trip up as a big ego boost. Sheld spend the
day with some geeky tour guide who'd make her fed sophisticated and intdligent in comparison. Later on
sheld get aroom at the DC Ritz-Carlton or some equdly grand hotd and spend the night soaking in her
own private hot tub, quaffing champagne and indulging in more phone sex with Nate.

"Georgetown gives dl its women students whistles We have a very strong women's advocacy
group here. And there have been no campus rapes or dakings in the past two yeard" Rebecca
announced in her southern twang. She beamed up a Blar through thick, blue-mascaraed lashes. Her
permed, bleached-blond har smelled of Finesse hair products, and her white lesther Reeboks were so
new, they looked like they'd never been worn outside the mal.

Blar flicked a stray hair off the deeve of her new pink Marni suit jacket. "I need to book a hotel
room for tonight-Rebecca grabbed her arm. "Don't be slly, sugar. You're saying with me and my girls
We have a quad that's just deedlish, and you have dbsolutely the bestest ever timing, because tonight
we're having our girls-only Southern Belles partay! "

Hello? Since when was girls-only anyone's idea of a partay?

"Gredt," Blar responded weskly. If only she'd thought to book a room in advance. She looked
around a the other vig-tors being greeted by their hosts. Everyone, hosts and vistors dike, looked
grangdy smilar to Rebecca. Like they'd dl grown up in suburban mal towns where everyone was blond
and happy and dean and uncomplicated. Blar fdt like a dark-haired, pixie-cutted, ylishly dressed,
cynicd and jaded dien among them.

Actudly, it was jugt the sort of ego boost she'd been look-ing forward to. See, | am different
and smarter and better than these girls, she told hersdf. At least sheld never stooped to dyeing her
naturaly walnut-colored locks blond.

"Come on, let's start the tour!” Rebecca grabbed Blair's hand like they were four years old and
pulled her out of the admissons house. Sun gligened on the Potomac River, and the spires of the
universty's ancient Jesit chapd towered mgedticaly from the hilltop. Blar had to admit that the old
Georgetown Univergty campus was beautiful, and the town of Georgetown was way nicer and cleaner
then New Haven. But it definitdly lacked the unique, we're-the-smartest-kids-in-the-class air of Yde.

"Up ahead on your |eft youll see a big modern structure. That's our architectura award-winning
Lauinger Library, with the largest collection of . . ." Rebecca walked backwards ahead of Blar down a
flagstone walkway, burbling boring facts about Georgetown. Blair ignored her, keeping her eyes focused



on the humen traffic crisscrossing the main campus. Boys and girls dressed head-to-toe in Brooks
Brothers or Ann Taylor marched purposefully toward the library, their Coach bags bulging with books.
Blar took schoolwork seri-oudy, but it was Saturday. Didn't these people have anything better to do?

Rebecca stopped suddenly and pressed her pdm agang her forehead. "Sugar, | an 0
hungover. Thiswalking back-wards thing is getting me so dizzy, | might puke!"

Blar wanted to say something about how the entire Stua-tion made her want to puke, but then
agan, 0 did mog stu-ations. "Why don't we just st down somewhere and have a ... coffeg” she
suggested, pleased with how norma and friendly she sounded, when what she could redly use was a
very strong vodka martini.

Rebecca threw her ams around Blair's neck. "A girl after my own heart!" she squedled. "I'm
absolutely addicted to carame macchiatos, aren't you?”

Y uck.

It was only two o'clock. Coffee would have to do. "Is there someplace close by?!

Rebecca dipped her am through Blair's. "There sure i9" She whipped out her pink-and-white
gpoarkly Nokia phone. "Jugt give me a minute to round up the girls. Why not get our Southern Beles
partly started earlay?'

Blar grimaced and fingered the cdl phonein her mint green Prada bubble bag. Already she was
homesck for Nate. If only she'd borrowed the slver flask he carried around, then sheld a least have a
memento of him, and a shot of vodka for her macchiato.

Rebecca looked up from the little telethon she was having with her friends. She hed her hand
over the mouthpiece. "They're in a bar dready,” she whispered, her cheeks flusing a perky,
embarrassed pink. "It's down on M Street. Do you mind if we meet them there?'

"Okay," Blar agreed reedily. Give her a cocktall and a cig-arette and she could be happy in
amogt any company.

how badly dothey want him?

"Dude, you never told me the coaches were dl chicks™ Jeremy Scott Tompkinson, one of Nate's
best buddies, hissed as he sprinted past Nate to retrieve along pass.

Nate twirled his lacrosse stick overhead and waited until Jeremy had overshot before stepping in
to catch the pass him-sdif. It was a show-off kind of maneuver, but it was effective. Besides, he was
supposed to be showing off. He tossed the bdl back to Jeremy, demongrating his teamwork skills the
way Coach Michads had asked him to. Then the two boys ran back to center fidd together.

"Thetdl one's the Yde coach. The short one is the Brown admissons chick who interviewed
me" Nate explained. "The Brown coach couldn't make it because of a game.”

"But dude, they're dl chickd" Jeremy said again, his sheggy rock star haircut flgoping around in
the breeze as he jogged away. "No wonder you got in'™

Nate grinned to himsdf as he wiped the sweat from his brow. It might have been nice to believe
he was completdy oblivious to his perfection, but the truth was, he knew exactly how hot he was. He just
wasn't an asshole about it.

From the sddines the two women watched him intently. Then Coach Michads blew the whidle.
"Gotta quit early today, boyd" the coach shouted, spitting into the grass. "Wife and | are celebrating our
fortieth anniversary tonight." He tucked his gnarled hands into his forest green Lands End windbreaker
and nodded at Nate before spitting into the grass once more. "Come on, Archibald.”

Nate followed the coach over to where the two universty women were standing.

"It'd be great to have our own pitch," Coach Michadls told the women. He gestured at the stretch
of Central Park grass where Nate's teammates were digmantling the gods. "But when you play in the city,
you use what you've got." Asif they redly had it rough.

On a bench nearby, four tenth-grade girls in green plad Seaton Arms uniforms giggled and
whispered to one another, thar eyes fixed longingly on Nate.



"At least in the park you dways have an audience" the Yde coach observed. She was tdl and
horsey-looking, with a mane of blond hair and a handsome, angular face. A street vendor was sling
drinks and ice cream from a cart parked near the benches. She unzipped the front pocket of her navy
blue backpack with the gray Yde bulldog deca on it. "Can | buy you two a Gatorade or something?"

"No thanks, maam. Gotta get home to the wife" Coach Michagls shook hands with the two
women and then clapped Nate on the back. "Hes a tdented boy. Let me know if you have any
questions.”

The coach took off, and Nate whacked at the new spring grass with his lacrosse stick. "l better
get home and shower,” he mumbled, unsure of what the two women had planned. Brigid, his interviewer
from Brown, was watching him expec-tantly. Brigid had left a message on his cdl phone asking him to
meset her in the lobby of the Warwick New York Hotd at live o'clock that afternoon to "discuss his
options.”

Whatever that meant.

The coach from Yde handed him a blue nylon sports bag with a big white leether Y embossed
onit. "Compliments of the team,” she said. "Your jersey and shorts and suff are dl in there. Jockstrap.
Even socks."

Brigid's face fdl. Guess she hadn't thought of that. "Are we dill on for later?' she asked quickly.
"I could buy you din-ner." Her hair was strawberry blond, which Nate hadn't remembered from when he
met her in October, and he won-dered if she'd dyed it. Actudly, she was alot cuter than he remembered
and he kind of liked that she hadn' tried to seduce him with a whole bag full of Brown swestshirts and
shit. Evenif he decided to go to Yde, did heredly need a Yde-issue jockstrap?

"Il be there," he said. Then he held out his hand to the Y de coach. "Thanks for coming down.”

But the coach wasn't giving up that easily. "How 'bout | take you to brunch around eeven
tomorrow? I'm in the Hote Wales on Madison—Sarabeth's is right downgtairs. Their pancakes are
wicked good.”

Nate noticed the Yae coach had a serioudy nice chest— big, but firm. She looked like one of
those hot Olympic vol-leybdl players. He dung the Yade bag over his shoulder. "Sure" he agreed.
"Brunch sounds good.”

It was kind of a head trip to be schmoozed this hard by two of the hardest-to-get-into colleges in
the country, and it might be fun to see just how badly they wanted him.

uppa west Sde fliesthecodp

"Tdl me honedlly, is this obscene?’ Jenny asked. Vanessa was perched on the edge of Jenny's
bed filming her while she selected an outfit for her upcoming photo shoot. Vanessa was supposed to be
hdping Dan pack, but he'd discovered a note-book full of poems he'd written back when he was thirteen
and was busy hunting for some recyclable poetic gem. Good luck with that.

Jenny had psyched hersdf up to appear a the photo shoot without a bra, something she never
did, at least not in public. Not only that, she'd decided to wear a light blue T-shirt that was kind of tight.
"So, what do you think?*

"Yes it's obscene" Vanessa replied matter-of-factly, care-ful to keep the camera focused above
Jenny's shoulders so her ratings wouldn't go from PG-13 to NC-17.

"Redly?' Jenny turned around to check out her butt in the mirror on the back of her closet door.
Her new Earl jeans made her legs ook so much longer than her other jeans did. It was a remarkable feat
of engineering.

Vanessa panned around the room. It was atypicad adolescent girl's room, decorated in pink and
white, with a collage of pic-tures ripped out of fashion megazines tacked to the wal and a bookshelf
strewn with teen fiction and haf-dressed Barbies that never got thrown out. The art on the walls was
definitdy unique, though. A perfect replica of Klimt's The Kiss, an impressve copy of van Gogh's
Windmills, and a gunning O'K eeffe-like poppy— nil paingtakingly painted by Jenny hersdlf.



Vanessa panned back to her subject. "Why don't you try a black shirt?" she suggested. "And a
bra"

Jenny's face fdl. "It's that bad?"

Her dad appeared in her open doorway, the long pieces of hiswiry gray hair pulled up on top of
his head in one of Jenny's scrunchies. "Jesus, girl, put a sweater on or some-thing,” Rufus gasped. "What
will the neighbors think?*

Jenny knew her dad was playing around, but it was pretty clear what the generd consensus was.
She pulled a swestshirt out of her closet and pulled it on over her head. "Thanks, people. It's so nice to
know you care,” she said, glaring a her dad. "Any chance | could move into your place, too?" she asked
Vanessa

"Absolutdy not," Rufus retorted. "Who will drink dl the orange juice before | even get up in the
morning? Who will fill up the butter compartment of the fridge with nail polish? Who will bleach my black
socks pink?'

Jenny rolled her eyes. Her dad would be redly londy dl by himsdf. And she didn't redly want to
livewith Dan and Vanessa anyway. Not when they were practically married and everything. It would be
way too weird.

All of a sudden Vanessa fdt horribly guilty for taking Dan away from Rufus when Dan's maother
had aready left years ago to live in Prague with some baron or something. "Well come over for dinner
on weekends," she offered lamely. "Or you guys could come over and cook. Ruby has lots of great
cooking stuff. Someone better teach me how to useit.”

Rufus brightened. "We can have cooking tutoriad”

Vanessa fiddled with her camera lens, trying to get Rufus into the picture. "Mr. Humphrey, do
you mind if | ask you some questions?' she asked.

Rufus sat down on the floor and pulled Jenny down next to him. "We love the atention!" he said
and pinched his daughter in the Sde.

"Dad," Jenny whined, crossng her ams over her chest even though she was weaing the
Swegtshirt.

"So, how doesiit fed to have a son old enough to be going to college and moving out?' Vanessa
asked.

Rufus tugged on his wiry, untamed salt-and-pepper beard. He was amiling, but his brown eyes
were liquid and sad-looking. "If you ask me, he should have moved out a long time ago. American
families gpail ther kids. They should start school as soon as they can hold their heads up, and they should
be out of the house by fourteen." He pinched Jenny's side again. "Right about when they start acting
resentful toward their fathers™

"Dad," Jenny whined again. Then she brightened. "Hey, does this mean | can have Dan's room?
It's like twice the Sze of mine"

Rufus frowned. "Let's not get ahead of oursdves” he grumbled. "He dill needs a room."” He
cocked awild eye-brow a Vanessa. "You might kick him out. He might even get kicked out of collegel”

"But you just said—" Jenny dtarted, and then stopped. Her father was dways contradicting
himsdf. She should have been used to it by now. "Anyway, once | get some modding money, | can
redecorate this room," she added.

Rufusrolled his eyes dramdticdly for the sake of the cam-era and Jenny punched him in the arm.
Then Dan appeared in the doorway. He was wearing a Kdly green Lacoste polo shirt that his mother
had sent him a few years ago. It was about three szes too samdl and made him look like a galf-playing
dweeb on crack.

"Thet shirt stays here," Vanessa ordered.

Dan chuckled, pulled the shirt off over his head, and tossed it into Jenny's trash basket.

"Hey," Jenny whined. "Use your own trash can.”

"It'sjugt ashirt. You can handleit,” Dan growled back.

Then Jenny burgt into afit of giggles Dan thought he was such a stud because held had a poem
published in The New Y orker and had gotten into dl those colleges, but without a shirt on he looked



redly puny, and wasnt it sort of lame that he did absolutely everything Vanessa told him to without
question?

"Il redlly miss you, Dan," Jenny sghed with pretend dolefulness.

Rufus pulled a packet of mini cigars out of his back pocket and passed them out to everyone
without any explanation. Then helit his and began to puff away. "Maybe it's for the best," he Sghed.

Vanessa turned off her camera and rolled her unlit cigar around between her lips. It was hard not
to fed guilty when Rufus looked so sad, but then again, she couldnt wait to have Dan dl to hersdf,
twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Her eyes were riveted on his pae, bony chest. It was the
chest of atortured artist. Her man.

"Ready to go?' she asked, grinning a him excitedly.

Dan grinned back. He dill hadn't come down from his happy high, and he wasn't planning to
anytime soon. "Ready,” he responded gamdly.

Let'sjust hope he packed some other shirts.



gossipgirl.co.uk

next post a question

Disdlamer: All the real names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Annoying Girl

Y ou know who | mean. The one who thinks she's gorgeous and smart
and every boy isin love with her. She shouts, "Me, me, me" and waves her
hand in the ar whenever the teacher asks a quedtion. She's the most
sf-righteous person in the room, but she's insecure about gppearing too
sf-righteous, so she giggles a lot and acts stu-pid to hide her supposed
genius And she's the loudest, messiest drunk you've ever seen. Without her
friends, sheld pass out in a pud-dle of sck on the bathroom floor or wind up
going home with some deazy older guy. But her friends dways seem to take
pity on her, and the next day she's bouncier than ever, amiling like nothing
happened.

Thething about Annoying Girl is, whether we like it or not, we dl have
alittle bit of her in us. That's why we love to hate her so much. She's our worst
nightmare. | mean, how many times have you wanted to wave your hand in the
ar when you knew the answer, only stopping yourself because you didn't want
to look like an idiot? And how many times have you wanted to just St down in
aboy's lgp and gart kiss-ing him but didn't for fear held laugh in your face? In
away, Annoying Girl is us minus the insecurity. She's so fine with hersalf you
want to dagp her. But you aso secretly wish you could be that obnoxious
with-out any concern for what other people might think. Face it, people will
aways find reasons to hate us, especidly if we're beautiful.

Though there is one particular blond gil who seems unable to do
wrong. Not only did she get into every impossible-to-get-into college she
gpplied to, she's dready got dl the guys a each of those schools lining up to
tak to her.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

| heard there's this whole forgery scandal going on. Like you can
pay someone to make you totally convincing acceptance letters to like,
Princeton, or wherever, and there's nothing the schools can do about it
because they are so real.

—wWiz

Dear wiz,

You can buy anything these days, but if you weren't a good
enough student to get into a school as hard as Princeton on your own
merits, would you really want to fake it? | mean, even-tually you might
have to do some work!



—GG
Sightings

This jugt it S and geeky-but-cute glasseswearing Harvard boy
feedking each other French friesin one of the Harvard dining hals. She's got
her college sdlection criteria straight. Cute boys, check. Decent fries, check. B
hanging with her new homegirlsin a karaoke bar in Geor getown. She redly is
having a nervous breakdown! N doing some private drills with the leggy blond
who coaches Yde's lacrosse team. Nudge, nudge. Asif he didn't dready have
enough secrets from B. Little J in that hole-in-the-wall bra shop in the Village
where they take one look at you and tdl you you're a totdly different sze than
you thought. In her case, an E-cup! V and D in Williamsburg, grocery
shopping together. Actudly, they were fighting over whether to get spaghetti or
amore interestingly shaped pasta—yup, married aready.

Meanwhile, back at the ranch, I'm thinking of putting on a tracksuit
and pretending to be alacrosse coach. Who knows, | may get lucky!

Be good. You know | won't be.

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



thirty sscondsaof truelove

Serena hdd Drew's cheeksin her hands and blew steam into the lenses of his glasses. Then she
rubbed it off with the tip of her perfectly shaped nose. "Promise me youll come to New Y ork?'

Sheld spent the entire afternoon Stting right next to Drew in the pit during orchestra practice. The
conductor had even let her play the timpani and the belld Of course, she could hardly keep time
watching Drew play xylophone. The way he closed his eyes and pursed hislips and tapped his feet as he
played was beyond adorable. After practice hed bought her a cappuccino in the coffee house, and
they'd started to share a brownie. But by then Serena was so amitten she'd had to drag Drew back to his
dorm room for a private xylophone lesson. Uh-huh.

Not that shed gotten him out of his neally pressed J Crew cords—he wasn't that kind of
boy—but he definitdy knew how to kiss. Now they lay entwined on his narrow bed, their clothes dl
rumpled and their hair matted to their heads. Serena wanted to stay that way for the rest of the weekend;
unfortunately, she had to go.

Drew took off his glasses and cleaned them on his pillowcase.

He put them back on and cleared histhroat. "So, do you think | decide to go here in the fdl?*

"Definitdly,” Serena breathed. She nuzzled her head into his chest. "I don't know how I'm going
to make it until then without you."

There were only two weeks left of Drew's sophomore year. | hen he was off to Mozambique for
the summer to study percussion.

Drew kissed her hair. "Il come down and vigt before | ho, and I'll write every day while I'm
gone.”

Aw.

Serena closed her eyes and kissed him for along, long lime. It was dinnertime and the dorm was
quiet. Then, dl of a sudden, voices resounded in the hdl outside as people returned to therr rooms to do
whatever it was people did after dinner a college—study, flirt with the hottie down the hdl, study, hook
up with the hottie down the hdl, pretend to study, make cosmos, play strip poker, order pizza

The door opened and Drew pulled away from her.

A redheaded boy wearing a red baseball hat and black basketbal shorts stood in the doorway.
"Hey. Shappening?' he said in a strong Massachusetts accent.

"Wade, Serena. Serena, my roommate Wade. Serena is from New York. She's on her way
down to Brown," Drew explained, looking flustered.

Serena sat up and wiped her mouth.

"Jug stopped by to check out Harvard,” Wade observed in a mocking tone. "Guess you liked it
okay."

Serena blushed even harder. She siwung her feet to the floor and dipped them into her brown
suede Cavin Klen flats. "I better go. My driver's been waiting for over an hour.” "Il wak you," Drew
offered. As soon as they were out of the room and waking down the hdl to the exit doors, Drew gave
Serends hand a little squeeze. "For the past two years Wade has given me shit about not having a
girlfriend. | don't think he expected to see me with someone 0 . . ." He fdtered and bit his lip, as if
embarrassed by the stream of adjectives that was about to pour out of his mouth.

Mouthwateringly hot? Supremdy bodacious? Superbly succulent? Female?

Serena grinned up a him as he held the door open for her, her cheeks pink with the rush of love.
Drew didn't have to finish his sentence. She knew how he fdt, because she fdt exactly the same way
about him.

A gray Lincoln town car was waiting & the bottom of the steps, ready to whisk her off to
Providence. She wrapped her ams around Drew's neck, pressed her cheek againg his and inhded in an
attempt to absorb as much of him as possible. "'l love you," she whispered in his ear before pulling awvay
and running down the steps and into the car.

Drew raised his hand to wave good-bye and the car pulled away, leaving Serena amiling and



aying and happier than she had fdt in along, long time. At long last she'd found true love.
A love that would last for at least thirty seconds.

blearnssomahinga adlege

"Okay, so you want to hear something totdly gross?' Forest, one of Rebeccas Georgetown
roommeates, asked the group.

Blar was seated around a table with Rebecca and her three roommates in the back of Moni
Moni, a cheesy Georgetown karaoke bar. A tour bus full of nerdy-looking Hungarian men in tracksuits
monopolized the karaoke machine, putting everything they had into "Staying Alive' by the Bee Gees.
Blar and the other girls were drinking green kiwi-flavored frozen cocktails caled Kiwi the Snowman
while they pretended not to notice how obnoxious the so-called musc was. The drinks were ridiculoudy
grong, and they were having trouble stringing sentences together.

"I'm sure you're going to tdl us, even if we don't want to know," Gaynor replied. Gaynor had
black hair streaked with blond and a nose that was so severdly pugged, Blar could see straight up it.

Not that she was redly looking.

"Will you just tdl us aready?' Rebecca whined.

"Okay," Forest sad dowly. She lit a cigarette and paused dramaticdly. Forest was
Korean-American and had bleached-blond hair that would have looked so much better if she judt le it be
brown.

Not that Blar cared enough to say anything.

"So you know how Georgetown is supposed to be dl about brotherly love and there are no
fraternities and every-thing is supposed to be dl uncompetitive and dl? Well, | just found out that there's
this underground lacrosse fraternity, and for orientation the older boys make the younger boys eat a
cracker with therr jizz on it. It's like this whole ritud thing. And if you, like, don't et the cracker, you
don't get on the team.”

Everyone made a face, induding Blar. Sometimes boys were jud. . . gross. Except for Nate,
who would never ever do anything remotely that disgusting.

"You're from New York City?" Fran piped up. Fran was only four-foot-eleven, weighed about
aghty pounds, and spoke in a breathy whisper. Her skin was so transparent, Blar thought she could
actudly see Kiwi the Showman pumping through her veins. "I've only been there once. | got food
poi-soning at a sushi restaurant and spent the whole week puking.”

"Asif you don't puke enough aready," Forest quipped, suggesting that Fran's diminutive Sze was
self-imposed.

"Do you know that guy Chuck Bass?' Gaynor asked Blar.

Blar nodded. Everyone knew Chuck, whether they liked it or not.

"Isit true he didn't get in anywhere?" Rebecca asked, crunching ice between her dightly bucked
teeth.

"Thet serioudy bites™" Forest said, without a hint of sym-pathy.

Slently, Blar gulped of her drink. Since Georgetown was looking less and less gppeding and she
bascaly had no other options, she could dmost sympathize with Chuck.

"Do you know Jessica Ward?' Rebecca asked. "She came here for a term and then transferred
to BU?'

Blar shook her head. She didn't know Jessica, but she could see why sheld transferred.

"Do you know Kati Farkas?' Fran asked. "We went to ramp together.”

Blar nodded tiredly. The game was wearing thin. "She'sin my class a Constance.”

"What about Nate Archibad?' Gaynor asked. She nudged Forest's am with her ebow and
wiggled her eyebrows sug-gestively. "Remember him?"

Forest nudged her back. "Shut up,” she snapped, looking pissed-off and sad a the same time.

Blar's hackles rose. "What about him?"



"He vidted here once. And serioudy, he was the biggest stoner ever. But | heard he got recruited
for lacrosse a dl the best schools, even Yde. | don't think he bothered to apply here. He didn't need to."

"Nate Archibad,” Fran repested. "We were dl so in love with him," she giggled hoarsdly.
"Egpedidly Forest.™

"Shut up!" Forest snapped again.

Blar's ssomach churned. The Hungarians were taking a stab at Eminem now. Na, na, na, na, na.
Na, na, na, na, na, they rapped obnoxioudy. She pushed away her drink. "Nate got into Yae? That's
such alig" she said, dmog to hersdf. Then again, when it came to Nate, she never knew what to
believe

"Why would we lie to you? We don't even know you," Gaynor retorted bitchily.

Blar stared a her for a moment and then bent down to retrieve her purse from undernegth the
table. "Il be right back," she announced, and then sumbled towards the bathroom.

nisfor naughty

Brigid had interviewed Nate back in the fdl, so she dready knew hed spent every summer since
he was born sdling up in Maine. Because of this she assumed he liked lobster. And because she was
supposed to lavish im with the best of everything in order to entice him up to Brown, she took him to the
restaurant Citarella, where sheld preordered a giant broiled lobster for the two of them to share, dong
with a bot-tle of Dom Perignon and a basket of pommes frites.

"I grew up in Maine" she explained, tugging on her pearls. "Camden. All my family ever did was
sl and eat lobgter.”

The truth was, Nate thought lobster was sort of ridicu-lous, like some dlly crustacean cartoon
character that could dance onitstail and hold a microphone in its dlaw and sng and tdl jokes and make
people giggle It certainly wasn't the sort of food he craved when he had the munchies

Which was bascdly dl thetime,

"S0." Brigid topped off her champagne flute, even though the waiter had jug filled it. Sheld
changed into a low-cut orange dress and was wearing soarkling lip gloss and mas-cara. Her strawberry
blond hair was freshly brushed and she looked even cuter than she had earlier that day on the lacrosse
pitch in the park. She fiddled nervoudy with the stem of her glass. "' So, enough about me. Do you, um . .
. 7" She bit her lip. "Do you have a girlfriend?'

Nate poked at his sdad, smearing goat cheese dl over the leaves. He was pretty sure Brigid's
low-cut dress and flirtalious behavior went beyond her misson of getting him to matriculate & Brown. He
suspected she had a crush on him. | tut she was dill his Brown interviewer, and he wanted to make a
good impresson.

"Um. Sort of," he told her hestantly. "I mean, sometimes we're together and sometimes were

She seemed to like that answer. "Are you together now?!

Nate had dways preferred beer to champagne but he gulped his wine Blair-style. In theory, he
and Blarr were together again, happily, hooray. But they hadn't exactly dis-cussed the terms of their
relationship. Did flirting with his Brown admissons officer redly qudify as chegting?

Suddenly his phone rang and he whipped it out of his pocket, kicking himsdf for forgetting to turn
it off before din-ner. He glanced a the phone's little screen. Speak of the devil.

Nate's head was a little fuzzy from the sx bong hits hed done a Anthony Avuldsen's house
before he came out. Speaking to Blair might knock some senseinto him.

"Um, | should take this™ he told Brigid. "Hey," he said into the phone.

"Helo," Blair responded coldly. "Before you say anything | just have to ask you a question.”

Her voice was clipped, as if she was trying to use as few syllables as possble. Nate could tdl
sheld been drinking. "Okay."

"Tdl methe truth. Did you gpply to Yde?'



Oh, boy.

Nate grabbed his champagne and polished it off. Fuck! cursed glently. Fuck, fuck, fuck. There
was definitdy no right answer. If he said yes, he was a bastard and a liar, and if ho said no, he was a
bastard and aliar.

Brigid was amiling at hm expectantly, her lips dl shiny and glossed. At least he could take
comfort in the fact that Blar was miles away at Georgetown, and he was having din-ner with his Brown
interviewer, who was dying to see im naked. He decided to tdl the truth.

"Yesgh, | did. And | guess| got in."

Blar made a strange gurgling noise, and then Nate heard the digtinct, familiar sound of her puking
into atoilet. "Fuck you," she growled into the phone before hanging up.

Nate turned the phone off and tucked it into his pocket. The waiter arrived with the |obster.
"Boy, does that look good," Nate said, his voice hollow.

"Do you want to share the tal?' Brigid asked, handling the eaming crustacean with practiced
ease. She pointed a the stainless-sted claw-cracking tools the waiter had brought. "Or get started on a
daw?'

What Nate redly wanted was to do a few more bong hits and then eat a big bowl of Breyers
chocolate ice cream while gtting comatose in front of The Matrix, which held dready seen eighteen
times

Brigid put down the |obster. "Are you okay?"

He shrugged. "I think my girlfriend just broke up with me again."

Brigid's green eyes opened wide. "You poor thing." She motioned to the waliter. "Can we have
thisto go?' She pushed back her chair. "Come on. I'll buy you a beer and a cigarette.”

Nate tried to tdl himsdf that snce Blar wasn't around to murder him right now he was basicaly
safe and should enjoy the next twenty-four hours before she came back. He could even hook up with
Brigid if he wanted to.

Thething was, he was sck of dways bresking up with Blar when they both knew that they were
supposed to be together for the rest of their lives And unlike Blar, he didn't redly care what college he
went to. In fact, held be fine with not going to college at dl for a couple of years. As far as he could tel,
the only way to put himsdf and Blar back on alevd playing fidd was to try and get his Brown and Yde
acceptances revoked. And what better way to do that than to act like an asshole?

"Fuck it," Nate sad under his breath. He stood up and helped Brigid into the denim jacket
hanging on the back of her chair. Hisfingers brushed her neck as he pulled her hair out from undernegth
the collar. They were ganding very close, and Brigid's breath smdlled like Hawaiian Punch. "How badly
does Brown want me?' he murmured into her ear.

Her green eyes opened wide. "Bad," she whispered unstedily. Her hotel room key was on the
table. Nate picked it up and dropped it in his pocket. "Bad," she whispered again.

The waiter handed Nate a plagtic bag with the twenty-pound lobster wrapped up in fall ingde it.
He chucked it on the table and put hisarm around Brigids wais.

"Show me" he told her gruffly, disgusted with the sound of his voice.

Guess he wasn't taking about the |obster.

stekesthemead lestravaed

Only ahdf hour into their journey to Providence, Serena asked the driver to stop at a gas Sation.
The convenience store was tiny and badly stocked, but she bought a Coke, a Twix bar, and a locd
newspaper just to have something to do while she was mooning over Drew. Outside, a boy was standing
just beyond the pumps, holding up a 9gn that said brown. He was wearing faded jeans and a nice
blue-and-white-gtriped button-down shirt, and docksiders without socks. On his back was a
complicated purple-and-black backpack, the type people take on long hikes. His curly black hair looked
clean and he seemed normd enough.

"Need aride?' she cdled over.



The boy whipped his head around. "Mge?'

Serena liked how big and wide open his brown eyes were. "I've got a driver to take us up there.
Come on," she offered.

The boy grinned dwly and followed her to the car. He sat close to the door and put his
backpack between them. A patch of the Itdian flag was sawn onto it. Serena drank her Coke and
pretended to read her newspaper. Then the boy pulled a drawing pad and pencil from out of his
backpack and began to scribble away.

At fird she thought it was homework or a letter, but then she yawned and let her head fdl back
agang the seat back, surreptitioudy taking a gander at what the boy was writing. Much to iht surprise, he
was sketching her. Her hands, to be exact.

"Do | get to keep that when you're done?' she asked.

The boy jumped, as if he thought held been redly coy and secretive about the fact that he was
drawing her. He closed his notebook and tucked the pencil behind his ear. "Sorry."

"That'sdl right." Serena stretched her arms over her head und then let her hands fdl into her 1ap.
"I'min such a daze anyway. Go ahead. Keep drawing.”

He opened his notebook again. "You don't mind?'

"Nope." After dl, she was a professond modd. She sat back and folded her hands the same
way they'd been before. "Isthis okay?'

"Mmm," the boy answered, his head bent over hiswork. He had dark dlive skin and thick black
curls and he exuded an odor of fresh mint.

Serena closed her eyes, trying to recdl what Drew's har was like. She remembered that his
roommeate Wade's hair was red. And Drew's was sort of ... dark blond? Chestnut? She honestly couldn't
remember. She opened her eyes again and glanced a the boy again. The back of his neck looked soft
and brown. If we had children, they'd have year-round tans and that sort of sandy blond-brown
hair that's so pretty in the sun, she mused. Then she looked away again, horrified. What was wrong
with her? She didn't even know his name!

The boy looked up again. "Do you go to Brown?'

Serena kept her gaze fixed on the window. It was dirty and she could see his reflection in it. His
black eyelashes were curly and his brown eyes were wonderfully soft, like Bambi's or something. "Not
yet, but | might, next year."

Wait, wasn't she dl about Harvard like five seconds ago?

"I hope s0," he said quietly before turning back to his drawing.

Serena didn't know what had gotten into her, but she was totdly turned on. What if | just
grabbed him and kissed him? she wondered to hersdf. The driver was ligening to some basebdl game
on the radio; he wouldn't even notice.

"You know, you would be a great artist's modd,” the boy told her. "You could st for the
figure-drawing classes at Brown. Professor Kofke is dways looking for good modds.”

"Thanks. Actudly, | have done some modding,” Serena began, but then shut hersdlf up for fear
of sounding like a brat.

The boy tucked his pencil behind his ear, sudying his drawing. "It doesn't even matter to me
whether amode is beautiful or not. Usudly | only do hands.

Serena peered over his shoulder. He redly did amdl like mint. "You made my hands ook much
nicer than they are. Look at my thumbnall: I've chewed it to bitd And thisone .. ." She held out her left
pinky. "My poor cuticled"

But the boy wasn't even looking. He unzipped a Sde packet in his backpack, pulled out a piece
of paper, and handed it to her.

Serena unfolded the piece of paper. It was a dipping ripped from a magazine. "Tighter Abs in
Seven Days," the caption read.

"Tumit over,” the boy told her.

She flipped the dipping over. On the back of it was the ad for Serenas Tears. There she was,
aying in the snow in Central Park, wearing a ydlow sundress.



"Isthat redly your name? Serena?' He asked, gazing at her with those Bambi eyes.

"y es"

He took the dipping back. "I lied about only doing hands. | tought | was dreaming when you
picked me up at the gas Sation back there. I've been painting you for two months. From this picture. I'm
dill not finished. It's in the sudio, up a Brown." He folded up the dipping and tucked it into his
backpack. Then he held out his hand. "I'm Chridian.”

Serena et her hand linger in his. She supposed she should have been freaked out, but instead she
was more turned on than ever. "Would you mind showing me around a little when we get there?' she
asked. "I'm supposed to meet my brother, but I'm adready so late, he's probably aready in a bar or
something." Erik wouldn't mind if she blew him off. Brothers and sisters dways blew each other off dl the
time. Besdes, Chritian could probably give her a much more thorough tour.

Y eah, you bet he could.

bjansexdusvegtown sgerhood

The Hungarians were gone, replaced by three women in Smithsonian Museum security uniforms
snging Whitney Houston. "And leeecleedl will always love you! "

Tdk about panful.

The moment she hung up with Nate, Blar went over to the bar and ordered a pitcher of pink
grapefruit margaritas for the table.

"You guys saved my life" she told Rebecca, Forest, Gaynor, and Fran as she set the pitcher
down. The girls heads wobbled drunkenly in response. Blair sat down, lit a cigarette, took a drag, and
then passed it to Rebecca. I'm just glad | got you as atour guide, and not some loser.”

Rebecca passed the cigarette around, and the girls lip glosses combined to make a smudgy
plum-colored gain on the filter. "Last month Forest was teking this prospective student around—a guy.
They got caught by the dean of stu-dents practicaly doing it in the laundry room. She got fired by
admissons”

"Shut up,” Forest whined, but she was amiling.

Blar tried to imagine what her vist would have been likeif her tour guide had been a guy, but
knowing her luck, held have been atota geek. She stared at Forest, wonder-ing if maybe she ought to
say omething about how | West's bleached-blond har looked cheap and dutty and no wonder the
admissons office didn't want her to be alour guide. But Snce she was drunk as afigh, she said something
ese entirdy.

"So, are any of you dill virgins?'

The four girls giggled and kicked each other under the table. Blar lit another cigarette, feding
dightly annoyed | hat she'd set hersdf up to admit that she was a virgin in front of four obvious skanks.
"You don't have to tdl meif you don't want to."

Rebecca blinked her eyes drunkenly in an effort to com-pose hersdf. "Actudly, we dl are. See,
we made this pact." She glanced around the table at her friends. " Georgetown doesn't have sororities, but
we sort of have one. We cdl it the sisterhood of cdlibacy.”

Blar's eyes opened wide. She was about to get indoctri-nated into some sort of virginity cult, and
she was so drunk and upset and vulnerable, it actudly sounded like a good idea

"We arent, like, againg fooling around or anything. God no. All of us have done just about
evaything but go dl the way," Gaynor darified. She rubbed her pug nose. "Were saving that for
marriage.”

"Or a least true love" Fran dlaified. "I'm never getting married.”

"Fran's parents have each been married and divorced three times™ Rebecca noted.

Blar stamped out her cigarette. Fuck Nate. Fuck Yde. All of a sudden she wanted nothing more
then to pledge ther little sorority. "Me too," she admitted. "I mean, I'm avirgin, too."

The four girls stared a her in amazement, as if they couldn't quite believe that a sophisticated



New York gl like hersdf had never once experienced sex.

"Youtotaly have to join," Fran said in her hoarse, intense whisper. "And when you go here, well
dl be together. Not just until graduation, but forever!”

Blar put her elbows on the table and leaned forward, ready for action. "What do | have to do?"

Thefour girls giggled giddily, like they just loved ther initiation rites.

"I'm the newest member,” Forest explained.

"Her hair was dmost black before,”" Gaynor put in.

"Firgt you haveto let us shave your legs," Fran said.

"And then we bleach your hair,” Rebecca added.

And they had a problem with the whole jizz-on-a-cracker thing?

Blar sat back in her chair. Her life was shit, and besides, shed dways wanted to know what
sheld look like as a blond. She picked up her drink and poured it down her throat, banging the glass
down on the table when she was done. "I'm ready," shetold her new sgters.

"Yippee!" the girls chorused, and poured themsdves another round.

"If I don't eat something soon,” Rebecca moaned, "I'm gonna hurl.”

"Metoo," the other girls agreed.

"We gotta get to the drug store before it closes,” Rebecca added. "We can pick up some
Combos or some-thing."

Yummy. Maybe they could even have fried pork rinds!

Blar grabbed her purse and rose shekily to her feet. "Lagt onein the cab is a drunk virgin bitch.”

Thefive girlslinked arms and staggered out into the night.

Quedtion: Evenif they were your new best friends, would you let four drunk virgin bitches shave
your legs and dye your hair?

twadsaompany, thressaaond

"Thisis avesome," Dan enthused as he watched the spaghetti bailing in its pot. He glanced at
Vanessa, who was standing next to him, dicing onions on a chopping board baanced over the snk.
Onion tears streamed down her face. He kissed her damp cheek. "Look & us"

Vanessa laughed and kissed him back. Actudly, this whole living-together thing was fun. Ruby
hed |eft early that morning, and with one taxi ride full of suff, Dan was dl moved in. They'd spent the
afternoon grocery shopping and buying stupid little things for the apartment like pet rock refrigerator
magnets and black sheets with neon green UFOs on them. Now they were cooking ther firs med
together as a cohabiting couple.

If you can cdl spaghetti with onions and Ragu cooking.

Dan dipped one hand under Vanessa's shirt and turned the burner off with the other. Dinner
could wait. Ther faces pressed together, they staggered out of the open kitchen area and into the living
room, where they fdl back onto Ruby's futon, which was now ther living room couch. It dill smdled like
Chridian Dior Poison and that licorice tea Ruby was dways drinking, but it was dl theirs and they could
have sex on it whenever they liked.

"What will we do on Monday when we both don't want to go to school?" Vanessa wondered out
loud as Dan kissed hisway down her arm.

Her hands amndled like onions. "Cut? It's not like we have to worry about getting into college
anymore” Dan said.

She whipped his belt out of his pants and flicked it a his butt. "Bad boy. Remember what your
dad sad? If your grades drop, you have to move back."

"Hey, thet feds good,” Dan joked.

"Oh, yeah?' Vanessa giggled, whipping him with the bt allittle harder thistime.

And then someone sneezed.

Dan and Vanessa broke away from each other, freaked out of ther minds. A girl was standing in



the doorway. Purple-and-black matted hair. Black shorts. Ripped black Ozzfest T-shirt. Black
kneesocks. Black Converse high-tops. She was carrying some sort of pick-axe and an army-issue duffd

bag.

"Mindif | join you?" She kicked the door closed behind her. "I'm Tiphany. Ruby mentioned I'd
be daying here?'

Ruby hadn't said anything about a friend coming to stay, but then again, Ruby wasn't the most
organized human being on the planet. Vanessa extracted hersdf from Dan. "Ruby left for Germany
today." Then she redlized Tiphany had let her-sdif in. "She gave you a key?'

"I used to live here" Tiphany explained. "Your Sster and | were roommates for a while" She
walked in and dumped her duff on top of the futon where they were stting. Then she bent down and
opened her duffd bag. A little head with beady eyes and whiskers popped out. Tiphany picked the
creature up and cradled it like a baby.

Dan blanched. It looked like a rat.

"What isthat?' Vanessa asked, intrigued. Ruby had never mentioned anyone named Tiphany, but
Ruby had lived in Williamsburg awhole year by hersdf before their parents had let VVanessa come down
from Vermont to join her. A lot of suff had probably happened in that year that Vanessa didnt know
about.

"Thisis Tooter. He's a ferret. He has some farting issues, and he kind of likes to chew books.
But he degps dl curled up next to me every night, and he's such a doll.” Tiphany stoked the ferret under
the chin. "Arent you, Tooter?' She held the creature out to Vanessa. "Wanna hold him?"

Vanessa reached for the scrawny anima and held it in her arms. The ferret gazed up a her with
its beady brown eyes. "It he cute?' she asked, and smiled over & Dan. Having houseguests made her
fed like she and Dan were even more of a couple, and Tiphany seemed way cooler and more inter-esting
then anyone she went to school with, that was for sure.

Dan didn' return her smile. Ever snce held opened his college acceptance letters held been on a
ample, happy high. He was into college and back with Vanessa. They were living together. Everything
was easy and good. Tiphany was not part of that equation.

"What's thet for?" Vanessa asked, pointing at the pick-axe.

Tiphany picked it up and svung it inthe ar afew times. Then she propped it up againgt the wall.
"Work. I'min con-gtruction. Demalition, mogtly. I've got a big project over by the Brooklyn Navy Yard
and I'm kind of homdless at the moment. So it was pretty cool of Ruby to let me crash here.”

Vanessa turned to Dan. "The noodles" she said urgently.

Dan got up and went into the kitchen. He opened the jar of Ragu, dumped it and the onions into
a saucepan, and turned the burner up to high. Then he poured the steaming pot of noodles into the
colander in the sink. He pulled three bowls out of the cupboard.

"I guess anyone who wants to eat can edt,” he cdled out.

"I'm garving. Oh, and | have a little present for us" Tiphany dug around in her duffd bag and
pulled out a haf-empty bottle of Jack Daniels. She poured alittle Jack into the bottle cap and held it out
to Tooter. "Puts har on his chest," shetold Vanessa, and took a swig from the bottle.

Vanessa handed over the ferret and went to hdp Dan find the slverware. "Are you okay?' she
whispered.

Dan didn't answer. He spooned indant coffee into a cup and mixed it with hot water right out of
the tap. Tiphany put 'footer down and the ferret scampered over to a pile of Dan's poetry books and
started nibbling on them.

"No!" Dan shouted, throwing his spoon &t the little rodent.

"Hey, don't ydl a him!" Tiphany cried, scooping Tooter up again and holding him againgt her
chest. "Hé's just a baby."

Vanessa offered her abowl of spaghetti. "Dan's a poet,” she said, asif that explained everything.

"I can see that," Tiphany said without a hint of bitterness. She took the bowl and brought it over
to the futon to eat. Tooter sat in her lgp, balanced his paws on the bowl's edge, and began naisly durping
up noodles.



Suddenly the entire apartment stank of rotten eggs, sour milk, and burning sulphur. Tiphany cover
her mouth with her hand and snorted. "Oops! Tooter tooted!"

Tdk about a buzzkill.

"Jesus™ Dan grabbed a dish towe and pressed it againgt his nose and mouth.

"Come on," Vanessa whispered with her fingers clamped over her nose. "It's not so bad. She's
nice

Dan stared a her over the dish towd. He could fed himsdf crashing down from his high a an
daming rate and was disgppointed with himsdf for being so annoyed by a gil who actudly did seem
perfectly nice, in a kooky, ferret-loving way.

He tossed asde the dish towe, served himsdf up some spaghetti, and carried it over to the other
end of the futon. "So," he began, deciding to make an effort, "whered you go to college?'

Tiphany giggled and wound her spaghetti around her fork. "The school of life" she answered
aaly.

"Cool," Vanessa responded. "I have to interview you for my film."

"Cool," Dan agreed with dightly too much zedl.

Or maybe not so cooal.



gossipgirl.co.uk

next post a question

Disdlamer: All the real names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Where do we belong?

Ever wonder what your life would have been like if you went to a
different school in a different town and had a completdy differ-ent set of
friends? You'd probably look completely different than you do now; tak
different, dress differently. You'd do different after-school activities, ligen to
different mudc. Wadl, tha's exectly what's hgppening with this whole
which-college-should-1-go-to? thing. Of course, your parents and teachers will
tdl you it doesn't matter where you go, it's what you make of it. I'm sure that's
partly true. But if I'm not going to fit in & a certain school because everyone
there wears Seven jeans ingtead of Blue Cults or thinks carrying your carame
poodle puppy around with you everywhere in a Burberry doggie tote is
pretentious, | want to know now,

Not that the jeans or the dog make the girl. Well ... actudly, they sort
of do.

The good thing about dl of thisis that if any of us have made or are
about to make any mgjor socia-datus-adtering blunders, well have the blank
canvas of college with which to reinvent our-selves. And it looks like some of
us are going to be ranventing big-time. Remember that guy who didn't get in
anywhere? His dad had the brilliant idea that military school was the place for
him. Four more years of unifooms. No Prada. A crew cut. And no more

monogramg

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

| go to Georgetown and I'm pretty sure | saw this girl B you're
always talking about hanging out with all these skanks in this skanky
karaoke bar where only skanks go, and she was having the time of her
life. They were totally shitfaced and got driven back to campus by this
greasy-looking guy in a Lexus.

—dia

Dear dia,

Do | detect jealousy in your tone? What did these supposed
skanks ever do to you? | think it's nice B's branching out and making
some new friends.

—GG

Dear GG,
| thought N was already into all the Ivy League schools, but then |



think I saw him and the woman who interviewed me in at Brown in this
restaurant where | was with my parents, and it kind of looked like they
were about to hook up. What's his deal ?

—celeste

Dear celeste,

Good question. Maybe he's worried Brown will change their
minds. Or maybe he's just sick of being denied so many times by
you-know-who!

—GG

Sightings

J with a persona shopper in Bloomingdal€e's, getting more lingerie
advice. At least she'sfindly seeking professond help—thank heav-ensl N and
his Brown admissons officer riding up the eevator together in the Warwick
New York Hotel. Let me guess: She wanted to conduct a second interview.
B and four drunk blond girlsin a Geor getown Wagreens buying disposable
razors and blond har dye. S lying on the roof of the art dudio a Brown
counting stars with some Lain-lover type. Man, that girfl gets around! D, V,
and some ferret-toting older girl with purple-and-black hair ina Williamsburg
coffee shop doing espresso shots. Looks like D has sttled in with the locals
nicdy.

| have afeding it's going to be along and sordid night—like that's so
unusud. Drink lots of Red Bull and Gatorade in the morning and by Monday
youll be good as new. Can't wait to hear dl about it!

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



themorning after

"Guessit's agood thing I'm dready into Brown, huh?' Nate said cockily. He lit the joint held just
rolled, took a hit, and passed it to Brigid. Then he stood up and yanked on his khakis before pacing over
to the window. Brigid's room at the Warwick New York Hotel looked out onto an ar shaft. The room
was dl right, if you liked floral patterns and brown car-pet, but it wasn't exactly the Plaza.

"Dont they serve coffeein the roomsin this dive?' he demanded.

Brigid was gtting up in bed, naked, with the covers draped loosdy over her. "Theres a
restaurant downgtairs, but they charge, like, five bucks for a cup of tea"

Nate whirled around. "So?' He wanted her to fed like the entire night had been a mistake. That
accepting him at Brown had been a mistake.

She balanced the joint on therim of a glass ashtray. "You know, | don't usudly do this" she said,
her blue-green eyes darting up and down his body as though trying to read him.

Nate opened the wooden entertainment cabinet across from the bed and flicked on the TV. He
began wetching a sports roundup on MSNBC, purposely ignoring her.

"I like you. You know that, right?" Brigid demanded, burning holes into his back. "We did this
because we gen-uindy like each other?”

Nate didn't respond.

Brigid pulled the covers up to her chin. "You're not going to tdl anyone a Brown about this, are
you?"

He clicked off the tdlevison and tossed the remote on the bed. Brigid looked serioudy worried
now, which was exactly what he wanted. "Maybe," he replied. "Maybe not."

She hit her lip. Her strawberry blond har was sticking out in dl directions. "Your admisson
would be withdrawn," she warned.

Perfect. Nate stuck hisfeet into his shoes and pulled his haf-unbuttoned shirt on over his head.

"And | could get fired."

He grabbed the joint from out of the ashtray and sucked on it. "I gotta run," he hissed, holding in
the hit. He was due for brunch with the Yde coach in just over an hour, and he wanted to get good and
buzzed firg. He squeezed the joint out between his fingers and tucked it into his pocket. "Maybe we
should have stuck with the lobgter," he told Brigid, tucking in his shirt.

She opened her mouth and then closed it again. Her eyes were red-rimmed, as if she was about
to cry. "Tha'sit?'

"That'sit," Nate said, and then he spun around and qui-etly took hisleave.

Seeyd

Out in the hdlway he stabbed a the button for the devator and waited for it with his forehead
pressed againg the wall. HEd never been tha nedly to anyone—at least, not on purpose—and he fdt
horrible about it. Still, he'd done it for Blair, and it wasn't asif held ever follow through and get Brigid
fired. All he wanted was a letter from Brown tdling him they didn't want him after dll.

And after thet little performance, heldd probably get it.

themarningafter, part I

"Where the fuck are you, anyway?"' Erik demanded.

"Shudh," Serena whispered into the phone. "I'm in the art building. In a painting dudio." She
glanced a Chrigian. He was lying on the floor next to her, adeep on top of a piece of unused canvas.
There was green paint in his hair. "Wefdl adegp in here”

"Oh, did we?' Erik responded mockingly. "I can't believe you're here and I'm not even going to
see you," he whined, pretending to be hurt, when Serena knew he'd probably been up dl night partying
and wanted nothing more than to go back to deep. "So, are you likein love, or what?!



Serena gmiled. Chrigian's long-lashed brown eyes were closed and his sweet mouth was
relaxed. He looked like a degping baby. "I'm not sure” she said softly. "I'm supposed be leaving for Yde
now." She closed her eyes. "This weekend has been so crazy.”

"It's not over yet, babe," Erik yawned. "I can't believe I'm even awake. It's only nine o'clock on a
Sunday morn-ing, for fuck's sake! Anyway, I'll cdl you a car. Hell meet you on the road right by the
parking lot over there. No more picking up random boys in gas sations. Have fun a

Yde today, dthough you better go to Brown so we can hang. Tak to you soon. You know you
love me. 'Bye" he burbled nonsengcdly before hanging up.

Serena clicked off, wondering if she should wake Chrigian or let hm deep. A limejuice
mustache had dried on his upper lip from the Brazlian cocktails hed made them lagt night, and there
were little green paint Hecks dl over his dark dlive skin. She was a little paint-smeared and rumpled
hersdf, but Serena was the kind of girl who could deep on the floor of an art sudio dl night, wake up
and kick the creases out of her jeans, run her fin-gers through her hair, rub a little cherry-flavored
ChapStick on her lips, and voila—instagoddess.

Qunlight stalked the tdl, wood-framed windows of the art studio. From where she stood, the
redbrick buildings of the Brown campus looked serene and deepy, dmog like a ghost town. Then a
group of students waked down the path directly in front of the window, wearing old swesatpants and
carying huge travel mugs of coffee. Serena did away from Christian and pulled on her brown Cavin
Klenflats Leaning againg the opposite wal of the sudio was Christian's now-finished life-gze copy of
the ad for Serenas Tears. It was difficult to understand why held used so much green, since the ad was
shot on a snowy day in February, but even with dl that green, the painting was sunning. And bizarre.
Chridian had devel-oped a technique in which he used only one line to com-plete an image. In the
painting, the features in Serends face were dl connected. Her eyes connected to her nose, which
connected to her mouth, which connected to her chin, her cheeks, her ears, her hair. It kind of made her
look like something out of Shrek, especidly with dl that green, but it was dill beautiful in its own unique
wey

Sheretrieved a tube of Chand lip gloss from out of her bag, found a scrap of paper on the floor,
and wrote, | like the green, in pink sparkles. Come see me in NYC. Love, S. Then she pushed the
piece of paper toward Christian, grabbed her bag, and tiptoed out the door.

"Au revoir,” she whispered, turning to blow the deeping boy a kiss. She hestated. Was it deszy
to creep away without even saying good-bye? Not when they'd done nothing more than kiss and fal
adeep in each other's ams. Besides, the note was pretty romantic.

A car honked naisly and Chrigtian gtirred. Serena dipped gedthily out the door and down the
dars. Sheld never liked good-byes, and if Chrigtian woke up, shed never makeit to Yde.

"Love you," she whispered as she Ieft the building. She knew the Brown campus well enough
from vigting Erik to find her way to the parking lot. Ignoring the paved walk-way, she traipsed down a
grassy hill, her shoes damp with dew and her pants legs covered with freshly mown grass. A black town
car was pulled over at the Sde of the road, waiting for her, and dl of a sudden she was hit with a bad
case of dgavu. Was it only yesterday that Drew had kissed her good-bye at the top of his Harvard
dormitory steps, while her town car waited to whisk her up to Brown? Was it only yesterday that she'd
told another boy, "I love you'?

Yup, that's right. Y esterday.

The driver opened the door for her and she got in. "l love you too," she whispered to Drew in
gpology, even though he wasn't there. A weekend away visting schools was supposed to hep darify
things but Serena fdt more confused than ever. How would she ever concentrate a col-lege when
college was full of boys just waiting for her to fdl in love with them?

There's dways the Dorna B. Rae College for Women in Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania. They're ill
taking gpplicationd

themarningatter, partlll



"Har of the dog, sger.”

Blar opened one eye to find Rebecca sanding over her, brandishing a huge Bloody Mary,
complete with cdery gtick, lemon wedge, and pink flamingo cocktail stirrer. Rebeccas dyed blond hair
was freshly blow-dried and she was wearing a pink terrycloth Juicy Couture tracksuit and eectric blue
eyeliner.

Hair of the dog. It was the perfect expression for how Blar fdt—like a grungy, matted dump of
dog hair. Shetried to St up and then fdl back on the inflatable mattress again, moan-ing. Her scalp stung.
Her legs burned. She smdlled weird. What was wrong with her?

No comment.

"l swear to God youll fed better after you drink this" Rebecca kndt down and cradled Blair's
head like a morn offering her sick child some warm broth. "It's our secret recipe.”

How reassuring.

Blar sat up, windng as she gulped the thick red concoc-tion. It tasted like vodka and barbecue
potato chips.

Blech!

"Your hair will look a lot better after the roots start to grow in,” Rebecca told her. "And you
might want to think about bleaching your eyebrows to match.”

Blar had forgotten about her hair. She knew it was blond now, or a least some semblance of
blond, but she couldn't bear to look at it until she was home and within range of the Elizabeth Arden Red
Door Salon. Rebecca would have to loan her a hat.

The girls room had two sets of bunk beds, set up perpen-dicular to each other so the four
friends could tak and gigge | he night away. The beds were empty.

"Where are the others?' Blair croaked. Her mouth fdt like it had been basted with nall polish.

"Getting bagels™ Rebecca pulled her hair back into atight ponytall. "Every Sunday we et bagels
and tak about the boys we could have dept with the night before but didn't."

What excdlent fun.

Blarr was way too hung over to discuss bagels or boys. "l have to get home" she mumbled. At
home she could lie on her bed, watch old movies, and eat croissants off the tray Myrtle brought her. She
could write Nate a nasty e-mail. And she wouldn't have to look at the disturbing Easter bunny mobile
made of red LifeStyles condoms that the girls had hung from their dorm room ceiling.

"You can't leave until they come back," Rebecca ingsted. She sat down on the bottom bunk
nearest Blair, unzipped a metdlic pink manicure kit, and began to clean her toenals with a pointy
danlessgted ingrument. "We have to teach you our specid cheer.”

Blar decided right then and there that if she ever lived in a college dorm, she was definitdy
getting a sngle. No way was she gtting around with a bunch of girls while they picked at their toes or
built mobiles made of condoms. She'd gone to an dl-girls school snce firg grade—that was quite enough
gr time, thank you very much.

Hauling hersdf to her feet, she tried to maintain her com-posure while wearing the light blue
Powerpuff Girls night-gown Gaynor had loaned her last night. She needed a shower and then she needed
to go home. Actudly, fuck the shower. Showers involved bathrooms with mirrors—and seeing her-sdf in
amirror was something she wanted to avoid at dl costs.

She pulled on her jeans, wincing as they chafed againgt her shaved-raw legs. Then she yanked
her white linen blouse on over her head, feding way too sick to be wearing such anice top. She hung the
nightgown on the back of some-body's desk chair. "'l have to go now" she ingsted. A gray Georgetown
basebd | hat lay on the floor. "Is that yours?' she asked Rebecca

"Takeit," Rebecca offered generoudy.

Blar snatched up the hat and put it on. "Tdl everyone thank you and good-bye for me" she said
weekly.

Then the dorm room door burst open and Forest, Gaynor, and Fran tumbled indde carrying
paper bagsful of warm, freshly baked bagels and seaming cups of hot coffee. Blair's somach churned



with a mixture of nausea and starvation.

"Ohmy God, you're leaving?" Forest cried. She dropped her bags and threw hersdf a Rebecca
and Blair. "Come on girls, cirde time!”

Blar clamped her mouth shut tight as vomit threatened to spew out from between her teeth.
Sheld gotten up too quickly. Or maybe she shouldn't have drunk the Bloody Mary.

Or let four drunk girls shave her legs and maim her hair.

Thegirls stood in atight circle, therr hands clasped. Blair swayed between Rebecca and Forest,
the combined odors of their perfumes making her even more nauseated.

"What do we say . . . ?' Fran whispered with hoarse enthusiasm. It sounded like the opening line
to some sort of chant.

"What do we say when he says, '‘Come on, you know you want to'?" the four girls chanted. "We
say,’ Wait, asshole! ™

The girlsleaned into the cirdein a sort of blond head-lock. "No sex without true love. Friendship
now and forever " They broke apart whooping and jumping up and down like cheerleaders.

"I have to go," Blar mumbled for the fiftieth time, her stom-ach 4ill railing. She sumbled for the
door, hoping to make it to the bathroom in time, but it was too late. Instead, she whipped the
Georgetown basebal hat off her head and upchucked into it.

"Il cdl you acar." Rebecca grabbed the phone and began diding efficently. "We don't want you
to miss your plane.”

Sisterhood was nice, but nobody wanted a Sick sster barf-ing in their bedroom.

"Here" Fran held out a blue basebal cap with a white Y on it. A Yde cap. "You can wear
mine"

Blar took the cap with her to the bathroom. A split-second glance in the mirror made it very
clear that she defi-nitdly needed a hat. And sunglasses. And awhole new life

themarningafter, part IV

"It takes him aredly long time to get dressed in the morning, even though, you know, he aways
looks like that," Dan heard Vanessa tdl Tiphany when he woke up. He was lying on his back in
Vanessas bed, ligening to thair voices outsde the door as they clattered around the kitchen making
breakfast.

Looks like what? he wondered.

"Hey, it takes time to master the haf-untucked shirt," Tiphany responded. Then Vanessa sad
something that Dan couldn't hear and both girls broke into afit of laughter.

Tiphany was poaching an egg in the microwave. Vanessa had her camera propped on her
shoulder. "So tdl me why you chose not to go to college” she asked.

Tiphany tied her purple-and-black har into a knot and opened a cupboard door to get out a
plate. "Actudly, it wasn't redlly a choice. | just never got it together to apply.”

"So what did you do when everyone else went off to school?' Vanessa prompted.

Tiphany stuck two pieces of bread in the toaster and then opened dl the drawers in the kitchen,
looking for aknife. "For like a year | just kicked back. Went down to Forida. Lived on the beach and
gave piercings to whoever wanted one. Then | got a waitressing job on a cruise ship for a while Then |
ditched the cruise ship and stayed down in Mexico, panting houses. Then | came back and got work in
condruction." She grinned and licked a smear of butter off her knife. "It's been one fantadtic journey.”

"Wow," Vanessa remarked. Tiphany was probably the mogt interesting, upbeat person shed
ever met, and she could fed hersdf developing a crush on her. Not in a sexud way, but in a sort of
[-wish-1-were-more-like-you way.

"Butif you could do it dl over again, would you have gone id college?' Dan cdled over from the
bedroom doorway. He was wearing a faded red T-shirt and white boxer shorts, and his har was wild
and matted.



"Hey, deepyhead,” Tiphany replied, ignoring the question.

"Hey, degpyhead,” Vanessa said in exactly the same tone of voice. "Are you okay?'

"I'mfine”" Dan tugged on his shirt uncomfortably. "Did you guys just wake up?'

"Weve been up for awhile™ Vanessa answered vagudly.

Tiphany popped her egg out of the microwave, did it onto her toast, and carried her plate into
the living room. There was (\ lump under the sheet on Ruby's futon where Tooter the fer-ret was curled
up, deeping. Tiphany put one of her own CDs in the stereo and turned up the volume. It was something
loud and harsh that Dan had never heard before. Definitdy not moming music. She danced over to
Vanessa and took her hands, and to Dan's amazement Vanessa started hopping around and wiggling her
butt in time to the music.

Helo?

Vanessa didn't dance. Ever. What had Tiphany done to her?

While the girls continued to dance, Tooter dithered out from underneath the covers and trotted
over to Dan's new blue-and-gold vintage street Pumas, which were parked by the front door. He sniffed
them a few times, then turned around, squatted down, and began to pee.

"Hey!" Dan cried, dashing over to rescue his shoes.

"Tooter?" Tiphany danced over. "You're okay, baby. Come to Mommy." She squatted down
and held out her arms. "Don't be scared.”

Vanessa joined them, her cheeks rosy from dancing. "Oh, Dan. Did you scare hm?'

"No, | didn't scare him." Dan flgpped his hand angrily at the ferret. "Go to Mommy, little fucker,”
he added under his breath.

In his head, he/d dready started a new poem. It was cdled "Killing Tooter."

]'sbigdebut

“"Line up, girls. In Sze order, pleasel" barked Andre, the pho-tographer's assstant.

It was deven o'clock on Sunday morning and Jenny had arrived at the studio over an hour ago
after waking up at Sx and spending three hours getting ready. She'd taken a shower, blow-dried her hair,
and applied her makeup—three times. The firg time she looked overdone, the second time she just
looked fregkish, and the third time she'd sendbly decided to just let hersdf ar dry and go without
makeup, Snce that was the gylid's job anyway.

The shoot was in the same gtudio as the go-see. Thistime the white screen and red velvet chaise
were gone, replaced by a giant piece of Adroturf covering the floor and a volleybdl net set up over the
Adtroturf. When Jenny arrived, she discovered she wasn't the only "modd” being photographed. There
were five other girls and dl of them looked . . . like models. The syl-ist asked her to change into a royd
blue Nike Lycrajog bra and metching Lycra shorts. Then she combed Jenny's hair back into a ponytail
and brushed on some clear lip gloss. Jenny fet more ready for gym class than a photo shoot, but then she
noticed that dl the other modds were dressed the same way.

"From alinein front of the net. Hurry up, girls. Thisian't rocket science,” Andre complained.

Since she was usudly the shortest girl in any group, Jenny stood at the end of the line in front of
the volleybdl net next to a flat-chested girl who was only few inches taler than she was. Then Andre
came over and grabbed her arm, dragging her down to the other end of the line next to a tal girl with
boobs that were dmogt as big as hers. He jostled some of the others girlsinline

"Thetll do," the photographer called out, griding up on his stocky legs. He stroked his goatee,
urveying the lineup. "Try putting your arms around each other's waids" The girls did as they were told.

"Nah, too cheerleader. Step away from each other and put your hands on your hips. Legs wide"
He held his camera up and peered through it. "Shoulders back, chins up, that'sit," he indructed, snagpping
away.

Jenny did her best to look brave and strong and chdleng-ing, the way she thought a Nike modd
should look. She didn't have the musculature of a rock dimber or a marathon runner, but neither did the




other girls.

"What isthis for, anyway?" she whispered to the girl next to her.

"Some teen megazine," the girl answered. "What kind of expresson do you want us to make?'
the same girl called out to the photographer.

"Doesn't matter." The photographer dimbed onto a step-stool and continued to photograph
them.

Jenny relaxed her chalenging-Nike-mode face. What did he meen it didn't matter? She closed
her eyes and stuck out her lower lip in an exaggerated pout, testing him.

"Nice work, short girl!" the photographer called out.

Jenny opened her eyes, completely confused. She bared her hiill and wrinkled her nose. Then
she stuck out her tongue.

"Excdlent!" the photographer responded.

Jenny giggled. Actudly, it was a lot more fun than trying in look dluring and pretty. At leest she
could show off her persondity. And for the fird time ever in front of a camera— ma jog bra, no
less—she completely forgot about her boobs.

And that in itsdf was a sort of miracle.

yaewantstosseninthar jokdrap

"How's it hanging, coach?' Nate drawled as he joined the Yae coach at her table at Sarabeth's a
full forty-five minutes late. "Sorry I'm late. I'm diill wasted from lagt night.” He'd smoked two more joints
gnce the one with Brigid in the hotd room. Now his eyes were mere dits, and he couldn't stop amiling.

Sarabeth's was bright and flowery and packed with brunch-ing Upper East Side moms with
babies and dads reading the Sunday papers. The whole place amdled like maple syrup.

"Have a seet." The coach pointed at the chair opposite her. Her mane of blond har cascaded
over her shoulders, and she was wearing red lipgick and a sort of slvery tank top. She looked like
Jessica Smpson's long-lost older sister. "Nice hat," she added with asmile

Nate was wearing one of the Yae basebdl hats she'd given him. "I've got the jockstrap on, too,”
hetold her, trying des-perately to maintain a sraight face. He was getting kind of good at acting like an
asshole. He grabbed a muffin from out of the basket on the table and shoved the entire thing into his
mouth. "I'm fucking Sarving," he added with his mouth full.

"Eat as much as you like" the coach told him generoudy. "I'm used to being around a team of
hungry boys."

"Humphft," Nate grunted. This was going to be harder than in lie thought. He grabbed an entire
pat of butter between his fingers and rammed it into his mouth with the muffin. "So tdl me why | should
want to play with those pansies, anyway."

The coach sipped her mimosa "You're the type of guy who likes a chdlenge—l can tdl.
Otherwise you get bored. You do you might later regret. My job isto kick your ass, and | you, I'l doit."

Nate swallowed the lump of butter. No wonder Y ae's team < loing so wel this year. He had to
admit, he was impressed, again, convincing him to go to Yae was the coach's misthe whole reason
sheld come down to New Y ork intheinm place. And his misson was to get Readmitted.

Maybe he was taking the wrong approach. He wiped his mouth and gazed into the coach's blue
eyes with hisirresgtible green ones. "Has anyone ever told you that you're hot?' He reached for her leg
undernesth the table and held on.

The coach amiled her placid, confident amile. "I get that a lot, epecidly from the guys on my
team.”

All of a sudden Nate fdt a hot, stabbing pain in his hand. "Fuck!" he cried, pulling it away. He
cradled the hand in his Iap. The Yde coach had stabbed him with her fork. He was bleeding!

"And | have to say I'm attracted to you. You're a good-looking boy. But I'll just have to sisfy
mysdf with seeing you in that Y de jockstrap in the locker room next fal." She reached into her purse and



tossed a Band-Aid a him. "Ded?'

All of a sudden Nate redized that Yde might be the place for hm after dl. And what if Blar
wound up getting in? They could go to Y ae together and live heppily ever after. Maybe Serena would go
there too, and dl three of them would live hgppily ever after.

Unlikdy story.

"Ded," he said, and sgnded to the waiter with his good hand. He ordered a beer and then
flashed the coach the same cocky, stoned amile that made girls swoon and his teachers give im As when
he deserved Cs.

The coach ran her thumb over the tines of her fork. "I think I'm going to enjoy having you on my
team,” she said.

And were dl going to enjoy seeing himin that jockstrap.

yaesngsitsway intossheart

Serends tour guide at Yae was a no-show, which wasn't redly i surprise since she was nearly
an hour late. "Come back at threg" the woman at the admissions reception desk told her. "There's a tour
going out then."

Serena stood outsde the Yde vigtors center, a hisoric white house with black shutters,
wondering what to do next.

"Doremi faso lati do!" chorused a group of mde voices farther down ElIm Street.

"La la la Ia" the voices chorused once more.

Serena followed her ears down the street toward Ydes dady Batdl Chape. When she
reached the chapel she dis-covered a group of boys standing in formation beneath the arched doorway,
exercigng ther voices. Sheld heard of the famous Whiffenpoofs, Yaes dl-made a cappdla snging group,
but she'd never heard them sing. And she'd had no idea how adorable they dl werel

Suddenly they broke into "Midnight Train to Georgia™ She sat down at the bottom of the chapel
steps, hoping they wouldn't mind if she stayed and listened. And |ooked—at the boyish blond tenor in the
front who kept stepping forward and doing cute little cameo solos; a the muscular rugby player in the
back who had the deepest baritone sheld ever heard; at the freckled geek who was just coming into his
own; a the tdl, pde, skinny boy with floppy dark har who sang his solos with a wonderful English
accent and was wearing the dandiest 1940s-style shoes Serena had ever seen.

She could have stood up and done her own little a cappella solo: Yale boys, Yale boys. Yum,
yum, yum!

The boys sang a last long, sweet note, sanding on tiptoe to draw it out. Then the blond tenor in
the front of the group came humming and bebopping down the chapd steps in Serends direction. When
he reached her step hefdl on his knees and gazed up & her.

"One, two, three.. . . Beautiful girl, won't you fall in love with me?" he sang.

Serena giggled. Was he kidding?

"Beautiful girl, won't you be my family?' The rugby player picked up the song from the top of
the steps.

"Beautiful girl, won't you waste the afternoon kissng me under a tree?' the entire group
sang in harmony.

Serena sat on her hands, blushing furioudy. She could see now why Blar wanted to go to Yde
S0 badly!

"Today is Sunday, and on Sundays we sing instead of talk. It's a beautiful day. Won't you
join me for a walk?" the blond tenor sang, teking her hand.

Serena hesitated. It was kind of cocky of him to just walk up and start serenading her. The boy
seemed to notice her hesitation. "I'm Lars. I'm a sophomore,” he whispered, as if worried that the rest of
the group would hear him talking instead of snging. "That was just an improv song. We do them dl the
time"



Serena relaxed a little Lars had megnificent aqua-colored eyes and the tiniet smattering of
freckles on the bridge of his nose.

He was dso wearing the exact same pair of tan Camper shoes sheld bought her brother for his
lest birthday.

"I did missmy tour," she confessed.

"I'll give you a tour, no problem," he sang.

She gazed over his shoulder across College Street at Ydes ail | campus. A group of girls were
playing Frisbee on New Haven green, the gabled windows of the ancient residence hulls risng up around
them. It was a beautiful place.

"Beautiful girl, we'll all give you a tour" the Whiffenpoofs wing.

Serena giggled again and let Lars pull her to her feet. If Yde wanted her this bad, they could
have her!



gossipgirl.co.uk

Drevious next pOSt a question

Disdlamer: All the redl names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Little-known facts (or outrageous lies—you decide)

At Georgetown there exigts a progtitution ring that masks itsdf as a
ssterhood of cdlibacy. It's an extremey exdusive group that's been around for
half a century.

A sid killer who carries a pet ferret and uses girly exatic names for
hersdf such as Fantasia and Tinkerbdl is on the loose in the metro-politan
area. Preferred wegpon: the pick-axe.

A clever con artist has been digguisng hersdf as an admissons per-,
son a Brown Universty, accepting students and collecting tuition. When the
sudents show up for orientation in the fdl, the universty has never heard of
them. So far, authorities have yet to nall down the perpetrator of this inventive
scam.

The latest issue of Treat magezine features an aticle caled "Does
Breast Size Matter?' Are you thinking what 1'm thinking?

Apparently Brown's art department has been snging the praises of its
youngest professor, a Venezudan recruit who specidizes in abstract ail
renditions of pop-culture figures, especidly teen pop-culture figures Again,
are you thinking what 1'm thinking?

Of course, this could dl be a bunch of hooey.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

How come you're not stressing about which college to go to? I'm
beginning to think maybe you're really like in eighth grade and maybe
you just have an older sister or brother or some-thing and that's how you
know about this stuff.

—bird

Dear bird,

| love how much time everyone spends thinking about ME. Am |
going to be one of those pop icons people start writing Ph.D. papers on,
like Madonna? I'll tell you this, though: Eighth grade? Been there, done
that.

—GG

Dear GG,

| got kicked out of Brown before | even started my freshman year.
| was really surprised | was accepted there in the first place, since | got
Dsin almost everything my senior year of high school. Anyway, it turns



out | didn't really get in. | was part of this whole scam where somebody
was accepting kids and taking their parents money without the school
even knowing. Now I'm a caddy at my dad's golf club.

—putter

Dear puitter,

I'm kind of hoping you're just this bored stoner caddy guy, like the
ones at MY dad's golf club, who likes to tell everyone this story about
how he got accepted at Brown and then expelled. It's a good story. | just
hope the same thing doesn't happen to me or any of my friends.

—GG

Dear GG,

can u please explain the difference between a girl who just likes
hanging out with different guys and a hoochie? cuz | know | may seem
like a hoochie but what is so wrong with having lots of friends who are
boys? none of the boys seem to mind, only the girls.

—popgr

Dear poporl,

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. In fact, a girl very close to my
heart—known here as S—is just that type of girl, and look how well she's
doing!

—GG

Sightings

V and D geting dragged around Chinatown by a loud girfl with
purple-and-black hair carrying a live fish in a blue plagtic bag. Let's just say |
won't be dining at their house anytime soon. B in the Elizabeth Arden Red
Door Salon after dosing time on Sunday. Can you spell color correction? S
with her head plastered againg the window of the New Haven-New York
train, snoring softly. Guess she didn't get much deep this weekend—nudge,
nudge. N on a shady street corner trading his Brown swegtshirt for a dime
bag. And little J jogging in Riverside Park. Trying to tone up for her next

modding gig?

Who knew this would be such a life-changing weekend? See you at
school tomorrow.

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



b deszrvesapurpleheart

"Mrs. M got a cdl from Georgetown,” Ran Hoffsetter whispered to Kati Farkas in the
Congtance Billard School library as the girls pretended to sdect books on modern American panting to
read during study hdl. "Saturday night Blar and a bunch of Georgetown girls were caught getting paid for
sex. They went to some sngles bar in town and picked up guys dl night. Her mom is coming for a
conference in Mrs. M's office because now she can't even go to Georgetown."”

Sure enough, Blar had jugt told the librarian that she was skipping study hdl for an important
medting in the headmistress's office with her mother .

"I thought she looked funny today," mused Isabel Coates. "I guessif you're going to wat this long
to lose your virginity, you may as well get paid for it."

"But how come she's wearing tights? It's like seventy degrees today!" Kati pointed ot.

Laura SAmon giggled. "Maybe she's gat, like, rug burn—you know, from dl the sex.”

Or maybe she let four drunk girls shave her legs?

Mrs. M's office was on the main floor, down the hdl from the reception area. As she walked by,
Blar noticed that the reception desk was covered with bouquets of flow-ers—roses, modly.

"What are those for?' Blar asked Donna, the new part-time receptionit.

Donna shrugged and stamped another letter with Mrs. M's Sgnature. "Y ou tdl me™"

Blar checked the tag on the biggest bouquet, a gorgeous mix of ydlow roses and freesas.
Serena, Serena, it read. | can't stop singing your name. And it was signed, Love, Lars and the Yale
Whiffenpoofs.

"It figures” Blar sulked as she headed into Mrs. M's office. Maybe if shed been dutty enough to
deep with every guy in the Whiffenpoofs, she would have gotten into Yale, too.

Mrs. M's office was completely red, white, and blue. China-blue-and-white-striped wallpaper.
Red carpeting. Navy blue velvet sofa. Red-and-white-chintz chair. It was very patri-otic. Even Mrs. M
was red, white, and blue—navy blue linen old-lady pantsuit, red lipgtick, pasty white skin, red polished
fingermails Only her hair, which was curly and brown, varied from the color scheme.

"I do like your hair short,” Mrs. M commented when Blair walked in.

Of course you do, you lesbo dyke, Blar thought, amiling politely. She patted her head. "Thank
you."

Actudly, she was kind of rdieved tha shed made it this far into the day without anyone—even
her mother—noticing that her hair had been dyed from naturd dark brown to taxicab ydlow and then
back to brown again. The colorist had done a decent job, but to her the color was unnaurdly uniform,
and her scdp itched like crazy from dl the dye.

Blar sat down on the sofa and then her mother waddled into Mrs. M's office, dutching her
gomeach like the baby was going to fdl out if she didn't hold on to it. Pieces of her blond bob were
plastered to her cheeks, and her skin was red and blotchy. She fanned hersdf with her hand. "This time
last year | was playing afull game of tennis five days a week. Now | can't walk down the block without
bresking a sweat!"

Mrs. M amiled her polite, talking-to-a-parent smile. "Running after a baby will get you back in
shapein no time™"

Right, asif there wasn't dready a baby-nurse degping in the maid's room of the penthouse!

Blar rolled her eyes and scratched her razor-burned caves. She hadn't cdled this mesting to talk
about babies. Through Mrs. M's office window she spied a woman in military fatigues waking down
Ninety-third Street. The gght gave Blar an idea Wasn't there some kind of amy program that
sponsored your years at college? She could join the amy, go to Yae, and then do the minimum required
sarvice. She imagined hersdf up to her waigt in the muddy trenches, fighting off the enemy, while
everyone dse was dudying in the library or something. She could be a hero, win a Purple Heart! And
when she went MIA, Nate would go after her, risking hislife to get her back and findly have sex after dl



these years.

Saving Private Blair. Coming soon to your locd video store.

Mrs. M nestled her wide, manly assinto the red toile wingback chair behind her huge mahogany
desk. "While I've got you both here, I'd like to congratulate Blar on her performance a Constance.
Never a grade below a B. Excdlent attendance. Wonderful show of leadership and participation. Blair,
you can expect to receive a handful of awards at graduation in June.”

Blair's mom amiled vagudy a the heedmistress. Her mind seemed to be on other things.

"Then why didn't | get into Yae?' Blar demanded. "What's the point of working so hard and
everything if a school like Yae goes and accepts some of my classmates who are way dumber then |
an?'

Mrs. M sorted through the papers on her desk. "I can't speak for Yae and | can't sy |
understand their decison. But our records show you were wait-lised. There's dill a very good chance
youll get in"

Blar crossed her ams over her chest. That wasn't good enough. She glared at her mom. Now
was when her mom was supposed ply Mrs. M with lots of money for Constance if Mrs. M put in a few
cdls to Yae's dean of admissions and secured Blair a place. But Eleanor just sat there staring out the
window and panting through her mouth like a dog in summer.

"Mom?' Blar demanded.

"Whoosh," Eleanor panted, fanning hersdf franticaly. "Would you mind cdling me a car, dear?'
She pried hersdf out of her chair and squatted on Mrs. M's crimson carpet in a pose Blar recognized
from Ruth's birth class. "Whooosh! | think | may be further dong than everyone thought!" Tak about
timing.

Blar grimaced as her mother went into serious birth-class-breathing-exercise mode. "Whoosh,
whoosh, whoosh!" "Mom!" Mrs. M diaed Donnain reception. "Cdl an ambulance, please, Donna. Mrs.
Wadorf Rose appears to bein labor.”

"No!" Blar countered. "Lenox Hill isn't far. Mom's car i waiting for her out front." Her mother
grabbed her hand and squeezed it hard. Blair had the feding sheld said the right thing.

"Scratch that," Mrs. M commanded in that military gjmmando voice the girls dways made fun of.
"Mrs. Rose's car iswating outside the school. Please tdl her driver shel's coming out and needs to get to
Lenox Hill Hospitd."

"Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh!" Eleanor panted.

"Now,"Mis. M barked into the phone.

Blar extracted her phone from her bag and caled Cyrus. "Mom'sin labor,” she told his voicemall
flaly. "Were going to the hospitd." She clicked off and tucked her hands under her mom's armpits. "You
don't want to have her here, Mom, do you?'

"No," Eleanor whimpered, and staggered to her feet. She wrapped one am around Blar's
shoulder and the other around Mrs. M's wast. "Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh," she panted as the odd
threesome made their way down the hdl and out Constance Billard's greet blue doors.

"Il cdl the hospitd and tdl them you're coming,” Mrs. M told Blair competently.

"Heart attack?' the driver asked as he opened the car door for them. He dmost looked happy
about it.

"No, idiot," Blar snapped. "She's having a baby. And if you'd shut up, we'd be there dready.”

"Whoosh, whoosh, whooee!" Her mother panted, grab-bing Blair's hand in a death grip.

Blar looked up a Constance's tdl third-floor library windows as the car pulled away from the
curb. The windows were crowded with the faces of girls peering down at the street.

"Ohmy God. | think she just had her baby in Mrs. M's officel™ Rain Hoffsetter cried.

"Who? Blar?" asked Laura Samon.

"No, stupid. Her mom,” Rain corrected.

"It's totdly Blar's fault. | heard stress can cause you to go into labor early,” Isabe Coates
observed.

"Her poor mom. It's like, oh, by the way, your daughter is a prostitute. And oops, here comes



another kid for you to fuck up!" Nicki Button added.

"Baby's coming! Wheeesh!" Eleanor hissed, getting on dl fours in the back of the town car.
"Baby's coming now" she growled, biting the vinyl headrest.

Blar turned away from the window and reached up to pat her mother's shoulder. "Were amost
there, Mom," she murmured, glad that sheld been around when her mom went into labor, instead of some
annoying salesperson in Saks or something. "Just imagine you're . . ." Shetried to think of something Ruth
hed told them in class, but the only thing she could remember was the buttocks-deflating-like-a-baloon
thing, and no way was she saying that. Instead she tried to think of what made her rdax. "Just imagine
you're egting a big bowl of chocolate ice cream and watching Breakfast at Tiffany's" she said findly.

"Baby's coming now!" her mother shrieked again, her knuckles white and her face purple with
effort.

Blar redized it didn't much matter what she said. The baby was coming—it was only a matter of
minutes. The car stopped at a light a Eighty-ninth and Park. She scooted forward and leaned close to
the driver's ear. "Do you want us to completely fuck up the backseat of your car, or are you going to run
thislight and get us there in the next thirty seconds?'

The driver stepped on the gas, pressng down hard on his horn a the same time.

Baby's coming!

n and smissthar dd threesome

Nate was on his way out of school to pick up a burrito and a dime bag for lunch when he
stopped short. A woman with strawberry blond hair was seated on the brown leather bench jugt ingde
the school doors, her black Kate Spade pocket-book perched neatly on her knees and a Brown
Universty duffd bag at her feet. A fat novd lay open in her lap, and it looked like she'd been there for
hours. Nate crept backwards down the stairs to the basement locker area. This time he would have to
ignore the munchies and forgo hisusud pretrig joint. Either that or risk facing Brigid.

"Dude, what're you snesking around for?' Jeremy asked, watching him from the foot of the Sairs.

"No reason,” Nate grumbled. "Hey, you eaten yet?' he asked hopefully.

"Nah. I'm headed to the ddi right now. Wanna come?' Jeremy patted his baggy khaki pants
pocket so Nate could hear the dry crinkle of raling papers and a bag ful of weed. "Have a little
appetizer fird?'

Nate pulled a twenty-dollar bill out of his pocket and handed it to his friend. "Just get me a tuna
sandwich and a Gatorade or something.”

Jeremy took the money. "What, didn't finish your trig homework agan?'

"Didnt even dtart it yet."

Jeremy swung his backpack around and pulled a notebook out of it. He handed it to Nate. " Start
copying. I'll bring your food down when | get back."

"Thanks, man," Nate sad graefully. The truth was, Jeremy sucked even worse a trig than he
did, but he was Hill world-class as far as friends went.

"Hey," Jeremy cdled, stopping at the top of the stairs. "Did you hear about Blair's mom? Guess
she had her baby, like, in ameeting a Blair's school.”

Nate stared a hisfriend, too scared to reply for fear Brigid would hear. He raised his hand and
nodded diffly before galking into the crowded locker area. Jesus fucking Christ. Could Blair's life get
any more melo-fucking-dramatic?

Stick around and find out.

The downdtairs locker area was the only place in school where you could use "handhed
devices"" Boys milled around ligening to ther MP3 players or huddled in groups watching a DVD on
someone's lgptop. Nate sat down on the cold, vomit-green linoleum floor in front of his locker, whipped
out his phone, and buzzed Serena on her cdl. Of course he couldn't cdl Blar. Not when she was at the



hospital atend-ing to her mom and everything.
Asif held cdl her anyway. Scaredy-cat.

Serena sat in a coveted window seat in the Congtance Billard library, pretending to ignore the
gossip flying around the room, especidly since hdf of it was about her. She was perfectly aware of the
fact that the school reception area downgtairs looked like an exhibit a Macy's flower show, and that dl
the flowers were from her Ivy League admirers. But how could she enjoy being in love with three
different guys when she had no one with whom to share the excitement? And how was she supposed to
pick one boy without some objective advice from her best friend?

Wait, isn't she supposed to be picking a school ?

Obvioudy Blar was pissed as hdll a her over the whole Yae thing and wasn't about to tak to
her. Plusit looked like Blar was going to be kind of preoccupied for a while anyway, what with her baby
gger ariving 0 unexpectedly. And it wasn't asif Serena could go up to one of her supposed friends and
classmates like Isabdl Coates or Kati Farkas, because, based on the loudly whispered rumors circulating
a schoal, it was generdly thought that Serena had had sex with the entire orchestra at Harvard, every
professor in Brown's art department, and every Whiffenpoof &t Yde.

"I heard she even did it with the firg-chair vidlinig," one gifl murmured indiscreetly. "He's like this
fifteen-year-old prodigy from Japan.”

"You know the art professor she hooked up with a Brown? He's like the oldest teacher there.
He's been there since the school was founded.

Since 1764? Wow, heisold!

"I heard she gtole the Audrey Hepburn screenplay Blar wrote for Yae. That's how she got in.
Blar found out and now they're, like, tota enemies again.”

Bang the subject of such outrageous tales was nothing new to Serena. Her myderious return to
Congtance that fdl after dmog two years away at boarding school had turned her into a veteran of
haf-truths and petty gossp. She knew the best way to handle it, too: ignoreit.

All of a sudden her cdl phone buzzed and vibrated in her pink canvas Lulu Guinness rucksack.
She took a peek and recognized Nate's number. "Hey," she whispered, holding the plume to her ear,
behind her giant chemigtry textbook. "Did you hear about Blair's mom?'

"That'swhy I'm cdling," Nate replied. "What happened?'

Serena wasn't the type to tdl tdl tales. "I'm not sure. All | redly know is Blar went to a meding
with the headmistress and her mom, and then dl of a sudden she and her mom were, like, running into a
car outsde school. The receptionist (old some girlsin our class she was in labor and the car was headed
for Lenox Hill."

"Jesus," Nate muttered.

"I know," Serena responded. "She wasn't supposed to have it until June.”

"Do you think we should go to the hospitd? Like maybe tomorrow or something? We could
bring flowers and—

"I don't know," she answered doubtfully, athough she cer-tainly had a lot of flowers to recycle.
"It'skind of a private family thing. We may not be welcome.”

Actudly, Blar's mom had dways treated them like family. Blar was the one who wouldnt
welcome them, and they both knew it.

"Yesh," Nate agreed. "You're probably right. | guess| jugt . . ." Hisvoice drifted off.

"I know," Serena said oftly.

They both wished they were a threesome dl over again, there for one another in times like this.
Too bad Blar was mad as fuck at them.

"The crazy thing is, I'm kind of leaning toward going to Yae" Nate admitted. "Blair's going to kill
me"

Serena stared out the window. A dog walker led twenty dogs a once down the street toward
Centrd Park, his head tilted back, 9nging a the top of hislungs

"I'm kind of leening toward Yde, too," she said, even though she wasn't completely convinced.



Drew, Chrigtian, or Lars? How would she ever decide? "Or maybe | should just take a year off.”

"We could dl wind up at Y de together,” Nate mused.

Now that would be something.

"Maybe" Serena agreed. The library fdt incredibly dill dl of a sudden. She peeked over her
textbook to see what was up, and forty pairs of eyes glanced quickly away. The entire room had been
eavesdropping on her conversation.

Wel, it served her right for taking on the phone in the library, which we dl know is agang
school palicy.

"I better go," she told Nate quickly. "Bel's gonnaring any minute”

"Hey," Nate sad before she could hang up, "is that girl with the shaved head dill interviewing
peoplein the park?’

"I think s0," Serena replied.

"Coal," he answered, sounding distracted. "Later," he abided, before dicking off.

Serena popped her textbook closed. Maybe she could press some of the flowers she'd been sent
ingde that very book and use them to make Blair's mom a cute card or something.

Nate tucked his phone back into his pocket and shot upgtairs from the locker area, on his way to
the locd florigt to send Blair's mom some flowers. Just in time, he remem-bered why held been hunkered
down inthe locker areain the firg place. Brigid was gill camped out up there, waiting for him.

He swung around and walked dowly back downgtairs agan as he dided 411. Blar had dways
talked about how when they had an apartment together she would order flowers from Takashimaya three
times a week. She was pretty fussy about flowers. He got the number and punched it in.

"I'd like to send flowers to a patient a Lenox Hill Hospital in Manhattan,” Nate told the woman
on the other line

Jeremy tripped down the gtairs behind him. "Nice," he noted, handing Nate a brown paper bag
and a handful of change. "Jugt put, 'Love, comma, Nate,' on the card,” Nate ingtructed. Nice.
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Drevious next pOSt a question

Disdlamer: All the redl names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
NY Times birth announcement

| did ther wedding announcement, and now it's only ... ahem, five
months later, and I'm doing the birth announcement. Here goes.

Yde Jemimah Doris Rose, daughter. Due in early June, the little
munchkin just couldnt wait. Instead, she decided to be born a Lenox Hill
Hospitd on the Upper East Sde of Manhattan a 217 p.m., April
20—yesterday. Totd labor time forty-five minutes. Weight: eght pounds, nine
ounces. Height: nineteen inches. If sheld waited any longer, she'd have been a
Big Mac ingead of jus a Whopper J. The glowing parents are Eleanor
Wheaton Wadorf Rose, society hostess, and Cyrus Solomon Rose, red
estate developer, of East Seventy-second Street. Shlings are Aaron Elihue
Rose, 17; Tyler Hugh Wddorf -/Rose, 12; and Blar Cornelia Wadorf, 17,
who is responsible for the baby's unusud firs name. Blar is obvioudy hoping
her new baby sser will bring her luck a the universty of the same
name—heaven knows she could use some. Mother and child are doing fine,
and the happy family will be returning to thelr penthouse tomorrow afternoon.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

Last night | found my older brother reading my Treat magazine in
bed. | got it back from him, but he showed me the page he was all into.
It's this girl in my class at Constance in a jog bra that's way too small for
her standing there with all these other models, like in boob-size order. My
brother asked if he could rip it out and put it in his locker. | told him no,
but | think he's going to buy the magazine and do it anyway. If | was that
girl, I'd die

—phoenix

Dear phoenix,

Let's hope for your classmate's sake that your brother doesn't
have a lot of friends.

—GG

Sightings
A whole group of Constance Billard seniors in the Wicker Garden

on Madison Avenue, cooing over baby gifts Any excuse to shop. J and E
accidentaly getting on the same crosstown bus and ignoring each other the



whole ride. Still mad, huh? V getting purple highlights a a Williamsburg hair
sdon. Wait, how can she get highlights when she has no hair2 N creeping out
of the St. Jude's School for Boys after even the janitor had left. Boy, is he
paanoid. B in Zitomer on Madison buying digpers and a
three-hundred-dollar cashmere baby romper. Guess who's going to be that
little girl's favorite big sster? S waking through the park, giving flowers away
to the homeless. It's the thought that counts.

I'm off to the local newsstand to check out that mag!

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



gzemeattas

Dan walked into firg-period English on Tuesday to find every guy in his class poring over some
teen girl megazine.

"What people don't redizeisthey look even bigger in per-son,” Chuck Bass, Dan's least favorite
person a Riverdde Prep and perhaps the world, observed from his usud place in the back of the
classroom. Chuck was wearing the army green military-style beret he'd picked up at West Point that
weekend. It was his favorite new accessory besides his pet snow monkey, which he carried with him
everywhere, even to .the bathroom. Chuck looked up. "Am | right?'

Dan had the unessy feding that Chuck was taking to him. "It's like they're ful of hdium or
something,” another boy added, leaning over Chuck's desk to see.

Chuck shook his head. His dark har had grown into a sort of chindlength man-bob that he
swished around with obvious pride. "Dude, if they were full of hdium, shed fucking float avay.” He
squinted down a the megazine again, his gold monogrammed pinky ring glowing beneath the harsh
class-room lights. Then he looked up a Dan again. "Dude, she's your sister. What's her fucking ded ?"

Dan'sindinct was to tdl Chuck to go fuck himsdf, but since it involved hislittle sister, Jenny, who
often blundered into dl kinds of trouble, he fet he ought to check it out for himsdf. He sat down on the
desk in front of Chuck's and put in loot up on the chair. On the floor, something wriggled ingde Chuck's
orange Prada messenger bag. Suddenly a white head with eyes like golden marbles popped out. It was
Chuck's monkey, grinning devilishly.

Han glared a Chuck. "What about my sster?"

Chuck smirked and handed over the magazine. "Dontt tdl me you don't know about this”

The magazine was open to a two-page spread entitled "Does Breast Size Matter?' The aticle
was an earnest discussion of girls socid status based on breast sze. Apparently if you were flat-chested
or supersized, you were more likdy to be ostracized. 11 you were buxom but not hideoudy so, you were
adut. Popular girls tended to have nice, medium-szed 34Bs. Dan studied the picture. Jenny and five
other girls wearing matching blue jog bras and Lycra shorts were lined up in breast-size tinier, biggest to
amdles, infront of avolleybdl net. The other girls were dl models—blond, with cheesily perfect amiles
fla tummies, and golden tans. The girl next to Jenny definitdly had implants, but her chest dill wasn't as
hbig as Jenny's one hundred percent naturas. Jenny's chest looked abnormd and dmogt freskish, suffed
indde ajog bra that was way too smdl. Worse dill, she was gicking out her tongue and her big brown
eyes were shining, like she was having the time of her life

"Chrig," Dan muttered, and tossed the magazine back on Chuck's desk, his hands beginning to
sweat and shake as | hey dways did when he needed a cigarette. He knew the article was intended to
empower girlswith big chests. There was Jenny, looking freskish but proud of it. But that wouldn't stop
every guy who saw the picture from ripping it out and writing some lewd comment underneeth it before
padting it on the door of a bathroom gall.

"Says here eight out often guys prefer a gorgeous gifl with average-Sze breasts over an average
gr with supersze tits™ Chuck elaborated.

Thanks, Cgptain Asshole, sr.

It was pretty obvious to Dan thet his Sster was so eager to be a modd, she hadn't thought about
what the picture would actudly look like. Sill, not long ago, a very compromising picture of Jenny had
been posted dl over the Internet. People had talked about it for a day or two, and then it had gone away.
And Jenny had never even seemed that bothered by it. She was like Mr. Magoo, running blindly into the
mog embarrassing, avkward Stuations, and then waking out of them, unscathed and blaming nobody.
Hopefully this would be the same, but just in case, Dan fdt obliged to warn her.

Jeny sat by hersdf near the mirrored wadl in the back of the Constance Billard basement
cafeteria, esting a grilled cheese sandwich with pickle dices. She concentrated on negtly lining the pickles
up on top of the toasted bread, trying to pretend that she didn't mind eating alone. There was a strange



dillnessin the air that she couldn't quite explain, but every time she glanced up at the mirrors, dl she saw
were the heads of the other upper-school girls, bowed over their plates, eating quitly.

Right. Since when did upper-school girls ever eat quiglly? As a matter of fact, the room was
buzzing, buzzing with the sound of that morning's juiciest scoop.

"I heard she didn't even get paid to do it—she volun-teered," Vicky Reinerson whispered.

"But Serena put her up to it, remember? In peer group?'

Mary Goldberg hissed. "She was like, 'Oh, Jenny, anyone can he a supermodd.™

"Easy for her to say," Casse Inwirth agreed. "But it's not like | fed sorry for Jenny. It's so
obvious she just wants atten-tion."

"Y eah, but nobody wants that kind of atention,” Vicky Countered.

The three girls Stole a glance at the back of Jenny's head. | low could she just St there egting her
lunch like nathing was wrong?

Jenny's cdl phone rang quietly insde her bag. "Hey," she answered without even checking who'd
cdled. Dan and Elise wore the only ones who ever did anyway, and she and Elise were no longer friends.
She tucked the phone under her curly brown bob to hide it from the lunch ladies. "What's up?"

"I'mjugt cdling to check that you're okay," Dan mumbled back.

Jenny stared at her reflection in the mirror. Sheld worn pink meta barrettesin her hair today, and
she thought she looked sort of retro and coal. "Um, | think so."

"So no one's, like, said anything to you or ...," Dan fatered.

"About what? Why, did you do something weird, Dan?' Jenny accused.

"About the photo of you in that magazine? The guys here dl sole it from ther ssters. They're
putting it up in their lockers and Suff.”

A little shiver shot up Jenny's spine. Dan wouldn't be so concerned if the picture was as good as
she thought it was. "Did you see it? What's wrong with it?'

He didn't respond.

"Danl" Jenny practicdly shouted. "What's wrong with it?'

"Itsjud. . .," Dan fumbled. "Okay, the whole thing is about how girls with no chest or redly big
chests aren't popular. | guess the article is supposed to make you fed better, but you kind of look like
a... drcus fresk next to the other girls | mean, they basicdly made you look as big and fregkish as
possble”

Jenny did the tray of food away and rested her head on the cold wooden table. No wonder the
room seemed so quiet. Everyone had been busy whispering about her, the big-boobed freak.

Yup.

It was even worse than a Stayfree ad. She was the circus freak. Maybe she should just run away
and live with her neu-rotic mom in Europe or something. Change her name. Dye her hair orange.

"Jenny?' Dan said gently. "I'm sorry."

"Never mind," Jenny said miserably, and clicked off. She kept her head on the table, wishing she
could just disappear.

All of a sudden she fdt a warm body next to hers and smdled Serends trademark signature
essentia-oil mixture,

"Hey deepyhead. So, Jonathan Joyce—you know who he [s, right2—cdls me, like, dl excited
about your Polaroids. He knows were pas and totdly wants to shoot us together, like, later this week!™

Was this some sort of vicious joke? Jenny squeezed her eyes shut as tight as they could go and
tried to will Serena away.

"Youll get to keep some of the clothes,” Serena added.

Jenny raised her head and stood up shekily. "Leave me done" she murmured, then bolted out of
the cafeteria to the nurse's office, where she planned to beg to be sent home.

d'slittlefurry friends



"Tooter, look at that!" Tiphany put the ferret on her shoulder and waved his paw up and down at
Chuck Basss little white monkey. The monkey was weaing a tiny red T-shirt with the letter S
monogrammed on it. "Hey little monkey, wanna be my friend?"

Vanessa and Tiphany had come to pick Dan up from school. "Maybe not," Vanessa warned,
knowing how much Dan hated Chuck's guts.

"Hey cutie, what's your name?" Chuck came over and scratched Tooter under the chin. He held
his monkey up so the two animds were nose-to-nose. "I'm Sweetie. And don't worry, | don't bite. |
redly am sweet.”

"I'm Tooter,” Tiphany chirped in her verson of a ferret voice. "And beware, | redly can toot!"
she added, cackling hilarioudy.

Dan pushed open the school doors and paused at the top of the steps. He hitched his black
messenger bag onto his shoulder, squinting in the harsh April sunlight. All afternoon hed been worrying
about hislittle Sster. Jenny was probably at home right now, facedown on her bed, dl done. His house
was only twenty blocks away; maybe he ought to go up there and try to cheer her up. Then again, when
Jenny was upst, dl she wanted was to be done, same as him. It ran in the family.

"Hey hot suff, over here!” Tiphany shouted at him in her glass-shatteringly loud voice. Down on
the sdewak stood Vanessa, Tiphany, and Chuck Bass. Tiphany's ferret unit Chuck's monkey were
perched on their owners shoulders grooming each other.

"Christ,” Dan muttered. Maybe Chuck would moveinwith them, too, and they could dl be one
big, happy family Or maybe held just tdl Vanessa right now that he was going to stay a home for a
while His Sster needed him.

"May we escort you home?' Vanessa stepped away from the group as Dan came down the
dairs with a sour expres-son on his face. She kissed him quickly on the cheek. "Hoy pumpkin, don't
look so pissed off dl thetime™" Dan had been acting pissed off and withdrawn ever since they'd moved in
together and Tiphany had turned up. It was getting alittle tir-ing dways having to be the upbest onein the
relationship.

Pumpkin?In only a matter of days Vanessa had picked up Tiphany's over-the-top, cheery way
of taking, annoying Dan even more. "I'm not pissed off," he grumbled, glaiing a Chuck and Tiphany,
who were bonding over their pets. "I'm just—"

Tiphany pointed her index fingers a him, like twin pistols, and pretended to shoot. "You know,
Danny boy, | think what your little Sster did was totdly rad. Baing your tits is the boldest feminig
datement a gd can meke!" She'd braided the front of her hair and Ieft the back in a sort of crazy
purple-and-black rat's nest, which she probably thought was some big feminig statement, too.

Vanessa had tried not to look a moment ago when Chuck showed Tiphany the picture of Jenny,
but she couldn't help hersdf. And the funny thing was, she actudly agreed with Tiphany. Jenny may not
have looked like a modd, but she definitdy looked bold.

"l think so, too," she agreed before she saw the look on Dan's face.

"She didn't bare anything,” Dan told them angrily. "Jesus, she's only fourteen.”

"Hey, that reminds me" Vanessa said, eager to change the subject. "In case you forgat, it's my
birthday this weekend. I'm gonna be eighteen!”

Dan frowned. He and Vanessa had never made a big deal out of ther birthdays before.

"And | was thinking, now that we're living together, we could have a party!" Vanessa continued.

Dan naticed there was a sort of purple glow to her hair that he hadn't seen before. "A party?”
Vanessa had dways hated parties. This ddfinitdy had to be Tiphany's idea.

"It's gonna be rad!" Tiphany shouted. She grabbed Tooter's paw and pointed it a Chuck's
monkey. "Y ou're coming, right?* she asked in her supid ferret voice.

"Mogt definitdy,” Chuck chattered like a monkey.

Fucking hell.

"Come on." Vanessa pulled Dan toward Broadway. It was another sunny day and a Steady
stream of boys were making their way west toward the park. "Firs | want to do a few more interviews.
Then we can go home and send e-vites."



"B

"Don't worry about your Sster,”" Vanessa countered, read-ing his mind. "She's more together then
you think." She kissed him, trying to bring asmile to hissullen lips. "Our fird red party!”

Dan let her pull hm away, following dong with leaden feet. He hated parties, and besides, they
hed no other friends. In total the guest lig would consst of Chuck, Tiphany, Chuck's monkey, Tooter,
and Dan's socid pariah of a Sgter, Jenny. Some party.

Vanessa poked himin the ribs. "Come on, gmile. You know you want to."

"If you don't smile, I'm going to flash my tits at you,” Tiphany threatened, skipping dong the
dgdewdk besde them in her purple-and-black-plaid John Huevog boots. She unzipped the
camouflage-print army jacket she'd borrowed from Ruby's closet and tucked Tooter into her black tank
top.

"Can | flash ming too?" Chuck joined in. His monkey had wrapped its long, snowy white tall
twice around his neck. Wearing his West Point military beret, he and Tiphany sort of matched.

Dan gritted his teeth and smiled weskly just to shut them up.

"He amiled!" Vanessa and Tiphany shouted glesfully, and dapped each other five

Here's what Dan was redlly thinking as he continued to smile: Evergreen College was way across
the continent in the Pacific Northwest, where it rained a lot and people were depressed. Hed never
serioudy consdered going there, but it was beginning to seem like paradise.

n bareshis... soul

Centrd Park was the usud sunny afternoon mob scene of Rollerbladers, skateboarders, Frisbee
throwers, and girlsin bikini tops pretending they were on the beach in St. Tropez.

Vanessa sat up her camerain her usud spot by Bethesda Fountain. Tiphany pulled Tooter out of
her shirt and began to bathe himin the water. Dan hung back and bought one of those huge imitation ice
cream cones from a vendor on the promenade. Then he sat down on a park bench to wait for Vanessa,
praying Tiphany would leave him be.

"So | think I might be happy up & West Point,” Chuck confided to Vanessas camera. "As long
as | can find some-one to keep Sweetie nearby so | can vigt her. And they don't make me shave my
head—no offense. And | get a big-ger bed than those dinky cots they make those poor losers deep on.”

Looks like he'sin for a rude awakening.

"Mom promised to set me up an account a Baducci's so they'll send me a box with brie and
caviar and chocolate and cigars once a week," he added. "Il miss my gpartment, but it's better than
nothing. . . ." His voice traled off, and he stuck his face into the ruff of white fur on Swesti€'s neck.
"West Point," he said, his voice muffled. "West fucking Point!"

All of a sudden Nate Archibad appeared besde him and Chuck looked up, grinning his
obnoxious grin, like he hadn't dmog just burdt into tears. "I'm done if you want to go next," he said,
dearly unwilling to bare his soul in front of another guy. He stood up and carried his monkey over to
where Tiphany was bathing Tooter. "Can | hep?' he twit-tered in his monkey voice.

Nate shoved his handsin his khaki pants pockets and shifted from foot to foot. Then he sat down
in Chuck's place.

"I guess | redly screwed up,” he admitted to the camera. "I mean, my girlfriend's life is, like, a
train wreck and | can't even cdl her." His green eyes |ooked sad as he watched Tiphany rinse Tooter off
inthe stream of water cascading from the fountain.

"Did you decide which college you want to go to yet?' Vanessa prompted. She didnt mind
hearing about this guy's love life, but the film was supposed to be about getting into college.

Nate frowned. "That's just the thing," he explained. "Yde. | want to go to Yade now." He shook
his head and grinned unhappily down at the ground. "No way am | going to Brown. And the other
schools lax teams jugt aren't as good. But if | go to Yde and Blar doesn't get off the wait-lig . . ." He
leaned back on his ebows and squinted up at the sky. "I know she was the one who said it, but | guess |



believed it, too—that we'd dways wind up married.” He sat up again, took off his frayed maroon St.
Jude's baseball cap and rubbed his eyes tiredly. "Now | don't know."

Tiphany carried Tooter over to Vanessa and pressed his cold, wet body againg the back of her
neck.

"Eed" Vanessa screamed, nearly dropping her camera. Then she and Tiphany burst into a fit of
hysericd cackling.

Nate stood up, dill deep in thought as he ambled away.

Over on his park bench Dan tossed hisice cream in the trash and lit a cigarette. It was weird, but
he and Nate were dmog thinking the same thing. Hed dways thought he and Vanessa would be
together forever. Now he wasn't so sure.



gossipgirl.co.uk

Drevious next pOSt a question

Disdlamer: All the redl names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
Glinda the good witch

Okay, so everyone wants afary godmother. Well, ayoung buxom girl
who hails from the Upper West Side and may or may not make the most
embarrassng mistakes of her life on a weekly basis just happens to have one
inthe form of atdl, blond, beautiful senior. Aswedl know, S isthe master of
turing infamy into magic. Don't look now, but J could just be the next Jessica
Smpson! Or better yet, thenext S ...

Strange company

One of the reasons mogt of us can't wait to go to college next year, no
meaiter where we got in, is because we get to live on our own—without
parents or nannies or housekeepers or bodyguards or anyone watch-ing over
us. Even if some of us have our own wings or floors, or even * our own
kitchens or whatever a home, the point is, we want out. Unless, that is, youre
dready out of the house—like someone we know—and it's not working out
because of certain uninvited guests ...

The truth about Liberty or Lolita or whatever she's calling
her self these days

Il tdl you what | heard. That ferret-toting girl with the oddly braided
purple-and-black hair? She used to be a nice girl. By that | mean she went to
agood private girls school on the Upper East Side, lived in atown house, and
played tennis. Senior year she decided to rebd, "forgot” to goply to college,
dropped out of schooal, got disowned from her fami-ly, and started wandering
the country giving piercings to make money.

Whenever she runs out of cash, she dways comes back to town to
mooch off her old friends and stedl their clothes. And she's dways so chearful
about it dl, it usudly takes awhile for people to catch on.

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

I'm the chief of obstetrics and gynecology at Lenox Hill Hospital
in the birth-and-delivery unit. | happened to be on the premises when a
laboring woman was rushed in, escorted by her teenage daughter. Only
minutes later | was called away on another emer-gency, but | was so
impressed with the way the daughter was coaching her mother, | wanted
to find out her name so | could recommend her to Yales premed



program, which is where | went. The mother was registered under the
name Rose, but | can't find the daughter anywhere. Can you help?
—drpepper

Dear drpepper,
| think someone's day—no, life—is about to be made.
—GG

Dear GG,

Don't you think it's kind of rude to, like, join a really exclusive
sis-terhood that really means something to the other members, and then,
like, totally never even call the people or anything again? | mean, why
joinin the first place?

—myowngr|

Dear myowngrl,
Didn't you ever do anything you regretted?
—GG

Sightings

B waking through Sheep M eadow wearing a Burberry print Snugli,
her new baby sgter dl tucked up indde. Looks like B's discovered her soft
and furry Sde. Sand a very famous fashion photographer choos-ing apparel in
Jeffrey for ashoot. There was a certain crystal-studded budtier that S smply
does not have the goods for. Either she's planning on getting implants, they're
udng fades or the budtier's for another girl.... N checking out the gerling
slver baby giftsin Tiffany & Co. Ho can buy me arattle anytime. V and that
black-and-purple-haired girl in a conga line with C and his monkey at the Five
and Dime in Williamsburg. No comment. And where was D? No commen.

Only one more day till the weekend, and I'm aready hearing rumors
about a party.

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



donvaid

"Thisis Ydein the baby blanket | got her a Hermes. And thisis her and Kitty Minky watching
Breakfast at Tiffany's with mein the rocking chair. See, she even has on kitten socks with tiny ears and
whiskerd"

Friday senior homeroom was the sacred hdf hour during which the Constance Billard seniors sat
on the floor in the senior lounge—a tiny, empty fifth-floor classsoom—drinking cappuccinos, trading
gossip, and exchanging persona opin-ions about their new daothing purchases. This Friday was Blar's
firg day back at school snce The Baby, so the hdf hour was given over to show-and-tell.

"And here sheis degping in her little M oses basket.”

"Aw," thirty girls chorused together.

"And where did she get that fantastic Slver cow-jumping-over-the-moon mobile?' Laura Samon
demanded.

"It's from Tiffany. It was agift.”

From Nate, Serena added slently from where she sat on the outer edge of the group. Nate had
even cdled her from Tiffany so she could help him pick something ouit.

"The basket she's degping in is so precious” added Isabel Coates. "l love the way the pink
ribbon is woven into the handles.”

Thanks, Serena thought to hersdlf. Sheld ordered tin basket from a baby boutique in southern
France and had it flown over especidly. "It was hand woven by Alsatian monks from the branches of
willow trees" Serena blurted out. "It's supposed to stay in the family and become an heirloom.”

Meaning thet it was a gift to Blair, too.

Blar looked up from her digitd camera. She and Serena hadn't spoken since their unfortunate
college-acceptance-letter opening party, and it was pretty obvious tha the generous baby gifts Serena
and Nate had sent to her mom were meant as peace offerings. But Blair had never been one to forgive
and forget eesly.

Thefirg bdl rang and the tightly packed group of girls moaned and began to dissipate, collecting
their books and pens and gum and hairbrushes and whatever else they'd need to make it through the day,
while dill hanging around to lis-ten to Serena and Blair face off.

Serena stayed where she was, hugging her knees and watching Blair rearrange her school quff in
her too-small-for-hooks baby blue Fendi backpack. "She's beautiful,” Serenatold Blair earnestly.

Blar dlowed her a amug hdf-amile Yes, Yade was beautiful. "How'd last weekend go?' she
demanded. "Where do you think you want to go?'

It was a trick question. If Serena said Yde, Blar would shoot fire out of her eyebdls and burn
her to the ground. If she said another school, sheld be lying, since she 4ill hadn't made up her mind. But
Yde was closest to the aity, and it had Lars and the Whiffenpoofs, and that uptight New Englandness
that reminded her of home. Plus, how much fun would it be if she and Nate and Blar were friends again
and dl went there together?

She scooted her butt across the plush red carpet towards | (lair and began to explain.

"Actudly | fdl inlove. With dl of them. Every schoal." She blushed as she tucked a loose strand
of har behind her ear. "l fdl in love with my tour guides. They were dl boys and | hey were so—

Blar held up her hand and rolled her eyes. Did anyone or anything ever change? "l don't want to
know." Actudly, she did, but she knew Serena would eventudly tdl her anyway.

"And what about you?' Serena asked curioudy. "How'd it go at Georgetown?”

Blar rolled her eyes again and touched her hair self-conscioudy. "You don't want to know."

Serena shrugged her shoulders. "It doesn't matter. You're going to get into Yde anyway," she
stated confidently.

The second bell rang but the other girls dawdled, watch-ing Serena and Blair out of the corners
of their eyes as they pretended to drink out of empty cappuccino cups.

"I heard Serena got a huge moddling contract for next year so she's going to give Blar her spot at



Yde Blar just has to pretend to be her," Kati Farkas whispered to 1sabel Coates.

And who will Serena pretend to be? Kate Moss?

"I heard she and Blar are going to take ther babies to Yde with them and dat a
leshos-with-babies support group,” 1sabel hissed back.

"Ohmy God. | totdly saw Serena a my mom's gyno yesterday,” Laura Sdmon volunteered.
"I'm waiting for my mom, and then | hear Serena tdlling him how she'd gotten dl these diseases from the
guys she dept with this weekend. BEm!"

"Wait, | thought they were fighting," Kati pointed out. "L ook, they're hugging.”

Each girl turned to gape over her shoulder as Serena and Blar took hold of each other. "Nate's
been cdling, like, ten times a day every day to ask about you," Serena murmured as she pressed her
cheek againd Blair's.

Blar bit her lower lip. "He sent Yde some redly cute Suff.”

"You know he loves you," Serena said, even though she didn't need to. "And we're dl so much
heppier when were not fighting.”

"Yeeh," Blar admitted. But Nate was going to havein prove it to her on his own.

Not thet sheld be that hard to win over.

dindathegoodwitdhand ha mundnkin hdper

"Can | gt here?' Elise asked Jenny at lunchtime on Friday.

"I don't know why you'd want to," Jenny grumbled. Ever since her ghedtly picture had appeared
inthat megazine, she'd been creegping around with her head down, avoiding public places a dl costs. Just
beingin school a dl was excruciating. But her father had forced her to go, and now she was parked a
her usud beside-the-mirror table, glaing at her reflection.

"I brought you an ice cream sandwich." Elise sat down across from her and pushed the ice cream
toward Jenny.

Jenny pushed it away. She was on afood strike. "I'm not hungry. Actudly, | was about to leave"
she added grouchily. So Elise was meking an effort to be friends again? Honestly— she wasnt in the
mood.

Hlise drizzled honey from a plagtic packet into a teacup, begin-ning the little tea ceremony sheld
hed with hersdf every day a lunchtime since she and Jenny dtarted fighting. "Just St with me a little
while" she begged in a voice verging on desperate.

Jenny knitted her eyebrows together. "Why should |7

Hise dtirred her tea and took a careful sip. "l don't know." She glanced around the room, as if
looking for someone. "Because | asked you to?"

Jenny sighed heavily and stood up. "Look, I'm going up to the computer lab, okay?' At least up
there she could hide from everyone's vicious stares while she pretended to send e-mails to dl the friends
ghe didn't have. "Seeyou later."

Hlise grabbed her arm. "Wait. St down. Just one more minute”

Jenny pulled her arm away. "What's your problem?" Elisg's freckled face turned beet red. "I
jus—" Then Serena plunked her beautiful ass down at ther table and Elise let out a huge Sgh of rdief. "l
thought | was going to have to St on her to keep her down here,” she grumbled.

"What's going on?' Jenny demanded. So now Elise and Serena were, like, working together to
sabotage her life even worse than it had aready been sabotaged? That was just peachy. Serena pulled a
stack of magazines from out of her bag, "Before you say anything, can | just show you the suff Jonathan
Joyce has done?' She rifled through the magazines, and started pointing out pictures. "There. And there.
And how codl isthis?

Jenny stared glassy-eyed at the photos. Models frolicking on a bed wearing little or no makeup,
old T-shirts, and baggy men's trousers. A girl with her legs tucked up undernesth her, drinking a glass of
milk. A man kissng his dog. A stew-ardess adeep in an airport lounge with a pilot's coat draped over




her. There was nathing provocative about the pictures. They were just plain good.

"He wants to shoot us on the merry-go-round in Centrd Park on Saturday,” Serena continued.
"The clothes are awesome— Jonathan's aready got a whole rack of suff he and | picked out together.”
She beamed a Jenny. "And the best part is, whatever we wear on the shoot, we get to keep.”

Jenny didn't know what to say. Sure, it sounded exciting, and the keeping-the-clothes thing was
Oefintdy a plus but how dd se know it wasnt jut another degrading
| ook-at-the-girl-with-the-big-boobs stunt?

"I have a birthday party to go to in Williamsburg on Saturday,” she protested lamely.

"But that's not till nighttime," Elise countered. "I could come with you to the shoot, and | could
shout or blow awhidleif | think your integrity is being compromised.”

Leaveit to Elise to put it into the type of dinicd terms sheld read in one of her mom's self-help
books. Jenny crossed her ams over the part of her integrity that was most often compromised.

"I made him promise not to shoot us in anything too reveding,” Serena added. "He's redly only
interested in our faces anyway."

Jenny examined her reflection in the mirrored wadl in front of her. She had a good face, and this
famous guy wanted to take a picture of it. What was the big dedl?

She took a deep breath. "Okay. I'll do it."

"Yipped" Serena hugged her tightly. "It's going to be awe-some, youll see!™

The other girls eating in the lunchroom looked on curi-oudy. "Maybe Jenny's agreed to donate
the fat tissue from her boobs for Serenas implants” Mary Goldberg hazarded.

Or maybe Serena had found the perfect way to avoid the gang of Ivy League suitors coming to
the city to see her on Saturday!



gossipgirl.co.uk

Drevious next post a question

Disclamer: All the red names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
What's this about a party?

So it'sin Brooklyn and the people throwing it are basicdly not the type
of people we see socidly, but there's not much ese going on this weekend,
and a paty isnt made by the people who throw it: it's made by the people
who go. So | say, let's go, and get everyone we know to go, and make it
rock. You dig?

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

| go to Georgetown and | heard that so many people used
Georgetown as their safety this year that the school is doing all this stuff
to get people to come there. Like they're sending this group of girls up to
New York this weekend to recruit all the kids that got in.

—(gshock

Dear gshock,

Does this particular group of girls happen to have dyed blond
hair and shaving scars on their legs?

—GG

Dear GG,

I am in the ROTC program at Yale, which means my tenure here
is sponsored by the army, and I'min basic training at the same time. The
officer in charge of my program got a letter from this girl who said she
was wait-listed at Yale, but she would join the program if they promised
her a spot. So the program officer decides to send me down to NYC to
meet her. She wrote on this weird stationery with shoes all over it and
put a picture of her baby sister in the letter. Her baby sister's name is
Yale. Sounds like a nutjob, huh?

—armygurl

Dear armygurl,
You don't know what you're in for. My advice: Wear your helmet.
—GG

Sightings



N in FAO Schwar z, trying to decide between a life-sze suffed horse
and a crib entertainment center that plays DVDs and MP3s. It's nice that he's
S0 generous and al, but thisis getting ridiculous. Sand J in Bendd's, shopping
to thar hearts content while J's friend E dutifully schiepped the bags. B
introducing her new baby dder to Barneys shoe depatment, where
everybody knows her name. Ten handsome boys on the New Haven line
dnging asong from West Side Story. That ferret-toting friend of V's buying a
duffd bag ful of booze in a Williamsburg liquor store. Guess someone's
getting ready to party hardy? D gtting done in a Williamsburg diner lae at
night, writing. A birthday poem for V, perhaps?

Dont forget, and don't forget to tdl everyone you know not to
forget—tomorrow night isdl about behaving badly in Brooklyn.

See you therel

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



and hedidn't think anyonewouldaame

"Happy birthday.” Dan handed Vanessa the poem held writ-ten for her and leaned againg the
door frame. "'l wanted to give you this before anyone gets here.”

"Dont say, 'If anyone is coming,” Vanessa warned. "Theyll come” She leaned over the
bathroom ank, squinting at her reflection as she applied Tiphany's purpley-black lipsick to her lips. Then
she sat down on the toilet and began to read the poem out loud.

alist of things you love:
black

steel-toed boots

dead pigeons

dirty rain

irony

me

alist of things | love:

cigarettes

coffee

you and your apple-white arms

but the thing about lists is they tend to get lost

"Thanks" Vanessa said. She folded the piece of paper and nicked it into the drawer in the vanity
under the snk where Kuby kept dl her hair goop and makeup.

It was kind of aweird response to a poem that was sup-posed to be bitterswest.

"Jesus, dude, you need to start taking happy pills” Tiphany muttered from out in the hdl. "How
can you write your girlfriend a birthday poem that sounds so melancholy?' She nudged Dan out of the
way, grabbed the tube of lipstick from off the Sk, and smeared some on her lips "Roses are red, violets
are blue” She pulled Vanessa upright and kissed her on the cheek, leaving a smudgy, purpley-black
imprint. Then she kissed her on the other cheek. "Babe, you look hot with lipsdl over you!"

The two girlsgiggled and checked each other out in the mirror. Tiphany was wearing a black slk
camisole borrowed from Ruby's closet. "Nice shirt,” Vanessa noted.

"Nice pants" Tiphany said back. Vanessa had borrowed Ruby's zebra-striped pgjama bottoms
and they actudly kind of worked with a black denim miniskirt, a black T-shirt, and combat boots. Very
Blondie meets the Sex Figtals.

Dan wandered away, wishing Tiphany hadn't been her usud rude sdf and eavesdropped on his
poem. So what if it wasn't dl happy and chearful and fun? It was ill a love poem. And there was a
messagein it, if only Vanessa had taken the time to listen.

"I was thinking tonight might be a good night for allittle piercing,” Tiphany announced.

Vanessa glanced a her in the mirror. Tiphany's ears weren't even pierced. "Redly? Like where?!

Tiphany grinned and wiggled her eyebrows ominoudy. "Not me, slly. You!"

The downdtairs buzzer rang repeatedly and Tiphany grabbed Vanessa's am and tugged her out
of the bathroom. "I invited some people. Y ou don't mind, do you?'

"Of course not,” Vanessa said, glad to get away from the topic of piercing.

Dan buzzed them in and a moment later a troop of enor-mous guys in dusty, paint-smeared
coverdls ssomped into the apartment in their work boots.

"Hey boys." Tiphany dragged her army-issue duffd bag across the living room and opened it up.
It was full of pint bottles of Grey Goose vodka. "This is my congtruction team. They don't speak much
English." She handed each guy a bot-tle and then cracked one open hersdlf. "Time to get happy!™

Dan went into the kitchen to make himsdf a cup of bad coffee. The condruction guys smdled



like paint thinner and were probably al psychopaths, just like Tiphany. But if they didn't speak English,
he wouldn't have to tak to them, which was a good thing.

Vanessa didn't mind a bunch of strange guysin her house as long as they behaved themselves. At
least now it fdt more like a party. She went over to the stereo and put on Ruby's band's ER. Because it
was her birthday she kind of missed her sigter.

"Prick my finger, kiss my assi™ Ruby's voice howled from out of the speakers.

"Serenal | just met a girl named Serenal " a more melodic group of voices echoed from outside
the gpartment.

The front door was dill open. Out in the hdl stood a boy-ish blond boy followed by nine other
guys dl wearing navy blue suits and Yde ties, with red rosesin thar buttonholes.

"Is Serena here yet?' the blond boy asked. Actudly, he didn't ask the question so much as ang it.

"Noooot yeeeet" Tiphany sang back. "But cooommmme oonnn innnnn!" She handed each boy
abottle of Grey Goose. "Do you guys dance, too, or just Sng?"

Dan stood in the kitchen, chain-smoking and gulping coffee. The party was turning into something
out of West Side Story—the congtruction workers versus the singers. Maybe thered even be arumble,

Vanessa perched on the windowsll, filming people. The party was dready so random, she
couldn't imagine what would happen next.

Then the front door edged open a crack and a white mon-key wearing a little red monogrammed
S T-shirt scampered in. "Sweetiel" Tiphany cried, scooping the monkey up in her arms. "Tooter's adeep
inthe closet. But if he knew you were here, | bet hed come out and play.”

"Anyone want a cdgar?' Chuck Bass asked, brandishing a handful of them. "My dad's footman
just brought back awhole suitcaseful from Cuba.”

His footman?

The Whiffenpoofs and Tiphany's congtruction team helped themsalves to cigars. Tiphany carried
Chuck's monkey over to the closet where Tooter was degping on the floor, curled up on top of Dan's
favorite gray sweater. "No monkey businessin there, okay, kids?' she said, dosng the door partway to
give them some pri-vacy. She turned to Vanessa. "Now how 'bout that piercing?”

Vanessa amiled nervoudy. "I dways kind of wanted one on my lip."

"Done" Tiphany grabbed one of .her burly congtruction guys by the shirt. "lce, needles, vodka,
matches. In the bath-room. Go," she ordered, pushing him away again.

Suddenly four blond girls wearing gray Georgetown sweatshirts appeared at the door, holding
hands. "Is Blar Wadorf here yet?' one of them asked.

"Not yet," Tiphany replied, asif shed known Blair dl her life. She doled a bottle of vodka out to
each girl. "But I'm giving piercings in the bathroom if you want to come."

The four girls glanced giddily at one another, their shining. They'd dways wanted matching
tattoos. Matching navd pierces would be even better.

"Let'sdoit!" they cried in unison.

Vanessa put down her camera and followed them down the hdll to the bathroom. After dl, it was
her birthday. Why shouldn't she?

Because it was going to hurt like hell?

b&n

Yde had a full-time baby-nurse who was sharing Myrtlés room, but whenever Blar heard the
baby fuss, sheld dash into the room before the baby-nurse even got there and stroke Yae's bad head
until she settled down again. She'd been doing it so regularly, the baby-nurse didn't even bother to get up
when she heard Yde cry through the baby monitor, for soon enough she'd hear Blar croon, "Whao's my
little princess?" in a voice no one knew Blar was capable of.

Tonight, though, the baby-nurse would actudly have to do her job, because Blar was going ouit.

"Il be back in two hours™ she promised her tiny sdter.



The cab let her off on a scrap of Broadway in Williamsburg that could only be described as
miserable. Garbage was strewn dl over the Sdewak and every doorway was scrawled with greffiti. She
supposed that shaven-headed freak Vanessa and her sster thought it was urban and tough and cool to
livein a place like this, but Blar could live without urban and tough and cool, thank you very much. Ffth
Avenue suited her judt fine

She mounted the pigeon-shit-spattered cement dab that served as a step and buzzed up to
Vanessas apatment. No answer. She buzzed again. Again, no answer. Now what wan she supposed to
do?

"I think they left it open,” said afamiliar voice.

Blar whipped around to find Nate standing below her on the sdewak. There they were,
together, in Brooklyn. It was most unexpected.

Asif he wasn't the reason she'd come to the party in the firg place.

"I only came by to see who was here. | can't stay for long,” she told him hadtily. Nate looked
kind of tired and unkempt, but in a cute way. Like held taken a nap in his clothes. Actudly, he looked
exactly the way she fdt.

"Me too," he said, shyly checking her out with those glit-tering green eyes of his "You look
pretty. I—I like your har."

Blar touched her hair. He was the only person in the entire universe who'd noticed that it was
dightly darker than before. "Thanks™"

"S0 how's everything & home with the baby and dl?' Nate asked. He shoved his hands in his
pockets as though he wasn't sure what to do with them.

Someone threw a bottle of vodka out of an upstairs win-dow and it splintered on the sidewak
only twenty feet away. Blar stepped down off the cement dab. She wasn't going upstairs, not now.

"Ydeis. .." Her voice traled off as she struggled to find the right words to describe her little
gder. "Perfect,” she sad findly.

There was a happy sheenin Blair's eyes that hadn't been there before. "I'd redly like to meet her
omelime” Nate added.

Blar reached for his am. What were they doing a a party in Brooklyn that nether of them
wanted to go to? "Let's go now."

Jugt then ataxi pulled up and Serena, Jenny, Elisc, and tow guys dressed in maching banana
ydlow Dolce & Gabbana suits stepped out. Then another cab pulled up and out came four models in
Carmen Miranda outfits complete with fruit bowl headdresses. Then another cabload of modds, and then
the Raves—yes, the entire band, minus the lead singer, who had just quit—pulled up in yet another cab.

"Our Hummer limo broke down so we had to get cabs," Jenny explained to Blar and Nate with
ahappy gigge

Blar tightened her grip on Nate's arm and pulled him toward the first empty taxi. "Come on."

Serena winked as they climbed into the backseet. "Be good, you two!"

Blar amiled and let her head fdl back againg the cab's fake-leather upholstery. Nate's leg was
touching hers and her whole body was burning with the warmth of it. She fdt kind of like Sandy a the
end of the origind Grease movie, when she and Danny ride off into the sky in that souped-up car, leaving
everyone else a the school carnival. 1t was dways pretty obvious to Blar what Sandy and Danny were
about to do next, what with Sandy wearing those black vinyl hot pants and everything. He couldn't keep
his hands off her.

"You're the one that | want—ooh, ooh, ooh, honey!"

Nate dipped his hand between Blair's knees and I€ft it there.

Oh, she'd be good dl right.

| travdswithanantaurage

Dan hardly recognized his sster. She and Serena burdt into the party looking like movie stars in



meatching turquoise-and-black-striped leggings, white pointy ankle boots, and turquoise lesther vests.
Thar hair was blown out, they had on fake eye-lashes, and ther lips were smeared with hot pink lipstick.

Vey eghties biker bitch meets the Mod Squad.

Better ill, they were followed by a whole crew of modds and fashion people from their photo
shoot, and the members of a very hot new band caled the Raves. Elise was there, too, wearing the bright
orange jumpsuit that Jonathan Joyce had given her as a gift for being such a doll on the shoot.

Jenny sashayed up to Dan and kissed him on the cheek. "Happy birthday!" she squeded, even
though she knew per-fectly well it wasn't his birthday. She'd had the time of her life today and she was
brimming with adrendine. "Where's Vanessa?'

Dan tucked his nindtieth cigarette of the evening between his lips and lit it quickly. "In the
bathroom, getting pierced,” he answered bitterly.

"Wow!" Jenny kissed him on the cheek again. "What a greet party!”

The band began to set up ther equipment in the mom. Elise came over to drag Jenny away. "If
youll excuse us, Danid, there's something I'd like to show Jennifer." She grabbed Jenny's elbow. "Y ou've
got to see this. It'sin the closat.”

Would that be two little animals making fuzzy whoopee, perhaps?

Dan didnt know what hed been so worried about. Jenny was fine Maybe that was the
difference between fourteen and eghteen. When you were fourteen, something that seemed like the end
of the world today could be completely forgotten tomorrow. When you were eighteen, your life was that
much closer to being over.

Oh, please. He's not even eghteen yet!

The band began to play and immediatdy people started throwing their bodies around. In the last
hour a steady stream of people had trickled in and the gpartment was packed with kids from every
private school in Manhattan. Now that they were second-semester seniors, it didn't matter whether they
knew Vanessa or not. Give them a reason to get crazy and people would turn up.

Dan didn't much fed like dancing or getting crazy. Instead he decided to get drunk. Wandering
into the living room, he grabbed a bottle of Grey Goose from Tiphany's haf-empty sack and then
hunkered by the wall to drink and watch the band play. Chuck Bass was dancing with one of the girls
from Georgetown. The girl's newly pierced nave was covered with a Band-Aid and the metd whidle
henging from a chain around her neck kept bobbing up and dagpping her in her serioudy pugged nose.

Congdering her dance partner, that whistle just might come in handly.

A gl in army fatigues, complete with hedmet and dog tags, walked up to Dan and sdluted. "Have
you seen Blar Wadorf?' she asked.

Dan shook his head and took a giat swig of vodka. He wasn't exactly sure how it would
manifedt itsalf, but his own brand of craziness was not far off.

scan't kegp her boysgraight

Serena danced with the two gay dylists from the shoot, their banana ydlow suits dashing with
her turquoise-and-black leggingsin a garish eighties way she just couldn't get enough of.

"Serena?' A tdl boy with slver-rimmed spectacles bobbed into her line of vison and took her
hand. Serena stopped dancing, her heart dl aflutter. It was Drew, from Harvard. Or wasit Brown?

"Hi," she said dowly, batting her fake eyelashes a him. She pointed at her crazy striped leggings
and pointy white boots. "You see, this is the way | normdly dress™ She was druggling now to place
Drew. Already the boys had blurred together. Was he the xylophone player or the painter?

Drew amiled tightly. He looked sort of uncomfortable in his negtly pressed J. Crew ensemble and
brown suede shoes. It was as if he couldnt wait for her to say, Let's blow this joint and go have an
intimate cup of coffee someplace nice and qui€t.

Serena heditated. She wanted to be that girl, she redly did. The gil who drank coffee with her
boyfriend. A couple. But she didn't want it badly enough to missthe party.




All of a sudden someone grabbed her around the waist and lowered her into an exaggerated dip.
Serenas breath caught in her throat as she gazed up into the sguare-jawed-jock face of Drew's
meethead roommate. "Whoa" she exclamed, her eyes wide.

"You remember Wade," Drew said, looking even more uncomfortable than he had before. "He
ingsted on coming.”

Wade pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. Smack! "Arent you glad?' he demanded.

Serena didn't want to appear easy, but she had to admit that she was glad. The more the merrier,
as far as she was concerned. A petite strawberry blond woman with a tidy black Kate Spade purse
tapped her on the shoulder. "Do you know Nate Archibad?' the woman asked.

Serena nodded. "He dready left” Drew was dill ganding next to her, hands in his pockets,
looking as if he needed something to do. "This is my friend Drew," Serena told the strawberry blond
woman. "He goes to—

"Harvard," Drew said, holding out his hand in that geekily charming way of his

On the other sde of the room the Whiffenpoofs began snging backup for the Raves. They
sounded fantadtic. Serena stood on tiptoe to wave at them and dl ten boys blew her a kiss. But wasn't
there somebody missing? The artist from Brown. Didn't he love her as much as the others?

Oh, did he ever.

People were huddled by the windows, looking out a something happening down on the street.
"Put me on your shoulders?’ she asked Wade swestly.

Wade carried Serena over to the windows and she gazed over the tops of the onlookers heads
to see wha dl the fuss was about. Down on the street, Someone was spray-panting a murd in shades of
green and gold. It was Chrigtian. His dark head bent serioudy over his work. As the murd took shape it
became apparent that it was a portrait of Serena, with fluorescent green butterflies in her hair and gold
wings sprouting out of her shoulders, like some sort of glorious angdl.

Serena giggled, embarrassed by Chridtian's gaudy adora-tion, but revding in it just the same.
Maybe it wasn't true love she wanted after dl. Maybe it wasjud . . . love. And that was dl around her.

b'steghingrattleturnsnon

"Wadk on this Sde of the room,” Blar whispered. "The floor-boards creak over there."

Nate followed her across the nursery, lit only by a paper moon nightlight, to where Yde lay
degping in her white lace-covered bassinet. In the corner by the window, the life-sze dappled gray pony
held had sent over from FAO Schwarz stood watching them like a sentry.

The baby was swaddled in a pink blanket and was lying on her back, her face puckered and red
and new-looking. "See how her eyes are moving undernegth the lids" Blar whis-pered. "She's
dreaming.”

Nate couldn't imagine what somebody so new to the world could be dreaming about, but he
supposed it mugt be kind of like one of those dreams he had when he was severdy stoned. Nothing
happened, he just fdt uff. And he dways woke up hungry.

Blar reached into the bassinet and retrieved alittle Slver rattle. It looked like a tiny barbdl. "This
was minewhen | was ababy." She turned it over. "See dl the little bite marks?'

She handed the rattle to Nate. At firg glance it appeared smooth, but when he looked closdy he
could see hundreds of indentations. It was no surprise that Blar had been a various teether, obsessve
and aggressive right from the start. But there was something calm about her now, as if through soothing
the baby sheld learned to soothe hersdf.

Nate handed the rattle back and it shook naigly. Ingtantly, Yae began to fuss and whimper, her
ams and legs lucking out in dl directions and her face puckering like a dried apricot.

Blar leaned over the bassinet and picked her sster up. "Shhh," she whispered. "It was nothing.
Go back to deep.” She rocked back and forth until Yae stopped fussng. Then she put the baby down



and tucked the blanket up around her. "There. Go to deep,” she said again, and then looked up a Nate.

"She's beautiful,” he told her, his voice cracking. Slently he reached for Blair's hand and pulled
her out into the hall-way. She closed the nursery door and he hugged her fiercely, pressing his lips against
hers. "My parents are out,” he whis-pered into her hair.

The penthouse was s0 hushed, Blar could practicaly hear her own heart bedting. Tyler and
Aaron were watching movies in the library, and her mom and Cyrus were out. But she couldnt exactly
have sex with Nate while Yae lay degping innocently in the next room. She closed her eyes and kissed
him again before whispering, "Okay, I'm ready.”

Finally.

JlooksforwardtoascandadousMure

Jenny had never been a big dancer, but how could she not dance in those crazy white pointy
boots? And the amazing thing about her turquoise leather vest was it held everything in place. No boob
whiplash. No accidenta groping. No wiggly-wobbly. Even without the vest, though, she would have
been okay. Better than okay.

The Raves stopped playing and announced that they were teking a short bresk. The
Whiffenpoofs, however, were just getting going.

"One, two, a one, two, three—"they began to ang in ther tra-ditiond a cappella harmony. "
Jenny, oh, Jennifer," they began to serenade her. "Serena’s little sister, Jennifer. They don't look
alike. Onéstall, on€e's short, but they're the craziest galsin any pan.”

Serena came and draped her arm around Jenny's shoul-ders, swaying back and forth to the song.
The other party-goers drifted back and forth across the room, not paying much attention now that the
real music had cut out.

"Jennifer, she's got big huge bazongas!" Chuck Bass sang loudly as he staggered past the two
girls shaking his ass drunkenly with his monkey on his shoulders and his military school beret on his head.
A few titters echoed throughout the room.

Uh-oh.

"You know they did it once, right?" agirl from Seaton Arms whispered to her friend. "Got caught
a a party in October, in the bathroom. She was, like, totdly naked and Chuck was gving it to her on
the toilet.”

"I thought he was gay,” said agirl wearing a brand-new Vassar T-shirt.

"Everyone wants to squeeze Jenny's great big boobeez! " Chuck carried on obnoxioudy.

"Chuck Bass has a hairy asd" Serena countered loudly. "Jugt ignore him," she told Jenny.

But ingtead of turning purple with outrage and utter shame, Jenny couldn't stop giggling. Two
weeks ago Chuck's little performance would have been devagtating. Now every-one was laughing at him,
not with him. And now that she'd been through a scanda—or two or three—and come out ahead, she
was more reslient. She had a past, a hisory. She was the girl no one would be able to stop taking
about. Big bazongas and dl, she, Jennifer, was destined for success.

And if life took a crappy turn and things went irreparably wrong, she could dways get sent to
boarding school like her father had threatened. There she could reinvent hersdlf. Maybe sheld even come
back from boarding school and rein-vent hersdf again, just like Serena had done.

She might even have as many boyfriends as Serena. One day.

d exploresanewtalent

"Could | borrow a smoke, bro?' Damian Polk, the lead gui-tarist of the Raves and one of Dan's
muscd favorites, asked him. Dan was too drunk to be starstruck. He hdd up the rumpled haf-empty
pack of Camels he'd opened only a haf hour ago, then Damian lit his cigarette with Dan's ydlow plagtic



Bic. Damian was wearing a sort of brown canvas mili-tary, coat with words in Finnish or some other
random lan-guage painted on it in black. It was the type of coat only a famous person could get away
with. "Don't happen to know who lives here, do you?' he asked.

"I do,” Dan responded drunkenly. "Sort of. With my girl-friend. It's her older sigter's place, but
she's avay." He decided not to mention Tiphany. He preferred to think that Tiphany didn't exist. And
now that he thought about it, he hadn't seen Tiphany or Vanessa dl night. How long could a piercing
take, he wondered, his head murky with vodka.

Damian nodded thoughtfully. "Any idea who wrote dl those songs in those black legther books in
the other room?"

Dan wondered suddenly if he hadn't passed out and was dreaming this entire conversation.
"Poems" he corrected, blink-ing awvay the happy meodic notes of the Whiffenpoofs, who were dill
serenading hissigter. A tdl guy with wire-rimmed glasses and a short woman with strawberry blond hair
tangoed across the floor. "Those are my poems.” He tried to stand up but his ankles buckled and he
dumped againg the wdl again. If he didn't move soon, he was going to piss himsdlf.

Damian tucked his coat behind him and sgquatted down in front of Dan. "I'm tdling you, man,
they're songs."

Dan stared woodenly at the famous five-inch-long scar that cut across Damian's famous
forehead. It was supposedly from a BMX bike accident. Was he bran damaged or something? "Dude"
heingsted. "I wrote them. They're poems.”

"Songs. Songs, songs, songs.” Damian held out his hand and coaxed Dan into a $anding postion.
"Come on, I'll show you."

Dan sumbled dong after Damian, bumping into people and durring his sorrys.

"When you guys gonna start playing again?' someone ydled.

"Soon, asshole" Damian muttered, giving them the finger.

Vanessa's room was just as crowded as the living room. The other members of the Raves were
gathered on her bed, sorting through Dan's notebooks.

"Did you see thisone? It's caled 'Sluts,™ the bass player told Damian, holding up the poem. "Itd
be the perfect, like, pissed-off love bdlad, you know? Like the perfect middle song for a show.
Espedidly after thisfunny one, Killing Tooter.™

Dan stared at them. There was Hill avery good chance he was dreaming or had died after being
stepped on by one of Tiphany's huge construction-worker friends.

Damian nudged him forward. "1 found the guy who wrote them. He's good-looking enough to be
afront man."

Dan swayed in front of the others. Front man?

"But can he 9ng?' the drummer asked, giving Dan the once-over and pulling on his weird, scary
mustache. The Raves had a mixed-bag kind of style. Part cool older brother, part serid killer.

Sng?

Damian clapped Dan on the back. "Youll give it a try, won't you? They're your songs, after al.
Sing 'em however you want to. We play pretty loud, so youll fed like you're shouting." He patted Dan's
back again. "Just make it sound good, yesh?'

"Yegh"

As he followed the band into the living room, Dan fdt like his body was in the hands of some
maniacd puppeteer with a very twisted sense of humor. Next thing he knew, held be tak-ing his shirt off.

Wil heisthe front man, after dl.

The drummer whacked his drums a few times and a hush of anticipation fel over the room. "Well
do 'Killing Tooter' firdt, yeeh?' he asked Dan.

Dan nodded. He bardly knew the words, but he was so drunk anyway, it wasn't like hed be
enunaiaing.

The band broke into a frenetic, rhythmic, damming beat with an undulaing bass line. It was
perfect for the poem, or song, or whatever the fuck anyone wanted to cdl it.

"You hungry? | made you something! Die, Tooter, die™ Dan screamed into the microphone. ™



"You tired? I'll put you to deep! Die, Tooter, diel™

"Die, Tooter!"" The Whiffenpoofs crooned in support.

The room was packed and immediatdy people picked up on the craziness of the moment, dam
dancing and taking ther clothes off.

Dan ripped off his shirt. What the hdl? He gave everyone the finger. "You want some more?
Come and get it! Die, Tooter, die™

Okay, so maybe he was completely shit-faced, but this was dill better than walowing in sdf-pity
and dust bunnies back in the corner.

And a least he knew now, dfter dl these years, that he'd been writing twisted, morbid songs, not

poems.

vodasakickintheass

"Y 0, is there somebody named Vanessain there?' aguy ydled from outside the bathroom.

"Yeeh?' Vanessa cdled back, and opened the door a crack. For the last haf hour sheld been
bent over the bath-room sink, running her lip under cold water, but it was ill bleeding.

The guy shoved the phone into her hand. He was shirt-less, and had a tattoo of a snake on his
chest. "Same hitch cdled like five hundred times. Doesn't she get we're trying to ligen to music out here?!

Vanessa took the phone and cradled it between her chin and shoulder while Tiphany applied ice
to her lip. "Hdlo?'

"Hey, it's your Sgter, remember me?' Ruby shouted on the other end of the line "What the fuck
isgoing on over there?"

"I'm having a party,” Vanessa explained, dthough it hardly explained anything. Ruby knew
perfectly wdl that, other than Dan, Vanessa had exactly zero friends.

"Oh, yes, Miss Birthday Girl? And who might be attend-ing this party?

Vanessa glanced a Tiphany. "Is tha your sster?' Tiphany mouthed. Vanessa nodded, and
Tiphany pressed a fidful of Ice into her hand. "Catch you laer." She kicked away the blood-soaked
towd s littering the bathroom floor, leaving the door open behind her as she left. The cacophony of musc
and shouting and the smdll of smoke and vodka dmost knocked Vanessa over.

"Is that the Raves—Ilive? What, did MTV like hire you to film ther video or something?' Ruby
demanded.

"I'm not sure," Vanessa answered honestly. She knew the party had swelled tremendoudy since
sheld disappeared into the bathroom, but she hadn't redized to what extent. "So anyway, Tiphany has
been gaying here”

"Tiphany who?"

"Tiphany. You gave her the key. She said you told her she could crash here for as long as she
wanted. She's been desping on your bed.”

Ruby was dlent for amoment. "Wait, | think | know who you're taking about. She has a ferre,
right? And she comes with this whole story about how she's traveled the world and done dl these things
and she just needs a place to crash for awhile?"

Check.

"I can't believe she dill has the key. Don't you remember the story about the gil who was, like,
squatting in the apart-ment when | moved in? | findly got the landlord to get rid of her, and the whole
time she acted like we were best friends.”

Thet did kind of sound like Tiphany. "But she's not even from here" Vanessa fdtered. "She's
fromdl over. She's got wanderlust." It was one of Tiphany's favorite words, but boy did it sound idiotic
when Vanessa sad it.

"She's a fuckup,” Ruby corrected. "And a user. | bet she hasn't paid for any food or anything
gnce she's been there. Except maybe acohal.”

Vanessa didn't know what to say. It was true. She and Dan had basicaly been feeding Tiphany



for over aweek.

"Besdes, were not dlowed to have pets in our build-ing. Thet ferret could get us evicted. Kick
her out, babe. Okay?"

Vanessa was on the verge of tears. How could she have been so stupid and let this girl she didnt
even know take-over her life? It was like Poison Ivy, that avful Drew Barrymore movie Vanessa was
embarrassed to admit sheld rented, where bad girl Drew moves in with a nice innocent girl and totaly
ruins her life

"Il call you tomorrow, okay?" Ruby promised.

"Okay." Vanessa hung up. Her hands were shaking. She tossed the phone into the snk and
stormed into the living room, forgetting dl about her bleeding lip.

Christ.

The gpartment was mobbed. Girls from Constance Billard and Seaton Arms and dl the other
schools Vanessa wished she had nathing to do with were dam dancing and gyrating their asses againg
the pelvises of boys from S. Jude's and Riversde Prep. The members of Tiphany's "con-druction team,”
who Vanessa now suspected were probably professond burglars or worse, were atacking the living
room wall with Tiphany's pick-axe; Tiphany's ferret and Chuck Basss monkey were chasng each other
and humping on Ruby's futon; and Tiphany hersdf was parked in front of the TV, playing one of the films
Vanessa had made a few months back for dl to see. But where was Dan? Had she been ignoring him or
was heignoring her?

Pushing through the crowd, Vanessa lunged a Tiphany and yanked the remote out of her hand.
"That's privatel” she yelled, snapping the TV off. Little by little she could fed her old outraged, pissed-off
sdf coming back . . . and it fdt great. What made her even more angry was that Tiphany had solen it
away from her.

Attagirl.

Tiphany laughed her goofy, loud, aint-we-just-the-bestest-friends laugh. "Dan's a boring poet,
and aredly bad actor." She pointed across the living room. "But mix them together and look what you
getl”

Vanessa glared a her, and then turned to see what she was pointing at. She didn't know how she
could have missed it. There was Dan, sanding on top of an overturned milk crate, shirtless and swesty,
hiting the microphone as he spat out the words to his poems, pretending they were songs. She turned
away again. She'd ded with him later.

"That'smy sster's shirt,”" she told Tiphany levdly. "Put it back.”

Tiphany's mouth opened dightly. ™Y ou're wearing her pants.”

"Sheés my gder. Give it back,” Vanessa ordered. "And then find your friends and your
goddamned ferret and get the fuck out of here.”

The rage that had been building since her conversation with Ruby in the bathroom suddenly
consumed her. It was her birthday and no one seemed to give a flying fuck that they were trashing her
house. She didn't even know most of these people. "Fuck everybody!" she shouted. "I want you dl
fucking out!!"

Of course no one could hear her, not over the din of Dan's drunken howl.

Vanessa had one thing going for her, though. It was her gpartment and she knew where the fuse
box was. Shoving her way past a haf-naked sweaty boy and his tegtering- drunk girlfriend, she tore into
the kitchen, dimbed up on the counter, and opened the metd box above the stove. With aflick of a few
switches, the music went dead and the only light Ieft on was the one above her head.

"EVERYBODY OUT!" she shouted again, her mouth opening inhumanly wide, like Lucy on
Peanuts when she's serioudy pissed off a Charlie Brown, which hurt like hdl with such a newly pierced
lip.

"What the fuck?' aguy wearing nothing but a pair of orange Princeton boxer shorts demanded.

"Who the hdll is she?" his girlfriend whined.

But these were wedl-bred kids, and no one likes to stick around a a party when they're not
welcome. Sowly, people began to trickle out the door and down the dtairs. Vanessa even thought she



heard the distinct sound of a pick-axe clat-tering to the floor.

She sat down on top of the stove, swinging her combat boots againg the oven door as she
watched everyone leave.

"Why didn't she just ask usto keep it down or something?' somebody grumbled.

"What are we supposed to do now? It's only midnight,” someone ese complained.

Of course Chuck Bass had the perfect solution. "Well move the party to my housel!” he cried,
gathering up his monkey and tucking it into his shirt. He put hisarm around two of the blond Georgetown
girls "You can even deep over if you want."

Tiphany stalked past the kitchen wearing only a black bra, which was probably Ruby's too. She
tossed something a Vanessa. "Theré€'s her goddamned shirt.”

Vanessa didnt think that sort of behavior warranted a response. She waiched with smug
satisfaction as Tiphany grabbed her ferret by the scruff of the neck and dragged her army duffd bag
across the living room and out the door.

It wasn't like she'd be homdess. Chuck had plenty of mom.

d and v do it with words

There were only a few dragglers left now. Vanessa turned the fuses back on and surveyed the
damage. She would have to hire a deaning service to hdp her ded with it. Maybe she could find some
way to chargeit to Tiphany.

Dan was on his hands and knees, looking for his shirt and shoes. His scraggly brown har was
matted over his eyes and he, could bardy see.

Vanessa hopped off the stove. "Y ou can gay,” she told him gently. What had happened was her
fault, after dl. If she hadn't been so swept up in Tiphany's bullshit, she and Dan would be living together
and getting dong fine instead of drowning in disaster.

Dan found one Puma sneaker and shoved it on. One was better than none. He stood up.
Vanessa's upper lip was crusty with blood but she dill looked better than he felt.

"Gotta catch up with the band. They want me to be ther front man," he durred with drunken
urgency.

Vanessa had no idea what he was talking about. Maybe if they just sat down and talked to each
other like they aways used to, things would go back to normd.

"It'smy birthday," she reminded him, trying to keep her voice from breaking. "Will you read me
the poem you wrote for me?'

Dan shook his head. Nearly everything held ever written was for Vanessa. "It's a song. They're
dl songs™”

"Whatever." Vanessa retrieved the piece of paper from the bathroom drawer, grateful that some
nosy girl hadn't rum-maged around in there for some hair gd or something and taken the poem with her.

She handed it to Dan and sat down in front of him. It was such a rdief just to be done together
agan, even if the wals were crumbling down around them.

Dan's heart was dill pumping wildly, but the rest of his body had dowed way down. He read the
poem carefully, his tongue heavy with liquor and fatigue.

alist of things you love:
black

steel-toed boots

dead pigeons

dirty rain

irony

me



aligt of things | love:

cigarettes

coffee

you and your apple-white arms

but the thing about lists is they tend to get lost

"They are lyrics, aren't they?' Dan observed. "I mean, that would be so much better with musc.”
He tried to reread the poem again to himsdf, but the words began to dance around the page and he
couldnt make sense of them anymore. He knew held written them for a reason, but hecouldn't remember
what the reason was.

Vanessa made afunny little gasping sound and he looked up to find her crying the gaspy, chokey
sort of crying of someone who doesn't cry very often. Only a moment ago Dan had been having a bal,
shouting his lungs out into u microphone. How had everything gotten so serious dl of a sudden?

Vanessa took his hand. Her face was wet and blotchy, her nose was running, and there was a
bloody slver ring in her upper lip. "Look, | know everything isdl messed up, but it's dill gonna be okay.
| mean, it's just likein your poem. | like ugly things We both like it when things aren't perfect, right?'
Dan's hand hung limply in hers. He knew what Vanessa was saying was important, but he couldnt
concentrate. What he needed was a cigarette, and as far as he could remember he was dl out. Or maybe
his cigarettes were with his other shoe. "I need to find my shoe," he told her.

The tears kept fdling. Vanessa gripped his hand tightly, desperate to finish what sheld started, to
explan what she thought Dan's poem meant and how true she thought it was. "We don't have to go to the
same school or even live together. We can just be" She wiped her nose on the back of her free hand.
There were little spots of blood on her zebra-striped pants from her piercing. She rubbed at them angrily.
"No matter what we do, well aways sort of be together, right?'

Dan nodded. "Right," he agreed roboticdly. It wasn't that he didn't fed her pain, he just couldn't
have such an intense conversation right now.

Vanessas shoulders shook with a slent sob. She wiped her

nose again, leaned forward, and kissed him on the lips. Dan tried to kiss her back, but he was
afrad of hurting her lip.

"All right.” She let go of his hand and attempted a smile "Get out of here. Go be a rock star or
whatever."

Dan stared at her. She was letting him go?

Duh.

"Would you just leave dready?" Vanessa gave his chest a nudge as she fought back another
round of sobs.

Dan scrambled to his feet. He could bardly see the floor, it was o littered with cigarette butts,
empty bottles, left-behind clothes, and destroyed crap. "I can come back tomorrow and hdp clean up,”
he offered lamdly as he limped away through the mess.

Like tomorrow he was going to be dl bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and ready to put on rubber
gloves and mop up with the Mr. Clean?

bandndoitfor red

"You dill have this?' Blair pulled the moss-green cashmere V--neck she'd given Nate over a year
ago off the back of his desk chair, where held It it the night before. She turned it ingde out, checking to
seeif thetiny gold heart pendant she'd sawn indde one of the deeves was il there. It was.

Nate stood in the middle of the room, wetching her. He wanted to whip his clothes off, grab her,
and throw her on the bed, but he knew from experience that Blar liked to do things her way, so he
would have to try and wait.

Blar put the sweater down and ran her hand over the modd sailboat on Nate's desk. Beside it



was a picture of him and his buddies from St. Jude's, holding up the two hig fish they'd caught on afishing
trip up in Maine. With his strong, tanned arms, broad white smile, golden brown hair, and dlit-tering
green eyes, Nate was the cutest of them dl. Not that she hadn't dways known that.

She didn't know what she was waiting for, and she wasn't 4dling exactly. She just hadn't been
aone with imin this perfect, intimate way in so long, she was rdishing it. And the funny thing was, dl the
other times—and there had been many—that she'd thought they were about to have sex, shed been
nervous and fidgety and hadn't been able to stop talk-ing. But not thistime.

"Do you want to lisen to some music or put amovie on or something?' Nate asked, wondering if
he needed to enhance the mood. If only he had some candles or incense or something. Massage ail?
Handcuffs?

Okay, let's not get carried away.

Blar waked over to the bookshelf and turned on the ridiculous globe lamp that Nate had had
gnce he was five Then she switched off the overhead light. Light from the globe mingled with the
moonlight shining through the sky-light overhead, cagting the room in a soft blue glow.

"There" She kicked off her black Kate Spade flats. Her toes were painted dark red and looked
sexy even to her. She grinned at Nate. "Come here.”

Hedid as he was told, tucking his hands up under her shirt and hdping her off with it while she
practicdly tore his head off removing his. Her bra was filmy, white, and wirdess, and when she
unhooked it, it fdl away like tissue paper to the floor.

Nate stood his ground. He'd gotten thisfar so many times before, it wouldn't have surprised him
if Blair's mom knocked on the door and told them that she was actudly hav-ing triplets and the other two
babies were ariving just this minute

Blar wrapped her ams around his neck and pressed her body into his. All the times she'd
imagined doing it, she'd put hersalf and Nate in place of the actors in a love scene in some old movie
Audrey Hepburn and Gary Cooper in Love in the Afternoon. Kathleen Turner and William Hurt in
Body Heat. But this was so much better, because it was red, and it fdt so nice.

He couldn't stop kissng her. She guided his hand down to the waistband of her jeans and then
reached for his. Okay, maybe no one was going to knock on the door and the sky wasn't going to fdl in.
Maybe thistime it was redly going to happen.

She pulled him backwards onto the bed and they shim-mied out of ther pants and underwesr.
Then there was nathing left but them. They kissed again in every kissable spot, urtil it became obvious
thet certain measures needed to be taken. Nate fumbled in his bedside bureau drawer for a condom.

Now for the awkward part.

Only it wasn't awkward. Without a word, Blar took the condom, kissed her way down his
body, and carefully rolled it on. There. All better.

Nate had forgotten what it was like being with Blair. How touching her wasn't a haunted-house
experience, where he blindy had to guess where things were and what they were, and wound up
bumping into wals. With Blair, he just knew. And everything seemed to fit just right.

Blar didn't even have to tdl Nate to dow down. They were s0 in sync, dl she had to do was
close her eyes and wrap her asams around him, arch her back alittle, and fed it hap-pening.

Toda!

When it was over, they lay on their backs, holding hands and amiling up at the caling, because
they knew that in a few minutes they could do it again. They could spend the rest of their lives doing it if
they wanted to. Have food sent up to Nate's wing of the town house. Take ther finds online.

"Maybe | won't even go to college” Nate mused. Why should he, when there was so much
pleasure to be had? He kissed her hand. "We could sall around the world together. Have adventures.”

Blar closed her eyes and tried to imagine salling around the world with Nate on the yacht held
build epecidly for them.

"I'd wear a different Missoni bikini every day and have the best tan,”" she whispered out loud.

In her head the fantasy continued. Thar bodies would be dl strong and wiry from working on the
yacht and from their diet of raw fish, seaweed, and champagne. At night they'd make love under the stars



and in the morning they'd make love to the sound of the seagulls caws. They'd have beautiful, tan, blond,
green-eyed babies who swam like dol-phins and never wore clothes. They'd stop in exatic ports, where
the natives would dance for them and give them gifts of rare jewds and furs. Eventudly, they'd amass
such a col-lection of treasure, they'd be known around the world as the richest seafarers in the universe,
and pirates would come after them to plunder ther booty and sted therr impossbly beautiful Raph
Lauren model-type children. By then, having nothing better to do with dl those hours on the boat, she
and Nate would have ther black bets in karate, and they would fight off the pirates, sending them
plunging to their deaths in the shark-infested seas. Then they would sal off into the moonlight, unharmed,
and more in love than ever.

It could happen.

"Or maybe well both go to Yde" she said hopefully. Some doctor a her mom's hospitd had |eft
a note with her doorman today saying he wanted to write her a recommen-detion to Yaé€s premed
program. She'd never considered becoming a doctor, but if it was going to get her into Yde, why not?

"Il play lacrosse and mgjor in geology,” Nate murmured into her hair.

"Yes" Blar agreed dreamily.

Nate would excavate the Connecticut woods looking for rocks and wearing the beautiful Aran
swesters sheld knit for im during her lengthy premed lectures. All the femde premed students would be
inlove with a brilliant young biol-ogist who aso happened to be Blair's advisor, but she would pay him
no mind—shed only have eyes for Nate.

"And well live together,” she added doud. In a ram-shackle old Victorian house right near
campus. They'd make hot cider on the wood stove and cook smores in the fire-place.

Nate grinned happily. "WEell get a Great Dane."

"No, two great Danes and two cats," Blair corrected. And they'd be so involved in their studies
and making love on ther antique bed in their creaky Victorian bedroom that they'd for-get to cut their
hair or buy new clothes and they'd look like hippies, but they'd dill graduate magna cum laude.

"And well get married,” he whispered.

"Yes" Blar squeezed his hand beneath the sheets.

They'd have a gigantic wedding in . Patrick's Cathedral, and when they returned from ther
yearlong honeymoon in the south of France, they'd live in a Ffth Avenue penthouse overlooking the park.
Sheld be the surgeon generd of New York, and hed stay home with their four golden-haired,
green-eyed children, building sailboats in the living room. And hed dways pack a Hershey's Kiss in her
lunch to show that he loved her.

Blar turned over and rested her head on Nate's chest. The posshilities were endless, but they
didn't have to decide now. The only decison they had to make right now was whether to do it again, or
wait afew minutes and then do it.

His heartbeat rang in her ears, an urgent, vibrate sound. She lifted her head and kissed him.

Why wait?
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Drevious next pOSt a question

Disdlamer: All the redl names of places, people, and events have been dtered
or abbreviated to protect the innocent. Namely, me.

HEY, PEOPLE!
A movable feast

Last | checked, everyone was 4ill breathing, bardy. Would last
night—which wound up carrying on urtil late this afternoon—count as one
party or two? Were those redly the Raves, or just some geeky Williamsburg
bar band impersonating them? And was our own favorite Upper West Side
poet redly so drunk that he couldn't find his other shoe? Not that it affected his
snging. He dmost sounded better in Manhattan than he did in Brooklyn, but
maybe that's because we were dl so mery by then. My favorite part of the
evening was when those blond girls with the matching Georgetown sweetshirts
and the whigles and tummy Band-Aids did a little cheerleader cheer to the
mugc and then invited dl the guys into the bedroom to play spin-the-bottle.
And I'd heard Georgetown girls were dl so chaste.

Two notably missng persons remained missing throughout the evening,
and are dill reported missng. Word has it they are missng together and that
for the remainder of the school year we will have to watch them beng sappy
together because loveis a beautiful thing and blah, blah, blah. But I'm sure we
can drum up afew surprises to make ther lives more interesting— right?

Your e-mail

Dear GG,

I'm just worried about my sister. She had a huge party in
Brooklyn last night and a lot of shit went down. Chances are you were
there. Is she okay?

—b

Dear rb,

She looked too pissed off when she kicked us all out to be
per-manently scarred. We girls are pretty resilient. Although her lip may
take some time to heal, and she could definitely use some help with the
cleanup.

—GG

Dear GG,

Okay, so we go all the way up to New York to recruit this girl to
go to our school and then she totally disappears. THEN we wind up, like,
almost breaking this pact that has basically been our mission in life for
two years. It's all her fault, and we really don't want her to go to our
school or bein our sister-hood anyway.

—bees



Dear bees,

I'm not sure what | can do to help you out at this point. You've
gill got each other—right?

—GG

Sightings

S hodting a smdl dl-mde brunch a her Ffth Avenue apartment. Last
the saff checked, the table was st for fourteen. J and D sgn-ing autographs
outsde MTV studios. They may not be famous yet, but if you act famous, the
world is your oyster. V putting UPROOMMATE wanted sSgns throughout
Williamsburg. C and his black-and-purple-haired girl chum pushing their pets
ina dall carriage through the Central Park Zoo. Looks like he's found the
perfect nanny for his monkey while hes away & West Point next year.
Missng persons B and N. Last seen gouinting from her building on
Seventy-second Street and Ffth to his town house on Eighty-second Street off
Park around eeven-thirty last night.

My head is dill spinning with visons of monkeys and ferrets and girls
in turquoise leather vests, but I'm not too hungover to throw out more
questions.

Are D and V dill together, or isit a just-friends thing now? What kind
of "roommete" is she looking for exactly?

Will D become an internationdly famous rock god?

Will B findly get into Yde? Will she have to join the army or become
adoctor to doit?

WIill B and N and Sdl go to Yde together? Isthat redly a good idea?

Will' J become afamous and untouchable supermodel or will she mess
up again and have to go to boarding schoal to escape the burn-ing stares of

passersby?

WIll N ever be unfathful to B again? If so, will he consder doing it
with me?

| know you're dying to find out. But first, please, go home and get
ome rest.

Y ou know you love me,
gossip girl



