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You’re special.

That’s all her first note from him had said.

She’d found it taped to the knob of her apartment’s front door after she arrived back from her jog one morning. Given the difference in their schedules, he’d have time to leave the note and be gone for work before she’d be back from her pre-work cardio jaunt around the community, and he’d known it.

She hadn’t recognized the handwriting, and no wonder. Who wrote anything down so much anymore in this increasingly paperless world? A note from an apartment-complex neighbor, jotted inside of a folded little sheet of repurposed tree and stuck to a doorknob, was a definite twenty-first-century anomaly.

He hadn’t signed it, but she loved that. Not because he’d never been too wild about his name (he said the sound of it always made him feel like he ought to be tap dancing somewhere in a tux with tails, and he’d never tapped in his life) but because his leaving the unexpected, two-word message unsigned made it more intimate.

Unrecognizable handwriting and absence of a signature aside, she knew right away that the note was from him. And he knew she’d know it.

“Ah, Tracey,” she’d murmured over the paper as she delayed refolding it, the essence of a smile drifting over her lips. Her eyes embraced the message, or rather surrendered to the message’s embrace, as two of her fingers fiddled with the string from the hood of her hoodie, a garment often tasked with shielding her head from the early mist of the outdoors. The mist, among other things her various workout shields shielded her from.

She didn’t usually address her favorite neighbor by the full first name with which he’d only come to resigned terms in adulthood.

“Back in the day,” he’d told her one evening while they were dining out, sharing their personal histories over teriyaki dishes at their table for two, “I got in hot water with the playground monitors at school for punching out a few boys who said it’s a girl’s name.”
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