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Fleeting 

This looks to be it, Aaron thought, looking up at the theater before him. He adjusted his 

glasses to get a better view. It was no Broadway, that was for sure. Which was good. He enjoyed 

watching the shows and plays, but having no elbow room and often noisy audiences was very 

detrimental to his experience. Reaching into his pocket to make sure his ticket was still there, he 

walked inside, taking a look at the pamphlet for the show he was going to see.  

The Caged Bird, it read. He leafed through the pages. Nothing about the show seemed 

extraordinarily special, as far as first impressions went. But he wasn’t one to argue with his 

boss’s assignments. As people settled into their seats and the lights began to dim, Aaron grabbed 

a piece of paper and pen from his messenger bag and placed it on his lap, ready to take notes. 

The show began.  

As he had already assumed, the show itself was nothing out of the ordinary. But the 

moment Aaron perked up was when the titular caged bird, played a young actress wearing a 

feathered costume, was finally set free. As the woman stretched her limbs and arms, a soaring 

melody began to play and she burst into a dance.  

And it was unlike anything Aaron had seen before.  

She would leap with one foot, leap across the stage, almost effortlessly. Every movement 

was precise and graceful, as every step connected to the next like flowing water. The way she 

would glide from one end of the stage to the other, it was as if her presence alone commanded 

attention, that the air itself yielded and let her move without any resistance. There were backup 

dancers doing their routine alongside her, coordinating with her movements, but in comparison 

to her, they were stiff and emotionless. They were dancing, but she was flying. 
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Until the dance came to a finish and the actress struck the final pose of her dance and the 

audience clapped, Aaron did not realize had written a word down during the entire sequence. The 

clapping died down, and she bowed in the spotlight, only to walk off stage and out of Aaron’s 

view. He was the last one to leave the theater, tip of his pen on the paper, yet he couldn’t think of 

anything more to jot down for the article. Despite having just seen the show, Aaron could not 

recall anything but her-- the bird. Shaking his head, he hastily stuffed his belongings into his bag 

and left the theater. Once he got enough light, he reached into his bag and pulled out the 

brochure for the play and flipped open the pages, running down his finger the cast list until he 

found the one he was looking for.  

Abigail Flores.  

A feeling of satisfaction rolled over him, and he was relieved he satiated this strange 

curiosity. He spent the walk home contemplating if he had enough notes to write an article. As 

he fell asleep that night, however, he couldn’t help but picture Abigail in his dreams, arms 

stretched outward, soaring through the sky.  

The next day was rainy and gusty. Aaron found himself clutching his umbrella in one 

hand and the other offering cashier to the woman at the ticket window.  

“One for A Caged Bird, please.”  

It’s just because I didn’t take enough notes last time, he told himself. But deep down he 

knew he was here for a different reason.  

Maybe it was because of the weather, but there were a lot more open seats this time. 

Aaron found a seat closer to the stage. Pen and paper out, and eagerly leaned forward once the 

theater grew dark. The stage lights brightened. He waited. And then there was Abigail again, in 
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her costume, reaching out with one hand across the prop birdcage, launching into a soliloquy to 

the audience about her imprisoned state.  

Throughout the play, Aaron kept one eye on the production and one on his notes. He’d 

grown accustomed to writing legibly in the dark for doing it for so long. But when Abigail was 

released from her cage again, the pen stopped moving and once again Aaron was entranced by 

her movements and form. He didn’t care if his paper went unmarked. But all good things had to 

come to an end, and before he knew it, the cast was giving their bows and the lights were turning 

back on. Once again, Aaron was sitting by his lonesome, deep in thought. But this time, he knew 

what he had to do. He ran backstage.  

“Excuse me, sir, you’re not allowed to--” one theater employee tried to stop him. Aaron 

flashed his media badge.  

“I’m from the Journal. I’ve got an interview with one of the cast members,” Aaron said 

to the employee, who had a quizzical look on his face. “Oh, did they not tell you? They told me 

to head backstage once this run was over.”  

The employee scratched his head, still looking doubtful. Aaron checked his watch.  

“I’d really not like to keep the cast members waiting,” he mentioned, gesturing toward 

the closed curtains. The employee did too, then nodded slowly.  

“Sorry for the interruption, sir. Just trying to do my job,” he replied.  

“Aren’t we all?” Aaron replied with a quick nod and smile, then ducked beneath the 

curtain and looked around for the backstage area where the crew would assemble. Most of the 

cast seemed to be finished already, with some of the cleanup crew already moving to do their 

duties. Aaron turned to a woman holding some rope.  
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“Excuse me, sorry to intrude,” he said. “Do you know where I can a Ms. Flores?”  

The woman smiled. “Abigail? Yeah, she just headed out, actually. She’s pretty quick at 

changing in and out of her costume and all that. Sometimes I think it’s because--”  

She never got to finish her sentence because Aaron was hurriedly out the door.  

Outside, the streets were dark but the city lights always provided enough illumination. 

Aaron whipped his head back and forth, trying to spot her. But the sidewalks were always filled 

with people, even at night. The rain had stopped, but a brisk chill still lingered in the air. Gritting 

his teeth, Aaron almost convinced himself that buying a third ticket to the show was the next 

thing he had to do, but then he spotted her. She was standing at a street corner, waiting for the 

light to change so she could walk across the road.  

He dashed after her. The walk signal flashed, and Abigail began to cross the road. She 

was halfway across when he caught up to her. Figuring it would be awkward to stop her in the 

middle of the crossing, Aaron waited until they both reached the opposite sidewalk. Before he 

was about to speak, she turned around suddenly.  

“Can I help you?” she asked.  

Aaron paused. Up close, he could appreciate her smooth yet angular face, and slightly 

wavy brown hair ending near her shoulders. She had slight freckles and stood a few inches 

shorter than him, but the fierce gaze from her hazel eyes told him she was not someone to be 

trifled with lightly. One of her hands gripped the handle of her bag.  

“I’m sorry,” Aaron replied, raising his hands up in defense, still catching his breath. “I 

just came out of the same theater you did-- just saw you in The Caged Bird...”  

Her grip on her bag loosened slightly. “What did you think of it?” 
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Aaron smiled. “Well, I don’t know much about theater. To be frank, I didn’t find it all 

that interesting, but I have to say, when I saw you--”  

“Why’d you see it twice, then?” she asked, tilting her head. Aaron paused.  

“Uh... how did you--” he began, but she cut him off.  

“There’s not much to do when I’m trapped in that cage for two-thirds of the show,” she 

explained.  “This time I happened to see in the front row and thought, ‘huh, haven’t I seen him 

before?’ I tried to remember,  and yup, he was just here a couple of days earlier, though a few 

rows back. But both times, I have to add...” She gave him a wry grin. “...you seemed positively 

enraptured at a certain dance.”  

Aaron bit his lip, a tic he had when he was caught off guard. “Well, it’s only because--”  

“Not that I blame you,” Abigail said, raising her hand doing a mock swish of her hair. 

“It’s definitely the highlight of the show. So,” she pointed toward the media badge Aaron was 

wearing around his neck. “I take it you want to chat about it? There’s a coffee shop not too far 

from here.”  

Aaron’s hand instinctively reached toward his badge and he grabbed it. He was so used to 

doing the small talk and pleasantries with others that he was surprisingly at at loss when the 

other party made it so easy.  

“Uh, yeah, that sounds great,” Aaron said.  

“My name’s Abigail,” she offered a hand. “You probably knew that, though. And what I 

may I call you, my biggest fan?”  

“Aaron,” he said, mustering up his best smile as he shook the hand. Abigail nodded in 

approval.  
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“Another A name. I think we’ll get along well,” she said. “Now let’s hurry it up. I’m 

freezing.”  

 

Abigail’s prediction seemed to have come true. That coffee shop interview soon led to 

another meeting a weekend later, a museum visit, a ski trip, picking an apartment to move in 

together. Weeks turned to months turned to two years. And Aaron learned that Abigail was more 

than just good at playing a caged bird-- she had wanted to be a teacher, but realized she didn’t 

like dealing with spoiled kids. She was an only child. She liked volleyball and reading books on 

rainy days. She hand-made her own gloves and hats. She loved sleeping in. And each little thing 

Aaron learned about her enraptured him even more. Though she imparted a lot of information 

about herself, she rarely ever asked anything in return. On day when they left a cafe and were on 

their way to the local park, he decided to inquire her about it.  

“Is it because you don’t want to know more about me?” he asked.  

Abigail shook her head. She took a bite out of the small baguette she had bought.  “No. I 

do know about you. The you that’s here right now.” She knelt down to toss a piece of the bread 

to a nearby sparrow.  

“The me right now’s only a part of me. I’ve got my whole history to share!” Aaron 

replied.  

“Here, I’ll give you the history of Aaron that’s important,” Abigail took the last bite of 

her bread and wiped her hands of crumbs and began to walk. Aaron followed suit as Abigail 

continued talking.“One day at his old job he was assigned to watch a play and write about it. He 

saw the play twice.”  
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Aaron chuckled, but she wasn't wrong. “Uh-huh. And then...?” 

“He wrote that article about the play. He probably got paid for it. Hopefully. But what he 

got out of the whole thing was a lot better. He got me,” Abigail jabbed both her thumbs at 

herself.  

Aaron chuckled. “Don’t get too full of yourself.”  

“I met up with Aaron a couple times. Much more than a couple of times, actually. Not 

sure how many times, but it was a lot,” she continued.  

“And what did you think of him?”  

She shrugged. “Eh. He was alright,” she smiled playfully, walking a bit ahead of him. “I 

liked him enough he asked me to move in with him, I was cool with it. And it worked out, more 

or less. And he has cute glasses.” 

Aaron reached up and took the aforementioned glasses off, showing them to her, 

chuckling. “So basically these are the reason you still stick around?”  

“Ssh! I’m not done yet,” she said, taking a few steps in front of him and turning around. 

They approached the gate of the park. It was a large place with meadowy grass and lots of trees. 

Abigail opened the gate. “Anyway, one day we go to the cafe and afterward, walk to the park... 

when all of a sudden I take his glasses and mysteriously run off!”  

With nothing else but that cue, Abigail snatched the glasses from his hands and abruptly 

dashed into the park. Aaron could hear her laughing.  

“Wait, what the--” Aaron followed her through the gate. His vision wasn’t terrible 

without glasses, but things were still blurry. He saw that Abigail stopped and was facing him 

from a good distance away.  
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“This is your history in the making, Aaron!” she yelled at him. “Come and get me!”  

Aaron sighed. She was always so spontaneous. But still, that was one part of her he liked. 

He sprinted toward her, which caught her by surprise and she started off as well.  

“I’m still faster than you, you know!” he yelled after her.  

“Aaron yells out meaningless taunts in attempt to get me to stop!” she shouted back, 

darting to the side. Though smaller than Aaron, she still had the precision and litheness all those 

years of dancing had given her. Aaron followed her into an area with lots of trees. Thanks to the 

autumn leaves sporting flashy red and yellow colors, mixed with the browns of the bark, Aaron 

had more difficulty following her and eventually lost sight of her.  

“Aaron chases his beloved in the woods, but suddenly finds himself lost without his 

precious glasses!” Abigail’s voice rang out from somewhere. Aaron followed the sound quickly, 

but cautiously so he wouldn’t bump into anything. He suddenly caught some movement in the 

corner of his eye, and saw her figure dart into an alcove of trees. He smirked, moving slowly and 

silently toward said alcove, trying to catch Abigail by surprise. As he drew near, he spoke.  

“And this is the part where I-- huh?”  

Abigail wasn’t there. Aaron looked around. There didn’t seem to be a way that 

Abigail could have ran that he didn’t see. Unless... 

By the time he heard the rustling up above, it was too late. Abigail came flying down, her 

hair a splaying mess, arms outstretched, orange and red leaves scattering everywhere. Aaron 

caught a brief glimpse of a radiant smile on her face before she landed on him, knocking him to 

the ground with Abigail on top of him. Thankfully, it didn’t hurt due to the soft ground and piled 

up leaves in the area.  
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“Thought you’d get me by surprise, huh?” Abigail said, still smiling. She slid off Aaron, 

kneeling down next to him.  

“Never should have tried,” Aaron replied, laughing softly. His chest went up and down as 

he tried to catch his breath.  

“Well, there’s one more surprise I have for you,” Abigail said, reaching into her jacket 

pocket. “And I want to wear these so you have a good look.” She gingerly took Aaron’s glasses 

and placed them onto his face for him, ignoring his quizzical look. As his vision came back, he 

saw that Abigail had pulled something out from other pocket.  

A ring. 

 Aaron caught her eye, aghast.  

“This is the part,” Abigail said.“Where I ask if you if you’ll be with me forever.” 

 

They didn’t want the wedding to be the most extravagant, but it wasn’t modest either. 

Aaron found himself more involved in the small details like what font their invitations would be 

while Abigail wasn’t the one to sweat details.  

“It’s not like they’ll decline because we used san-serif or something,” she said, getting up 

from the dining table to kitchen. “But do what makes you happy. I’m going to get a snack.” 

Aaron jotted down something on his planner as Abigail did so. He sometimes wished 

Abigail would pay more attention to the minutia, but maybe that his nature as a writer. He got 

back to working on the invitation list when he heard Abigail’s voice form the kitchen.  

“Hey, where’s the peanut butter?”  
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“It’s the same place where we always put it. Left cabinet. We just bought a new jar 

yesterday,” Aaron rolled his eyes.  

“...right,” came the response. She came back a few minutes later, jar in hand with a butter 

knife sticking out of it, taking a seat across from Aaron. “So where do you want to go for the 

honeymoon? I’m thinking somewhere warm.”  

“We’ve got to take care of other stuff first, Abby. We can talk about honeymoon later,” 

he replied, handing her a list and a pen. “Here, check off who you want to come.”  

“Spoilsport,” Abigail joked, taking the list. “Wait, why is Jenna even on here? I haven’t 

talked to her in months.”  

She looked to Aaron. He could only give her a shrug, so Abigail turned her attention back 

to the list. Aaron went back to his business. They stayed absorbed in their tasks for a couple of 

beats, before Aaron looked up again.  

“Somewhere warm sounds good to me, too.” 

 

The soft aroma of tomato sauce wafted throughout the living room. Aaron was sitting on 

the couch, reading a book, idle time until Abigail was done. He closed his eyes and took a deep 

breath. If he listened closely enough, he could hear the simmering of the pot and the sound of her 

gently screwing and unscrewing all sorts of condiments. He had learned many years ago that 

Abigail was a talented cook, but she hated doing it. And even less so doing it for other people. 

But for Aaron’s birthday, it was an exception he looked forward to every year.  

“Smells amazing,” he said loudly so Abigail could hear him from the kitchen.  

“Naturally,” came the response. “And it’ll taste amazing too.”  
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Aaron put down his book and stretched. The Saturday afternoon sun shone through the 

window directly onto where he was sitting, warming the room in its rays. The idyllic atmosphere 

and his relaxed position made Aaron feel suspiciously like a cat lazing around the house. He 

figured he might as well go all the way and take a catnap when all of a sudden he heard a sharp 

gasp of pain and a clattering of metal come from the kitchen. Immediately he jumped up and saw 

what it was.  

A knife and bits of food were scattered about the floor. Abigail was clutching her hand, 

but Aaron could see the thick, crimson liquid seeping through her fingers and dripping out 

quickly. The pot was left unattended.  

“Damn,” Abigail uttered, gritting her teeth. Aaron rushed to get bandages, and told her to 

stay absolutely still.  

“Hold on,” he said, wrapping them around her finger. After securing the bandages in 

place, he took a look at his handiwork. “Feel okay?”  

Abigail nodded. “Yeah.. I think it’s fine. Nothing to go to the hospital over, right?”  

Aaron shook his head. “Don’t think so. But it looks like you’ll have to be left-handed 

until it heals.”  

“Great,” Abigail smiled weakly. It was obvious it was still hurt. “But thanks to clumsy ol’ 

me, I don’t think I can finish this.” She gestured toward pot.  

“Eh, we can order take-out or something,” Aaron replied, returning to the living room for 

his phone. “What are you feeling it?”  

Abigail followed suit. “I should be asking you that, birthday boy.”  
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Aaron decided on Chinese. As he went to dial the number, he saw out of the corner of his 

eye Abigail sitting on the couch, staring at her bandaged hand. A look of confusion and 

frustration came across her face. Aaron was about to ask when a voice came on the other line.  

“Hi, yes, I’d like to place an order for pick-up, please...”  

 

 Aaron decided to try contacting her again, but it proved to no avail. He took a look at his 

phone screen reading ‘Abigail’ and pressed the big red button. He approached the window. The 

sounds of heavy pittering and pattering told him all he needed to know, but he still pulled back 

the curtain and took a look outside. The dark of the night couldn’t hide the sight of torrential, 

unyielding rain. He looked away and sighed, checking the time again. Usually she would be 

home three hours ago, maybe twenty minutes late if she had an errand or something-- but as far 

as Aaron knew Abigail hadn’t told him about any plans she had. Let alone one that would last 

until almost midnight on a weekday. Not that many plans would be made with the flood warning. 

Aaron paced around in circles, biting his lip. He had called in at Abigail’s workplace but they 

said she left at closing time. Should he tell the police? No, that would be an overreaction... or 

would it? He certainly didn’t want to choose sorry over safe. He was about to reach into his 

pocket and dial the number when he heard the front door open. Quickly, he ran to it.  

“Abby,” he said loudly, both in exasperation and relief. “What happened?” 

She was soaking wet, her hair a mop, locks of her hair plastered to her face. Rain drops 

splattered everywhere as she tried to take her coat off, followed by her boots.  

“I thought I told you take an umbrella this morning,” Aaron said, picking up the trail of 

clothes Abigail left behind her.  
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“I forgot,” Abigail replied, not making eye contact, grabbing a nearby towel and wiping 

herself down.  

“And I called you like four times! Did you have something planned? What were you 

doing out until now?” Aaron inquired, hanging her coat to dry.  

“Nothing. Don’t worry about it. You shouldn’t have stayed up for me,” Abigail 

dismissed. “I’m tired. Heading to bed.”  

Aaron stopped her in her tracks as she started to leave. She stared at him.  

“Nothing? Abby, it’s almost midnight and you’re soaked. You can’t just shrug this off,” 

Aaron said, the words tumbling out of his mouth. “You had to tell me what you were doing. It’s 

not something that you can--” As he was talking, it suddenly came to his head. He didn’t want to 

acknowledge it, but he couldn’t ignore it. “Abigail-- you didn’t...”  

Abigail caught his eye, then raised her hands to her face, scowling.  

“Gods, no, Aaron!” Abigail replied. “I wasn’t with anyone, okay?! I got lost. Are you 

happy? I got lost on the way home. This whole time.”  

“Lost?” Aaron replied blankly. “Was there some construction on the route home or 

something...?” 

“I don’t know, Aaron,” Abigail said, shaking her head, then leaning in on Aaron’s chest. 

“Maybe it was the rain or how dark it was or something. I don’t want to talk about it. It’s.. 

embarrassing.” 

Aaron paused for a moment before reaching his hands up and embracing Abigail. She 

was still damp from the rain, but he didn’t care.  

“Alright. I’m just glad you’re okay,” he said, clutching her a little tighter to his chest.  
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“Me too,” he heard Abigail’s muffled voice say. “Now let’s go to bed before you squeeze 

the air out of me.”  

 

It was a couple of weeks later when it happened. It was the middle of the night. Aaron 

was usually a very heavy sleeper, but his eyes slowly opened when he heard the sound of heavy 

breathing. He lazily got up, but what he saw next chilled him to the bone. Abigail was standing 

at the edge of the room, still in her night clothes, back and hands against the wall. As Aaron’s 

eyes got used to the darkness, he saw that Abigail’s were wide open. And they were afraid.  

“Abby.. what’s wrong?” he took off the sheets and leaned forward. She flinched.  

“Abby...?”  

He stared at her for what seemed like a long time, before suddenly she buried her hands 

in her face, coming to her knees. There was a sharp intake of breath.  

“Aaron...” she whimpered. Aaron took that as a sign, and got his feet and rushed over to 

her side, kneeling down next to her.  

“Tell me what’s going on,” he said, putting a hand on her shoulder.  

“Something’s wrong...” she whispered, hands still covering her face. Her voice was 

barely audible. “Something’s wrong with me, Aaron... I can feel it sometimes. Feel myself 

slipping away. But then I don’t know...” Her whimpers began turning into sobs. “Help me, 

Aaron. Please.”  

Aaron leaned in closer. “I want to help, Abby. But you’re not making sense.”  

She took her face out of her hands. Aaron could see her eyes, watery and puffed, tears 

streaming down her cheeks. He had never seen her this broken before. It scared him.  
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“I-I woke up a few minutes ago,” she began. “And I was confused. I didn’t know where I 

was. It frightened me. But the worst part about it, Aaron, was that I woke up and turned to my 

side. And I-I...”  

Aaron urged her on. “You..?” 

Abigail turned to look him in the eyes, then buried her face again, her voice increasingly 

desperate and afraid. 

 “I didn’t know who it was that was next to me,” she said. “The worst part was--I didn’t 

know who you were.”  

 

The doctors told them it was a rare occurrence for it to happen so early. Aaron watched as 

the doctor told them both that Abigail would begin to deteriorate and would have to stay at the 

hospital for surveillance and support. Through it all, Abigail wore a stoic face, eyes wide and 

alert, only silently nodding at each point the doctor told her. It wasn’t long before she was 

bedridden and the only way they would see each other was during visiting hours. Often Aaron 

would find her staring at the window, blank, emotionless, not willing to engage in conversation 

very much. Other times she wouldn’t recognize him. Those were the worst. But one evening, 

when the winds were howling outside in the pitch darkness, she spoke to him.  

“Don’t visit me anymore,” she said.  

Aaron stood up. “What?”  

“I said don’t come anymore,” she replied again, still staring out the window. Aaron 

walked to her field of vision, astonished at her request. To his surprise, he found that tears were 

streaming down her cheeks.  
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“Abby-- what are you saying?”  

She raised an arm to her head and wiped away her tears, staring back at the window.  

“I look at my reflection sometimes,” she said. “I think, this is what Aaron sees.” She 

reached a hand out to the glass, pressing her palm against it, then curled it into a fist. “And I hate 

it. I don’t want this... this version of me to the be one you’re stuck with.”  

Aaron grabbed her hand, kneeling down to her height.  

“No, listen. I’m not stuck with anything--”  

“Aaron,” she began, putting her other hand on top of his. “I know that if I don’t say this, 

you’ll come visit me every day without fail. And you’ll stay the whole time with me. That’s just 

the type of person you are.” She gave him a weary smile. “But eventually, I’m going to forget 

you. You’ll come visit me, and just like that night I won’t know who in the world you are... I’m 

going to forget you, but you won’t forget about me.”  

“I’d never,” Aaron said resolutely. He gripped her hand tighter as if by instinct, that if 

he’d let go he’d lose her for good.  

“I know,” Abigail nodded. “You’d stay by my side forever. But I don’t want to put you 

through that pain.” She leaned back in her bed. “I remember what you wrote about me in the 

article, way back when...” 

The words were as fresh in Aaron’s minds as when first wrote them. “‘The highlight of 

the production was Flores herself, her commanding and beautiful dance befitting of the graceful 

bird after which the show is named’,” he recalled.  

Abigail closed her and eyes and smiled. “I want that to be the Abigail you remember. Not 

the one you’re talking with right now.”  
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Aaron remained silent, contemplating her words.  

“Do it for me, Aaron,” she said, sitting up straight and looking into his eyes. “I know... 

it’s selfish of me to ask you. But I want to know that while I fade away, I’ll still be me in your 

mind...”  

Aaron listened as her voice vanished to a whisper. He glanced at their interlocking hands, 

and let out a deep breath.  

“Okay,” he said, as if to convince himself more than anyone else. He closed his eyes and 

inhaled, taking another chestful of air. “Alright.”  

“Promise?” Abigail asked. Her hazel eyes seemed even more prominent as she leaned 

forward, clutching Aaron’s hand tightly.  

He nodded. Abigail’s shoulders loosened as she lay back down, as if a weight had been 

lifted off her conscience.  

“But,” Aaron asked. “Can I ask for one thing in return?”  

She turned to him. “What?”  

He leaned in closer, resting his head on the same bed she was on, still holding her hand. 

He closed his eyes and relaxed, feeling her warm presence next to him.  

“For tonight... just for tonight... let me stay like this a little longer,” he said. He felt 

Abigail adjust her position, accommodating him.  

“I can do that.”  

With that, the two remained. They didn’t speak a word, but basked in each other’s 

company, letting themselves be. As he felt himself just about to plunge into a deep sleep, he felt 

Abigail’s soft yet strong fingers stroke his hair.  
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“You met me when the cage opened,” he heard her say. “It looks like... I’m going back in 

now.”  

When he woke up, Abigail’s eyes were closed, her chest rising slowly up and down. 

Slowly, Aaron let go of her hand, stood up, and walked to the room’s exit. Taking one last look 

at her, he closed the door and left.  

 

 

 


