Stand-up
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Yeah, so my first girlfriend, right, she was a nice jewish girl at the ripe age of 16 and she liked to talk dirty. I was 15 at the time and I couldn't believe my luck. I met her at a summer camp for nerds. We both scored high on our SATs and so could sign up for Ancient Greek 101 over the summer for 3 weeks. At the time we were both suckers for inflected languages and post-modernist philosophy. I was in heaven.

I remember my first encounter with her was during a class activity. I mistook an gerund for a participle and she corrected me.  Oh, the shame. My face was beet-red. I couldn't meet her in the eye. I was too busy making sure my hard-on wasn't too apparent.

All I remember next was that she asked something about the similarities between Ancient Greek and Latin. The next day I eased up next to her as we were walking up the stairs to class with my 1000 page tome The world's major languages. I showed her a chart of reconstructed proto-indo-european noun endings. Her eyes lit up. Our breaths quickened. She was mine.

We owned the joint after that. We went from lunch line to lunch line in the cafeteria with our markers correcting spelling mistakes on the menus. We made up new words derived from latin and wrote them in a little notebooks, discussed their relative merits over frappachinos and tried to impress them upon unsuspecting passers-by who shot us frightened, bewildered glances before backing away slowly.

She was a beauty too. My girlfriend that is. Green eyes,golden hair, freckles. And she had a delightfully insecure way of smiling brightly and shoving her chest into people's faces while on tiptoes in order to drive home a point. And let me tell you the point drove home passing quickly through multiple stop signs and red lights. 

Now this was a camp and so there were in fact rules. Pesky rules like no peanuts, no staying up all night and no unprotected sex in the dorm rooms. Foiled, I cried to the stars, clenched fists shaking in anger. The Center for Talented Youth was the one place I could do that without getting any strange looks. 

We instead settled on the dorm laundry room for our hedonistic experiments. We'd go in there, turn the lights off and hope no one was getting a head start on their washing for the week. We'd almost make love to the the pulsating beat of the miscellaneous coinage knocking against the insides of the dryers. I say almost because it turns out we were both paranoid hypochondriacs who refused any kind of sexual intercourse without a prophylactic. Or five. We substituted the exchange of bodily fluids for imaginative laundry-room epics. Combine some very smart people, 3 weeks of intensive Homeric training, insatiable sex drives and a darkened laundry room and no wonder I can't shake the association of a sweaty threesome with a wall of stacked washing machines and six bottles of laundry detergent. 

In the end though the romance ended after a few short weeks. Specifically, 3 weeks because that was exactly how long the class was. She left for California and I was stuck in the car heading deep back into New Jersey.

But I tell you, I can't look at Strunk and White anymore without feeling strange, feral emotions. Some say that's love. Others say it's prescriptivism. All I know is that I put my feelings down on a piece of paper that I crumpled up and stuffed under the mattress of my dorm bed just before leaving. The person who finds it will know: it's true, it can happen to you.
