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The desert did not feel hostile at first. It felt honest. No noise, no opinions, no schedules, no constant little asks tugging at his attention. Just space. It was the kind of emptiness that made you notice what you carried. The sun came up slow and steady, and the sand changed color the way a thought changes when you stop fighting it. He had been walking for days, maybe longer. Time was thin out here. He measured it by thirst and shade and the way his body started to understand the rhythm. He did not tell himself a story about why he was out here, because every story he tried to tell sounded like an excuse. He just kept moving, and when he stopped, he stopped.

That morning he woke before the light really arrived. The air still had a coolness to it, like the desert was holding its breath. He sat up and listened to the quiet the way you listen for an animal nearby. Nothing. He drank a little, not because he wanted to, but because he knew he should. When he stood, he noticed a shape in the sand a few steps away from where he had slept. At first he thought it was a trick of the dim light, the kind of pattern your mind makes when it wants something to focus on. But the more he looked, the more it held its form. Three lines. Three corners. A triangle drawn cleanly as if someone had taken a straight edge and a careful hand to the ground.

He walked closer. There were no footprints around it. That was the first thing that made him pause, not fear exactly, but the quiet kind of suspicion you feel when something is too neat in a world that is usually not. The wind had been blowing in the night. He had heard it brushing over the dunes and pulling at the edge of his blanket. It should have softened the lines, if not erased them. Instead the triangle sat there like it belonged, like it had been waiting. He crouched down and reached out, and his finger ran along one side. The sand was cool and slightly packed, the line shallow but sure, the kind of mark you could feel more than see.

He picked a corner without thinking, and as soon as his fingertip touched it he felt something tighten in his chest. It was not pain, not exactly. It was pressure, like a hand placed flat against the sternum. He stayed there a moment and his mind did what it always did when given a doorway. It went backward. Faces, conversations, rooms he had not been in for years, the feeling of saying the wrong thing and knowing it afterward, the feeling of not saying anything and letting the moment pass. It came like a wave that pretends to be gentle until it reaches your feet and pulls you off balance. He swallowed, and the dryness in his throat made him angry for no reason. He pulled his hand back like the sand had stung him, and he stared at the corner as if it had accused him of something.

He shifted over to the next corner. He told himself he was just curious, that it was only a drawing, but his body was already listening in a way his mind could not control. When he touched the second corner, the pressure in his chest loosened and moved upward, into his head. His thoughts sped up. Not memories this time, but plans. Images of distance, of getting somewhere, of figuring it out, whatever it was. He could feel the part of himself that always wanted to turn life into a problem with a solution. It was almost comforting, like sitting down at a desk and making a list, even if the list never fixed anything. He found himself staring into the brightening horizon as if the triangle had pointed him toward a destination, and for a second he felt the familiar itch of wanting to be ahead of himself.
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