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Truth is beautiful, without doubt; but so are lies.

Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Every Picture Tells a Story



Youve seen their faces, perfectly tanned all year-round, smiling at you from the society pages and socialite rankings. You might know their names, or you might just know theyre part of the charity-circuit crowd, spending all day at Bliss and Barneys to spend all night limo-ing from one gala to the next.

Some snapshots from their lives prove that theyre just like everyone else, only prettier and thinner:

Here are two girls at Shell Beach in St. Barts, giggling and spotting celebrities. Theyre about to take a break from a hard day in the sun by putting some time in at the Cartier store.

Oh, look, now theyre three! Back in the city and having a day of mani-pedis, these three look like they share everything from nail polish to their deepest, darkest secrets.

Ah, after a night of excitement the crew, which is five people strong now that the guys have joined them, laugh their way down Fifth Avenue. This night, like so many others, has been the Best Night Ever.

Take a closer look, though. Does that smile look a little too plastered on? Can you spot the pair whose hands keep accidentally-on-purpose brushing each other? Can you spot the pretender?

Every picture tells a story. But sometimes its hard to know what story is actually being told.
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Breakfast Is the Most Important Meal of the Day



MONDAY MORNING, ST. BARTS

Amelia Warner was settling in to eat the most delicious eggs Benedict ever. The lobster/truffle hollandaise sauce was so rich and buttery that she couldnt even bring herself to scrape it from her eggs and onto the side of her plate. The sauce was so yummy that she wanted to eat an entire hollandaise Popsicle. Amelia had decided that she would try not to think too much about the fat content of things this week. She was on vacation, after all.

Amelias brother, Zach (she preferred the more proper Zachary, although no one else called him that), was seated across the table from her, sawing into his stack of banana pancakes. He was hacking at his food as if it were a tree trunk. Highly embarrassing, even though they were the only people eating in the restaurant of the Hotel Saint-Barth Isle de France. The hotel was a five-star establishment, naturally, and arguably the most luxurious one on the island. Amelia made a mental note to give her brother an etiquette lesson once they returned to their room at their much shabbier hotel on a much shabbier part of the island.

A waiter in a tuxedo jacketthey were all wearing tuxedo jackets in this hotel, unlike at Amelias hotel, where they wore shorts andwell, she didnt know what else they wore; she preferred not to look at them (did they even bother to wear shirts? shoes?)wafted past their table. Amelia met the waiters eye and raised her empty champagne flute. St. Barts was great for so many reasonsthe fact that you never got carded not the least of them.

May I please trouble you for another one of these, sir? Amelia asked.

Mais oui, the waiter said.

Amelia closed one eye and peered down into her empty champagne flute as if she were gazing into a peephole. There seemed to be a little blue flowermaybe a violetfrozen into the ice cube. Amelia had never seen flowers in ice cubes before, and she had had her fair share of Bellinis.


Fortunately, Amelia had never had to pay for any of these Bellinis herself. She wouldnt pay for her drinks, or her breakfast, this morning, either. Amelia tried not to pay for anything if she could help it. Her plan was to charge this tab to some random room in the Hotel Saint-Barth Isle de France, and then skedaddle out of the place. Twenty-three seemed like a good room number to choose today.

Hope you enjoyed your three twenty-euro Bellinis this morning, room twenty-three! thought Amelia.

Such an easy trick, really. Amelia didnt understand why no one else seemed to do it. Amelia and Zach were old pros at this. They had skipped out on their fair share of bills before.

It helped that they were both good-looking. Being pretty, Amelia had learned, may have been about good luck and good genes, but how you worked it was all about skill. Zach stood six feet tall, and had floppy brown hair, olive-colored skin, and clear blue eyes. Tons of girls had told Amelia that they thought Zach was extremely hot, but she tried not to think about her brother in terms of sex appeal. Plenty of these same girls had also informed Amelia that they thought her brother looked just like a blue-eyed Johnny Depp, and Amelia could sort of see the resemblance, when it benefited her to do so. Mostly, though, he was just Zach to her, her little brother.


Thirteen months separated themshe was seventeen; he was sixteenalthough they resembled each other enough to sometimes call themselves twins; there was something cool, something poetic and mysterious about twins, it seemed to Amelia. People were just more interested in twins than they were in normal old boring non-twin siblings.

Amelia leaned back on her low stool and looked around the dining room, which was located outside, underneath a white canvas canopy on a deck overlooking the beach.

The restaurant had a subdued Asian feel, like Matsuri, or Koi, or one of the other cool sushi restaurants in New York. The view was of Flamands Bay. The hotel was beautiful, but not beautiful in an ostentatious wayit was so quietly classy that you would never suspect that a standard double-occupancy room started at seven hundred euros a night. But Amelia had learned, in her time with the rich and the superrich, that the more truly expensive the thing, place, or person, the more quietly classy it was bound to be.

Amelias time jumping around from boarding school to boarding school, where her father kept getting jobs (nontenured, unfortunately; that was why they had to keep moving), had really made her a snob about hotels, and lots of other things. Three years ago, when Amelia was in boarding school in Geneva (an experience that had tragically lasted only one year), she had overheard another girlshe was a Rothschild, of the actual Rothschild banking dynastysay something withering about a tourist-class hotel. That distinction had really stuck with Amelia, and she had determined never to stay in one again. From then on, Amelia had made a pact with herself that she would stay only at the Four Seasons. Barring the Four Seasons, any Ritz-Carlton would do in a pinch.

The problem, however, was that there was no way they, Amelias familyher father, her brother, and herself (their mother had left long ago)could afford the five-star treatment.

Or even the four-star treatment. Three stars, but only maybe, only if they got a really good deal.

And yet here they were, on a beginning-of-summer vacation at their dreadful tourist-class hotel.

When Amelia, her father, and Zachary checked into the room the day before, Amelia had sneered at its disgusting mauve polyester drapes and exclaimed, Ugh, I cant believe were actually staying in this hellhole!

Amelias father, a classics teacher who existed in a rarefied environment of Plutarch and Plato and tons of other dead white guys, and who didnt seem to have much of an appreciation for the finer things in life, wondered (rhetorically) how Amelia had come to develop such lofty tastes.


Yesterday their father had unpacked his bookshis Iliad, his Odyssey, his History of the Peloponnesian Warand had sat down in the scratchy mauve chair by the window and dug into some Homer or Thucydides book or other. He had brought Amelia and Zachary to St. Barts because he had a two-week job tutoring some vacationing barons kid.

As their father had prepared his private lesson, Amelia and Zachary had changed into their bathing suits and gone down to the beach outside the hotel.

It should have been fun out on the beach yesterday, but it hadnt been fun at all at first, since their side of the beach had really sucked. It didnt have cute little blue-and-white-striped umbrellas already set up, like the beach at the hotel next door had, and it didnt have blue cabanas, like the beach next door, or waiters in white tuxedos scurrying back and forth with ice-cream-colored drinks on silver trays, like, yes, the beach next door.

Amelia and Zachs side of the beach had only flabby middle-aged people lying on depressing little white bath towels, drinking screw-top bottles of Coca-Cola Light (which was what Diet Cokes were called in Europe, and St. Barts was indeed Europe, sort of). A few of the fatter women were topless, which was just unbelievably gross. Why was it that the older and nastier people always seemed so willing to go nude in public? Amelia supposed she had to applaud their self-confidence, butick.

Amelia and Zach didnt even last ten minutes on their beach. The sand was hot on their bare feet as they ran past the beach next door over to the Hotel Saint-Barth Isle de France, a few lots down. Amelia told a tuxedoed attendant a bogus room number (twelve), and the attendant helped Amelia and Zach get settled in folding chairs underneath an umbrella. Amelia drank four champagne cocktails (thanks, room twelve). Zach had two beers.

She loved how trusting everybody was here. That kind of openness was a quality Amelia truly treasured in people.

Now, at brunch, the waiter set Amelias new Bellini down on the table. He asked something in French, but neither Amelia nor her brother had any clue what he was saying. So they just nodded their heads and grinned fiercely until he left.

Amelia could feel footfalls, multiple ones, on the floorboards of the restaurant deck. She and Zach didnt have the restaurant to themselves anymore. Oh well, it had been nice while it had lasted.

Amelia turned to see an extremely attractive family getting situated in the corner banquette two tables over. There was a mother, a father, and a girl about Amelias age. The mother, who looked exactly like Blythe Danner, was wearing an Oscar de la Renta (Amelia was a genius at identifying designers) sarong of a dusty periwinkle shade. The father was tall and distinguished-looking, and had a shock of thick salt-and-pepper hair. He looked like an actor tooa character actor, someone who was facile with accents, and won all sorts of prestigious awards. The daughter was tall and golden, and wearing oversize Prada sunglasses that made her tiny, perfect face look sort of antlike (but in a good way).

Once the waiter pulled the table back, the mother slid into the white banquette, then the girl, then the father. There was something familiar about them. Amelia was sure shed seen them before.

Isnt that, Zach asked, talking with his mouth full of banana pancake, Courtney Moore?

Zach upended some more maple syrup from the pewter pourer onto what was left of his pancakes. He had used just about the whole container of syrup.

Amelia slid her Christian Dior sunglasses up on top of her head. She got a better look at them.

Oh my God. It was Courtney Moore, the heiress to the Moore Organic Hand Sanitizer fortune. And those were her parents, the actual Moores. Amelia had probably squirted her stank hands (and other stank body parts) with Moore Organic Hand Sanitizer for, like, a decade! How could Amelia have lived without it? (She was very into personal hygiene.) Immediately the Moore motto lodged itself in Amelias head: Clean hands, clean world.

It was so unlike Zach to spot a celebrity, or a semi-celebrity, or whatever Courtney was, before Amelia did. Amelia wondered vaguely if she was losing her touch.

Shes really pretty, Zach said in a tone of wonder. His blue eyes were very wide.

Amelia didnt officially know Courtney, of course, but everyone knew who Courtney Moore was. The Times Style section had recently done a piece about herwell, it wasnt only about her; it was about the next generation of New York socialites. Vogue, Harpers Bazaar, and Style. com ran pictures of her all the time.

Amelia knew all the important things about Courtney. She knew that Courtney lived in a palatial apartment on Eighty-second Street with Central Park views. She knew that Courtney was practically on the board of the Metropolitan Museum of Art already. She knew that Courtney had gotten a front-row seat next to Anna Wintour at the Marc Jacobs show last fall.

Amelia also knew that Courtney had a Cavalier King Charles spaniel named Peekabooin the interview in Vogue, Courtney called Peekaboo her best friend and said that she didnt trust people who werent dog people. Amelia knew Courtney was a junior at Hawthorne Academy, an exclusive all-girls private school on the Upper East Side.

It was kind of embarrassing and horrible, Amelia thought, that her head, her brilliant head, was stuffed with these kinds of useless facts.

Amelia knew all about Hawthorne: her father had long nursed a grudge against the school because he could never even get an interview there. They wouldnt even see him for an interview. How humiliating was that?

Life could just make you very mad sometimes, if you let it.

But when life handed you lemons, as the old saying went, all you could do was make lemonade.

Amelia dipped the tines of her fork into the hollandaise sauce on the plate. She licked her fork delicately, almost flirtatiously. She made eye contact with Courtneys father.

Id highly recommend the lobster/truffle eggs Benedict, she said, projecting her voice across the deck. Its the most delicious thing. I could eat my way out of a bucket of it!

Courtneys father smiled politely, and smoothed out his Wall Street Journal in front of him.

The food here really is extraordinary, Courtneys mother said, addressing Amelia. She went back to reading her menu. You simply cant go wrong with any dish on the menu. Last night, we had the most divine ahi tuna in a triple-reduction wine sauce.

Talk of food was nice, but Amelia needed to engage with the Moores on a more personal level. Amelia had learned that if you wanted people to like you initially, you had to talk about things that you had in common, rather than about neutral topics like food.

Amelia removed her cell phone from her Mulberry bag. She typed furiously, although the words were gibberish.

Amelia said loudly, dramatically, Oh, Zachary, I miss our little doggy so much! I keep hoping that the sitter will text me and tell us how he is.

Amelias family didnt have a dog, of course; they moved around too much, from school to school, from state to state, from continent to continent.

And then Amelia said, almost conspiratorially, as if she were letting the Moores in on a big life secret, I have a little Cavalier King Charles spaniel. His name is Razzmatazz, and hes the absolute love of my life!

Razzmatazz was a totally spontaneous name choice. It had not been a good one.

What a lovely coincidence, Courtneys mother said. Our dear Peekaboo is a Cav too!

Well, Amelia said, I dont trust people who arent dog people, you know.

Zachary kicked Amelias shins underneath the low table. Amelia kicked Zacharys shins back.

Then Amelia started talking about dog breeds with Courtneys mother.

You two arent traveling alone, are you? Courtney asked, finally joining the conversation.

Mission accomplished.

Oh no, no, Amelia told her. Daddy is back in the room, talking to his broker.

This time Zach kicked Amelias shin so hard that it almost brought tears to her eyes.

What room are you staying in? Courtney asked, and then looked stricken by her own question.

Twenty-three, Amelia said.

This is our last gasp before adulthood, Zach added quickly, no doubt trying to step on Amelias reply before they could hear it in its entirety. Its our last vacation before we start at Brown at the end of August.

Good old Zach. Amelia reached underneath the tablecloth and patted her brothers knee. She had taught him well. Actually, they had no idea what they were doing in Septembertheir father was still interviewing for lecturer jobs at various private schools. Amelia would be a senior and Zach a junior. Whatever they ended up doing, Amelia hoped to God that they got out of their apartment in ghastly Vespasian, New Hampshire.

Courtneys Blythe Dannerlookalike mother said, We know so many lovely people at Brown, dont we, Jonathan? And then she asked Amelia and Zach, Would you care to join us for breakfast?

You two are twins, then? Courtneys father asked.

We are twins, Amelia said. And wed love to join you for breakfast.

Amelia and Zachary exchanged glances. Amelia licked the last of her hollandaise sauce from her fork daintily, gingerly, as if it were a weapon. They stood and walked over to the Moores table, smiling.
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