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***

 



Sylvia was indulging in her favorite
pastime; puttering around the library in search of something to
inspire her. She found ideas and new project in the strangest of
places. Sometimes she would be looking for a specific book and
stumble across something even more interesting.






Today she had no specific destination in
mind; she was going to select a book at random and browse through
it, just to see where it led her. She never did anything the easy
way so, of course, the book she wanted was out of her arms reach.
This was one of the many times that she cursed whatever fate
demanded that she be just a little shorter than average.






She glanced around and didn’t see a step
stool or a librarian around so she simply stood on the empty bottom
shelf and reached up. She had the book in hand and was about to
climb down when she accidentally pushed a book from the next shelf
through the other side and right on top of someone on the other
side.






***






Michael was trying to focus on the new
research topic that his adviser had sprung on him. He knew it was
against the rules to bring beverages into the stacks, but he needed
the boost. His intent was to grab the book and then settle down in
a study room.






He did not expect to be so drawn into the
topic that he had to sit down right away and read. He certainly
didn’t expect a book to come tumbling down on top of him, spilling
his coffee all over him. He heard a tiny squeak of surprise and saw
a flash of curly hair appear around the corner of the
bookshelf.






“I’m so sorry. Did I spill anything on the
book?”






He was so surprised he didn’t censor
himself.






“The book is fine; I managed to soak up the
hot coffee with my groin before anything got on the book.”






He didn’t at all intend to be so rude, but
really, books raining down on him when he was trying to work
brought out the worst in him.






“You aren’t supposed to be drinking in the
stacks.”






“I don’t think you’re supposed to be
climbing bookshelves either.”






She made a little harrumph sound and
disappeared back around the shelf.






This little encounter ruined Sylvia’s little
adventure and she took the book to the basket at the end of the
row. She usually re-shelved the book herself, but librarians hated
that and she knew they would already be grumpy because of the
spilled coffee in the next row, so why completely ruin their
day?
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