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All the place names in the story are fictitious: 
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Chapter 1 The Rules


“OKAY, FIRST OF all, two drink minimum.”


Two young men sat at the next table over. There was an assortment of wrappers and cellophane bags spread around them as Lizzie took them in from her prime seat in front of the fireplace. They had not necessarily come to the Memorial Union for coffee so much as to eat. A meal in-between classes had been put together from the pastries and pre-wrapped items which were available at the university coffee shop. They were younger than Lizzie and had that squeakiness about them that proclaimed freshmen despite talking about drinking.


But they were leaning into each other as though sharing something that was a secret (for all that she could hear them quite clearly)—certainly it was absorbing. They were young men, but mature enough to be having, or thinking about having sex, and not boys. This was college after all. But Lizzie wondered just how experienced they were, and how much of a mantra (someone else’s mantra), they were repeating.


The one giving the advice had short clipped hair; his face still sported pimples. He looked like a sports player of some sort. His friend was the type who was still playing catch-up on growth: looking lean of frame with long, dark, curly hair.


“Don’t ever get desperate man,” said sports guy. “Being desperate puts girls off.”


“Okay,” said lanky, though Lizzie thought his face screamed desperate.


“No cuddling afterward. When you’re done, you’re done, and you just go your separate ways,” continued sports.


“Really?” said lanky.


“Cuddling after sex implies you’re building on something and you just don’t do it,” sports shook his head.


“I can’t stay awake man!” wailed lanky. Lizzie wondered how lanky knew he might like to cuddle, but she knew exactly how he knew he couldn’t stay awake.


Sports guy looked at his friend and then shook his head. “You don’t even really need to talk during. There are no assumptions. Just because you’ve done it once or six times doesn’t mean you—or her—have any rights. It’s not a relationship.”


Lanky nodded. Lizzie frowned.


“And don’t text for two days. Again, don’t be desperate. Never compromise.”


“Two days. What if it was great?” asked lanky.


“Two days,” sports stared at his friend. “Don’t catch feelings. It’s just about the sex.”


Lizzie stood and moved over to the men’s table. She put a hand on the tabletop. “So, I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation,” she began with a smile. It was a warm and inviting smile, her barista smile: the one she plastered on her face every morning that she worked at the coffee shop not many yards away. The men leaned in, she continued.


“That two days rule. We get to use it too.” She raised an eyebrow. “And you need to be willing to at least talk about your sex history. Are you free of STDs?” Lanky’s eyes went wide. “What? Don’t want to talk about sex, but you want to have it? That’s part of growing up little man. And can we discuss condom use? Because you will wear one!”


A figure looked up from the stack of books in front of him, his eyes darting from the young men over to the back of the woman’s head. He had not really noticed her when he had sat down with his books and his coffee. He was reviewing Interior Construction and Detailing, but the conversation had caught his attention, particularly the woman’s interruption. He thought back to being a freshman and not knowing The Rules. He narrowed his eyes as he listened. What a bitch, he thought as she concluded her sharp little lecture.


The woman went back to her table. They both settled down to study.






LIZZIE KNEW SHE did well at her early-morning coffee shift. So many of her fellow students were not morning people, and yet were tagged for the shift or volunteered for it—as if to get work out of the way. Often, they wanted to fit it in around their class schedule or their social life. But for Lizzie, it was a matter of compartmentalizing things. She could finish work then go to class, then study, study, and study some more before she went to bed, slept, and then did it all over again. 


The employees at the Memorial Union coffee shop rotated through who took orders, and who processed drinks. Right then, she was working with busy hands at the espresso machine as she created made-to-order drinks.


“Diet Coke break,” called out her co-worker Annie. Lizzie glanced over the top of the machine. ‘Diet Coke break’ was Annie’s code for ‘cute guy in line.’ It was a reference to a long-ago commercial which neither of them had seen, but Annie’s mother had prattled on about loving when it appeared. In it, a group of office women took a break every day to watch a striking, muscled construction worker drink a Diet Coke which is why Annie’s mother (single, like Lizzie’s) had been so fond of it.


The phrase was innocuous enough that a guy in line would not understand that they were speaking about him. Lizzie looked at the assortment of college students in line; she understood which one Annie was referencing. He was tall with dark hair; it was expertly clipped and he used product. The man styled it so it swept up from his forehead, and he also had a nicely clipped beard which made her frown. So many college-aged men had beards these days, like they couldn’t be bothered to shave. His, at least, was neat and trim, even if longish.


Lizzie’s hands kept working as her eyes roved and took in his appearance. He seemed a business or econ-major type. Not like any of the science majors she was used to working with or her scruffy study-buddy Aaron. There was something about this guy, the way he stood. He was a little too put together for a college student (given that it was not quite eight in the morning), and given that beautifully displayed hair.


Arrogant, she thought as she looked at him. Annie came over to line empty cups up next to the espresso machine to wait for their contents. “So? What do you think?”


“Nothing to tempt me there,” remarked Lizzie. “I wonder what his tattoo looks like.”


“What tattoo?” asked Annie, who stood on tiptoes to look at him as though she missed something.


“They always have tattoos. I’ve never known any guy with a beard who didn’t have a tattoo to go with it.”


“Oh,” said Annie, who frowned as she considered that. “They do sort of pair up. You know…I think you’re right.”


“Every guy I’ve known with a beard had one,” asserted Lizzie.


“It’s the best-looking face I’ve seen in a long time,” asserted Annie, who used her hand to fan herself.


“I’ll admit he’s good-looking,” she granted. “There’s just. No.” She shook her head. “There’s something else besides his looks which makes him not a temptation.”


Lizzie couldn’t help but notice that he became a regular early-morning customer. She was surprised she hadn’t noticed him before but figured he must be a transfer student. He appeared about the same age as her, a junior or a senior. Perhaps he had done community college and was transferring credits over to save money. She rarely spoke to him; Lizzie always seemed to be on coffee-making duty whenever he appeared. It was Annie who had the good fortune to speak to him and take his order. Her co-worker would always make a point of coming over to enlighten Lizzie about him.


“He’s just so gorgeous to look at! I don’t care if he’s always curt. So many of them are when they’re waiting for their coffee.” Annie excused his behavior when it gave her morning-tired eyes something pleasant to look at.


“Well, what’s his name?” asked Lizzie. “He must give his name when he orders coffee?”


“Will. His name is Will,” Annie answered.


“A common-enough name,” she threw out. But Handsome Will became one of their regulars.


It seemed, wherever she went that Lizzie ran into Annie’s Will. He was a yard or two in front of her going into the main library one day, but the bastard didn’t bother to hold the door for her. It rained hard one day (a rarity), and she was hurrying to get to the bus stop to go home; she could see the bus sitting across the street. Lizzie got one foot in the crosswalk and was going to run across when a car zipped past. First of all, it didn’t yield to her despite that foot in the crosswalk, and secondly it splashed water from a pothole up against her jeans and soaked her. By the time it had passed, and Lizzie had checked for traffic again, the bus had pulled away. She thought she recognized the bearded figure behind the wheel of the car.


She didn’t know cars, so couldn’t tell what type Handsome Will drove. Her family owned the one, and she was a Townie, mostly using the bus system to get around. And though she could drive, she rarely did since her mother needed the car for work. And Ms. Gardiner frequently fought with Lauren over its use. Her next-youngest sister insisted on second rights to the family car.


“He always leaves tips,” Annie cooed in her ear one morning. “No one leaves tips.”


“Okay,” Lizzie grumbled. She had been up late and was facing a long day. “He leaves tips, hurray.” The sarcasm in her voice dripped off of every letter in the last word. “But has he asked you out yet?”


“No. But nobody dates anymore,” Annie claimed. “I’d just be happy to, you know!”


“Okay then. Good luck with that,” said Lizzie, who couldn’t show any concern that morning for Annie lusting after the tall and rather good-looking Will (even if he did have a beard).


There was the occasional day when Lizzie took Handsome Will’s order. Usually, it was because Annie wasn’t paying attention to jump over to the check stand, or wasn’t working. He was always curt. 


“Latte,” he would demand, “nonfat.” He never got anything to eat. He never ordered anything else. He never said thank you, but he did leave a tip, every time, in their communal tip jar. But that got divided up at the end of the shift. Sometimes Mr. Handsome Will’s tip was the only one in it.


Some people had elaborate orders; some people changed them up, trying different drinks each time. Will was a man who knew his mind and stuck with his nonfat latte every day before going off to class.






LIZZIE WAS ENJOYING a rare night out at the on-campus pub, The Night Owl, with Jenna and Lottie Lucas when she asked Dylan the bartender (and a personal friend) to turn up the music as it was a favorite song. Suddenly Handsome Will was at the bar demanding that Dylan turn it down. Will apparently had been studying and found it distracting.


“Who comes to a bar on a Friday night to study!” cried Lizzie in exasperation after Will walked away.


“Well, we’re all college students here. I guess he doesn’t want to be stuck in his apartment all the time,” argued Jenna. She was Lizzie’s oldest sister, older only by eleven months, but she had a certain wisdom to her as if many years older. Jenna was far more tolerant than Lizzie.


“He’s incredibly good-looking,” asserted Lottie. “I didn’t know that NorCal University has ever boasted such a hot guy.”


Lottie was a friend and neighbor to both of the Bennet sisters. All three of them were Santa — locals. Locals who never left town to go to college. Sometimes, they resented those who came to their town; sometimes those students who chose to go to NorCal University resented the Townies who never left. All three women worked to help put themselves through school. There were times—often over a drink—when the constant irritation of juggling it all had to be expressed.


“He buys a latte every morning before going off to class,” said Lizzie as his tall figure disappeared into the crowds. “Money there if he’s not brewing coffee at home.”


“So…you know him?” Lot nudged Lizzie with an elbow. She had been waiting for Jenna and Lizzie at The Night Owl and already was at least one drink ahead, probably two. Her elbow missed Lizzie’s, and she slide down so her head was lying on the bar.


“No I don’t!” snapped Lizzie, who pushed at Lottie with a hand. Lot stayed where she was.


“I think you’re protesting too much!” sang Lottie from inside her arms.


“I think you’ve drunk too much!” Lizzie sang back to her.


“I think we need to get Lauren to pick us up,” remarked Jenna, looking at the pair of them.


“Say…Liz,” interrupted Dylan. “I’m off at eleven tonight. Hookup?” Dylan and Lizzie had gone to high school together. They had tried getting together a couple of times, but Lizzie hadn’t found the experience very stirring.


“Nah. I have to be in the lab all day tomorrow.” She brushed him off. “I need some sleep.” Throwing him a compliment wasn’t the best strategy as he would only keep asking her.


“Okay. See you next Friday,” Dylan replied.


Jenna got a hold of their seventeen-year-old sister, Lauren, to pick them up. Though Lauren protested loudly that she was not an Uber service, she still came as their mother rarely let her drive the car that late, but Ms. Gardiner didn’t want to come in this instance. Lauren would probably insist on stopping somewhere either coming or going.


Lizzie and Jenna were back at The Night Owl the following week. They hadn’t intended to go. Lottie was at a meeting of the Young Christians on Campus, so it was just the two sisters. But it was Friday night again and the sisters couldn’t always be at home with two other sisters and their mother at home. They had both perfected the art of nursing one drink—because they were cheap. Their college budgets didn’t cover drinking to excess and buying multiple drinks, every Friday night.


It wasn’t busy that evening. Likely it would be packed the next week when it was Family Weekend. The two sat at the bar and talked about what Jenna would do when she graduated at the end of the year.


“Art history, I don’t know why I stuck with it,” moaned Jenna.


“Because you love it.” Lizzie reminded her for the ten thousandth time.


“I just don’t know what I’m going to do with it,” sighed Jenna.


“Interior design. You talk about it all the time,” prompted Lizzie.


“Why didn’t I major in it?” This whole conversation was an oft-repeated one.


“Because you didn’t want to go away for college,” chided her younger sister.


“And there’s so much about business that I don’t understand. It seems that an interior designer ought to know how to run her own business,” moaned Jenna. She was on a roll.


“Well, get an MBA next, and then start your own design firm!” suggested Lizzie.


“Ha! Like I can afford it!” Jenna pushed her empty drink glass out from in front of her. “I think I’m done.”


“Another beer,” said a voice next to Lizzie’s ear. She looked to see Handsome Will at the bar. Lizzie kept her gaze on him but didn’t say anything; he looked over at her.


“You’re the woman from the coffee shop. I recognize you from the back,” he declared.


“What!” cried Lizzie.


“I’ve seen you in the coffee shop. In the Memorial Union. Your hair—it’s distinctive,” Will nodded vaguely.


“Yeah. It drives my mom crazy,” Lizzie explained. Her mother had thrown quite a fit when she had come home the first day of college with her sassy, asymmetrical haircut. It went from over the ear on one side to chin length on the other.


“Yeah, well, see you around,” he remarked as Dylan handed him his beer. Will slapped money down on the counter and walked away.


“What do you suppose he meant by from behind?” asked Lizzie as she turned to her sister. “I’m always serving him drinks, looking him in the face. What is he doing, stalking me?”


“I don’t know,” said Jenna. “Perhaps he’s noticed you at other times? The MU is your go-to study place. You’re always in front of that darn fireplace. Maybe he likes you?”


“Nobody likes anybody in college,” objected Lizzie. “I think perhaps he is stalking me. I may need to be careful.” They had wrestled the car away from Lauren that night, and with only one drink in her belly, Jenna felt safe driving them home. Lizzie hated driving at night.






MOST AFTERNOONS, WILL Darcy sat in the Memorial Union coffee shop with his architecture books spread out in front of him. He liked the big tables because they fit his books, spread wide, in front of him. He could also get up to have his coffee refilled whenever he needed.


The library was too noisy. There was a quiet floor, but students staked out the tables too early in the day. The constant discussion of scholarly topics and thrum of voices on the other floors in the library hit his ears in a jarring manner. But there was something about the background noise in the Memorial Union that didn’t bother him when he tried to focus on his studies. The conversations and noise there was different, even pleasant, at least he could tune it out. He could have studied at home, but the kitchen table was not nearly big enough, and Giana used that for her studies. Besides, it was convenient to walk out of class, plop his books down, get a cup of coffee, and study on campus before going home.


Will had noticed her the day that those two men had discussed The Rules. He had been so annoyed with her that it had taken many minutes to get back to work. He only saw her from the back that day, but her trendy haircut meant that he remembered her. Will found he could pick her out when he was in the MU. It wasn’t that he really needed to pick her out in a crowd as she, like him, sat in the Memorial Union every afternoon with books in front of her. He couldn’t tell what she was studying, nor did he ever approach the table. His view of the table, of her, was always of her back and that hair.


He observed, as September carried on, that her hair grew. She was not so fashion-conscious that she had her hair trimmed every second week to maintain A Look. He noticed one day that the right side, the longer side, was long enough now to reach her shoulder. She tilted her head as she put her cheek against her fist as she read. The hair curled up, and he thought it must be very thick.


Will hadn’t realized for a time that she worked at the coffee shop where he got his morning latte. There was a cute, young woman who usually took his order. She had this little smattering of freckles across her nose that he admired and who was very friendly as baristas often are. But one day, Will got the leading view of the woman with the angled haircut. Suddenly, she was in front of him taking his order.


He wasn’t sure how he had imagined her looks. Will had some generic-faced woman, just a typical, ordinary face, but he was surprised by her face after having spent weeks seeing her from the back. It was a captivating face. Will was hard-pressed to describe it as faces are often described in a book: round or oval or heart-shaped. (What exactly was a heart-shaped face?) Her chin was a little pointy, and her skin a little tanned. There were no freckles to be charmed by. She had very dark eyes. They looked back at him as he ordered his usual brew. He was surprised by that. But they weren’t dark and forbidding. They seemed dark—and yet warm and inviting.


It was probably a week before she was in front of him taking orders again. He had nothing to say to her, though he stood for a few seconds while he admired those enchanting dark eyes. Will would steal glances then, whenever he ordered his coffee. He noticed that she was often the one to prepare drinks while her freckled coworker took the orders. He could see her in profile; she had a larger nose than most women probably wanted which was long and thin and straight. 


For now, she was just a distraction for him from his studies. It gave him a minute or two of something pleasant to look at, like he admired the lines of a building or a beautiful window or freckles on a nose. Then he would go back to studying again.






ONE SUNDAY AFTERNOON, Lizzie was finishing up lunch at home when Lottie walked in. The Lucases didn’t live on Longbourn Way but around the corner. Lauren was sitting at the table, having made herself some instant Ramen soup. 


“You know that stuff is so bad for you,” stated Lottie, pointing at Lauren’s bowl.


“Hi Lot,” muttered Lauren in return and kept eating.


“Coming from church?” asked Lizzie.


“Yeah,” her friend answered. “I can’t seem to get in the mood to study. I don’t suppose you want to go for a walk, a short one?”


“Yeah.” Lizzie drawled. “I spent all day in the lab yesterday. It would be good for me to get some exercise.”


“Hello Charlotte,” said a voice.


“Hello Ms. Gardiner,” Lottie answered.


“You know you can call me Bea,” said Beatrice Gardiner, mother to the four Bennet daughters.


“You know you can call me Lottie like everyone else,” replied Lizzie’s friend.


“It is such a pretty name—Charlotte—and Lottie, well, it sounds indecent or rude. And you know how much I hate old-fashioned names, so I thought you would be pleased that I like Charlotte. It is one of the few older names that’s okay in my book,” Bea Gardiner explained.


“Just never suited me, like Lizzie never was an Elizabeth,” answered Lottie.


“Exactly!” said Bea. “I argued with her father that Elizabeth was too old-fashioned, but as I got to name Jenna, he got to choose Elizabeth.” Lottie looked over at her friend and rolled her eyes. It was an old story, one often repeated.


“And M.K. was named by your husband as well,” offered Lottie.


“Yes, poor dear, has to resort to her initials.” Bea Gardiner shook her head. “My girls call your mother Serena, have done for years. Why don’t you try calling me Bea?”


“Because…” murmured Lottie and let her voice trail off without attempting to argue with a woman who wouldn’t ever concede.


“Hi Lot!” exclaimed a high-pitched voice; there was no face or body attached to it. Lottie walked through the kitchen into the family room to find a small figure lying on a couch.


“Hi M.K.!” she replied. M.K. was the youngest sister.


“Whatcha doing?” asked Lottie in a playful tone.


“Reading,” answered the figure.


“Whatcha reading?”


“The Me Guide to Growing Up.” M.K. explained.


“Mom’s always been really big about keeping us informed about the facts of life.” Lauren called over as she slurped her noodles.


“I seem to recall asking you and Jenna a lot of questions,” remarked Lottie who looked at Lizzie. “Is that the same book you had?”


“No! She got me my own copy!” said M.K. happily.


“Yeah, I think by the time Lauren got a hold of the copy that Jenna and I had, with you and Maria thumbing through it as well, we needed a new copy!” They all laughed.


“Besides, I think things have changed in the ten years since Mom tried to explain the facts of life to Jenna,” asserted Lauren.


“I don’t think the facts of life change,” declared Lizzie.


“Sure they do!” said Lauren, who sat back in her chair. “It’s not just black and white anymore. Everything’s a spectrum. Maybe you like boys.” She held up one hand. “Maybe you like girls.” She held up the other. “Maybe you do both.” Lauren wiggled her fingers.


“Oh,” said Lottie, who blushed a little. 


“Wait, do they cover that in your book, M.K.?” asked Lizzie.


“Maybe,” said the youngest sister, in a shier voice.


“You have always discussed sex and sexuality rather openly for a family,” remarked Lottie who was still blushing.


“Well, it’s Mom,” whispered Lizzie. She turned to look for her mother, but Bea had apparently walked off to do some chore like cycle the laundry. “You know she became disillusioned about relationships when Dad left, but it meant we were well-informed about sex.” She finished in a normal tone of voice.


“Not disillusioned, freed!” Called Bea from the laundry room. ”Freed! In fact, I’m thinking of having a nice dinner tonight to celebrate my years of freed-dom!”


Lizzie made bug eyes at Lottie to say: don’t encourage her.


It had been eleven years since their father had left, and their mother was still bitter. He had woken up one morning, eaten his breakfast, and then had proceeded to pack all of his clothes in assorted suitcases, all without saying a word. Beatrice had come in to ask what he was doing.


“Just not what I thought!” had been his answer.


“What isn’t what you thought?” had been Bea’s next question.


“Fatherhood,” he remarked.


M.K. had been just over a year old. She had been a surprise baby, not planned.


“What’s that mean?” Bea had snapped.


“I don’t want to be a father anymore.” Thornton Bennet had declared as he finished packing. “You can keep the lot!”


He had meant it, leaving eleven-year-old Jenna, ten year Lizzie, six-year-old Lauren, and the baby behind. Bea often complained that he took her favorite suitcase in the bargain. The courts had something to say about child support, but Thornton Bennet found a new job, a new house, and a new life all in Southern California, leaving Beatrice to raise the four girls.




Chapter 2 Interests Besides Schoolwork


THE NEXT WEEKEND was Family Weekend. Since Jenna and Lizzie and Lottie were all Townies (and they all lived at home), no one came to visit them. They avoided campus where all the homesick freshmen had parents swarming around bringing them goodie baskets, taking them shopping, and in general disrupting a lot of other students’ routine. All of the Townies and a lot of the upperclassmen disliked Family Weekend. Some of them recalled being sad and lonely freshmen longing for family contact, though they could agree that adulting was hard.


But it was difficult to be at home, in the Bennet-Gardiner home, all weekend. Lizzie had persuaded her professor that she could skip the lab so she could avoid the general craziness on campus, but it meant dealing with craziness at home. She knew she ought to find a non-campus alternative for studying, but she never did. If Lizzie wasn’t at home, she was in the Memorial Union or the biology lab. Lizzie was a creature of habit. Sometimes, she would walk over to visit the Lucas’ house, but more out of sentiment than out of trying to find a quiet place to study. There were five children in the Lucas’ family and three boys. Mr. Lucas had not left Serena Lucas to raise her children by herself, and it was just as chaotic and noisy there as at her own house. 


By eleven on Sunday morning, Lizzie had had enough of family togetherness. She and Jenna shared a room—while Lauren and M.K. shared—so even her room was no sanctuary. She needed to get away. It was too early to hope that Lottie would be back from church, so she took the car keys when no one was looking.


“I am going to run an errand.” Lizzie lied as she went out the door.


“No fair!” cried Lauren. But there was no other comment as Lizzie shut the front door. Bea must have been in her room and not heard or didn’t object. Lizzie stole away, driving tentatively as she still felt unsure behind the wheel. She rarely took the car, so felt that telling a white lie about running an errand was acceptable when she knew she planned to stay out longer. Lizzie was going to a park, but not one with equipment for preschool children; this one had several acres with hiking trails. It was the same one that she and Lottie had gone to the week before. 


The afternoon was beautiful, like all Northern California afternoons are. It would be tempting to allow herself to get lost on the hiking trails, to stay all day, and to forget her studies, but Lizzie allotted herself one hour. She had a favorite ramble and knew she could cover its length and move through its inclines in the one-hour time-frame. 


It was as she was heading back down the slope, with hot, weary feet, a body glowing with sweat, but feeling happy to have gotten out of the house when she spotted a figure on the path below (one which was becoming a little too familiar). Handsome Will was stretching as if he was about to go running. Lizzie didn’t think the trails were suitable. They were too uneven; there were too many gopher holes. And there was the threat of mountain lions if you were out at sunset. Lizzie wondered if he knew about that issue since he had just transferred here? Perhaps she might mention it to him if they ever had more than one sentence conversations.


She clipped down the trail wishing she had thought to bring water when he straightened and saw her. He seemed surprised to find her there, as though he was not used to seeing her outside of the Memorial Union or the pub.


“Hi.” Will greeted her, even if he was surprised.


“Hi,” she replied. She got nearer. “Great day to get out,” she added as he didn’t seem inclined to say anything else.


“Someone recommended this place just last week,” he finally said. “This is only my second time trying out the running trails.”


“Better than running on campus today with so many visitors,” she remarked as she came up to him. “Well, I’ll see you around.”


She went to walk past him. He made some noise as though clearing his throat. “Um. I’m Will by the way.”


“I sort of know that ‘cause you order coffee most mornings, by name.” She stopped herself from rolling her eyes. “I’m Liz…Lizzie. See you around.”


There had been some texts, mostly from Lauren, but one from Bea asking Where was the car? She ignored them. Lizzie’s thoughts distracted her as she got back into the car to drive home; they were thoughts about Will’s hair. She wondered what happened to it after he went running, and he got all hot and sweaty: did it no longer stand up so beautifully? Did it fall in a swoop over his forehead instead?






ON MONDAY, WHEN Lizzie took drink orders, Will spoke to her.


He said, “Lizzie.” Which was followed with a grunt, before he proceeded to ask for his “latte, nonfat,” like he always did. That had been the entire exchange, but Annie noticed. Once he picked up his drink, Annie leaned over.


“What was that?” she asked.


“What was what?” Lizzie brushed off the exchange, her mind was on her work. She was busy shuffling cups over towards Annie.


“Handsome Will. How come he knows your name?” exclaimed Annie.


“I ran into him hiking this weekend,” said Lizzie as she turned to go back to the register.


“But why would he ask your name and not mine?” Annie sounded exasperated.


“I don’t know,” answered Lizzie, who nodded at the next customer. “I still worry that he’s stalking me.”


“He must like brunettes and not blonds.” Annie pouted as she pressed the steam button on the espresso machine and let out a massive blast as an expression of how she was feeling just then.


Lizzie didn’t think anything of Will’s bothering to ask her name. She stared at that beard and still didn’t like it.






LOTTIE CAME TO find her that afternoon. Lizzie sat at her table in front of the fireplace in the Memorial Union as usual. It wasn’t always lit, that fireplace. It was a gas one with those ridiculously fake logs, but there was something about it that had always sparked Lizzie’s imagination like she was in a Victorian drawing room in front of a Rumford fireplace, reading a novel with the bell-pull just out of reach, and that she could call a servant for tea whenever she felt like it. Of course, she could always stand up and go get another cup of coffee or something to eat at the MU coffee shop. It was all quite similar to that fictitious drawing room in her head.


But Lottie came to find her as it was one place where they could talk privately, despite the hundred or so people surrounding them. At either of their homes, siblings were listening in, no matter where they might try to talk.


“I’ve met somebody,” began Lottie Lucas.


“Really?” Lizzie sat back to look at her friend, who pulled up a chair and put both elbows on the table, her chin in her hands.


Lot had often bemoaned the fact that she couldn’t do casual the way everyone else in college seemed to operate. She had tried and failed miserably at it. It wasn’t as if she had dreams of romance; she just couldn’t be casual about sex. Lottie needed a connection with a potential partner, even if it was a date. It perhaps didn’t help that Lottie got a little too relaxed when she drank, which scared her.


“Yeah,” said Lottie. “There’s a new guy in our group. He just joined.”


“Why didn’t he join at the beginning of the semester?” asked Lizzie.


“My guess is that he was taking time to get settled in and find his way around campus,” speculated Lottie, who shrugged her shoulders.


“I suppose that makes sense,” agreed Lizzie. “So he’s new?”


“Yeah,” agreed Lottie. “Transfer student. He went to community college. He’s younger than me.” She made a funny little face as she still leaned on her hands.


Lottie was a senior, but she had taken a gap year. She hadn’t gone off to do some incredible internship or pursue some terrific job like some people do who opt to do gap years between high school and college. Lottie had merely worked. She had worked two jobs to be able to afford college in the first place (and still worked now). She was a year older than Jenna, but now she and Jenna were both college seniors. 


“Does it matter?” asked Lizzie. “If you like him?”


“No. It doesn’t, because we like each other,” agreed Lottie.


“What’s his name?” prompted her friend.


“Billy Collins.”


“Sounds like he’s a rock star!” remarked Lizzie with a little laugh.


“Don’t go there,” said Lottie. “Don’t make jokes.”


“Why didn’t you tell me this earlier, this weekend? Aren’t your group meetings like Friday nights, or every other Friday night?” asked Lizzie.


“Yeah,” explained Lottie. “But he came to church.” She almost whispered that part.


“That’s a big deal.” Lizzie sat up a little in her chair.


Lottie, who was a regular churchgoer in a society (college students) which thought more of sleeping in on Sundays than going to church, smiled and nodded her whole head. “I did swing by after church, but you had gone to run errands.”


“I had to get out of the house. I went hiking at Butte Valley Park,” she explained. “I saw that Will guy again.”


“Did he follow you?” asked Lottie, who sat up and let her arms fall on the table.


“No, it was just…random. He was trying the trails out for running.” She glanced down at her books, but Lottie seemed inclined to linger. “You know he’s new this year too.” Lizzie picked up a pen and started fiddling with it. “I wonder if he didn’t do the same thing? Go to a community college and transfer here this year?”


“Yeah, you would think with that memorable face that we would remember if he was here last year,” said Lottie, who watched the pen twirling in Lizzie’s fingers.


“It’s not like there aren’t a billion people on this campus though,” sighed Lizzie, who contemplated the students around them at the mostly full tables. She looked over and noticed that Handsome Will was sitting not too far away. “Speak of the devil, there he is.” She stopped twirling and pointed with her pen. “I wonder if he can hear us?” she added as she stared in his direction. But Will continued to study the book in front of him.


Lottie hung around and shared more details about Billy Collins, the not-a-rock-star.






JENNA CAME HOME that week with an invitation to the annual campus art show and party which had a harvest festival theme as it always took place just before Halloween. It was a big deal as the art show was only open to upperclassmen, included the artists-in-residence, and sometimes included surprise guests. Jenna sat on the couch as she discussed the party. Lizzie had been studying, but put aside her books for her sister. Jenna was excited to attend as she had skipped it the year before, but also did not want to go by herself so insisted that Lizzie not schedule anything on that particular Friday evening.


“I’m in the lab all day, the next day,” moaned Lizzie.


“We can leave early, and don’t have to stay too long,” argued Jenna.


Lizzie made a face. “I think I’m just a little too homegrown for swanky affairs. Besides, I always feel under-dressed.”


“Why don’t you call your father and blackmail some money out of him,” Bea called; she was up grading papers. It was late, and Lizzie felt she ought to go to bed as she had her MU coffee shift in the morning. But Ms. Gardiner was a professor at the Santa — Community College, and like her daughters, had responsibilities before she could go to bed. The Community College had been where both their had parents worked until Mr. Bennet had left to find a job in Southern California.


“Mom…” said Lizzie who drew out the word. She got tired of arguments about her father and money. Mr. Bennet had walked away and said he wished to have nothing to do with his children. But it didn’t mean that his children wished to be completely separated from their father. Over the years, they had reached out to him and had varying levels of success in communicating with him.


Lizzie was studying biology, the subject Mr. Bennet taught, which seemed to please him (even if she chose plant biology). Because she communicated even infrequently with her father, Bea thought that Lizzie ought to ask him for money beyond the childcare he sent for Lauren and M.K.


“I don’t think I can still be considered a dependent of his, Mom,” Lizzie argued. She had gotten to the temple rubbing and pen-twirling stage of the night which meant her brain couldn’t absorb any more information. She really ought to go to bed. Lizzie wasn’t as much of a night owl as Bea and Jenna were.


“I don’t see why he shouldn’t send you the occasional gift though,” argued Bea as she scratched a big D on a paper and circled it in red ink and set it aside. Bea Gardiner’s background was sociology, but she taught gender and equity studies now. “I don’t know how these young people think the world works sometimes,” she quipped as she slapped her red pen down on the paper that she had just marked. “I really don’t.”




Chapter 3 Shopping and Shades of Blue


ON THURSDAY, LIZZIE missed the bus. The traffic had been flying past as she waited to get through the crosswalk when she saw the bus take off without her. She let out a loud noise and then started walking, following in its wake. Lizzie considered calling Lauren to see if her sister had the car and might pick her up. The high school was out already, and Lauren might be cruising around somewhere in town. Lizzie walked by a coffee store, but she had had enough coffee that day. There was a corner drug store, but she didn’t need to go inside. There was also a convenience store, but Lizzie wasn’t particularly hungry. 


Her eyes kept glancing in shop windows as she walked. Her finger was on her phone screen, but she didn’t text or call Lauren. A vintage clothing shop made her stop and stare in the window. There was an odd assortment of items on display, a lot of which was junk, worn and broken-looking, dirty even. Some of it looked old-fashioned to her eyes, but some of it looked charming, like a red dress which was tucked to one side. As she tilted her head to size it up, Lizzie thought it was too big for her.


Still, she pushed the shop door open. There was a row of cowbells on it which let out quite a clamor; Lizzie thought they must have a lot of shoplifters if they needed to alert the staff with such a racket. She looked at the back-side of the red dress. It was not on a mannequin (this was not a store with mannequins); it had merely been draped on a hanger. She decided it was too large and turned away, a little disappointed.


“Can I help you?” asked the shop’s only clerk.


“Just checking out the dress.” Lizzie dismissed the clerk with the tone of her voice. “I’m…it’s not the right size,” she turned to leave. A turquoise creation caught her eye; it was hanging up on a back wall. The dress wasn’t modern. It looked like something from the 1950s or 60s, strapless, and with a bow in front. The bodice was tightly fitted, and also fitted over the hips for a few inches before it poofed out with a chiffon skirt.


“That one,” Lizzie said suddenly. “It’s very unusual.” There were little bows over the hips too.


“Yes? I think it’s been here forever. It’s either the wrong size or people don’t like the shade,” commented the clerk, who wrinkled her nose. Lizzie thought the clerk was in the latter category.


She went to try it on. They had small changing booths with curtains which didn’t close all the way. She had to remove her bra because the dress would require a strapless one. The zipper was metal and cold. But she came out to admire herself in the full-length mirror (which was outside the dressing booth) and decided it might do.


It was sixty dollars which seemed a lot for a second-hand dress. But on the other hand, it was a rather fancy and well-made one—it probably had been expensive in its day.


“Use a crayon on the metal teeth to make it easier to open and close,” recommended the clerk, who knew she had a sale.


“Will you take $40?” Lizzie bargained. They settled on fifty, and Lizzie walked out with the dress. She also stepped out to see another bus heading her way, so she ran up the street to the next bus stop.


Jenna agreed that the dress was lovely, as did their mother (though she went on a tirade again that Lizzie should ask her father for money). They both thought it would be great for the art party. Jenna meant to borrow one of Bea’s black cocktail dresses; she often borrowed their mother’s clothes because they shared similar coloring. Both Jenna and Lauren had hazel eyes and dark blond hair, like Beatrice, though Jenna seemed to look fantastic in any color. Lizzie and M.K. had dark hair like Mr. Bennet. Lizzie wasn’t sure that turquoise was or was not her color, but she liked the contrast of the bright color and her asymmetrically cut hair.






LIZZIE HAD ANOTHER typical weekend with a long Saturday in the lab. Something compelled her to go out to Butte Canyon park—she stole the family car to get there. She could argue with herself that it was school-related and that she was checking out the local flora. In reality, Lizzie was coming up on a week of exams; a break was needed from staring at lines of text.


She set herself on her usual path, knowing she would be done in an hour, and then return to her studies. The most challenging part of her walk also happened to be in an area without tree cover. Lizzie looked up the path with its steep slope, and saw a figure coming towards her. Will had stopped running, perhaps because he was at the end, or possibly because of the incline of the slope (or possibly because of gopher holes). But there was Handsome Will. They met up in a few minutes. 


“Hi,” he said.


“Hi,” she replied — a repeat from last week.


“This is a favorite haunt of yours,” remarked Will.


“I might say the same thing,” Lizzie replied.


“I’m still working out a runnable route.” He reached out to run fingers through his hair. He was sweaty, and yes, she had been correct: his hair fell down and no longer stood up so pristinely. “Do you ever jog?” he asked.


“No.” She didn’t feel like getting into a discussion about the relative merits of various types of exercise. Lizzie had always liked hiking but had never been one for running.


“The potholes and gopher holes may make this trail untenable,” he said.


“I could have told you that!” she retorted, looking at him with a should-have-been-obvious look.


“Well, see you in the MU.” He set off.


“Bye,” she called and continued up the hill.






MIDTERMS KEPT HER busy with late nights. Lizzie stared at notes she had taken or re-typed them or checked facts in textbooks or online sources. But she knew how to function on little sleep and weathered the week fairly well. One last exam was set for the following week, but she trudged through her exams fueled with coffee and determination.


“Neither of you are dating anyone?” Bea interrupted her two oldest daughters as they sat at the kitchen table studying one night. There had been no family dinner; they had all eaten individually then washed up before M.K. went to soccer practice. Lauren was doing whatever a senior in high school did, but was now hidden away in her room.


Jenna and Lizzie blinked and sat up to look at their mom. “No,” they both answered.


“You’ve never asked before,” remarked Jenna.


“Besides,” said Lizzie, “you’ve always warned us not to fall in love in college. You said just to have sex. You met Dad in college and lived with him in graduate school. Then you got married when you both graduated. You always felt that was a mistake.”


“Just checking. It’s nice to know you two paid attention,” sang out Beatrice as she waited for the tea kettle to boil. When she walked out with her cup of herbal tea, Jenna and Lizzie looked at each other.


“What do you think is going on with Mom?” asked Jenna in a softer voice.


“I don’t know,” replied Lizzie. “Do you suppose she’s thinking about you graduating, and she’s worried? Or maybe she’s reliving something from her past and thinking of her own mistakes?”


“Maybe she misses Dad?” suggested Jenna.


“She can’t possibly miss Dad!” exclaimed Lizzie. “She can’t mention Dad without swearing at him in the same breath.”


“Well, I don’t know then,” said Jenna, who took advantage of the tea kettle being hot and stood up to make herself tea before going back to her studies.






LIZZIE HAD ESTABLISHED, by that point in the school year, that she went hiking on Sundays and needed the car. M.K. had soccer practice in the mornings, and Bea took her there though another mom would often drop her home. But this Sunday, Lauren kicked up a fuss about Lizzie always getting the car on Sunday afternoons.


“I have to go study with a friend,” asserted Lauren.


“You always need the car to study with a friend,” shot back Lizzie. “I never need the car except for one hour of the week. Can’t your friend come pick you up?” She was dressed and ready, with a water bottle in-hand.


“No!” retorted Lauren. “I can’t!” She had the face of a brick wall.


“Who’s this friend? What’s the subject?” asked Lizzie.


“You’re not Mom!” exclaimed Lauren forcefully. “Mom isn’t so nosy about my personal life.”


“Maybe I’m a concerned sister,” said Lizzie. Lauren’s mood radiated out at her older sister in an almost tangible way. “Look, if you need help with school, you can ask Jenna or me,” offered Lizzie. That was the wrong thing to say.


“I hate you!” was flung to the ceiling and Lauren stormed off to her room to slam the door. She opened it again and then slammed it once more for emphasis.


Jenna came out of her room. She stood in the bedroom doorway and looked at Lizzie who was standing by the front door with the car keys. Jenna raised an eyebrow; Lizzie shrugged her shoulders in an overly dramatic fashion and pointed at Lauren’s closed door. Jenna nodded, pointed at herself and made walking motions with her fingers. She had always been better at speaking to Lauren.


Something was bugging Lauren, though without her speaking up and saying anything, it was hard to pinpoint. As far as Lizzie knew, everything was going well. It was Lauren’s last year in high school. Maybe the stress of college applications was wearing her down as most were due sometime between the end of October and the end of November.


Lizzie went hiking.


“You are lost in thought,” said a voice.


“Will,” murmured Lizzie, who didn’t look over at him. She didn’t want to engage with anyone just then. She had family matters on her mind.


“Are you starting or finishing?” he asked.


“I have no idea, leave me alone,” grumbled Lizzie as she turned to look at him. His hair was still standing up, so he had just arrived.


“Fair enough, alone it is,” said Will and ran off. Apparently, he had done his warm-ups. She still couldn’t understand how he could run on such uneven land. Lizzie went back to being sulky, for after all, such a state was catching, and Lauren had given it to her.


When she got back home, Lauren had brighter eyes as Lizzie handed her the car keys. And even though Bea said she needed to be back in an hour, Lauren didn’t bristle. When asked, Jenna said their little sister claimed to be overwhelmed with school and everything else a senior needed to do.


“Perhaps Mom isn’t helping as much,” Jenna murmured. It was about as close as she would come to condemning their mother. Jenna often saw the best in others.


“I think Mom’s taken on too much at work. She still has two other daughters to consider,” asserted Lizzie.


“Lizzie that’s not fair. She’s doing this alone. Dad walked out, and the money he sends is not time and attention and love!” cried Jenna.


“Okay, I get it; it’s hard,” said Lizzie, who was feeling a little guilty. “I’ll try and keep an eye on Lauren.”






SHE AND ANNIE had known each other for the two years that they both had worked at the coffee shop. And yet, it was a relationship that was based solely on two things: making coffee for other people and talking about relationships. There didn’t seem to be any other topic that interested Annie. Lizzie realized this early on. Hence, it was why they spent most of their shift discussing the relative attractions of any young man who came to order drinks or food.


Annie was one of those people who was a little more talk than action. Lizzie had been more impressed by her coworker the first six months that they worked beside each other before she realized Annie was mostly all talk. There was a difference between the knowledge you get from books and the knowledge you gain from experience. Lizzie figured that Annie was one of those people who probably read a lot, but didn’t do much.


She recalled reading a quote in a book (or maybe it was a line from a movie) that there were the type of women who kept diaries and the type of women who were too busy experiencing life to keep diaries. Annie was definitely in the former category. 


After more than a year of listening to Annie’s speculation on all things male, Lizzie had come to wonder how much experience her coworker had. Lizzie didn’t doubt that she had sex but wondered if it amounted to having slept with one guy, and then proclaiming herself a relationship expert because she read romance novels or erotica and knew everything there was that went on between men and women.


But what happened between people happened in real time and sex was just part of it. You couldn’t break down relationships between men and women to only hookups, though each morning, Annie’s roving eye commented on the desirability of the assorted young men seeking coffee. 






LOTTIE CAME BY one afternoon in the MU, placed herself in a chair, threw her book-bag down on the floor, and stared at Lizzie, who looked up from her notes, then took up her pen and twirled it.


“Our group is turning out to be quite a good one this year; you really should come.” Lottie stared with wide and hopeful eyes at her friend.


Lizzie couldn’t help narrowing her own a little. “I don’t know Lot. I’m just not…religious.”


“But we don’t do anything religious, not really. We get together and have fun. Honest.” She put a hand on her chest. “You know me, when have I ever tried to convert you? I’m just saying. You invite me to the pub for drinks all the time. Why can’t I invite you out, to hang out with my friends?”


Lizzie thought it was a fair argument and said so. “What do you do?” she asked. “Is it like a group date?”


Lottie put her chin in her hand. (She looked tired.) “I suppose it is like a group date, though there are a couple of people who are seeing each other on the side. Mainly we get together and have fun. There’s between ten and fourteen of us who usually come out.”


“I suppose it’s more women than men?” asserted Lizzie.


“Actually no, it’s more men this year,” said Lottie.


“Maybe I will come.” Lizzie smiled and raised her eyebrows.


“There’s kind of an unwritten no sex-rule. No hookups.” Lottie wagged her finger at her friend.


“Okay.” Lizzie looked sheepish in a dramatic fashion. “And nobody is going to be converting me?” She looked more serious then. She had only had the average American’s exposure to any religion—celebrating Christmas because it was a national holiday, not a religious one.


“Well, we generally say a prayer before a meal, but that’s it,” said Lottie.


“Okay. I’ll come my next free Friday. Ha!” She threw back her head with a false laugh then looked at Lottie. “You just want me to meet this guy, Bill?”


“Yeah,” admitted Lottie. “I…I kind of like him. And, like I said, some of us are dating individually, offline. Well, I better run if I am going to catch the bus!” she exclaimed before Lizzie could grill her friend more about dating Billy Collins.






ON THURSDAY, WHEN Lizzie walked down Longbourn Way, there was a teal blue pickup truck sitting out front. She knew all of the neighbor’s vehicles and did not recognize it as belonging to anyone she knew. She wondered if someone was visiting them, or if it was merely a randomly parked vehicle in front of their house.


That question was answered when she entered as she heard a stranger’s voice in the kitchen. A young man, more college-aged than their mother’s age, was sitting with Beatrice Gardiner at the kitchen table; he appeared to be grading papers with her. None of her sisters seemed to be home, but Lauren and M.K.’s bedroom door was shut (though it was always shut).


“Hi Mom,” Lizzie uttered in a louder voice than normal as she put her things down on the couch. “Is there any dinner?” she asked more as an excuse to see who was visiting.


“You know I never cook,” said Bea. The entire table was spread with piles of papers. Bea Gardiner’s focus was on gender and equity studies. It seemed out of place to Lizzie to have a man with her, but then she shook her head and thought maybe she was unfair. Men could take such courses.


“Hi,” said the stranger. He appeared to be between twenty-five and thirty, and was tanned, handsome, and blond. Lizzie thought him remarkably good-looking. “I’m George.” He did a sort of mock salute towards Lizzie. “Beatrice told me she had four daughters. Let me see, you must be the oldest and prettiest, so you’re Jenna?” He smiled as one eyebrow arched high with his praise.


“Wrong, I’m the provoking one, Elizabeth,” she answered. “But I usually go by Lizzie.”


“So sorry,” he said pushing his chair back, though he didn’t stand. “I’m George Wickham. But I usually go by Wick.”


“Hi,” she offered. Bea never brought home anyone from work, for the most part. Once in a while, someone would give her a ride home and then she would invite them in to say a quick hello. But Lizzie couldn’t figure out why her mother had brought home a teaching assistant to help her grade papers. She wasn’t sure if she should ask in front of him. And Wick? Did he really think that was a cool nickname? Had he thought that one through?


“Helping your mom out with grading. These midterm essays were dragging her down,” explained Wick.


“I guess we all have our burdens,” quipped Lizzie. “How long will you be? I want to know if I should grab a bag of chips now and eat later?”


“A while,” answered Bea, who was looking at her handsome assistant with a smile that Lizzie wasn’t sure she liked seeing on her mother’s face.


“Okay then, tortilla chips, a little salsa, and my evolutionary biology textbook,” she said as she opened a cupboard.




Chapter 4 Art Museum Party


LAUREN WAS HAPPY to drop them off at the Simpson Art Museum on campus that Friday which was where the event was being held. Lizzie figured her younger sister would be taking her time getting home since she had the car. The entrance was packed with people as the beverage table was right inside the door. Jenna nabbed two glasses of wine for both of them before they made it any farther indoors. She handed one to Lizzie.


“I haven’t even got my jacket off,” commented Lizzie as she sipped and began to make her way through the crowd. There was a little alcove where she discovered hangers. She did not dare leave her cell phone in the jacket’s pocket, but her jean jacket was old and raggedy enough that she braved leaving it exposed since there wasn’t a coat check. The turquoise dress had no pockets, so Lizzie fumbled and shoved, and managed to stuff her cell phone down the front of her dress. She retrieved her wine glass and wandered to the food tables.


There were only hors d’oeuvres which were meant to allow people to have a little something to nibble on while they drank alcohol. Not that there weren’t those one or two people who piled their plates full of food as if it were a meal—she always frowned at them. There was a tall man with a rotund beer belly who stood with a tiny cocktail fork and speared things off of his plate and into his mouth with a rapidity which was almost mesmerizing.


Jenna knew a lot of people and immediately mingled, but Lizzie knew no one. It didn’t mean that she couldn’t enjoy herself. She got a small plate to sample one or two of the unlabeled and unidentifiable appetizers before she abandoned it as inedible and went back to sipping from her glass. Lizzie then wondered why everyone was so crammed into such a small area, and made her way to the back of the space. There was a short glass wall (a microphone was set in front of it where people would be making speeches later), but beyond the wall was a sign indicating ‘no food beyond this point.’ This was enough to keep people in their place.


Lizzie looked back into the crowd of fashionably dressed people. Most of the women were dressed like Jenna in simple black dresses. A few wore sequined, shimmery things. Nobody wore a fifty-year-old turquoise chiffon dress; she suddenly felt as if she stood out like a sore thumb. The men wore jackets and ties, though a few students still sported jeans (though with shirts and ties; some even wore bow ties).


“Don’t want to waste you,” remarked Lizzie, looking at her glass of rather good wine. She downed it all in one gulp before putting the glass down and wandering into the exhibits. She had been in the museum before. It had an odd collection as it catered to all tastes, but only by having tidbits of art from every period possible. It was not comprehensive and barely touched on any period or style. It also didn’t flow very well. It had rooms which ended abruptly, so you had to backtrack to find the next entrance, peruse that area, then backtrack again. She thought it needed an architect who understood how museum-goers looked at art or museum pieces to design a better layout.


As soon as she got into the first gallery though, which was set aside for rotations of student art, she realized that she had misinterpreted the sign. It merely said no food; it didn’t say no alcohol. Practically everyone in the gallery had a glass or bottle in their hand. Lizzie blinked her eyes in frustration (and also because the rush of alcohol was making her woozy). She was embarrassed, though no one knew why she was embarrassed.


She turned quickly and realized what downing a half a glass of wine did to her, making her unsteady on her heels. She grabbed the stair railing both for support and to head to the upper galleries. Lizzie always liked Egyptian art, so started there, taking her time to read all of the descriptions about the artifacts. It wasn’t long before she was joined by someone else. He was a tall man, brown-haired, and dressed in a black suit with a lime-green tie, he was probably good-looking to someone, but Lizzie didn’t feel like flirting, nor did she feel like being the object of attention for anyone. She was out of luck just then. 


“I thought I knew all the art students,” he said coming directly over to her.


“Not all,” Lizzie answered. It wasn’t as though she could claim to be in the art department.


“You must be a transfer,” he said. “Community college route; save money, right?”
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