
They walked up East Campus drive joking about Phred and the formal.

“You mean, that Vanderbilt girl actually OD’ed?” Anise screeched, a little tipsy from her two beers.


Amina looked bored. “I’ve told you already three times! This girl…”


“What was she wearing?” Amina hounded her.

“It was a formal, I don’t know, like, maybe a dress?”


“Amina, you are hopeless.” Alma ran up to Anise and described it. “Sort of a brushed gold, short, had really nice straps, like over the boobs, where…” 
“That is so chic. Hey, Perry, did you see that girl in human sexuality? She had like, this really nice sort of faux fur skirt, I don’t know, it was very hip.”

“Anise, have you always been a clothes horse?” Alma was shocked.

“This is a new thing for our Perry. She just found out that clothes make her look hot and she’s getting ga lot of attention..”

“Perry!” Amina was now shocked.

“From a certain boy named Brian Williams the Third…”


“Perry!”


Alma stopped suddenly, “Girls! This is it!”


Boys poured out of the doors. They poured out of the windows. The night was sort of warm so the lawn was full of boys, and a few girls. Boys on bikes, boys with drinks, boys laughing, boys wrestling with other boys.


“Boys.” Amina muttered.


“Boys.” Alma said flatly.


“Oh my god, Boys!” Anise whispered harshly.


“Calvin!” Perry started threading herself through the crowd to the corner, next to the house. Alma grabbed Anise’s hand and Amina followed. Alma accidentally brushed her breasta against a boy with a U Washington tshirt, and he smiled at her, with shiny red cheeks. She made sure not to look at him. She felt someone against her and backed away, trying to keep up with Perry’s disappearing form. She could hear anise laughing behind her and she was sure Amina was making friends.

Perry stopped suddenly and Alma stopped as well, Anise bouncing against her and a swearword coming out of Amina. 


“Alma! Perry!” Calvin gestured to hug Alma and she entered his embrace. He kept her there a tad longer than she felt was necessary. 


“Hey Calvin, this is Amina, and… you know Anise.” Alma gestured to her cohorts.


“Dude, Anise, you look great.” Calvin had obviously tested the keg.


“Thanks, Calvin. Where’s hour housemate?” She awarded him with a big toothsome smile.


“Right, dude, I think Kevin walked over here.” He took her arm and walked up into the house, which was teeming with loud music. Probably a U2 style band, drums, guitar, and bass. Coming from the basement, no doubt.


Amina sidled up to Alma. “What do you think? Compare the schools! I can’t stop.”



“I know. We should find the keg.” 


Perry had already thought of that and was disappearing around in the house. They followed and soon found themselves in the back kitchen. A few bloodshot eyed guys in the clothes du monde were resting butt to counter. One of them kicked Alma’s shoe. 


“I think you’re so hot.”


“Well, thanks.” Alma turned to Amina, “Where’s the band?” She gestured with her eyes behind her to the guy who kicked her shoe.


“Yeah, wait, let’s get beer.” Amina said .They quickly grabbed the tap’s nozzle and fill up a few cups. The kitchen had this bright fluorescent light and the foot tapper boy so Alma steered Amina and Perry into the hallway. 


Amina kept walking down the stairway then turned back. “Let’s see the band.”


Perry and Amina exchanged looks. “OK, let’s see the band,” Amina mimicked.


Sure enough, three guys were playing in a shifty made-up set, something loud that sounded like a fusion style jazz. The guy at the guitar was bended over so you couldn’t see his face. Alma hopped up onto a table near the side of the wall and cradled her beer between her thihgs. Amina and Perry joined her checking out the scene. A few guys and girls were standing around bobbing their heads and shuffling. 


“Where’s the mosh pit? This sucks.” Amina stomped away. Perry jumped up on the table with Alma.


Alma spoke into her ear loudly to be heard over the noise. “So what’s up? Why is Anise so girly lately? Are you mad at her? Who is this Brian guy?”


Perry sighed, “Well, we don’t really hang out that much together, I mean, she’s got this whole sort of guy scene, she’s just different now. I’m sort of realizing we’re different, you know?”


Alma thought of her earlier analysis of her friends and their future together. “Don’t worry about it, I mean, you and her will always be friends.” Alma spied a boy checking Perry out. “This guy at your 2 o’clock is checking you out. Don’t look!”


Perry craned her head obviously and smiled at the boy.


Alma lowered her head. “You are so lame.” 


The guy approached. He was wearing some low hung dark blue slacks and a button down vintage shirt, with some pattern on it like checks or crosses or something. He leaned up against the table.

“My name’s Mark.”


“Perry.”


“You’re in my Human Sexuality class, I think.”


“Right! You were the one that answered that question today about..”



“Sexualy transmitted diseases.”


Alma almost gagged on her beer.


Perry turned to her. “He’s joking.” Perry and Mark got in a conversation about the various pluses and minuses of professor marken, and why they had both taken the class. As Alma was studying Mark, another guy came up to stand next ot him. Alma was arrested by his looks. He had black hair, hanging lightly over his forehead, wide black eyes, and a slight underbite. He had similar outfit to Mark, and even though it sounded normal and average it was very out of place in the frat party.


“Right, Perry, and, I’m sorry, I don’t know your name.” Mark extended his hand to Alma.


“Alma” She shook his hand briefly.


“Right, Alma, this is Evan.”


Evan walked around Mark to stand across from Alma. She sipped his beer and checked out the band again. Evan leaned into her to yell in her ear.


“I know these guys. They’re cool.”


“Right. I think so too.” She laughed. 


“I mean, don’t you think they’re cool?”


“Uh, yeah. I do.”


“So, like, what’s your major?”


“Oh come on! That’s the oldest line! Alright, I’ll put you out of your misery. I don’t have a major. I’m not in school.”

“You just living at your parents?”


“Um, I’m, like, a foundling.”


“A what?”


The music had reached a crescendo of sorts and embarrassed, Alma had to really yell. The music then died very quickly. 



“I’m, Like, a FOUNDLING.” Alma yelled, her eyes closed. When she opened him the small basement was full of trendy hipsters staring at her.


“Hey, let’s go upstairs!” she said in a falsetto.

Alma trucked out of the basement and Evan followed. She held her beer high thorugh the hall way and they were in a small room. It had a few big bamboo round chairs and a futon. She sat down and another couple was on the far side, on a bean bag. 
Evan sat next to her, leaning back on one arm.  “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed.”


Alma flipped her hair. “I didn’t mean to make it such a big deal, is all. I’m just sort of supposed to go back to my foster parents and I’m in denial. What major are you?” She tried to turn the tides.


“Why don’t you want to go back?”


“I asked you first.” Alma leaned her arm back too so that they were head on. He had a lanky frame and was bit taller than alma but on the futon they were head to head.


“I’m a pre-med junior. I’m from New Orleans. My given name is Evan Smith, and I like to paraglide.”


“Thank you.” Alma surprised herself by awarding him with a kiss.


When she backed out from his face he had a surprised look on his face. “Well, thank you.” His free arm briefly held onto her shoulder and she leaned back. 


“Sorry, I don’t know why I did that. You’re cute.” She put her hand over her mouth.


“No, keep it coming. Want another beer?” He got up quickly and she was on the futon alone. She looked at the other couple.


“Kirkegaard is not like Sartre. In the least.” The girl with the black, horn-rimmed glasses insisted.


The middle-eastern guy opposite her had the same glasses and a shaved head with a five o’clock stubble on it. 


“I think that you are missing my point.”


“You just don’t understand the relevance of Christianity on an existensitalist.”


Alma felt dizzy and leaned back even further. Then, realizing where she was and what she was doing, and how it would look when Evan returned, she groggily got up and headed out the door. She was confronted with the hallway, people leaning next to each other and against the wall. She headed one direction. A girl with cornrows put her face in Alma’s line of vision. “Are you in line for the bathroom?” with the music as background it sounded more like, “Awe you a witch in the bar room?” Alma responded, “No.”

She careened into another room. Briefly thinking that the beer had really taken toll, she collapsed into a chair. Next to her was Perry, necking Mark. On the bed was a boy with another boy, neither clothes nor other indicating clothing was recognizeable.

 Evan’s head popped in the door.  “There you are.” He crouched next to her. 

He handed her the beer and they talked. They talked about what it was like to go to Stanford, if she wanted to follow music, re-apply to Princeton, or go to Reed. She didn’t mention Alex but she talked about how much fun she had, and how weird the school was. He put his hand on her knee and stroked the top of her thigh. She closed her eyes and felt good. The party was still going in the same rhythm it had all night, perhaps every time this house had a party. He took her hand and they went out side, where she leaned against a building wall and kissed him, he putting his hands on her breasts and circling them, feeling her rise and fall with every deep breath. He had a small tight body on a large frame, she wondered if he did any drugs or if he just was born with this type of physique so common in heroin users. They tongued each other for a while, just examining the feeling and liking the mellowness. 

Perry ran up to her and grabbed her arm. 

“Hey, we’re going to dinah’s wanna come?” She looked at Evan and looked back at Alma unphased. Alma was embarrassed. 

“Um, I think I’ll stay. Just let me into your flat, OK?”

“Yeah, sure,” Perry ran off with Mark and Anise.

After they left, Evan whispered into her ear. “You can come back to my house.”

She gave her some room from him to talk. “So, where do you live?”

‘oh, in town. I’m 3rd year.”

“right, right.” She traced the buttons on his shirt. “I actually have a boyfriend.”

He slowly grabbed her hips and pulled them to her and pushed her against the wall. “And that is important because…”

She laughed at his insistence. “Well, it’s just that this is sort of…”

“Hmmm. Hmmm. I’m listening.” He kissed her roughly, deeply.

She broke off for a moment. “It’s just that…”

“I think you should stop talking now.”

She did, and then things got progressively worse.

Alma knocked on Perry’s door. It was 10am. 

Perry answered, groggy. She didn’t open the door all the way. 

“I’ll meet you at the café in like, an hour.”

Alma shrugged. “OK.”

She walked out into the sunshine and sat on Evan’s lap. He was sititng on the balustrade outside of Perry’s dorm. “I’m meeting her in an hour.”

“OK.” He nuzzled her neck.

“What’s your next class?”

“Loving Alma. It’s a treatise on how I can better please my Alma.”

“Oh please!” Alma looked up at the sky. Evan fingered her hickey.

“Alma! What’s this!” 

She giggled and pulled her shirt higher.

