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      The photograph looked back at him and said nothing useful.

      Ethan held the print up to the darkroom light — a self-portrait he'd taken three weeks ago on a Tuesday when the house was particularly quiet. Black and white, the way he always worked. The composition was correct. The framing was intentional. The light fell exactly where he'd positioned it to fall. And yet the man looking back at him from the paper looked like someone performing the idea of himself rather than being it. Technically accurate. Essentially false.

      He'd been taking self-portraits for two years. They were all like this.

      He set it in the tray and pulled the cord on the red lamp. The hallway light came on.

      On the shelf above his desk, his mother smiled at him from a silver frame. He looked at the print drying in the tray, and then at her. The man in the print was technically himself. His mother, in the photograph, looked like someone who had never needed to perform anything.

      He'd been trying to understand the difference for two years.

      The Hartley retrospective — six weeks of installation work, opening in nine days — was two days behind schedule. He picked up his camera bag and his keys and locked the house behind him.

      The City Museum of Contemporary Art was different after hours.

      During the day it ran on murmured commentary and guided shuffling and the hushed reverence of visitors who weren't sure how close they were allowed to stand. At night, with the public gone and only the emergency lighting running its low amber through the galleries, the works felt different. More present. Less observed. Like people at a party who have finally stopped performing now that most of the guests have left.

      Ethan had always liked that about them.

      He set his equipment bag down in Gallery Seven and got to work. The Hartley retrospective opened in nine days and the lighting on the far wall was wrong — too warm, flattening the texture of the larger canvases instead of pulling it forward. He'd been raising it with the curatorial team for a week without resolution. Tonight he'd simply fix it and document the result.

      He was adjusting the third track light from the small rolling ladder, his neck at an angle that would punish him tomorrow, when he heard movement in the next gallery.

      He stopped.

      The museum was supposed to be empty. Security swept at seven. The last gallery staff left at six-thirty. He checked his watch: eight forty-five.

      He stayed on the ladder and listened. No alarm. No urgency. Just the quiet sound of someone moving slowly through a room — the unhurried pace of a person looking at something.

      He finished the track light and the one after it, checked the effect from the center of the gallery, adjusted the angle two degrees, and checked it again. Twenty minutes, start to finish. When he climbed down for the last time and crossed to the archway between Gallery Seven and Six, she was still there.

      She was standing with her back to him, about six feet from a mid-sized oil painting he'd installed himself three weeks ago — one of the newer acquisitions, a Diaz piece the director had been quietly proud of. She had a notebook open in her left hand and a pen she wasn't using in her right, and she was looking at the painting the way some people look at things they're trying to understand before they commit to having understood them.

      He stood in the archway longer than was strictly necessary.

      She was wearing dark jeans and a gray knit sweater, her hair pulled back loosely with a few strands at the side of her face. Her head was tilted slightly. Something about the angle reminded him of his mother in the photograph — that same patient, focused stillness.

      He cleared his throat.

      She spun around.

      "Sorry." He lifted both hands. "I work here — Ethan Calloway, exhibition design. I didn't mean to⁠—"

      "I know who you are." She pressed her hand briefly to her chest, the notebook still open. "You installed the Ramos pieces last month. Third gallery."

      He blinked. "You saw those?"

      "I work here too. Part-time — I take visitors through the galleries, answer questions." She lowered her hand. "Maya Vasquez. I'm usually done before you start, apparently."

      "I come in late when I need quiet." He nodded toward the wall behind her. "The lighting in the next gallery is wrong. I'm fixing it tonight." He paused. "What brings you in at this hour?"

      She glanced at the painting. "Research. My thesis. Hidden narratives in abstract expressionism — artists who embedded personal histories into their technique rather than their subject matter." She paused. "That probably sounds exactly as niche as it is."

      "No." He stepped into the gallery. "It doesn't."

      She watched him approach the painting without stepping back.

      "You know what I find interesting about this piece?" he said.

      "Tell me."

      "Most people read it left to right. The diagonal, the color tension in the upper left quadrant." He moved slightly to the right of where she'd been standing. "But Diaz was right-handed and worked with chronic pain in her shoulder, so she built from the center outward. If you stand here⁠—"

      Maya moved beside him without being asked.

      "—the whole thing reorganizes. The center becomes the origin point instead of the midpoint. Everything else is aftermath."

      She was quiet for a moment. Then: "Her notebooks confirm that. She called it painting from the wound outward. My argument is that the technique itself is the narrative — not a record of the wound, but the wound's actual shape made visible."

      Ethan turned to look at her.

      She met his eyes for a moment, then looked back at the painting.

      "That's exactly what it is," he said.

      She wrote something in her notebook. When she looked up he was still there, and neither of them moved toward the next thing.

      She turned to a smaller Winters charcoal on the adjacent wall. He stayed. Her head went to that same tilted angle. The pen uncapped and then forgotten again.

      "Do you always work this late?" he asked.

      "When the museum's quiet." She capped the pen. "The daytime crowd changes the way I see things. Too much commentary in the air."

      "I know exactly what you mean."

      She looked at him directly. "Do you actually, or are you just saying that?"

      He smiled. "I actually do."

      They talked for two hours without meaning to.

      It started with the Winters charcoal and moved through three other galleries and ended up, somehow, in the small reading room off the east corridor — sitting on opposite ends of the low bench that faced the wall of archival photographs. Grainy black-and-whites of men in suits standing in empty rooms, pointing at walls.

      "I always thought this was the best room in the building," Ethan said.

      "Because it's honest." Maya looked at the photographs. "It's not trying to be a gallery. It's just a room with pictures of people who cared about something."

      He looked at her.

      She seemed to hear what she'd said and looked at the photographs instead.

      They discovered they'd both moved to the city for graduate school and stayed without fully deciding to. That they both preferred hiking to any gym ever designed. That they had completely incompatible opinions about a particular documentary series, which they argued about cheerfully for fifteen minutes and resolved nothing. That they both had a weakness for terrible wordplay, which they expressed with increasing competitiveness until she produced a pun about exhibition curation so precisely awful he had to put his head in his hands.

      "That was genuinely terrible," he said.

      "Thank you." She was smiling — a real one, unrehearsed, nothing like the measured politeness she'd offered him in Gallery Six. It changed her face entirely. He filed it away.

      The security guard found them at ten forty-five. A large man named Dennis who had seen stranger things in eleven years on the night shift but delivered the message with appropriate gravity.

      "Building closes at eleven. Just so you know."

      They walked out through the main entrance. The city was cooler now, the Friday crowd thinned.

      "I'm that way," Maya said, pointing left.

      "Opposite direction."

      She looked at her notebook, then at him. "Your lighting fix. Did it work?"

      "I won't know until I see it in daylight tomorrow." He paused. "But I think so."

      She nodded. Started to turn.

      "Maya."

      She turned back.

      "I'd like to keep talking. Coffee, maybe — tomorrow, if you're not⁠—"

      "Yes," she said.

      He smiled. "Okay."

      She smiled back. The real one.

      "Goodnight, Ethan."

      He watched her walk to the corner and turn left, and stood for a moment on the museum steps with the city doing its Friday night thing all around him, thinking about light and composition and how some things only reveal their true structure when you change where you're standing.

      He took out his phone and saved her number.

      Then he walked home, and for the first time in longer than he could remember, the house did not feel particularly quiet.

      Maya walked home the long way without deciding to.

      The city was still warm, still moving. She passed the wine bar where a small crowd had spilled onto the pavement, the bookshop with its single lit window, the block where the Victorian terrace gave way to the newer buildings. She was thinking about the Diaz painting and what he'd said about standing at a different angle, and about the speed with which she had understood exactly what he meant — not only about the painting.

      She kept walking.

      She passed Riverside Community Church on Clement Street.

      Through the tall windows the lights were still on — a meeting of some kind, figures moving inside, the warm amber of the interior, someone setting out chairs. She could hear faint voices, overlapping, the sound of a room where people felt at ease. She didn't slow her pace. She didn't stop.

      But she looked.

      She had been sixteen the last time she was inside a church that felt like that. Warm. Ordinary. Full of people who assumed without examining it that they belonged there.

      She walked past and didn't look back. At the corner she turned right and took the short way home, and the managing voice settled back to its usual hum, and she told herself she was not going to think any more tonight about a man who stood in front of paintings and actually meant what he said.

      She thought about him for most of the walk anyway.
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      She told Zoe everything before the coffee finished brewing.

      Zoe was already on the couch when Maya came out of her room — blanket pulled up to her chin, both hands around a mug, awake in the way of someone who had heard the apartment door the night before and filed it away to ask about in the morning. She didn't say anything. She just looked at Maya the way she always did when she was waiting — open, unhurried, making room.

      Maya was not, as a rule, a person who talked about things. She processed privately, filed things away, returned to them alone at two in the morning when the apartment was quiet and there was nothing to distract her from her own thoughts. She'd been doing it since she was sixteen and had found that private suffering was at least controllable, which was more than she could say for the public kind.

      But she told Zoe. She always told Zoe.

      Maya stood at the kitchen counter in yesterday's socks, talking with her hands, and Zoe sat cross-legged on the couch with the expression she wore when she was trying to be calm about something she was not calm about.

      "Okay," Zoe said, when Maya finally stopped. "Okay. So he's smart, he's interesting, he works in the same building, he noticed things about a painting that you've been studying for six months, and he asked for your number."

      "Yes."

      "And you gave it to him."

      "Yes."

      "Maya." Zoe set down her mug. "That's good. That's all good."

      "I know it's good." Maya poured her coffee and didn't drink it. "That's the problem."

      Zoe waited.

      "When it's bad, it's easy. When it's bad I can just—" She made a gesture that meant she could see the ending from the beginning and simply not begin. "But last night was actually good and now I have to decide what to do with that."

      "You text him," Zoe said. "That's what you do with that."

      "What if he doesn't reply?"

      "He gave you his number."

      "What if he was just being polite?"

      "Maya. He asked you for coffee."

      She knew. She knew all of this. She sat down at the kitchen table with her phone face-down in front of her and knew everything Zoe was saying and it made no difference to the thing sitting in her chest that was not quite dread and not quite hope and was worse than either.

      "I just don't want to want this too much," she said.

      Zoe was quiet for a moment. Outside, the city was starting its Saturday — she could hear it through the window, the low hum of a morning with nowhere urgent to be.

      "Can I say something?" Zoe asked.

      "You're going to anyway."

      "You've been doing this for two years. Meeting someone, finding a reason it can't work, walking away before they can." She said it quietly. "I'm not saying Ethan is different. I don't know that. You don't know that. But you can't know it if you don't find out."

      Maya looked at her coffee.

      "And for what it's worth," Zoe added, "the fact that you're this scared is interesting. You're not usually scared. You're usually just done."

      That landed. Maya turned it over.

      Zoe's expression shifted — something quieter moving through it. She picked up her mug.

      "Text him," she said. "He's not Bret."

      Maya looked at her phone.

      The cursor blinked at her from a blank message field. She typed: Hey, it was nice to meet you last night. Deleted it. Too flat. She tried: I keep thinking about what you said about the Diaz piece. True, but it sounded like she'd been up all night thinking about him, which she had, but he didn't need to know that in the first text. She tried three more versions, each worse than the last.

      Zoe appeared behind her, read over her shoulder, and said nothing.

      Maya typed: Last night flew by. Still thinking about what you said about lighting revealing hidden layers.

      She stared at it.

      "Send it," Zoe said.

      She sent it. Then she put the phone face-down again and drank her coffee too fast and burned her tongue.

      Thirty seconds. A minute. She was reaching to flip the phone over when it buzzed.

      She read his reply standing at the kitchen counter, and something in her chest that had been braced all morning quietly released.

      "Well?" Zoe called from the couch.

      Maya looked up. "He replied."

      "Obviously he replied." Zoe was smiling. "What did he say?"

      She read it aloud. It was three sentences about lighting and perception and a question about her thesis that was specific enough to prove he'd actually been listening the night before. Not a courtesy reply. Not a polite nothing. He'd thought about what she'd said and come back with something real. And at the end, almost as an aside: My mother used to say that the right light doesn't just show you what's there — it shows you what was always there but hidden. I think that's what your thesis is about.

      She stopped reading.

      "Okay," Zoe said.

      "Okay," Maya said quietly.

      She thought about his mother for a moment. Then she thought about her own — twenty-six years, and not once. She put the thought away before it could settle, the way she always did, and typed back.

      Ethan was still in bed when his phone lit up.

      He'd been awake for an hour, staring at the ceiling, thinking about something he was trying not to think too hard about. The self-portrait was still in the darkroom developing tray. He'd looked in on it twice this morning — technically, checking the print — except that both times he'd stood in the dim hallway and thought about something else entirely. Someone else, to be precise.

      He was aware this was a significant amount of internal activity for a person he'd known for four hours.

      He reached for the phone.

      Last night flew by. Still thinking about what you said about lighting revealing hidden layers.

      He read it twice. Then he got up and put the kettle on.

      Jake arrived forty minutes later with two coffees and the energy of someone who had been waiting to have this conversation since Ethan's eleven o'clock text the night before. He was tall and loud in the way that made rooms feel smaller, and he sat down at the kitchen table without being asked because he had been doing that for three years.

      "So," Jake said.

      "So."

      "You met someone. At the museum. After hours." He said it like he was narrating a film. "In the dark."

      "The emergency lighting was on."

      "Ethan."

      "She works there. Takes visitors through the galleries. We talked about art for two hours and Dennis threw us out."

      Jake picked up his coffee. "Walk me through it."

      "I already texted you last night."

      "You texted me three sentences. 'Met someone at the museum. Talked for two hours. Her name is Maya.' That's not walking me through it, that's a classified briefing." He settled back in the chair. "Start from the beginning."

      Ethan walked him through it. The archway. The Diaz painting. The way she'd moved beside him without being asked when he'd suggested she change her angle. The reading room. Dennis. The steps outside. Jake listened the way he always listened — with his whole face, not performing attention but actually giving it.

      When Ethan finished, Jake was quiet for a moment.

      "She challenged you," he said. "When you said you knew what she meant about the museum being different at night. She called you on it."

      "She asked if I actually meant it or was just saying it."

      "And you liked that."

      "I liked that," Ethan confirmed.

      Jake nodded slowly. "Is she⁠—"

      "Yes."

      "You haven't let me finish."

      "You were going to ask if she's attractive."

      "I was going to ask if she's interesting."

      Ethan looked at him.

      "Okay I was going to ask both." Jake grinned. "Well?"

      "Both," Ethan said. "Significantly."

      His phone buzzed on the table. He picked it up.

      Maya had replied to his reply — something about the specific quality of museum light versus gallery light versus natural light, and whether a work changed depending on who controlled the conditions of its viewing. It was the kind of message that required actual thought to answer, which was not what he'd expected at nine-thirty on a Saturday morning.

      "She's texting you right now, isn't she," Jake said.

      "We're talking about art."

      "You're smiling about art."

      Ethan typed his reply. Maya came back within two minutes — a photograph this time, taken on her phone: a detail of a canvas he didn't recognize, the brushwork in the lower corner where most people never looked. The caption said: Hidden narratives. They're everywhere once you start looking.

      He showed it to Jake without thinking about it.

      Jake looked at the photo, then at Ethan, then back at the photo. "Okay," he said. "She's interesting."

      "I know."

      "Ask her to coffee."

      Ethan typed while Jake was still talking.

      Jake leaned over to read the screen. "Maya Vasquez. Two o'clock." He sat back. "Look at you."

      "It's coffee."

      "This afternoon."

      A pause. Then: "Ethan. You have to go."

      "I'm going."

      He was already typing.

      I'd like to continue our conversation properly. Not with a security guard chasing us out. Coffee this afternoon? The Palette, two o'clock?

      Her reply came back in under a minute.

      I know the owner. We can stay as long as we want.

      He stared at that for a moment. Then typed: See you at two. Sent it before Jake could offer any further advice.

      Maya sent back a single punctuation mark: a full stop. Which meant, he thought, that she was also trying not to say too much. He filed that away alongside everything else he'd been filing since last night — the tilt of her head, the precision of her attention, the real smile that arrived like weather changing, the way she'd asked her question directly rather than letting it sit.
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      The Palette was the kind of place that had decided exactly what it wanted to be and committed to it completely. Local art on every wall, Edison bulbs on dimmers, the smell of dark roast and something baking. Saturday afternoon crowd of people who had nowhere pressing to be. Ethan arrived four minutes early and chose a table by the window, then second-guessed it, then stayed.

      Maya walked in at two on the dot.

      She'd changed since the museum — dark jeans still, but a different top, a deep green that suited her, and her hair down. She spotted him immediately, which told him she'd also been looking. She crossed the room without hesitating and sat down across from him like she'd been doing it for years.

      "You found it," she said.

      "You said you knew the owner."

      "I do. She'll leave us alone." Maya picked up the menu, glanced at it, set it down. She already knew what she wanted.

      They ordered. The conversation picked up exactly where it had stopped the night before — no reset, no polite circling, just the same current running as if no time had passed.

      He asked about her thesis.

      That was when she changed.

      Not dramatically. Not in a way anyone else in the room would have noticed. But he noticed — the slight forward lean, the way her hands came off the table and started moving, the speed of her sentences increasing by a fraction. She pulled out her phone and opened her photos without apologizing, sliding it across the table toward him.

      "This is Elara Voss. German, 1920s, almost completely unknown." She pointed to a detail in the lower left of the image — a texture in the paint, almost imperceptible. "Everyone who's written about her focuses on the central figures. The composition. The obvious drama. But look here."

      He looked.

      "She worked this section last. Every time, in every painting. The lower left. It's the most worked area on the canvas — layers and layers of paint built up over weeks. Her diaries say she called it the true thing. The rest of the painting was for the viewer. This part was for her."

      Ethan looked up from the phone.

      She was watching him with something that wasn't quite nervousness — more like alertness, the way you watch someone open something you've made.

      "What did she put there?" he asked.

      "Different things. Dates. Initials. Once, in a painting from 1924, she painted a tiny door. Closed. No handle." Maya sat back. "I want to argue that the true thing is the actual subject of the work. Everything else is misdirection."

      He thought about that. "The painting is a frame for the hidden part."

      "Exactly." She pointed at him. "Yes. Exactly that."

      "You light up," he said.

      She blinked. "What?"

      "When you talk about this. You light up." He said it plainly, not as a compliment designed to land, just as an observation. A fact he was reporting. "Your whole face changes."

      She looked down at her coffee. A beat of silence that had weight.

      "People don't usually notice that," she said.

      "I did."

      She didn't answer. But she didn't look away either.

      The managing voice, which had been running its quiet calculation all afternoon — angle, distance, what she was giving away — went briefly, unusually quiet.

      The afternoon stretched without either of them pulling it back.

      Two coffees became three. The Saturday crowd thinned around them and neither noticed. They moved from her research to his without planning to. Ethan talked about exhibition design the way she talked about her thesis — not performing knowledge but actually thinking out loud, working through something in real time.

      "The mistake most designers make," he said, "is they think their job is to display the work. Get it on the wall, light it correctly, done." He turned his coffee cup in his hands. "But the work changes depending on everything around it. Sequence. Spacing. What you see before you see it. You can take the same painting and make it feel like a confession or a declaration, just by what you put beside it."

      "You're curating the viewer's experience."

      "I'm curating the relationship between the viewer and the work. Which sounds pretentious."

      "It doesn't," Maya said. "It sounds like what you actually believe."

      He looked at her.

      "Why art history?" he asked. "Of everything you could have studied."

      She was quiet for a moment. Not evasive — considering.

      "I wanted to understand how people say things they can't say directly." She turned her cup. "Art felt like the only place where that was the actual point. Where hiding something in plain sight was the craft, not the failure." A small pause. "I'm interested in what people conceal and why. And what it costs them."

      She glanced away briefly, then back.

      "What about you?" she said. "Photography."

      "My mother."

      He hadn't planned to say it that quickly. But there it was.

      "She was a photographer. Amateur, like me. She used to say that photographs were the only honest record of a moment — not what you remember, not what you wished had happened, just what was actually there." He looked at the table. "She died when I was nineteen. Aneurysm. No warning."

      Maya didn't fill the silence with condolence. She let it exist.

      "I picked up her camera about a year later," he said. "I didn't know why at the time. Now I think I was trying to learn how she saw things. What she was looking at when she looked at the world."

      "Did you figure it out?"

      "Some of it." He looked up. "She saw connections. Between people. She was always photographing the space between people, not the people themselves. Two strangers on a bench with six inches between them. A mother and child not quite touching. She used to say the space between people was where all the real things happened."

      Maya was very still.

      "That's what your thesis is about," he said. "In a way."

      "Yes," she said. "I suppose it is."

      The owner came by to ask if they needed anything. They both looked up as though surprised to find they were still in a café, still in the middle of a Saturday afternoon, still surrounded by other people living other lives.

      "Another coffee?" Ethan asked.

      Maya smiled — the real one, the one that changed her face entirely. "I actually have to eat at some point."

      "There's a place two streets over. Good food. No menus — they just bring things."

      She looked at him steadily. Deciding something.

      "Okay," she said.

      He paid for the coffees before she could. She let him, which felt like its own kind of answer.

      Outside, the afternoon had turned golden — the kind of late-Saturday light that made the city look as though it had been filtered through something warm. They fell into step without negotiating it. Their arms almost touched as they walked.

      "Next weekend," he said. "The hiking trail on the ridge. I've been meaning to go for months."

      "I know that trail," she said. "It's harder than it looks."

      "Is that a warning or a challenge?"

      She glanced at him sideways. "Both."

      He smiled. They turned the corner and walked into the last of the afternoon light and neither of them said anything, and Maya thought: Stop. Pay attention. You are not safe yet. And kept walking anyway.

      Monday morning she sent him a photograph.

      She'd taken it at six-fifteen from her apartment window — the city still dark at the edges, the sky going pale gold above the roofline, a single lit window in the building across the street. No caption. Just the image.

      He studied it for three minutes before he replied.

      The lit window is the subject. Everything else is context. You shot it at exactly the right moment — ten minutes later and the sky catches up and you lose the contrast. How long did you wait?

      Her reply: Forty minutes. I nearly gave up twice.

      He read that and thought about the kind of patience it took to stand at a window for forty minutes waiting for the right quality of light. Then he thought about how that same patience might show up in other parts of her life. Then he stopped thinking about it because it was Monday morning and he had a meeting at nine.

      Wednesday he sent her a photo from inside the museum — a detail of one of the Hartley installations, the way the corrected lighting now pulled the texture of the canvas forward exactly as he'd intended. She came back with three specific observations about the angle of incidence and what it did to the shadow depth in the lower quadrant, and then a fourth message that just said: You were right to fight for it.

      He showed that one to Jake, who said nothing, which was the most impressed Jake ever got.

      Wednesday evening she called instead of texting. He didn't know why that felt significant, but it did.

      They talked until he looked at the clock and it was eleven fifty-eight. He hadn't noticed the hours passing. He couldn't remember the last time he hadn't noticed.

      "It's nearly midnight," he said.

      A pause on her end. Then: "Oh." A small sound of genuine surprise. "I didn't—" She laughed, and it was different on the phone — warmer, less managed. "I completely lost track."

      "Me too."

      A beat of quiet that neither of them filled.

      "Can I ask you something strange?" he said.

      "Yes."

      "Do you believe in anything? Formally, I mean. God, or — anything like that."

      A longer pause. He wondered if he'd miscalculated.

      "I used to," she said. Carefully. "Why?"

      "My mother did. Strongly. Not in a formal way — she never went to church much. But she believed there was something that held things together. That the connections between people were real in some way that mattered." He looked at the ceiling. "I don't know what I believe. But I think about it sometimes."

      "What made you think about it just now?"

      "I don't know. Talking to you until midnight without noticing, I suppose."

      She was quiet for a moment. When she spoke her voice was careful in a way it hadn't been all evening.

      "I stopped believing a while ago," she said. "It's complicated."

      "Okay."

      "That's all you're going to say?"

      "You said it's complicated. I believe you." A pause. "We don't have to talk about it."

      Another quiet beat.

      "Goodnight, Ethan."

      "Goodnight."

      He sat in the dark house after she hung up and thought about the space between people. What his mother used to say. Where all the real things happened. And about the careful way Maya had said I used to — like someone describing a country they'd been exiled from.

      Thursday she brought him coffee without announcing it.

      He was in the east courtyard re-measuring a wall for the Hartley extension, crouched down with his tape measure and a pencil behind his ear, and she appeared in his peripheral vision and set a cup down on the low wall beside him without interrupting. He finished the measurement, straightened up, looked at the cup.

      "You remembered," he said.

      "You mentioned it Wednesday. Black, no sugar, the stronger the better." She sat on the low wall with her own cup. "I was passing the cart."

      He sat beside her. There was a foot of space between them. The courtyard was warm for October, the light falling at the angle he liked.

      They talked about nothing consequential. His measurement problem. Her advisor's notes on her latest chapter draft. A documentary they'd both seen years ago and never expected the other person to have seen. At some point she reached across him for a napkin and he caught her hand on the way back — not grabbing, just his fingers closing over hers for a moment, a question more than a statement.

      She looked at their hands. Then at him.

      She didn't pull away. She turned her hand over so their palms were touching
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