First Sight
By Jamie M.

I saw her first in the Library. I had been hunting for a book on Geothermal Activity, when I instinctively turned my head to the side. I didn’t believe in Love at first sight, but when I saw her it felt like all my body functions suddenly froze.


She was Chinese, with long black hair tied in a simple braid, trailing down her spine. She was jumping up in an attempt to reach a book on one of the top shelves. She caught it and sat down at a table to read.


I’ve always been a shy person, and I didn’t have the gust to talk, to her. Somehow, I would find a way to meet her.


It turns out, the next time I saw her was in the student canteen. She was grabbing lunch with my fellow Geology student Chi. So, the next morning I approached Chi.

“Hi Chi,” I said a little nervously.

“Hello,” she said with a faint accent.

“Well,” I began awkwardly, “I saw you with your friend at the cafeteria earlier,”

“Jenny?”


So that was her name. I took another deep breath. “Yes. I was wondering if she would be interesting in going out with me…” I trailed off.

“Okay.” She said dismissively, “I’ll go ask her.”


I gave a sigh of relief. I had a chance to meet her now, I thought. I didn’t know if she’d say yes, but at least I had a chance.
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I was studying the new book I had gotten from the library on Elemental Physics when Chi came into the small apartment we shared.

“I’ve got news for you Jenny.” She told me as she hung up her coat.

“Hmm?” I asked absentmindedly.

“This big fat guy in my department wants to ask you out. Are you interested?”

“Are you kidding me?” I spluttered, “Why would I want to do that?”

“I’ll tell him no.”
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“Ling?” I asked.

“Hmm?” my friend asked absentmindedly.

“Chi asked her. Jade said no.”

“Sorry Phillip.” He told me, patting my back.

“Is there a way I could ask Jenny myself.” I asked hopefully, “Come on, you know her better than I do.” Ling knew more of the Chinese community at Penn State than I did.

Ling considered this. Then he spoke.”I don’t know her that well. But there is a way to meet her. Jenny likes to swim. Why don’t we start by getting you a pool pass?”

I made a face, “I hate swimming.”

Ling gave me a look, “Do you want to meet Jade or not?”


That is how I started to spend the majority of my free time, swimming at the campus pool. Sometimes I would get a call from Ling, telling me that he had seen Jade there. Then I would grab my gym bag (I learned to just keep it at the door) and speed off to swim. Often times I wouldn’t even see her. But on some rare occasions, I got to talk to her, say a few words. One of these times came on a day in October, about six months after I had started swimming.


Jenny was getting ready to dive of one of the boards. She started to run forward several times but always stopped before going in.

“Too scared?” teased Ling.

She jumped, bending into a graceful arc before splashing into the water. She came out with a smirk on her face.
“Oh, Jenny, this is Phillip.” Said Ling casually, gesturing to me. I smiled and shook her hand. As Jenny wrapped a towel around her waist, Ling asked if maybe she wanted to go out for pizza with us. She shrugged, “Why not?”
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We all sat at a table in the corner of Marzhati’s (the local pizza place), me, Ling, and Ling’s friend, Phillip. Phillip seemed nice enough. He was a geology student like Chi, it seemed. We ended up sitting next to each other, and he asked me a lot of questions. Where was I from? What was my major? Things like that. After we had eaten all our pizza and the crumbs had been swept away and he signed the check, he asked me if Chi had told me anything about him.”

“I asked her if you would be interested in going out with me sometime.” He told me, sounding a little akward. 

“Oh,” I said in recognition, “You’re the big fat guy!”

“What?”

“Never mind.”


I’m not sure what Chi was talking about. He was a little broad, and very tall. But I wouldn’t call him fat.


Sometime during the evening my hand ended up clasped in his. It felt right there, and I sensed that Phillip would be a part of my future.
