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The morning sun filtered through the wavy glass of George Wythe's library windows, casting irregular patterns across the open law books that covered nearly every surface of the oak table. The room smelled of leather bindings, ink, and the faint mustiness of parchment that no amount of airing could quite banish. Thomas Jefferson sat with his back straight, quill poised above parchment, his red hair tied back with a simple black ribbon. At eighteen, he had the lean build of a man who lived more in his mind than his body, though his hands—long-fingered and precise—moved with the confidence of someone equally comfortable sketching architectural elevations or coaxing music from violin strings.

"The precedent," he murmured to himself, his quill scratching softly as he made notes. He flipped back three pages in Coke's Institutes, the heavy vellum crackling. "Is clear enough. If Marlowe held in 1612 that a contract made under duress..."

The door to the library opened, admitting George Wythe with his characteristic quietness. At thirty-eight, Wythe moved with an economy that suggested he never wasted motion any more than he wasted words. His wig was precisely powdered, his coat immaculate despite the Virginia spring humidity that made lesser men wilt by midday.

"Still wrestling with the Pendleton matter?" Wythe asked, settling into the chair opposite Jefferson.

"I believe I've subdued it, sir." Jefferson turned his notes so his mentor could read them. "The contract Harrison Pendleton signed with the tobacco factor was witnessed by only one party—the factor's own clerk. Virginia law requires two disinterested witnesses for contracts exceeding fifty pounds sterling. The contract is void."

Wythe read Jefferson's elegant handwriting, his lips pursing slightly. "And the counterargument?"

"That the 1748 statute you're referencing applies only to contracts for the sale of land, not goods." Jefferson allowed himself a slight smile. "However, the Richmond ruling of 1761—which you yourself argued, sir—extended the witness requirement to all contracts of significant value. The precedent stands."

"The Richmond case concerned maritime salvage."

"The principle is identical. Two witnesses, disinterested parties, for any contract that might later become a matter of legal dispute. Judge Thornton's language was quite explicit." Jefferson produced another book from the stack beside him, already marked with a ribbon. "Here: 'The sanctity of contract requires not merely agreement between parties, but verification by those who stand to gain nothing from the arrangement.'"

Wythe leaned back, and Jefferson caught the barely-perceptible nod of approval. "Harrison Pendleton will be relieved. The factor was asking twice the market rate for shipping, and Pendleton felt he had no choice but to sign."

"He had no choice at the moment of signing," Jefferson said. "But the law provides remedies for those who have been cornered. That's the beauty of it—precedent creates a framework that protects even those who don't yet know they need protecting."

"And you enjoy the puzzle of it."

It wasn't a question, but Jefferson answered anyway. "I do, sir. The law is architecture—each precedent a stone, each argument a buttress. Build it properly, and the structure stands for generations. Build it poorly..." He gestured at the morning light streaming through the window, illuminating dust motes in the air. "Well, you can see the flaws as clearly as the sun reveals imperfections in glass."

Wythe stood and moved to the window, looking out over Williamsburg's Palace Green. In the distance, the Governor's Palace rose above the surrounding buildings, its cupola glinting in the spring sunshine. "You see the law as a thing of pure reason. Logic and precedent, neatly interlocking."

"Isn't it?"

"Partly." Wythe turned back to him. "But the law serves people, Thomas. And people are not always logical. They act from passion, from fear, from greed. Understanding the law requires understanding human nature—the messy, irrational, often contradictory impulses that drive men to make the choices they make."

Jefferson frowned slightly. This wasn't the first time Wythe had made this point, and he still wasn't certain he agreed. "But surely the purpose of law is to impose order on that chaos? To provide a rational framework that guides behavior toward just outcomes?"

"The purpose of law," Wythe said gently, "is justice. And justice requires understanding not just what the law says, but why people do what they do. Why Harrison Pendleton signed a contract he knew was unfair. Why the factor exploited another man's desperation." He returned to his chair. "You've mastered the precedents, Thomas. You have one of the finest legal minds I've encountered. But don't let your love of logic blind you to the human element."

Jefferson's quill stopped mid-stroke. Three years—first at the College of William & Mary, now here in Wythe's office. He could recite Coke and Blackstone, could trace the evolution of common law back through centuries of decisions. What more was required?

Wythe must have seen something in his expression, because he softened. "You'll learn. The books teach you the law; experience teaches you people. Speaking of which—you're still planning to attend Governor Fauquier's salon this evening?"

"I am." The tension left Jefferson's shoulders. The Governor's evening gatherings were one of the true pleasures of Williamsburg life—music, conversation, philosophical debate with some of the finest minds in the colony. "I've been practicing the new violin piece you recommended. The Corelli?"

"Excellent. Fauquier mentioned he's acquired a new harpsichord. English-made, apparently quite fine." Wythe paused. "He's also been troubled lately. Some disturbance at the Palace. The servants are unsettled."

"Disturbance?"

"Nothing of consequence. Old buildings make noise, and the ignorant make up stories to explain what they don't understand." Wythe waved a hand dismissively. "But it's put Fauquier in a peculiar mood. He may ask your opinion on the matter."

"My opinion on... ghost stories?" Jefferson couldn't quite keep the skepticism from his voice.

"Your opinion on how reason might address unreason. How a logical mind might calm irrational fears." Wythe smiled. "Consider it practice for dealing with future clients who insist their neighbor is a witch, or that their property line was set by divine intervention rather than survey."

Jefferson nodded, though privately he thought it a waste of time to apply serious thought to superstition. Still, if Governor Fauquier wanted his perspective, he would provide it. The Governor was not only the royal representative in Virginia but also a genuine scholar—a man who corresponded with the philosophers of Europe and could discuss Newton's Principia with actual understanding. If such a man wanted to discuss the creaking of old floorboards, Jefferson would indulge him.

"I'll be prepared to offer what comfort reason can provide," Jefferson said.

"Good." Wythe stood again, signaling the end of their morning session. "Draft the brief for Pendleton, and we'll review it tomorrow. And Thomas? Take the afternoon for yourself. Walk, ride, play your violin. The law will still be here when you return."

After Wythe left, Jefferson remained at the table, but found himself unable to immediately return to work. His gaze drifted to the window, to the Palace rising in the distance. An old building making noises. Servants telling stories. Nothing that couldn't be explained by the natural settling of timber and brick, by wind through ill-fitted windows, by the tendency of the uneducated to see patterns where none existed.

He pulled a fresh sheet of paper toward him and began to sketch—not legal arguments, but architectural details. The Palace's facade, as he remembered it. The symmetrical windows, the cupola, the formal gardens. Everything in its proper place, following principles of proportion and balance that had governed architecture since Palladio. Buildings were rational things, following mathematical laws. They didn't harbor mysteries any more than legal precedents did.

By early afternoon, the Pendleton brief sat complete on the desk, copied out in his best hand. A problem properly solved, a puzzle neatly resolved through logic and research. Wythe was right about this aspect of the law—the intellectual challenge, the fitting together of precedents like a complex mechanism.

The thought of mechanisms pulled him from his chair to the small workshop area Wythe maintained in the back of his office. Here, away from the law books, sat a collection of curiosities: an orrery showing the solar system's mechanical dance, a surveying compass, a box of gears and springs that Wythe had salvaged from a broken clock. Hours spent tinkering here had given him the same pleasure he found in legal arguments—the satisfaction of understanding how pieces fit together.

One of the larger gears was cool and substantial in his palm, its precisely cut teeth catching the light. Someone had designed this, had calculated the exact ratio needed to mesh with another gear, to transmit motion at a specific rate. Beautiful in its functionality, in the way form followed purpose with perfect logic.

"Mr. Jefferson?"

He turned to find Wythe's clerk, a young man named Samuel, standing in the doorway.

"A message just arrived for you, sir. From the College."

Jefferson took the folded paper, recognizing his friend Josiah Crane's handwriting. He broke the seal and read:

Thomas—

Have you heard the latest absurdity from the Palace? The servants are now claiming to have seen a mechanical ghost—their words, not mine. Something that moves with "clicking and whirring" sounds. I know you're attending Fauquier's salon tonight. Perhaps you might discover what sort of prank one of the students is playing, assuming it's not just collective hysteria.

Your superstitious friend,

Josiah

A smile tugged at Jefferson's mouth. Josiah studied theology at William & Mary but had a skeptic's mind—always the first to question received wisdom, to demand evidence for claims. A mechanical ghost. Almost clever, as far as hoaxes went. Students did love their pranks, and what better target than the Governor's own residence?

Still. Why would servants, who had everything to lose by spreading unsettling stories about their workplace, persist in such claims? Unless they genuinely believed...

No. This was exactly the kind of woolly thinking Wythe had warned him about. Seeking complexity where simple explanation sufficed. The servants were repeating stories they'd heard, each retelling adding new embellishments. The nature of rumor.

He tucked Josiah's letter into his coat pocket and returned to the main library. He had a few hours before the salon, and he'd promised Wythe he would take some time for himself. The violin, then. Music had a logic all its own—mathematical relationships between notes, harmonic progressions that followed rules as precise as any legal precedent. And unlike ghost stories, music could be relied upon to behave in a predictable, rational manner.

Jefferson collected his violin case from the corner where he'd left it and walked out into the Williamsburg afternoon. The streets were busy with the usual commerce—merchants calling their wares, horses clopping on packed earth, workers carrying heavy loads. He nodded to acquaintances as he passed but didn't stop to chat. His rooms were in a boarding house just two streets away, a modest set of chambers that suited his needs: a bed, a desk, shelves for his books, and enough space to practice his violin without disturbing the other residents overmuch.

Once inside, he opened the windows to let in the spring breeze and lifted the violin from its case. The instrument had been his father's—one of the few possessions Peter Jefferson had owned that wasn't purely practical. Thomas had learned to play it after his father's death, teaching himself from books and occasional instruction from whatever music masters passed through Virginia. It had been a way to connect with a man he'd barely known, but it had become something more: a refuge, a place where emotion and logic could coexist in perfect harmony.

He tuned the strings, making minute adjustments until each note rang true, then began to play the Corelli piece Wythe had mentioned. His fingers found the positions automatically, and he lost himself in the mathematics of music—the way melody and harmony intertwined, the careful balance of tension and resolution.

As he played, his mind wandered back to Josiah's letter. A mechanical ghost. If one were to attempt such a hoax, how might it be done? Clockwork mechanisms hidden in the walls? Speaking tubes to carry sound from one room to another? The ancient Greeks had built temple automata that seemed to move by divine power but were actually driven by hidden water and weights.

His violin lowered mid-phrase. This was absurd. Mental energy spent on ghost stories when legal work waited tomorrow, architectural sketches needed planning.

And yet.

The puzzle nagged. Not the ghost—there was no ghost. But the how of it. The mechanism behind the mystery. Understanding the trick would let him explain it to Governor Fauquier, put the servants' minds at ease, demonstrate the power of rational thought over superstition. A service, really. A practical application of logic.

He returned the violin to its case and sat at his desk, pulling out paper and pencil. Just a quick sketch, nothing serious. The Palace's floor plan, as best he could remember it. The Governor's quarters here, the public rooms there, servants' areas in the back. If someone were creating disturbances, they would need access but also concealment. That suggested...

An hour later, Jefferson had covered three sheets with diagrams and notes. The sun had begun its descent toward the horizon, and he realized with a start that he needed to prepare for the salon. He gathered up his papers, intending to file them away, but instead found himself folding them carefully and tucking them into his coat pocket alongside Josiah's letter.

Just in case the topic came up. Just in case Governor Fauquier wanted to discuss it. Just in case there was, after all, an interesting puzzle hiding beneath the superstitious nonsense.

He dressed in his best coat—dark blue with brass buttons, conservative but well-tailored—and checked his reflection in the small mirror above his washbasin. A serious young scholar, a student of law, someone more comfortable with books than ballrooms. Which was perfectly fine. The salon offered conversation and music, not society's favor.

Though if a certain Miss Arabella Finch happened to be in attendance, that would make the evening more pleasant. A merchant's daughter with an unusually sharp mind and an interest in natural philosophy that went beyond what was expected of young ladies. Their previous conversations had been... stimulating.

The evening air was cooling as Jefferson made his way toward the Palace, his violin case weighing on his arm. The smell of cooking fires drifted from houses along the way—roasted meat, baking bread, the acrid tang of wood smoke. A horse nickered from a nearby stable, and in the distance, the courthouse bell tolled six o'clock. Other guests converged on the building from various directions, all dressed in their evening finery. The Palace glowed in the dying light, its windows already bright with candles. Entirely normal. Entirely solid and real.

A perfectly rational building, housing perfectly rational people, where he would spend a perfectly pleasant evening discussing philosophy and playing music.

No ghosts required.

But as he climbed the steps to the Palace entrance, violin case in hand, the papers in his pocket pressed against his ribs. The puzzle had mass and gravity, pulling him toward something he didn't yet understand.

The footman opened the door, and Jefferson stepped inside, into light and warmth and the sound of voices. Into his ordinary world.

For what he didn't yet know would be the last ordinary evening of his life.
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The Governor's Palace reception hall was ablaze with candlelight, crystal chandeliers refracting flame into a thousand glittering points. The air was thick with the mingled scents of beeswax candles, ladies' lavender water, and the sweet tang of Madeira wine. Conversation created a low hum punctuated by occasional laughter. Thomas Jefferson paused just inside the doorway, taking in the scene with the same methodical observation he applied to everything else. Perhaps forty guests, maybe fifty—the usual assembly of Williamsburg society. Planters in their finest coats, their wives in silk that had likely cost more than most Virginians earned in a year. Lawyers and merchants, a scattering of professors from the College, a few officers from the colonial militia looking uncomfortable in formal dress.

And there, near the new harpsichord Wythe had mentioned, stood Governor Francis Fauquier himself, engaged in animated conversation with two gentlemen Jefferson didn't recognize. Fauquier was a slight man, past fifty, but he possessed a vitality that belied his years. His eyes were bright with intelligence—though perhaps a touch too watchful, too assessing—and his hands moved expressively as he spoke. Likely about philosophy or natural science. The Governor had no patience for dull conversation, nor for people who couldn't keep pace with his sharp mind.

"Mr. Jefferson! You did come after all."

He turned to find Josiah Crane approaching, a cup of wine already in hand. Josiah had the perpetually rumpled look of a scholar—his wig slightly askew, his cravat tied with more enthusiasm than skill. But his eyes were sharp behind his spectacles, missing nothing.

"Did you doubt I would?" Jefferson asked.

"I thought perhaps you'd become so absorbed in some legal text that you'd forget about the rest of the world. It's happened before." Josiah grinned. "Did you get my letter?"

"I did. A mechanical ghost?"

"Ridiculous, isn't it?" Josiah lowered his voice. "But the servants are quite insistent. I spoke with one of the footmen this afternoon—a levelheaded fellow, not given to fancy. He swears he heard voices coming from an empty room, and when he investigated, found no one there. But he heard 'clicking and whirring,' like clockwork."

"Pipes," Jefferson said immediately. "Old buildings have passages for heating and ventilation. Sound carries through them in unexpected ways. A conversation in one room might be heard in another, seemingly empty one."

"That's what I told him. He wasn't convinced."

"Then he values his superstition over rational explanation. There's no helping some people."

Josiah smiled but shook his head. "You sound like a natural philosopher dismissing anything that doesn't fit your theory. Isn't it possible there's something genuinely unusual happening? Not supernatural," he added quickly, seeing Jefferson's expression, "but perhaps some phenomenon we don't yet understand?"

"Such as?"

"I don't know. That's rather the point of investigation, isn't it? To discover what we don't know?"

Before Jefferson could respond, a footman approached with a tray of wine glasses. Jefferson took one, more for something to do with his hands than from any desire to drink. The wine was excellent—Fauquier never served inferior vintages—but Jefferson had learned that keeping a clear head at these gatherings served him better than alcohol-induced ease.

"Mr. Crane, Mr. Jefferson." A woman's voice, cultured and amused. "Are you solving the world's problems, or just the Governor's?"

Arabella Finch appeared at Jefferson's elbow as if materialized from thought alone. She wore a gown of deep green that complemented her dark hair, which was dressed high in the current fashion but without the excessive ornamentation some women favored. Her eyes were hazel and direct, meeting his without the downcast modesty that society expected. Jefferson had always appreciated that about her—she had no patience for pretense.

"Miss Finch." Jefferson managed a slight bow. "We were discussing the nature of rational inquiry versus superstitious explanation."

"Ah. The hauntings." She took a glass of wine from a passing tray. "My father's been complaining about them. Says they're bad for business."

"Your father conducts business at the Palace?" Josiah asked.

"He supplies some of the Governor's household needs. Tobacco, mostly, but other goods as well. He was here yesterday for a meeting about a new contract, and apparently the servants were so unsettled that they kept interrupting. Made it difficult to conclude business." She sipped her wine. "He thinks it's nonsense, of course. But he's worried the disruption will affect his standing with the Governor."

"What do you think?" Jefferson asked.

Arabella's lips curved into a slight smile. "I think that when people see something unusual, they tend to explain it with the most dramatic story available rather than the most likely one. But I also think that dismissing all unusual observations out of hand is just another form of prejudice."

"You sound like Josiah."

"I'll take that as a compliment," Josiah said cheerfully.

"As it was meant." Arabella turned to fully face Jefferson. "You're a man of systematic thought, Mr. Jefferson. If you were to investigate these disturbances, how would you proceed?"

The question caught him slightly off-guard. "I... would treat it like any other puzzle. Gather evidence, interview witnesses, look for patterns. Develop hypotheses and test them against the facts."

"Exactly what you'd do with a legal case."

"Precisely."

"Then perhaps you should investigate." She said it lightly, but Jefferson caught something more serious beneath the tone. "If only to demonstrate that reason can explain what seems inexplicable. It would be a service to everyone—calm the servants, help my father's business, and provide the Governor peace of mind."

"I'm not a..." Jefferson paused. What? Not qualified? He was a trained lawyer, educated in logic and evidence. Not interested? But he'd spent an hour this afternoon sketching architectural diagrams precisely because he was interested. "I'm not certain the Governor would appreciate a law student poking about his residence."

"You might be surprised." Arabella gestured across the room. "He's watching us right now."

Jefferson glanced over and found that she was right. Governor Fauquier had finished his previous conversation and was indeed looking in their direction, a thoughtful expression on his weathered face. As Jefferson met his eyes, the Governor smiled and began making his way through the crowd toward them.

"Miss Finch, gentlemen." Fauquier's voice carried the refined accent of a man educated at Oxford. "I hope you're finding the evening pleasant?"

"Very much so, Your Excellency," Arabella said with a curtsy that was more form than substance—she and the Governor had known each other for years through her father's business.

"Mr. Jefferson, I'm pleased you brought your violin. I had hoped we might have music later. The new harpsichord wants proper accompaniment."

"I would be honored, sir."

"Excellent, excellent." Fauquier's eyes held a hint of something else—concern? Fatigue? "Though I confess, Mr. Jefferson, that I invited you this evening partly in hope of your particular skills. George Wythe speaks very highly of your analytical mind."

Here it was, then. The opening. Arabella's gaze pressed against him, and Josiah's barely-suppressed grin. "Mr. Wythe is generous in his praise, sir."

"He is also discerning. He tells me you have a talent for seeing past surface confusion to underlying truth. That you can take a tangle of facts and find the pattern within them."

"I attempt to apply logic systematically, if that's what he means."

"It is exactly what he means." Fauquier lowered his voice slightly. "Walk with me a moment?"

It wasn't really a request. Jefferson handed his wine glass to Josiah and followed the Governor toward one of the side parlors, away from the main crowd. Fauquier moved with surprising energy for a man of his years, but Jefferson noticed the lines of stress around his eyes, the tension in his shoulders.

The parlor was smaller, more intimate, lit by a single candelabra. Fauquier closed the door behind them, muffling the sounds of the gathering.

"I suppose you've heard the stories," the Governor said without preamble.

"About disturbances at the Palace? I've heard rumors, sir."

"They're not rumors." Fauquier moved to the window, looking out over the darkened gardens. "Or rather, the disturbances themselves are quite real, even if the explanations are fantastical. For the past two months, my household has been disrupted by... phenomena. Sounds where there should be silence. Objects moved from where they were left. Voices in empty rooms."

"Old buildings settle, sir. Windows admit wind. Servants sometimes..."

"I know all the rational explanations, Mr. Jefferson. I've applied them myself." Fauquier turned back to face him. "I am not a superstitious man. I correspond with the finest scientific minds in Europe. I've read Locke and Newton, studied natural philosophy. I do not believe in ghosts or spirits or supernatural intervention."

"Then what do you believe?"

"I believe someone is playing an elaborate prank. Or perhaps..." He hesitated. "Perhaps there's something more sinister. A way to disrupt official business, to unsettle my household, to make me appear foolish or ineffective as Governor."

That was a angle Jefferson hadn't considered. "You think this is political?"

"I don't know what to think. That's why I'm asking for your help." Fauquier returned to stand directly in front of Jefferson, his gaze intent. "George Wythe says you have a mind that cuts through confusion. That you're systematic, methodical—that you document everything you observe. I need someone who can investigate without prejudice—without assuming the supernatural, but also without dismissing the genuine strangeness of what's occurring. Someone whose discretion I can trust."

Something in the way Fauquier emphasized those qualities—systematic, methodical, documenting everything—felt oddly specific. As if the Governor wanted particular traits in his investigator. But perhaps that was just Jefferson's imagination.

The request settled on Jefferson's shoulders like a coat two sizes too large. This wasn't idle curiosity anymore. The royal Governor of Virginia was asking him—a law student barely past twenty—to investigate what might be a threat to colonial governance.

"I'm honored by your confidence, sir, but I should point out that I have no experience in such matters. I'm a student of law, not a—"

"An investigator?" Fauquier smiled slightly. "The skills are the same, are they not? Evidence, testimony, logical deduction. You would approach it as a legal case."

"A legal case usually involves documents and depositions, not..." Jefferson gestured vaguely. "Mechanical ghosts."

"Ah, you've heard Rebecca's testimony. 'Mechanical' is an interesting word, don't you think? It suggests mechanism, engineering. Not spiritualism but craft." Fauquier moved toward the door, then paused. "I'm not ordering you to investigate, Mr. Jefferson. I'm asking. As a favor to me personally, and as an exercise in the analytical thinking George assures me you possess. At minimum, you might calm my servants' fears with rational explanation. At best, you might uncover who or what is behind this and why."

Jefferson found himself nodding before he'd fully decided. "I would need access to the Palace. Freedom to observe, to interview staff, to examine the building itself."

"You'll have it. I'll instruct my household that you're conducting an inquiry on my behalf. You may come and go as needed." Fauquier opened the door, and the sounds of the salon filtered back in—conversation and laughter, the clink of glasses, someone playing the harpsichord with more enthusiasm than skill. "Now, shall we rejoin the others? And perhaps later you'll give us that Corelli piece George mentioned?"

They returned to the main hall, where the gathering had grown more animated. Jefferson spotted Arabella in conversation with an older couple, but she caught his eye and raised an eyebrow—a clear question. He gave a slight nod, and her smile confirmed she understood.

The evening proceeded in the usual pattern. Conversation about politics—the continuing tensions with Parliament over taxation, the implications of the recent Stamp Act. Discussion of the latest shipments from London—books, scientific instruments, news from the wider world. Jefferson participated where appropriate, but his mind kept returning to Fauquier's request.

A mechanical ghost. Someone creating illusions through engineering rather than magic. It was almost elegant as a concept—using period's fear of the supernatural to achieve some practical end. But what end? If Fauquier was right that this was more than a prank, what could the perpetrator hope to gain?

"You look thoughtful." Arabella had materialized beside him again. She had a talent for that.

"The Governor has asked me to investigate the disturbances."

"And you agreed?"

"I did, though I'm not entirely certain why."

"Because you're curious. Because it's a puzzle. And because despite your protestations about superstition and irrationality, you can't resist the challenge of explaining the unexplained." She said it without judgment, merely observation.

Jefferson found himself smiling. "You see me clearly, Miss Finch."

"Someone should. You spend so much time in your own head that you sometimes forget the external world exists." She gestured toward the harpsichord, where Governor Fauquier was now seated. "I believe you're being summoned."

Indeed, Fauquier was gesturing for Jefferson to join him with the violin. Jefferson retrieved his instrument from where he'd left it near the entrance and made his way through the crowd. The guests fell silent as he tuned the strings, making minute adjustments while Fauquier played a few exploratory chords on the new harpsichord.

The instrument was indeed fine—English-made, as Wythe had said, with a bright, clear tone that would complement the violin well. Jefferson settled the instrument under his chin and nodded to Fauquier.

They began the Corelli, and for a few minutes, Jefferson forgot about ghosts and investigations and the weight of the Governor's request. There was only music—the mathematical relationship of notes, the counterpoint of melody and harmony, the way his fingers knew exactly where to press the strings without conscious thought. Fauquier played well, following Jefferson's lead, adding embellishments that enhanced rather than distracted.

The piece ended to genuine applause. Jefferson lowered his violin, slightly embarrassed by the attention but also pleased. This was a part of himself he rarely shared—the emotional, artistic part that existed alongside the analytical mind.

"Beautiful," someone said near his elbow. He turned to find an older man he didn't recognize—tall, with graying hair and watchful eyes. "You play with considerable skill for an amateur."
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