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The sky above Mapo changed without warning.

All afternoon the summer sun had been relentless, pressing down on the district's rooftops and baking the asphalt until the air above the pavement shimmered and bent. Yoon Sol-ah had felt it through the windows of her tutoring session, that particular quality of summer heat that made concentration feel like swimming, the kind that collected behind your knees and in the crook of your elbow and generally made everything difficult except sitting very still and wishing for autumn.

She had not been sitting still. She had been trying to remember the chain rule, which her notes described in language that seemed specifically designed to discourage understanding.

By four-thirty, her instructor had released them with a half-hearted reminder about problem sets, and Sol-ah had walked out into the Hongik Station neighborhood with her blue canvas backpack slung over one shoulder and a cold barley tea in her hand, feeling the moderate relief of someone who has survived something unpleasant without significant injury.

The street outside the tutoring center was the kind of street that gave Mapo its particular character, a narrow corridor lined with cafés that changed their menu boards seasonally, small bakeries where the smell of red bean paste drifted out into the afternoon, clothing stores with their racks pushed halfway onto the sidewalk. Sol-ah had walked this particular stretch so many times that she navigated it by habit, stepping around the bicycle always locked to the second telephone pole, avoiding the uneven flagstone in front of the florist.

She was humming, quietly and slightly off-key, a song she'd heard on the radio during the session. She was thinking, with perhaps more attention than the matter deserved, about whether to take the bus or walk to her grandmother's house, where she was expected for dinner. She was holding her barley tea at a slight angle without noticing.

She was not thinking about rain.

The first drops were so light that she barely registered them. The sky had been doing something strange for the past twenty minutes, the blue draining out of it, the white clouds going grey at their edges, but she had not paid this sufficient attention. The drops came fast after that, with the particular violence of summer rain that has been withheld for hours: heavy, immediate, and total.

Around her, the street reorganized itself within seconds. People who had been walking unhurriedly broke into quick steps and then outright running. Umbrellas appeared from nowhere. A woman in a linen blazer covered her head with a document folder and made for a covered bus stop at speed. Two high school boys laughed too loudly about something as they ducked under an awning, the way people laugh when they're slightly scared and don't want to show it.

Sol-ah made a noise that was not quite a word and broke into a jog.

Her options were limited. The tutoring center was behind her and she'd lost the key card that opened the lobby door after hours. The café nearest to her had a line out the door already, other refugees from the sudden weather crowding toward its shelter. She could see a minimarket at the end of the block, a small place with a glass front and a narrow plastic canopy over the entrance, the sign's blue and white lettering faded enough to suggest it had been there for many years, and she ran for it with the focused energy of someone whose alternative was getting completely soaked.

She made it under the canopy just as the rain shifted from heavy to what could only be described as emphatic. It hit the plastic above her head with a sound like sustained applause. The street in front of the minimarket was already flowing, water finding the channels along the curbing and moving with surprising speed. She could feel the spray reaching her shoes, cold and insistent.

Sol-ah pressed her back against the wall beside the door and caught her breath. Her hair was wet at the crown and along her right shoulder, the shoulder the strap had not covered. She wiped her face with the back of her hand.

"That escalated," she said, to no one.

She looked up the street and then down it. No sign of the rain stopping. The sky over the Han River, visible in the gap between buildings at the far end of the block, was the color of old pewter.

She had been standing there for perhaps forty seconds when she became aware that she was not alone under the canopy.

He was on the other side of the entrance door, standing with his back to the wall as she was standing with her back to hers. He wore a high school uniform, dark grey trousers, white shirt, a navy tie loosened just slightly at the collar, the way a person loosens a tie after a long day when they've decided the effort of full formality is no longer warranted. His school bag was black. The book he was holding was thick enough to be a reference text of some kind, encased in a clear protective cover. His other hand held his phone, but the screen was dark and his thumb wasn't moving; he was holding it the way you hold something when your hands need to be doing something even though your mind is elsewhere.

Sol-ah looked at his face and felt an odd stillness settle in her, the way a room feels when someone has just stopped speaking and left a sentence unfinished.

It was not an expressive face. There was nothing remarkable about its individual features, a clean structure, dark eyes, the slightly guarded look of someone who had learned, early and thoroughly, to keep their face neutral. But there was something in the set of it. Not coldness, exactly, though it looked like that from a certain angle. More like a kind of exhaustion that had gone on long enough to become the baseline. He was looking at the rain with the patient attention of someone who had ceased expecting it to stop.

Sol-ah was not, as a general rule, capable of sitting with unexplained silence for very long.

"It really came on fast," she said.

He turned his head. Not startled, he'd clearly known she was there, but with the slightly delayed acknowledgment of someone returning from a long distance. He looked at her for a moment, then gave a small nod and returned his gaze to the street.

She waited a beat. The rain continued its performance on the canopy.

"I wasn't carrying an umbrella," she added. "Obviously."

Nothing.

She looked out at the street as well. A delivery scooter moved carefully through the water, its engine too loud in the sudden relative quiet of the awning. A couple across the road had flattened themselves under the overhang of a shoe shop and were laughing about something, leaning into each other. A convenience store worker appeared briefly in the doorway of a place two buildings down, looked at the sky with professional resignation, and went back inside.

Sol-ah shifted her weight and stepped back to avoid a curl of spray that came around the edge of the canopy. The movement brought her slightly closer to him, though there was still a full arm's length of space between them. He didn't step away.

"Probably going to be a while," she said.

He glanced at her again. There was something in the glance that wasn't quite annoyance and wasn't quite interest, something held carefully in the middle. Then he looked at his book, though she had the distinct impression he was not actually reading.

She looked at the rain. She thought about her grandmother's kitchen and the particular smell of the soup that would be waiting. She thought about the problem set due Thursday. She thought about the song she'd been humming and could now only remember the melody of, not the words. She counted the droplets tracking down the glass front of the minimarket.

She was not good at waiting.

Thirteen minutes passed. She knew because she checked her phone twice and the second time she thought, it's been thirteen minutes. The rain showed no intention of reconsidering. The street had committed entirely to its temporary life as a waterway.

Then he moved.

It was a simple movement, he shifted his school bag forward on his shoulder and reached into it. She watched without exactly meaning to. He produced a compact umbrella, black and plain, the folding kind, the sensible kind. He held it for a moment, looking at the street, and then he turned and held it out to her.

She stared at it.

"That's yours," she said.

"I live nearby." His voice was low and even. "You look like you're going farther."

"How do you know how far I'm going?"

He didn't answer this. He kept the umbrella extended toward her with the patience of someone who has made a decision and does not intend to debate it.

Sol-ah looked at him, at the umbrella, then back at him. He was watching her with that same careful neutrality. Not waiting for gratitude, she realized. Just waiting for her to take it.

"You'll get wet," she said.

"It's not far."

She didn't fully understand why she believed him, but she did. She took the umbrella.

He was already stepping out from under the canopy before she could say anything else. The rain hit his shoulders and his hair immediately, darkening the grey of his uniform, but he walked without hurrying or reacting, as though he had simply factored this outcome into his calculations and found it acceptable. At the corner he turned right and disappeared.

Sol-ah stood holding the umbrella.

It was a perfectly ordinary umbrella. Black nylon, eight ribs, a simple curved handle. There was a faint smell to it, soap, or fabric softener, something clean and impersonal. She turned it in her hands. The rain continued. A bus hissed past on the flooded street, sending a small wave over the curb.

She opened it, stepped out from under the canopy, and walked.

The umbrella kept her dry. The rain was still coming hard, still loud against the nylon above her, but under it she moved through it rather than through all of it. She walked the fourteen minutes to her grandmother's house in Mapo thinking about a boy whose name she did not know, who had watched the same rain without complaint and handed her his umbrella before she could figure out how to thank him.

Her grandmother, when Sol-ah arrived, took one look at her expression and said, "What happened?"

"Nothing," Sol-ah said. "I got caught in the rain."

"You're smiling."

"I'm just glad to be inside."

Her grandmother made a small sound of polite disbelief and went back to the kitchen.

Sol-ah stood in the entryway and closed the umbrella carefully, pressing the water from the nylon in the methodical way her grandmother had taught her years ago. She leaned it against the wall next to the door.

She didn't know why she was so careful with it. It wasn't hers.

Summer shortened itself, as it always did, into the last hot weeks of August. The tutoring sessions continued. The problem sets accumulated. Sol-ah kept the black umbrella in the corner of her room, she had meant to figure out how to return it, but you couldn't return something to a person whose name you didn't have, and the neighborhood of Mapo was not small.

She thought about him more than she would have expected. Not constantly. Just at odd moments: when it rained, obviously, but also at other times. When she was on the bus and the light was doing something interesting through the window. When she saw someone reading alone in a café and experienced the brief impression of recognition that turned out to be nothing. She would think about his face and the way he had stood in the rain without bracing against it, and then she would think about something else.

She didn't tell Ji-woo. Ji-woo would make it into something, and it wasn't something yet. It was just a person she'd encountered once, briefly, under a canopy in the rain.

She told herself this with some regularity.

The first day of the new semester arrived in late August with a sky so blue it seemed almost theatrical after the grey weeks that had preceded it. Sol-ah stood outside the gates of Gangnam High School and thought, as she did every year, that the grounds had managed to look both larger and more familiar than she'd remembered. The main building was cream-colored brick with large windows that caught the morning light. The trees along the front path were beginning, almost imperceptibly, to turn at their edges, just a suggestion of yellow in the green, the season's first hesitation.

Ji-woo was waiting at the gate.

Song Ji-woo had been Sol-ah's closest friend since their first year, and she looked exactly as she always looked: shoulder-length hair tied back with particular neatness, glasses that sat very straight on her face, an expression of mild alert readiness that suggested she was already aware of several things Sol-ah had not noticed yet. She was carrying a water bottle and had her phone out, which was more or less her resting state.

"You're two minutes late," Ji-woo said, not accusingly. Just noting.

"The bus was slow," Sol-ah said. "My hair's doing that thing."

"What thing?"

"The frizzy thing. From all the rain."

Ji-woo assessed this. "It looks fine."

"It's not fine."

"It's fine."

They fell into step together through the gate and up the path toward the main entrance. Around them, the year's returning students moved in clusters, some looking purposeful, some looking like they hadn't quite woken up yet, a few standing near the notice boards in the way that indicated they were less interested in the boards themselves than in appearing to have a reason to stand near them.

"New class assignments are up," Ji-woo said, tilting her head toward the main board near the entrance. "I already checked."

"You checked from home."

"The school posts them online the night before. It's efficient."

Sol-ah laughed. "And?"

"I'm in class two. You're in class three." Ji-woo's expression conveyed the mild resignation of someone who had accepted an outcome they couldn't change and moved on to logistics. "Same floor, at least."

They joined the press of students near the main notice board anyway. The lists were printed in small type, pages of them, organized by class and year. Sol-ah found her name near the top of the third-year, class three list and scanned the rest of it with the half-attention she usually gave to things that mostly confirmed what she already knew.

She was about to turn away when her eye caught something near the bottom of the list, a notation that was slightly different from the others, two small characters in parentheses, a designation she recognized.

Transfer student.

The name beside the notation was Han Yu-jun.

She looked at the name for a moment, then looked away, then looked at it again, which she recognized even as she was doing it as a behavior consistent with Ji-woo's teasing theories about the past summer. She said nothing about it. She turned away from the board.

"Ready?" Ji-woo asked.

"Yes," Sol-ah said. "Let's go."

Class three was assigned a room on the second floor with windows that faced directly out onto the school's basketball court. It was a good room, Sol-ah decided, good light, good sightlines, the particular advantage of being able to watch the court during the moments when watching the board became too much.

She chose a seat near the window. This was not calculated. She had always preferred window seats; she liked the way the light came in from the side, the way it changed over the course of a morning. Her mother sometimes said she had the attention habits of a photographer, which Sol-ah took as a compliment even when it wasn't meant as one.

The classroom filled gradually. She recognized most of her classmates from the previous year, the usual reshuffling of seating arrangements, a few people who had been in her orbit now somewhat closer, a few who had drifted further. The air in the room carried that first-day smell, new notebooks, someone's too-strong detergent, the particular anticipatory energy of a year not yet made difficult by itself.

Mr. Choi arrived at eight-fifteen, which was when he always arrived, carrying a folder and the slightly burdened look of a teacher who had been doing this long enough to have seen every possible configuration of class dynamic and remained professionally committed to optimism regardless. He was a patient man with thick glasses and a voice that sat at the exact right volume for a classroom, loud enough to reach the back, quiet enough to avoid commanding more attention than the words required.

He set his folder on the desk, looked at the room with the brief survey of someone taking attendance without the attendance sheet, and said, "Before we begin, we have a new student this year. Transfer student. Please make him feel welcome."

He looked toward the door.

It opened.

Sol-ah had not been staring at the door. She had been looking at her desk, straightening the notebook she'd just taken out, aligning it with the edge. She looked up because everyone else did, and because she was curious in the general way she was always curious about new things.

The boy who walked in was wearing the school's dark grey uniform with the navy tie, the same as every other boy in the room.

The tie was loosened, just slightly, at the collar.

Sol-ah went very still.

He walked to the front of the room with a kind of unhurried calm that managed to be different from confidence without being its opposite, more like someone who had learned to move through rooms full of watching eyes without letting the watching eyes matter. He stood at the front and looked at the class the way he had looked at the rain: steadily, without expectation.

"Han Yu-jun," he said. "I look forward to working with you all this year."

His voice was the same. Low. Even. Exactly the same.

The class applauded in the light, obligatory way classes applaud for things like this, and several people near the front said things that Sol-ah didn't register because she was experiencing a very specific combination of shock and something she could not immediately name. Her hand, she noticed, was resting flat on her notebook. She had been pressing it down without being aware of it.

He was in her class.

The boy from the canopy, the boy with the umbrella and the exhausted eyes and the willingness to walk into the rain without complaint, he had apparently transferred to Gangnam High School and been placed in her specific class out of, she assumed, all available classes.

Mr. Choi indicated an empty seat in the middle rows. Han Yu-jun walked to it. He passed within three meters of Sol-ah's window seat, moving without looking at her, or at anyone in particular.

She watched him sit down. Watched him open his bag, place his notebooks in front of him with an efficiency that looked practiced, align them with the edge of the desk.

He hadn't recognized her.

She wasn't sure why this bothered her, except that she had spent two months occasionally thinking about him, and apparently those two months had moved through him as smoothly as rain moving through a gutter and leaving no trace.

She turned back to the window. The basketball court was empty. The trees along the path were doing their thing with the light.

The first weeks of a new year had a particular texture, all the machinery of routine being rebuilt from scratch, new schedules, different seating, the strange work of reconstituting familiar relationships in unfamiliar configurations. Sol-ah threw herself into it with her usual energy, which was considerable.

But she kept noticing him.

This was not a choice she made deliberately. Han Yu-jun was simply visible in the way that certain things become visible once you've learned to notice them, the way a word you've just learned starts appearing in everything you read. He sat in the middle rows and paid attention in the exact way that suggested he was capable of paying attention when he chose to, and not paying attention when he didn't, and had made his peace with this distinction. He wrote neatly. He didn't volunteer answers, but when called on, his answers were complete and occasionally revealed that he had understood something with more depth than the question had required.

He ate lunch alone. He went to the library during the second half of the lunch break. He walked to his seat each morning without greeting anyone, not with hostility but with a quality of absence, as though he had simply not yet determined whether this environment warranted participation.

During the second week, at the start of morning homeroom, Sol-ah gathered herself and walked over to his desk during the few minutes before Mr. Choi arrived.

"Hi," she said.

He looked up from his book. His expression did not change significantly, but something shifted in it, a slight refocusing, the way eyes adjust when something comes into range.

"You don't remember me," she said.

He looked at her for a moment. Something moved across his face, not recognition, exactly, but the precursor to it, a kind of reaching.

"Minimarket," he said. "The rain."

"Yes." She felt something release in her chest, some tension she hadn't realized she'd been carrying. "Yes. Mapo, in July. You gave me your umbrella."

He nodded once, as though this information had been filed and confirmed.

"I'm Yoon Sol-ah. I'm in this class. I've had your umbrella for two months." She hesitated. "I wanted to return it, but I didn't know how to find you."

"Keep it," he said. He looked back at his book with the matter-of-fact finality of someone closing a chapter.

Sol-ah did not move. She had a quality, which Ji-woo had documented in several contexts, of not perceiving closed doors as closed unless they were also locked and possibly barricaded.

She pulled out the chair across from his desk, the one belonging to a boy named Kim who hadn't arrived yet, and sat in it.

He looked up again.

"I'm your classmate now," she said, which was self-evident and therefore functioned as a different kind of statement altogether. "I'm Yoon Sol-ah. We met, but we didn't actually meet."

He regarded her. She had the distinct impression of being assessed and found unusual, though whether unusual was a problem remained unclear.

"Han Yu-jun," he said.

"I know. Mr. Choi introduced you."

A pause.

"Pleased to meet you," she started to say, then caught herself. Old habit. "Nice to meet you," she finished. "Properly."

Something at the corner of his mouth moved. It was brief and she wasn't entirely certain it had happened, but she was fairly certain.

"Nice to meet you," he said.

Mr. Choi's footsteps sounded in the hallway.

Sol-ah stood up, returned Kim's chair to its precise position, and went back to the window seat. She sat down, opened her notebook, uncapped her pen.

She did not look back at him.

She did not need to.

Outside, the trees along the school path were shedding the last of their summer green, the first faint gold beginning to take hold. The basketball court below was filling with boys who had arrived early. The morning light came through the window at the angle she liked, slanted and warm, the particular quality of late summer light that still has heat in it but has started to remember what winter is.

It was going to be, Sol-ah thought, a long year.

She wrote the date in the top corner of her notebook page.

She was already looking forward to it.
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The club sign-up sheets went up on the notice boards the Thursday of the first week, and Ji-woo appeared at Sol-ah's desk during the lunch break holding a printed schedule with the expression of someone who has already made a decision and is now managing the communication of it.

"Broadcasting and Documentation," Ji-woo said, setting the paper on Sol-ah's desk. "This year. Both of us."

Sol-ah looked at the schedule. She had been eating a triangle kimbap, and she held it in suspension halfway to her mouth while she read.

The club had been Ji-woo's territory since their first year. Sol-ah had visited occasionally, to help carry equipment for school events, once to stand in the back of a recording session and watch Ji-woo and two seniors edit footage on a machine that looked older than any of them. She had thought, at various points, that it seemed interesting. She had also thought it seemed like the kind of thing she'd be bad at in ways that would be obvious and embarrassing to everyone.

"I don't know anything about cameras," Sol-ah said.

"That's why it's called learning." Ji-woo took the paper back, folded it, and put it in her own bag with the finality of someone filing a completed form. "I already put both our names down."

Sol-ah put the kimbap in her mouth. "You put my name down?"

"Provisionally."

"What does that mean?"

"It means you can say no if you want to look at me like that."

Sol-ah chewed, considered, and did not say no. Ji-woo had a talent for identifying things Sol-ah wanted before Sol-ah had fully arrived at wanting them. It was occasionally irritating and more often simply accurate.

"Fine," Sol-ah said.

"Good." Ji-woo sat down in the empty chair across from her. "Also, he's eating alone again."

Sol-ah knew without turning around who she was talking about. She had not been watching Han Yu-jun eat lunch. She had simply been, intermittently, aware of his general location in the cafeteria the way you are aware of something that generates a small but consistent disturbance in the background of your attention.

"I noticed," Sol-ah said.

"He has a book."

"He always has a book."

Ji-woo considered this with the precise thoughtfulness she brought to most things. "Have you talked to him again since the first week?"

"A little." Sol-ah pulled apart the wrapper of a second kimbap. "He doesn't say much."

"That could mean a lot of things."

"It could."

"Have you asked him to eat with us?"

Sol-ah looked at her.

"I'm just asking," Ji-woo said.

"No," Sol-ah said. "Not yet."

The not yet sat between them. Ji-woo, to her credit, did not pursue it. She pulled out her own lunch, a bento her mother packed on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and began sorting through it with the methodical attention she gave to food inventory, which was to say more attention than most people gave to most things.

Sol-ah ate her kimbap and did not look across the cafeteria. She thought about the club sign-up, and about cameras, and about things she might be bad at in ways she hadn't yet discovered.

The Broadcasting and Documentation Club met in a room at the end of the third-floor corridor, the kind of room that had accumulated its purpose over many years and showed it: cables coiled on wire hooks along one wall, a monitor with a smudge on the upper left corner that no one had managed to remove, two desktop computers with editing software that loaded slowly and crashed inconsistently, a corkboard dense with schedules and notes left by previous club generations. The room smelled like electronics and the particular staleness of spaces that get used in short concentrated bursts and then left closed.

Sol-ah liked it immediately.

Ms. Han was the club's faculty advisor, a young teacher who wore her hair pulled back and had a way of listening to students that suggested genuine interest rather than performance. She ran the first meeting of the year with efficient warmth, going through the year's projects, the club's responsibilities for documenting school events, the equipment available to them, and the basic norms of the room in about twenty minutes. She had the unsentimental competence of someone who respected other people's time.

There were eight members in the club, counting Sol-ah and Ji-woo: four returning members who moved around the room with the confidence of prior ownership, and two other new students who sat near the door and looked like they were still evaluating whether they'd made the right decision.

At the end of the formal portion, Ms. Han gestured toward the shelving unit along the back wall. "Take a look at what we have. You're welcome to handle the equipment carefully. If you have questions, the returning members can walk you through the basics."

The equipment ranged from a proper video camera on a tripod, the school's official recording setup for events, to a collection of older devices that had clearly been there for some time. Ji-woo went directly to the official setup and began examining its connections with the focus of someone who has been thinking about this for several days.

Sol-ah drifted toward the back shelf.

Most of what was there was nondescript, cables, microphone accessories, a bag of batteries, but on the lowest shelf, half-hidden behind a cardboard box of blank DVDs, sat a camcorder. It was compact and boxy, black with silver trim at the edges, the silver dulled to a matte grey from years of handling. A piece of masking tape on the back, written in faded blue marker, said Club Property, handle with care. The casing was scuffed along one corner. The hand strap was intact.

Sol-ah picked it up.

It was heavier than she expected and lighter than she expected, both at once, dense in the way that old electronics are dense, with the weight of materials that were not yet designed to be minimized.

"That one still works," said a voice behind her.

Ms. Han had come to stand at Sol-ah's shoulder. She looked at the camcorder with the mild affection of a teacher regarding something that has outlasted several cohorts of students.

"It's old," Sol-ah said.

"Mid-2000s." Ms. Han took it briefly from Sol-ah's hands, checked the latch of the tape compartment, and handed it back. "Some of the alumni used it extensively. The footage has a particular quality, a little warm, a little soft around the edges. Not high definition by any modern standard. But when you watch it, things look like memories rather than recordings." She paused. "Some people prefer that."

Sol-ah turned the camcorder over in her hands. There was a lens cap attached by a thin cord that had clearly been repaired at some point with electrical tape. The viewfinder was small, the kind you had to hold up to your eye rather than watch on a screen.

"Can I use it?" she asked.

"That's what it's here for," Ms. Han said.

She brought it to school the following Monday, charged and loaded with a fresh tape, Ji-woo had found the right format in a hardware store near the school without being asked, which was the sort of thing Ji-woo did. Sol-ah carried it in a small padded bag she'd found in her closet, a bag her mother had used for a point-and-shoot camera years ago that no longer existed but whose bag had survived.

The first thing she recorded was the hallway outside the club room, mostly by accident, she'd been testing the viewfinder, trying to understand the relationship between what she saw through it and what would actually appear on tape, and she pressed the record button without intending to. She got forty seconds of the corridor's green linoleum floor and the bottom third of the lockers before she noticed the red light blinking.

She kept the recording anyway.

Over the following two weeks, she developed a rough practice, nothing disciplined, nothing with a plan. She carried the camcorder to school in the mornings and filmed things when they seemed worth filming. She filmed the cafeteria from near the serving counter, the particular organized chaos of three hundred students eating in a space designed for two-fifty. She filmed the club room when Ji-woo was in there working, Ji-woo's hands moving over equipment with the automatic fluency of someone who thinks better when her hands have a task. She filmed the window at the end of the second-floor corridor, which faced west and caught the afternoon light in a way that made the dust in the air visible and briefly beautiful.

She was learning what the camera liked. This was what it felt like to her, not that she was choosing what to film, but that she was in a conversation with the device about what it wanted to notice.

Ms. Han stopped her once in the corridor and looked at the footage on the small screen. She watched it without comment, then handed the camera back. "You're filming people when everyone else films events," she said. "That's a different kind of eye." She walked on.

Sol-ah thought about this for the rest of the day.

It was Ji-woo who noticed first.

They were in the club room on a Wednesday afternoon, Ji-woo at the editing computer reviewing that week's footage for the school's internal broadcast, Sol-ah sitting at the adjacent desk rewinding and spot-checking her own tapes. Ji-woo stopped the playback.

"Come look at this," she said.

Sol-ah came around the desk. On the monitor was a frame she recognized, the basketball court, filmed from the second-floor corridor window at the end of lunch break. She'd shot it on Friday, a few minutes before the bell. Students were out on the court, some playing, some just standing at the edges in the way people stand when they're not sure whether to commit to something.

And on one of the benches along the sideline, visible in the background, slightly out of focus but clearly identifiable, was Han Yu-jun. He was reading. He was always reading. But there was something in the framing, the way Sol-ah had unknowingly centered the shot, the way the background figures moved while he stayed still, that made him the subject even though she hadn't intended him to be.

Ji-woo looked at Sol-ah.

"I was filming the court," Sol-ah said.

"You were filming him."

"I was filming the court. He was on the bench."

"Sol-ah."

"What?"

"This is the third tape. He's in eleven frames across the three tapes. I counted."

Sol-ah looked at the monitor. She could feel the specific quality of embarrassment that comes not from having done something wrong but from having done something true.

"I didn't do it deliberately," she said.

"I know," Ji-woo said. "That's what makes it interesting."

She said it without malice, and without the teasing energy she usually brought to observations about Sol-ah's attention. She said it the way she said things when she was thinking rather than performing, and Sol-ah, for that reason, did not deflect it.

"He's just, " Sol-ah started.

"I know," Ji-woo said again, and went back to the editing software.

The understanding Sol-ah was developing, slowly and with some resistance, was this: she was curious about Han Yu-jun in a way that was not general curiosity. It was specific. It was the kind of curious that noticed which days he looked more tired than others, that registered when his tie was slightly more loosened than usual, that recognized the particular quality of his attention when someone said something that interested him, a very slight shift in the angle of his head, nothing more than that.

She was not sure what to do with this. She was sixteen, and the available templates for what to do with this were not, in her estimation, especially useful.

What she did was continue to talk to him.

This required persistence, because he did not make it easy. Not through hostility, he was never hostile, but through a quality of reserve that functioned like a politely locked door. You could see the room through the glass, but entry required a specific kind of patience that Sol-ah had not known she possessed until she discovered it was apparently available for this purpose.

She brought him a carton of banana milk one morning. This was the kind of thing she did for people she liked, but she had not previously done it for someone who had not yet demonstrated that they wanted her to like them. He accepted it with evident confusion, which she found both amusing and telling.

"You're always reading in the morning before homeroom," she said, by way of explanation. "I thought you might want something."

He looked at the carton. "Why banana?"

"It's good. Everyone likes banana milk." She sat down in the chair across from his desk. "You're not a morning person."

"I sleep adequately."

"That's not what I said." She watched him. "You look more awake after lunch than in the morning. And before homeroom you always finish whatever you were reading before you put the book away, even if the bell's already rung, which means you're not fully in the room yet."

A pause. He was looking at her with the expression he got when she said something that caught him slightly off-guard, a quality of suspension, like a calculation being revised.

"You pay attention to things," he said.

"People do, mostly." She shrugged. "You just usually pay attention to different things than I do."

He opened the banana milk, which she took as a reasonable response.

It was Min-jae who complicated things, in the way Min-jae complicated most things, which was by making them more alive.

Kang Min-jae had been Sol-ah's friend since middle school in the particular way that certain friendships exist without requiring maintenance, the kind where you can go two weeks without speaking and then fall immediately back into the same register, no adjustment needed. He was tall and broadly built with a perpetually lopsided smile and the gift of making a room feel like it was glad he'd arrived. He had transferred to Gangnam High at the start of the year too, though from a school in the same district, and was in a different class from Sol-ah and Yu-jun.

He found Yu-jun the way a large, warm-natured person finds someone who is trying very hard to be invisible, which is inevitably.

"The new transfer student," Min-jae announced one afternoon, appearing at Sol-ah's desk during afternoon break. "In class three."

"He's been in class three for three weeks," Sol-ah said.

"I know. I've been assessing the situation." Min-jae dropped into the adjacent seat with the boneless ease of someone who had never been physically uncomfortable. "He's in the computer room during the free period. Did you know that?"

"I didn't, no."

"He's doing something complicated. I looked over his shoulder for about thirty seconds and understood zero of it." Min-jae said this without apparent embarrassment. "So he's good at computers."

"He's good at most things, from what I can tell."

"He also had a book on his desk that I recognized from my older brother's university collection. He's reading university-level material. In his free time." Min-jae shook his head with the respect of someone acknowledging a standard they have no intention of meeting. "I said hi."

"How did that go?"

"He said hi back. Kind of like a person who says hi out of politeness and then waits for you to go away. But I didn't go away, and then we ended up talking about a game I mentioned, and it turned out he'd read about it online. So we talked about that for a while." Min-jae looked thoughtful. "He's interesting."

"I know," Sol-ah said.

Min-jae looked at her. He had the social intelligence of someone who has spent his whole life paying attention to other people, and he was very good at reading the gap between what Sol-ah said and what she meant.

"Ah," he said.

"Don't."

"I didn't say anything."

"You were about to."

"I was going to say that it's interesting that you know, given that you're in the same class and I'm not, and yet I'm the one who talked to him today." He widened his eyes mildly. "That's all I was going to say."

Sol-ah looked at her notes. "I've talked to him."

"Uh-huh."

"Multiple times."

"And yet he's still eating alone."

She had no answer for this, because it was true. She had talked to him at his desk before homeroom, and she had talked to him at his locker once when they'd arrived at adjacent lockers at the same time, and she had done the banana milk thing. But she had not, yet, suggested that he eat lunch with them. There was a difference between approaching someone at their desk and asking them to come into a different arrangement of their day, and Sol-ah understood this difference even if she couldn't fully articulate it.

"I'll ask him," she said.

"Good," Min-jae said. He stood up, stretched, and knocked Sol-ah's pencil case off the desk in the process, caught it before it hit the floor in a movement too fast to be quite real, and handed it back. "For what it's worth, I think he'd say yes. He just needs someone to ask in a way that makes it not awkward."

"How do you ask something like that in a way that makes it not awkward?"

"You ask it like it's a normal thing," Min-jae said, "because it is."

He wandered off in the direction of his own class. Sol-ah looked at her notes, then at the middle rows of desks, where Han Yu-jun was sitting with a book and the expression of someone thoroughly absorbed in something that had nothing to do with the room around him.

She thought about what Min-jae had said.

She thought about what it meant to ask something like it was a normal thing.

The following day at lunch, she walked over to his desk before he could pick up his book.

"Come eat with us," she said.

He looked up.

"With me and Ji-woo," she clarified. "We usually sit near the window on the far side. There's space."

He looked at her with the expression she'd been learning to read, the one that preceded most of his responses, a moment of genuine consideration rather than automatic reflex.

"All right," he said.

She'd expected more resistance. She had, in fact, prepared for it. She had two potential follow-up offers ready, a kind of incremental approach to the question, and she had to discard them unused.

"Good," she said, and went back to her own desk to get her bag, feeling the small, distinct pleasure of a plan that didn't need its contingencies.

At lunch, Ji-woo greeted Yu-jun with the precise friendliness of someone who has been briefed on a situation and is choosing to treat it as entirely routine, which was one of Ji-woo's better qualities. Min-jae appeared from nowhere, as Min-jae reliably did, pulled up a chair from an adjacent table without asking anyone, and within four minutes was telling a story about his older brother's university orientation that was mildly improbable and completely captivating.

Sol-ah watched Yu-jun across the table.

He ate with his usual economy of movement. He didn't say much, but he listened in a way that was different from not engaging, the slight adjustments in his posture, the quality of his attention when Min-jae reached a particularly absurd part of the story, the almost imperceptible softening around his eyes at the moment he seemed to decide Min-jae was genuinely funny rather than performing at being funny.

He didn't laugh out loud. Sol-ah noted this the way she was noting other things, cataloguing it without quite meaning to, the way the camcorder accumulated footage frame by frame.

He came back the next day. And the day after that.

The club's first formal project was a two-minute video documenting the results of the school's first-week surveys about student life, which was about as interesting as it sounds. Sol-ah filmed it adequately, following the more experienced members' guidance on framing and lighting, doing the work without particular investment.

But she kept the camcorder out after the official work was done.

She filmed the returning members while they edited, Ki-young, who always chewed the end of a pen while she worked; Dae-ho, who narrated his own editing process under his breath in a continuous, barely audible monologue that had apparently been going on since his first year. She filmed the window at the end of the Thursday afternoon session when the light was doing something very specific to the dust on the glass. She filmed Ji-woo when Ji-woo wasn't looking, which Ji-woo noticed immediately.

"Stop filming me," Ji-woo said.

"You looked interesting."

"I looked like I was staring at a screen."

"That's what I mean."

Ji-woo turned and looked directly into the viewfinder with the expression of someone who has decided to handle a situation by meeting it head-on. Sol-ah kept recording for another three seconds, then lowered the camera.

"Ms. Han said something to me," Sol-ah said.

"What did she say?"

"She said I film people when everyone else films events."

Ji-woo thought about this. "Is that a criticism?"

"I don't think so. She said it was a different kind of eye."

Ji-woo considered the camera in Sol-ah's hands for a moment. Then she turned back to the monitor. "She's right that it's different. I don't know yet if it's better or worse. It depends what you're trying to do." She pulled up a clip, considered it, trimmed a second from the beginning. "What are you trying to do?"

Sol-ah had been thinking about this question since Ms. Han had raised it, in the oblique way that Ms. Han raised things. She did not have a complete answer.

"I want to remember things," she said. "Accurately. The way they actually felt, not just the way they looked."

Ji-woo didn't say anything for a moment. She made an adjustment to the clip, watched it play back, made another.

"That's harder than filming events," she said finally.

"I know," Sol-ah said.

Four weeks into the semester, on a Wednesday that had started cold and warmed into a kind of reluctant, hazy afternoon, Sol-ah was in the corridor on the second floor, filming the window at the angle she liked, when she heard footsteps behind her and turned.

Han Yu-jun was walking toward the stairwell, school bag over one shoulder, a thin folder in his other hand. He slowed when he saw her, or when he saw the camera pointed vaguely in his direction.

"Filming the window?" he said.

"The light," she said. "It does something interesting at this time of day."

He looked at the window. She watched him look at it, the way his head tilted slightly, the way his gaze moved across the glass.

"The angle," he said. "The dust becomes visible."

"Yes. Exactly."

He looked at it for another moment, then at her, or rather at the camera.

"Am I in the frame?" he asked.

She checked the viewfinder. He was at the edge of it, not the subject, but present. The light from the window caught the side of his face and one shoulder, the rest of him in the corridor shadow.

"Barely," she said.

"All right." He resumed walking toward the stairs.

She lowered the camera.

"Yu-jun."

He stopped. Turned.

"You said you know about astronomy. Constellations." She hesitated. Not because she wasn't sure of herself, but because she was trying to figure out why she was saying this. "I was thinking about that the other day."

He looked at her. "What about it?"

"I just remembered it. The way you said you used to read about it when you were younger." She adjusted the camera strap on her shoulder. "It seemed like something you actually liked. Not something you had to do."

A long pause. He looked at the window for a moment, then back at her.

"There aren't many things," he said.

It was the most honest thing he'd said to her. She knew it even as he said it, and she did not try to respond to it directly, because she understood, in the same instinctive way she understood the camera's preferences, that the right response was not to rush toward the opening.

"See you tomorrow," she said.

He nodded and went down the stairs.

Sol-ah turned back to the window. The light was slightly different now, the angle shifted a fraction with the passing minutes, the quality of it changing from the moment she'd first noticed it.

She raised the camera anyway.

Outside, the afternoon was doing its slow, unhurried work toward evening. The trees along the school path had gone definitively golden now, the green of August resolved at last into something more certain. Somewhere below, the basketball court was occupied by a group of boys running a play, their voices occasional and distant.

Sol-ah pressed record and held the viewfinder to her eye.

Through it, the light looked exactly like what it was: ordinary, and worth keeping.
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Chapter 3
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The tape she labeled September, School ended up being forty-three minutes of footage that she watched in two sittings on a Saturday afternoon, alone in her room with the camcorder connected to her monitor by a cable Ji-woo had found for her.

Most of it was what she expected. The cafeteria at the wrong angle, underexposed. Several seconds of corridor floor where she'd bumped the record button without meaning to. Ji-woo's hands during an editing session, which were actually quite good, purposeful and unhurried, the movements of someone who has learned a physical skill so thoroughly that it's moved beneath the level of thought. A shot of the basketball court that she'd held for too long, the image drifting slightly as her arm tired.

And then: seventeen seconds, unplanned, that she hadn't remembered taking.

She'd been filming the library during the second-floor break, a wide shot of the reading tables from the doorway, catching the afternoon light and the particular stillness of the space. She had panned left without a specific reason, following the light, and the camera had found Han Yu-jun at the far table in the corner, alone as always, a book flat on the table in front of him. He hadn't noticed her. He was reading with the quality of concentration she'd noticed at his classroom desk, complete, the kind that makes a person's face go very still and very present at once, all the usual small expressions of self-consciousness temporarily absent.

He looked, in those seventeen seconds, like a different person from the one who walked into class each morning with his features arranged into neutrality.

Sol-ah watched the clip three times.

She was not sure exactly what she'd captured. Something true, she thought. Something he hadn't shown her deliberately, which meant it hadn't been given to her, she'd simply seen it, the way you see something through a gap in a fence, not because anyone opened it for you.

She found this uncomfortable in a way she couldn't quite explain and interesting in a way she also couldn't quite explain, and since both feelings were true at the same time she stayed with them instead of resolving them.

She labeled the clip separately in her notes: Yu-jun, library, unplanned.

October arrived and settled into the school the way October always did, through the windows first, in the changed quality of the light, and then through everything else. The trees on the path to the school gates completed their turn, the gold becoming amber, the amber deepening on the north-facing sides toward the russet that always made Sol-ah think of things she couldn't name. The air in the mornings carried something in it now, a cleanness with an edge, and the students who arrived in short sleeves in the first week of the month were wearing light jackets by the third.

The four of them had settled into a rhythm at the lunch table that had not been explicitly negotiated and did not need to be. Ji-woo arrived first on most days and claimed the window seats, which she preferred for the light on her phone screen. Min-jae arrived with the erratic timing of someone whose social obligations between classes were numerous and unpredictable. Sol-ah and Yu-jun came separately but usually within a few minutes of each other, which they both pretended was coincidental and which Ji-woo pretended she hadn't noticed.

The conversations at the table had their own patterns too. Min-jae provided momentum, he was constitutionally incapable of silence for more than about forty seconds before producing something to fill it, usually a story or a question, often both simultaneously. Ji-woo filtered and redirected, a talent so habitual that she did it without appearing to try. Sol-ah asked questions. Yu-jun answered them, and then occasionally, increasingly, asked his own.

This last development was something Sol-ah tracked with quiet attention, the way you track the progress of a plant you've been watching, not wanting to measure it too often in case the measuring disturbed it.

"What's the hardest part?" Yu-jun asked one afternoon, midway through October.

They were talking about the club, Sol-ah having described an afternoon session that had not gone especially well, a project video she'd shot badly and had spent two hours attempting to salvage in editing.

"Right now, the hardest part is not knowing what I'm doing before I do it," she said. "With the official stuff, the event recordings, I can plan. I know where the subjects will be, roughly. I can think about the frame in advance." She pulled the camcorder bag onto her lap, turned it over by habit. "But the other stuff, the things I film just because I want to, I can't plan those. And sometimes I set up something that seems right and it's not, and I don't know why until I watch it back."

"What do you do when that happens?"

"Watch it back again. Try to figure out what I thought I was looking for versus what was actually there."

He considered this. Min-jae, who had been eating steadily throughout this exchange, looked up. "That sounds like debugging," he said.

Yu-jun looked at him.

"You know. When code doesn't work and you have to go back through it and find the assumption you made that wasn't true." Min-jae gestured with his chopsticks in a way that nearly caught Ji-woo's sleeve. "Same principle. The thing you expected isn't what was there."

"That's exactly what it feels like," Sol-ah said.

Yu-jun was quiet for a moment. He had a way of going quiet that was different from disengagement, a particular quality of stillness that meant he was still in the conversation, processing something, which Sol-ah had learned to wait for rather than talk over.

"The assumption you can't test until you've made it," he said.

"Yes."

He nodded once, and went back to eating. Min-jae gave Sol-ah a quick glance across the table that communicated approximately: see? interesting. Sol-ah looked at her tray.

The official club
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