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I   le�   the   lights   off   when   I   got   home.   With   the   sun   so   bright,   I   hadn’t   needed   them.  

I’ve   been   sitting   here   for   hours   now,   and   the   sun   is   going   down.   I   still   don’t   feel   like   turning  
on   the   lights   though.   

Although   my   body   is   still,   my   mind   is   racing.   For   twenty-three   years   I’ve   lived  
without   question,   comfortable   in   the   person   I   am.   Doubts   and   fears   have   been   pushed  
down,   sometimes   because   I   couldn’t   handle   them,   and   sometimes   because   I   simply   didn’t  
want   to.   But   I   don’t   regret   doing   so,   and   I   don’t   think   it   was   wrong.   Now,   though,   now   I’m  
not   sure   if   I   can   push   it   down.   Or   if   I   even   want   to.   

The   paper   crinkles   as   I   toy   with   it,   fold   it   and   unfold   it,   twist   it   over   and   over.   Ten  
numbers,   written   in   ink   in   a   gentle,   albeit   a   bit   messy,   handwriting.   The   paper   itself   is   a   so�  
yellow,   the   edges   frayed   from   being   torn   from   a   larger   book.   There   are   no   lines,   nothing  
else   to   draw   my   attention.   Just   the   ten   numbers.   

Those   numbers   are   keeping   me   in   this   chair.   They   have   my   body   frozen,   my   mind  
racing   yet   unsure   of   where   to   go.   To   go   through   with   this   would   change   everything.   Of  
course,   I   don’t    know    the   numbers   are   there   for   me.   But   I   flipped   through   the   book   before,  
and   they   weren’t   there.   Somehow   I   know   that   this   isn’t   a   coincidence.   

Ten   simple   numbers,   yet   it's   just   enough   to   risk   my   entire   world.   
When   I   had   went   to   the   library   this   morning,   I   hadn’t   been   expecting   anything  

abnormal   to   happen.   Then   again,   I’m   usually   not.   My   life   isn’t   the   abnormal   kind,   it’s   the  
easy   kind.   Just   keep   living,   carefree   and   comfortable   in   my   ways,   and   I   don’t   have   to   worry  
about   change.  

  I   needed   a   book   because   a   customer   confronted   me   with   a   dishwasher   that   kept  
leaking   water   out   the   front,   even   when   I   unclogged   the   pipe.   I   had   never   seen   a   situation  
like   that   before,   and   I   wanted   to   learn   it,   to   make   sure   I   could   handle   it   in   the   future.   

Some   people   might   say   that   going   to   a   library   on   a   Saturday   makes   you   weird,   or   a  
loner,   or   some   other   words   that   aren’t   too   nice.   But   it’s   not   like   I   had   plans,   or   friends   who  
wanted   to   hang   out.   Plus,   pipes   make   me   happy.   What   other   people   see   as   confusing  
tangles   of   metal   and   water   I   see   as   a   puzzle,   one   whose   pieces   are   fun   to   put   together.   It’s  
something   I’m   good   at,   and   it   helps   keep   me   at   peace.    

It   was   eerily   empty,   more   quiet   than   even   a   library   should   be.   In   mid-morning,   I  
had   expected   at   least   a   few   more   patrons,   but   there   was   only   one   other   person.   He   sat   at   a  
table   near   a   window,   typing   away   on   his   laptop,   seemingly   uninterested   in   the   surrounding  
world.   The   sun   glinting   off   his   hair   caught   my   eye,   and   I   stared   at   it   for   a   second,   watching  
the   way   the   gold   and   brown   danced   together.   It   was   a   nice   sight   and,   oddly,   I   felt   like   talking  
to   him.   

  I   le�   him   unbothered;   he   looked   busy   and,   besides,   I   had   a   book   to   find.   
As   I   had   started   walking   through   the   aisles,   looking   for   maintenance,   the   image   of  

his   hair   dancing   with   the   sunlight   had   lingered   in   my   mind.  
The   book   sits   atop   my   coffee   table,   the   dying   light   glinting   off   its   laminated   cover.  

“ Twisted   Pipes:   the   Rarest   Plumbing   Disasters! ”   it   boasts   in   big   white   letters.   It   makes   it   sound  
like   it   contains   some   kind   of   horror   story,   like   it   would   be   exciting   to   any   person   who  
walked   into   a   store   looking   for   their   next   riveting   read.   In   reality,   it   was   just   information  
about   incredibly   rare   problems   with   all   kinds   of   waterworks   —   including,   of   course,   a  
leak-happy   dishwasher.   It   was   something   very   few   would   find   thrilling.   

I   roll   and   unroll   the   paper   again,   thinking   about   how   I   came   across   it.   When   I   had  
first   rifled   through   the   pages   and   a   small   yellow   swatch   fluttered   to   the   ground,   I   had  
thought   nothing   of   it.   I   laughed   a�er   seeing   what   was   on   it,   thinking   that   some   poor   soul  
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had   missed   their   opportunity.   But   then   I   had   another   thought,   and   it   wasn't   as   amusing.   It  
keeps   growing   stronger,   the   notion   that   that   gentle   handwriting   might   not   belong   to   a  
complete   stranger.   And,   worse   than   that,   I   have   a   deep   feeling   that   if   he    did    write   those  
numbers,   I   can’t   just   ignore   it.   

Change   is   daunting,   so   I’ve   tried   not   to   worry   about   it   in   my   life.   Sure,   I’ve   had   my  
uncertainties,   but   ignoring   them   has   always   been   easier.   Now,   though,   I   don’t   know   if   I   can.  
I   don’t   know   if   I   can   ignore    him .   

But   if   I   don’t   ignore   him,   what   might   happen?   What   might   Mike   think?   My   parents,  
other   friends,   coworkers?   Yes,   the   world   has   changed,   but   not   as   much   as   we   would   like.   It’s  
still   scary,   and   that   fear   is   coursing   through   me,   making   me   wonder   how   I   could   ever   think  
of   a   man—   let   alone   one   I   just   met—   that   way.   Still,   there’s   no   changing   the   fact   that   I   do.   

It   had   taken   about   twenty   minutes   for   me   to   find   a   book   that   would   work.   I   had  
pulled   it   off   the   shelf,   skimming   through   the   pages   to   make   sure   it   had   what   I   needed.  
When   I   was   satisfied,   I   took   it   and   walked   out   of   the   aisle,   back   towards   the   entrance   to   the  
building.   

He   was   still   sitting   at   the   table,   but   this   time   he   looked   up   from   his   laptop   to   smile   at  
me.   It   was   a   friendly   smile,   and   it   carried   a   certain   warmth   I   wasn’t   used   to   seeing   from  
strangers.   I   focused   on   his   face,   on   the   lines   and   curves   of   his   smile,   and   realized   that   I  
quite   enjoyed   it.   Why   did   it   make   me   feel   so   welcomed?   I   smiled   back.   

I   walked   toward   the   restroom,   but   the   sign   on   the   door   proclaiming   “Please   Do   Not  
Bring   Library   Property   Into   Restrooms”   slowed   me   down.   I   cursed   under   my   breath.   

Putting   the   book   back   on   the   shelf   would   take   too   long,   too   much   work.   Talking   to  
others   would   be   just   as   tiring,   and   I   wanted   to   get   home   to   my   pipes   and   pages.   Rather   than  
heading   to   the   counter,   though,   I   glanced   back   to   the   guy   at   the   table.   I   admired   the   smooth  
set   of   his   face   as   he   worked.   The   curve   of   his   jaw   was   nice,   and   it   made   me   not   want   to  
leave.   Not   just   yet,   anyway.   

He   seemed   like   a   good   option.   I   walked   toward   his   table,   and   he   looked   up,  
acknowledging   my   approach   with   another   smile.   

“Hey,”   I   said.   “Can   I-”   he   put   his   finger   up   and   cut   me   off,   removing   his   earbuds.   
“I’m   sorry.   What   were   you   saying?”   
“Oh,   I   um.”    Why   couldn’t   I   think   of   what   to   say?    “I   was   just   wondering   if   I   could   leave  

this   book   here   for   a   second.   I   have   to   go   to   the   bathroom   and   they   don’t   let   you   take   them  
in   there   so-”   I   stopped,   realizing   I   was   rambling.   

“Sure   thing!   I’ll   keep   it   safe   for   you.”   He   had   smiled   at   me   again,   a   very   warm   smile  
that   had   reached   his   eyes.   I   liked   it.   

“Thanks.   I’ll   be   right   back.”  
I   place   the   paper   on   my   leg,   reaching   for   my   cell   phone.   I   hold   it   in   my   hand,  

hesitant.   Finally,   I   turn   it   on,   watching   the   screen   come   to   life   before   putting   in   my  
passcode.   I   look   at   my   wallpaper,   a   picture   of   me   and   Mike.   

Mike.   What   would   he   think?   I   mean,   he   would   be   cool   with   it,   right?   Or   maybe   he  
wouldn’t.   Maybe   it   would   be   safer   to   just   ignore   it.   

I   don’t    want    to   just   ignore   it,   though.   No   matter   how   much   I   try   to   deny   it,   I    like    him.  
At   least,   I   think   I   do,   and   that’s   enough   to   bring   all   of   my   carefully-ignored   questions   to   the  
surface.   Staying   quiet,   not   doing   anything,   pushing   them   back   down,   would   be   easier.    Safer .  
But   a   part   of   me,   a   part   that   seems   to   be   growing   stronger,   makes   me   not   care   what  
happens   with   other   people.   That   part   just   wants   to   talk   to   him   again.   
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I   put   my   phone   back   in   my   pocket,   Mike’s   face   disappearing,   and   pick   the   paper   up  

again,   staring   at   the   numbers.   The   blue   ink   seems   to   be   growing   brighter   as   the   sun   grows  
weaker.   It’s   practically   jumping   off   the   page,   pulling   me   toward   it.   

Walking   back   from   the   bathroom,   I   had   seen   that   he   was   still   typing   away   on   his  
computer,   completely   immersed.   This   time   he   hadn’t   even   looked   up   until   I   arrived   at   the  
table.   

“Hey,   thanks   for   watching   this.”   
“No   problem,”   he   said.   It   was   silent   for   a   second,   and   I   thought   I   was   going   to   leave.   
“If   I   may   ask,   what   are   you   working   on?”    God ,    why   did   I   say   that?    If   I   had   just   le�,  

everything   might   have   been   so   much   easier.   
“Oh,   it’s   a…   project   of   mine.”   I   nodded   my   head.   “I’m   a   writer,”   he   elaborated.   “It’s  

hard   to   explain.”   He   had   smiled   at   me   again.  
“Well,   um,   good   luck   with   that.”   I   had   flashed   him   a   smile   and   turned   to   the   front  

desk.   
If   I   wouldn’t   have   kept   talking,   I   wouldn’t   feel   so   bad   now   about   ignoring   the   paper,  

ignoring   the   numbers.   Maybe   I   would   already   be   doing   something   else.   
I   can’t   see   the   paper   anymore,   with   the   sun   down,   but   I   still   roll   it   in   my   fingers.   It  

feels   much   heavier   than   it   should.   
What   do   I   do?   He   could   be   the   answer   I’ve   been   looking   for.   But   I’m   not   sure   if   I  

even   want   an   answer   right   now.   Everything’s   been   going   just   fine   without   one,   I   could   be  
completely   fine   ignoring   it,   tucking   it   in   a   drawer,   throwing   it   away.   

But   him   —   I   can’t   ignore    him .   
For   the   first   time   in   hours,   I   get   up   from   the   chair.   Feeling   my   way   to   the   switch,   I  

flick   on   the   lights,   my   eyes   already   fixed   on   the   paper,   on   its   ten   numbers.   
I   pull   my   phone   out   of   my   pocket,   my   heart   hammering,   yet   my   fingers   completely  

stable,   not   shaking   at   all.   
2..4...0..  
Am   I   doing   the   right   thing?   What   will   everyone   else   think?   
6...  
Does   it   really   matter   what   they’ll   think?   
3...9..  
Of   course   it   does.   What   am   I   saying?   They’re   all   I’ve   got.   
But   what   if   he   could   be   someone   I’ve   got   too?   
0..0...  
It   would   be   ridiculous   to   turn   back   now.   
1...  
I   can   practically   feel   my   heart   in   my   head,   but   I   won’t   stop.   I   feel   like   I   may   finally  

get   what   I   have   waited   for   for   years.   
9..  
His   smile.   That’s   all   I   can   think   about   now.   His   smile.   I’m   doing   it   for   him.   And   for  

me,   too.   A   chance   to   explore.   Something   I   haven’t   done   in   far   too   long.   
Call.  
Now   there   really   is   no   turning   back.   
Ring.  
Oh   god,   what   if   it’s   not   him?  
Ring.  
Is   my   heart   even   still   beating?   
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Rin-   click.  
“Hello?”   

 


