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CHAPTER ONE

	  

	 “Come in.” 

	 She smiled when Lisa walked through the door. Lisa was a master’s student and had been Pauline’s mentee through several classes on and off during the years. 

	 “Hey, Ms. Lister.” Lisa returned her smile and sat down on the chair in front of Pauline’s desk. “Did you have a good summer?”

	 “That I did. I hope you did too?”

	 Pauline let herself enjoy in some small talk for just a few minutes, but then she turned to the business at hand. They talked about Lisa’s curriculum and what extra courses she needed. Then they said their goodbyes and Pauline prepared for the next one. 

	  Pauline was a history professor, focusing on Viking history. The university didn’t give out a history major, but plenty of students chose joint honors, and the students that Pauline mentored were from all different courses and levels of studies.  

	She had two students who were second-years that she had had last year, one master’s student who was hers from before, and one first year who was studying a strange put-together degree consisting of two history classes, one anatomy, and one in health and social care. From her notes, Pauline couldn’t even tell what kind of degree this was supposed to lead to, or how the university had agreed to it. The student, Mika Sinclair, was probably in need of some mentoring. She seemed to have no idea what it was that she wanted to do with her life. 

	  Over an hour later, Pauline was still waiting for the mysterious Mika Sinclair. She tried not to make snap judgments about students, but the topsy-turvy curriculum combined with being late on the first day–

	 A knock on the open door brought her back to reality. And there Mika was. Light blue eyes, widened as if from exertion and a panting, strawberry mouth. Her hair, a golden messy thing, stood out in every direction as if she had been running against the wind. She was wearing a small green T-shirt that accentuated her slim waist and sinewy arms, and combined with baggy jeans she gave the impression of a rag doll. A pretty rag doll. But a rag doll nonetheless. 

	 Pauline shook her head to get rid of her stray thoughts and plastered a professional smile on her face.  

	 “Ms. Lister?” The rag doll’s voice was soft and held together despite the breathlessness.

	 “Mika?” Pauline made a gesture to the chair in front of her desk. “Come in and sit down.” 

	 

	*

	 

	 Mika felt her cheeks strain as she met her new mentor’s smile. She sat down on the chair, willing her heart to stop trying to hammer its way out of her chest. She couldn’t believe she was late for her first meeting with her mentor; she could have physically slapped herself. Sorry, Molly, I can’t believe I’m screwing up already. She reached into her pockets and closed her fingers around her keychain. As the edges of the key dug into the flesh of her palm, she felt herself grow calmer. 

	 “Hello.” Apparently, her mentor was Australian. “My name is Pauline Lister.”

	 “Mika Sinclair,” Mika murmured, even though Pauline already knew her name. “Nice to meet you.” Her mentor had short brown hair and was wearing a burgundy shirt. She looked nice. Professional and put together.

	 “You too,” Pauline said curtly. “I trust you found your way here no problem?”

	 “Yes, yes. I’m sorry for being late,” Mika nodded. And I would have come on time if I hadn’t decided to visit Philip, Becky and Natalie. She sighed when she thought about how her little foster siblings had cried when she said goodbye. She had had to pry Natalie’s fingers from her neck to even be able to leave. 

	 “So, I think we should go through the classes you’re having this semester, and you also have some choices to make.” 

	  “Oh?” Mika took out her notepad and a pen and got ready. She hoped that Pauline wouldn’t make her opt out of her health and social care class.

	 “First, I need to ask you what kind of degree you’re hoping for at the end of your studies.” 

	 Mika felt her face heat. 

	 “Well, I applied for a joint degree of sociology and history, but…” Her face was getting hotter and hotter, and she prayed to God that her cheeks weren’t as red as she dreaded they were. “I wanted to exchange my sociology classes for anatomy, and a health and social class.” 

	  Pauline raised one eyebrow.

	 “It let me do that online.” 

	 “Did it now?” Pauline looked at her own screen and clicked at something.  “You need to take at least one sociology class, I’m afraid. Introduction to sociology is mandatory.” 

	 Mika frowned. She had hoped to trick the system somehow. 

	 “Mika?” 

	 She raised her head and their gazes met. 

	 “Why are you studying sociology if you’re not interested in it?”

	 Because it’s what Molly would have wanted to study. 

	  Mika sighed.

	 “It doesn’t matter. Can I keep my anatomy class?” 

	 Pauline looked puzzled but didn’t say anything else. She looked at the screen again. 

	 “Yes, you can. This semester you can take Introduction to Sociology, one history class and one anatomy class.”

	 Mika nodded. She hugged the key tighter, not caring if it broke the skin. She fixated Pauline with her gaze, pleading her not to ask anything more. 

	 “I can see here that you want to take Vikings class.” Pauline smiled, and this time her smile looked more genuine and less out of politeness. 

	 “Yes,” Mika nodded. She had looked at the different history classes the university offered, and that had been the least boring one. 

	 “Then I can only congratulate you on an amazing choice.” Pauline looked back at her screen but kept the easy smile. 

	 “Huh?” 

	 “That’s one of mine,” Pauline said, looking back at her. “I hope you’ll find more enthusiasm in that than your sociology class.” 

	  Her smile had taken on a teasing quality, but her face was open and kind. It was clear that she was joking, but Mika couldn’t banter. She nodded mindlessly. 

	 “I’m sure I’ll learn loads.”

	 Pauline’s smile faltered and her eyebrows knitted, but she said nothing. After a moment, the worried look disappeared. 

	 “Then I’ll see you tomorrow morning for the first seminar.” 

	 “Seminar?” A seminar even before the first lecture? 

	 “Don’t look so terrified,” Pauline said. “I know most people don’t have the course literature yet, never mind having read it.”

	  “That’s good,” Mika chuckled. Pauline was too nice to not meet smile with smile, laughter with laughter. Her hold of the key lessened a bit. “Since I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to study, I haven’t gotten any books yet. Now I will.”

	 Pauline nodded. “Good. Well, then. Do you have any other questions?” 

	 Mika shook her head. She knew what would come after. She hoped it wouldn’t. But then Pauline stood up and held out her hand. 

	 Mika looked at it. She knew what was expected of her, but she couldn’t, wouldn’t, touch Pauline’s hand. Maybe if it had been a better day so far, but it hadn’t. You choose your battles. And Mika didn’t want to struggle with herself at this very moment. 

	 She hurried out of her seat and grabbed her bag, pushing her notebook and pen inside it. 

	 “No, thank you.” 

	 She knew she was acting like a fool, but her integrity would have to be the sacrifice. 

	  Pauline dropped her hand back and just nodded at Mika. There wasn’t any judgment in her gaze.

	 “I’ll see you tomorrow.” And Mika was out of there. 

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	 

	  Mika used her passcard at the front of the building and her key into the dorm flat she shared with three other students. She had gotten the least expensive option and shared both bathroom and kitchen with her roommates. She didn’t care. Since Mika hadn’t been eligible for any type of scholarship, she had had to save up and pay for accommodations out of her own pocket. It was lucky she still got benefits from the government; otherwise she hadn’t been able to study at all. It was also lucky that tuition in Scotland was free. 

	  She got into her room and made sure to lock her door. She smiled at her bed with her cheap duvet she had gotten at Asda, the still unpacked cutlery and cups on her desk, the posters of mountain lions above her bed, and the small assortment of photographs on top of the chest of drawers. It wasn’t much, but it was home. Mika’s first own home.  

	  I wish you could see this, Molly. We could have shared this room. It would have been tight with space, but nothing we haven’t handled before. 

	She smiled at the Lace Web spider that was building a little web in the corner. They usually lived outdoors and she wondered how, and why, it had moved into her room. Maybe to find a mate. Either way, Mika didn’t mind. She loved spiders. 

	  Her belly grumbled and she stroked it mindlessly. She couldn’t even remember if she had eaten today. Unhurriedly, she unpacked her cutlery and cups and carried them into the communal kitchen. She had just poured some canned soup into a pot when voices in the hall made her look up. 

	  She knew the names of the people she lived with, but she hadn’t actually met them yet. She wasn’t eager; after all, she wasn’t there to make friends. 

	  “I don’t know, Teresa. If you’re so interested in the process, why don’t you eat it?” a boy said.

	  A girl’s voice answered.

	 “Because it’s disgusting. Can’t you do it?” 

	 They stopped by the door when they saw Mika. The boy was tall, ginger, with a wide mouth and big nose. The girl was very short, with black hair and lovely brown skin. 

	 “Oh hi,” the girl said, smiling. “Which one are you?”

	 “Mika.”

	  “Teresa.” The girl punched the boy in the arm. “And this is Stephen.” 

	 “Hey!” Stephen lifted his arm and waved, but neither attempted to shake her hand.

	 Mika released a breath she had been holding and smiled quickly. She looked down after that, avoiding Teresa’s curious look. She poured her soup in a bowl and grabbed one of her brand-new spoons.

	 “Oh soup, awesome. Which flavour is it?” Teresa leaned over the pot and inhaled deeply. 

	 Mika’s mouth dropped open as she waited for the last red drops to fall from the pot to the bowl. It should have been obvious. 

	 “Umm… tomato?” 

	   Teresa nodded as if agreeing with Mika’s statement. Then she turned to Stephen. 

	 “I’m hungry.” She pouted in his direction. 

	 He held up his hands. 

	 “Hey, I would have been up for eating if you didn’t want to try to drink the oil that roasted tomatoes come in.”

	 Teresa punched his arm again. 

	 “Can you not make me seem like a complete idiot in front of our new friend?”

	 They both turned to Mika who had grabbed her bowl, hoping to be able to sneak into her room without them noticing. The bowl was hot in her hands and her belly grumbled again. 

	 “I’m sure you had your reasons for wanting to drink… umm.”

	 Teresa burst out laughing. 

	 “I do have my reasons. Thank you for being so understanding,” smiling at Stephen. “But under the circumstances, I think I’ll settle for a burger. See you later?” 

	 It took Mika a moment to realise that the question was directed at her. 

	 “I’ll be here,” she said, hating how tame she sounded. She left Teresa and Stephen bickering in the kitchen, wishing that she could act as friendly and carefree as they could. 

	  It felt better inside her room as soon as she had closed and locked her door. In there she could sip her soup and just be herself. Mika Sinclair. Foster child. Orphan. Student. The twin left behind. 

	 


CHAPTER THREE

	 

	  When Pauline was a child she had wanted to be a Viking. Being an Australian national with Swedish and Scottish heritage, she had always loved history–especially Stone Age and Viking history. Her grandfather had written books about the early history of Iceland, books that had enticed her and that she had brought with her to her Aberdeen home. She had never thought she would grow up to be a boring university professor, so far from her pillaging and voyaging dreams. But as it was now, she loved it. She only felt lucky that she had a job where she was able to share the knowledge and love of her elusive ancestors.  

	  At least I have my novels. Pauline smiled when she opened her laptop like usual in the morning. Just being a university professor felt too mundane in her eyes. Teaching was fun, but sometimes it felt like just a way to fund her secret mistress. She giggled to herself. She was nearing the end now, and she couldn’t wait for the endorphin rush that came with finishing a novel. She didn’t glance at the clock as her fingers on the keyboard sped up. 

	 Her alarm rang. 

	  Pauline looked at the clock long and hard. Maybe she could write for another ten and then… no. It was better to get to the campus on time. She had the Viking seminar with her first-year class, including that peculiar girl she was mentoring. She better get ready for the day. She saved her document and closed her laptop. 

	 

	*

	 

	 “Welcome! My name is Pauline Lister and I’ll be teaching this class on Vikings. As you can see on your schedule, we’ll be starting with a seminar.” She chuckled inwardly at some of the student’s surprised or worried faces. “Don’t worry, don’t worry,” holding up her hands and smiling reassuringly. “I just want to get to know you a bit, learn about why you want to study this subject, and what expectations and wishes you have. And most importantly, ask you how you feel about Snorres Edda.” She chuckled out loud now when some students’ mouths dropped open. “We’ll talk a bit about the Prose Edda later. But first, let’s just change the tables so we can sit in a ring, and then we’ll talk for a bit.” 

	  The students scrambled up and Pauline helped to organize the tables so that they could all sit together in the middle. She sat down, with an acne-faced young man to her right and Mika Sinclair to her left. Pauline wasn’t sure how Mika had ended up next to her, as she had hardly seen her before this. Mika looked more put-together today with clean jeans, a white T-shirt, and a white lace holding together her blond frizz. Their gazes met briefly and Mika smiled shyly. 

	 A shudder travelled through Pauline’s chest at the sight of the curved strawberry mouth and the innocent eyes. It was a strange reaction and Pauline looked away, rustling her papers and focusing on the rest of the class. 

	  She had 16 students, mostly girls, and had all 32 eyes focusing on her. This part of Pauline’s job, she loved. 

	 “Why don’t we all present ourselves? Just your names and why you want to take this class. Want to start?” She looked at Mika, their gazes immediately meeting. Pauline held her breath until Mika nodded. 

	 “My name is Mika and…” Mika’s face slowly turned red. “And I want to take the...this class because… because... Vikings are cool.” Mika had turned into a beetroot and looked down, picking on her pencil case.

	 “That’s a good enough reason.” Pauline wanted to reassure her, but the words felt awkward in her mouth. “Next.” She lifted her gaze from Mika and focused on the next student. 

	 “My name is Teresa, and I have always loved Viking history. I was happy that I could choose this class despite reading for a degree in behavioural biology.” Teresa laughed, “Well, that’s it.” 

	They all turned to the one sitting next to Teresa, and listened as all sixteen presented themselves. Most students just reported that Vikings were cool or fun, or that they needed a history class and that this one suited their schedule. Only two students said they wanted the classes because of a future degree with an emphasis on Vikings. It was a good blend of students, Pauline thought. And now she could finally turn the conversation to the subject at hand. 

	 She was going to start by explaining how they had the information they had, and how research was gathered. Rather than just giving the information to them, she started by asking them what they thought. She wanted them to think, to learn, to internalise the information. Not just have it go in one ear and out the other. 

	  “Teresa.” She chose a student at random, one she thought could handle being singled out. “How do we learn about Vikings?”

	  Teresa smiled widely.

	 “Umm… archaeology?” 

	  Pauline nodded. 

	 “Absolutely, archaeology is a way we find things out. Does anybody have any other suggestions?” 

	  Pauline felt more than saw Mika lift her hand up, but before Pauline was able to give her the word, another one of the students spoke without raising her hand first. 

	 “We have records, like the Prose or Poetic Edda.” 

	 Mika took her hand down again. Pauline felt an irrational wave of anger, but she pushed it down and focused on the student who had talked.

	 “That’s true, Tamsin. We have the Prose Edda by Snorre Sturlason and the Poetic Edda. Can anybody tell me what those are?” 

	  A couple of hands shot in the air, and Pauline waited patiently. Selfishly she wanted to wait and see if Mika would put her hand up again. But she didn’t, instead she was doodling a flower in her notebook. 

	  It was quite upsetting that Mika had such little interest in Pauline’s subject, but Pauline decided to ignore that for now and chose one of the students with their hands up in the air. 

	 “Yes, Jonathan.”

	 Jonathan told the group about how the Prose and Poetic Edda had been written and by whom. Pauline continued the trail of thought. As she spoke, she could almost feel Mika’s gaze burning into the side of her face. It was unnerving. Especially since every time a student spoke, Mika looked down on her doodles again. It was as if she was only interested when the teacher spoke. 

	  The lesson was over very quickly and the students started packing up their things. Pauline stayed seated, wanting to make some notes when they had all left. She also enjoyed looking at the kids. Some of them didn’t talk, whereas some immediately switched to discussing food or video games. Pauline shook her head and smiled to herself. Maybe teaching first years wasn’t that bad. They sure were entertaining.

	 “Ms. Lister?” 

	 Mika was standing up now, holding her bag close to her chest and looking at her. 

	 “Yes? And you can call me Pauline.” Her students weren’t children. Pauline didn’t see any reason for the Ms/Miss-business. 

	 “Pauline.” Mika’s smile wrapped around her name. “I hope,” she paused, taking a quick breath, “I hope that –”

	 “Mika, we’re going to the cafeteria if you want to come,” Teresa said from  the doorway. She waited until Mika acknowledged what she had said with a nod, then she turned back to Pauline. Everyone else had left now and they were alone in the room. 

	  Mika stopped tensing and she put her backpack on one shoulder. The change from tense to relaxed was so subtle that Pauline first didn’t see it. 

	 “I hope you don’t think I’m not happy to be in your class, because I am. And I’m sorry about being late yesterday. I wasn’t on campus, and it’s hard to tell a five-year-old to stop hugging you, even if you have somewhere to be.” Her eyes were bright, honest, and it felt like they looked into Pauline’s soul. 

	 “That’s quite alright.” Pauline kept her voice calm. “I hope you enjoyed the first lesson despite everything?” 

	 Mika’s face lit up even more. 

	 “Yes, it was very fun. I think it was good to let us teach each other, rather than you just lecturing, you know?” 

	 “I’m glad you think so.” Pauline put her papers together, hoping it would be a signal for Mika to leave. Being in her presence was unnerving. “Next lesson will be a normal lecture, but I try to have a seminar every few weeks.”

	 “It’s good.” Mika smiled again. “I’m looking forward to the next one already.” A faint blush spread on her cheeks as she spoke.

	 Pauline felt touched. Mika was clearly very shy, or dealing with some form of social anxiety, and she had still taken time to tell her how she enjoyed the seminar.

	 “I’m glad,” she repeated, at loss for other words. 

	 They stared at each other in silence for less than a minute. Then Mika averted her gaze again.

	 “Well, thanks again. See you on Thursday.” 

	 She turned around and left the room. 

	 Pauline watched her leave before turning back to her papers. Maybe I should go for a run. She wanted to get rid of the sudden restlessness that ran through her body. Something strange was going on. 

	 


CHAPTER FOUR

	 

	  After eating another can of soup that afternoon, Mika sat down on the bed with her anatomy books. The first lecture wasn’t for a few days, but she couldn’t wait, and the course literature had finally arrived. Her fingers shook a bit as she trailed the human skeleton on the cover. As much as she had enjoyed the history seminar with Ms. Lister, eh Pauline, anatomy was the class she really couldn’t wait for. 

	She took a shaky breath and opened the book, reading the index. I should check the curriculum one more time so I can read the chapters for next class. It didn’t matter if the teacher was terrible, if her classmates were unpleasant, or if she had to shake everyone’s hand in the entire school. She would ace this class.

	  Needing her laptop, Mika got up and walked to the chest of drawers. She tried to ignore the photos, but she couldn’t. Molly’s smiling mouth and judging eyes looked right at her. 

	 “I’m sorry, okay?” She mumbled at the photo. “I promise to focus on sociology all day tomorrow.”

	 “Mika?” Teresa stuck her head inside the door. “I didn’t know you were in. Who are you talking too?”

	 Teresa asks too many questions, Mika thought and shook her head. 

	 “No one. Myself. Maybe. Did you want something?” 

	 Teresa frowned at Mika’s question and Mika cringed inwards. Great Mika, alienate the only person who actually talks with you on the whole campus. The rest just seemed to ignore her.

	 “Sorry.” She almost bit her lip as she stumbled on the words. “I meant… do you need something?” She forced a smile.

	 “I was wondering if you wanted to study with Stephen and me? We’re going over the pages and questions for Ms. Lister’s next lecture.”

	 “Oh thanks, but no.” She had heard laughter from Teresa’s room and knew that there were more than just two people there, and she wasn’t in the mood for socialisation. But she knew she had to get away from Molly. Just for a few hours. “I was actually about to head to the library.”

	 “Oh.” Teresa looked surprised, and Mika hoped she wasn’t offended.

	 “Sorry.”

	 “No, no.” The surprise disappeared from Teresa’s face and a smile appeared instead. “No problem. But if you figure out the answer to question seven, will you tell us?”

	 Mika nodded, relieved. “Sure. I’ll be back in an hour or so.”

	 “See ya.” 

	 Teresa left and Mika made her bag, packing both the course literature and her laptop. 

	 Outside the sun basked the campus in bright light. The flowers that didn’t know it was autumn yet, shone in the light. It was beautiful and it made Mika question if she should walk all the way to the library. Why would she when the campus had so many beautiful benches right there? There wasn’t a cloud in the sky after all. 

	 She sat down by a bench and put her bag on the wooden table. She looked up and smiled at the blue sky. 

	 

	*

	 

	  After closing the door behind her last student, Pauline made some quick notes on today’s lesson and then gathered her things. She didn’t fully enjoy the days she worked until four, because it meant that she wouldn’t be home until five. And despite both writing and running in the morning, she enjoyed having some time in the afternoon too. Do some additional writing, edit old manuscripts, or even just watch a series or movie. 

	 She stood up and pushed her bag up on her shoulder, glancing at the window. At least it was a beautiful day. Maybe she could call her friend Kim and see if she wanted to take a long walk with the dogs.

	  She usually hurried through the campus, but the day was so beautiful it warranted walking slowly and taking her time. She was about to take up her phone to call Kim when she saw a bush of blonde hair in the corner of her eye. 

	  It was Mika, sitting on a bench, leaning over a book. The sun hit the back of her head, making her hair light up like gold. Goldilocks, Pauline thought with a chuckle. I wonder if she knows how pretty she is. 

	 She shook her head. It wasn’t an appropriate thing to think about her student, and Pauline usually knew better. She was about to hurry past when Mika lifted her head and smiled.

	 “Pauline! Hi.” 

	 As if drawn by a magnet, Pauline changed course and walked towards Mika.

	 “Hello Mika. What a good idea to sit outside,” She lifted her gaze upward as if to gesture the nice weather they were having.

	 “I know.” Mika looked up as well. “I was supposed to go to the library, but it was so warm outside I didn’t see the point.”

	 Pauline glanced at the book in front of her, noticing to her delight that it was one for her class.

	 “Getting ready for the next lesson, I see.” 

	 Stop talking to her and go home, you fool. 

	 Mika nodded.

	 “I think most of us are going through the questions you gave us.” 

	 “Good, good,” Pauline said, biting her lip. “Are there any question marks? Something that’s hard to figure out?” She chuckled awkwardly. “Since I’m here anyway.” 

	  Mika’s eyebrows knitted and she leaned over the paper, her finger tracing the questions. 

	 “Question number seven is tricky,” she said eventually, looking up at Pauline again. “Teresa had problems with it too.”

	 For some reason hearing that Mika was communicating with her classmates was immensely satisfying. Pauline liked hearing that Mika wasn’t all alone, all the time. 

	 “Question seven?”

	 Mika read the question out loud from her paper. 

	“What brought on the Viking age?”

	 “Oh that’s…” It really was a tricky question. Pauline did her best not to giggle. 

	 Pauline stood next to Mika and leaned over to check the book. The movement was awkward and eventually she gave up and just sat down next to Mika on the bench. Their arms touched lightly, and two things happened at the same time. Pauline’s arm started tingling and Mika pulled away as if burnt. 

	  Pauline looked at her. She didn’t judge, she was just curious. Mika’s face had turned pink and her smile was apologetic. Pauline shook her head, wanting to convey that Mika had nothing to be sorry about. They held the eye contact for half a second, then Pauline turned back to the book. She placed her hand next to Mika’s on the page. 

	 “You’re in the right place in the book, but the question wasn't fully serious. Not even Viking scholars can agree on one single reason. If you list a couple of reasons, that’ll be okay.”

	“Okay.” Mika nodded. 

	 “You know there is actually an ancient Viking monument not far from here.”

	 “I think I’ve heard of it.” Mika’s shy smile was addicting. She kept her gaze down but there was no tension in her body. “Never been though.”

	 “You’re from around here then?” The question was out before Pauline had managed to think. Just end the conversation and go home. Take a cold shower too. Stop this small-talk thing with a student you’re attra–

	 Mika nodded.

	 “Yep. Well, I was born in Glasgow, but I moved here when I was five, when we were… placed.”

	 Placed?

	 “But you’re from Australia, right?” Mika chuckled.

	 “Is it that obvious?” Pauline asked with a smile, fully aware of her accent. “Yes, from Sydney, actually.”

	 “Why are you here?” Their eyes meeting again. 

	 “I saw a job offer and took the leap.” Pauline forced her gaze away and instead looked ahead, fixing her eyes on the flowers and the grass. Anything that felt safer than the all-damning eye contact. “I’m of Scottish descent though. Somewhere in the line.” 

	 “That’s cool.” Pauline could hear the smile in Mika’s voice. “Do you miss your home?”

	 “This is my home.” A breeze came by and pulled the grass and also Mika’s hair. It sent a whiff of something sweet and fresh. Mika smelled of spring rain and forest, and Pauline fought against every instinct to not inhale deeply. “I haven’t lived in Sydney for over four years now, and I don’t see myself moving back anytime soon.” 

	 “I think I would like to live somewhere far away…” Mika sounded dreamy. “But I–” Whatever she was about to say was drowned out by the noise of some other students.

	 “Mika! Hey!” Teresa, Grace and some other students that Pauline didn’t recognize came toward them. “Ms. Lister, hi.”

	 “Hi,” Pauline and Mika said in unison.

	 “I thought you were going to the library,” Teresa said, gazing on Mika with a tone that was almost accusatory. It made Pauline feel protective, as if she wanted to defend Mika.

	 “The weather was so nice,” Mika’s shoulders tensed up again, but she lifted her gaze to face her friends, “and then I ran into… Pauline.” 

	  “Oh well, doesn’t matter,” Teresa said, making a dismissive gesture with her hands. “We’re gonna have something to eat the at The Hub. Want to come?” She turned toward Pauline, her smile somewhat naughty. “Pauline is allowed to come too, of course.” 

	  “No, I think it’s better I head home,” She got up and grabbed the bag. “But have a nice time. And Mika?” she waited until she had those pale blues focused on her, “if you have any more questions about the assignment, my contact information is on the course information sheet.” The words were lame in her own ears, but Mika’s strawberry mouth formed one of those sweet smiles and she nodded.

	 “I will, thank you.” 
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