
Bridget watched the fountain from her seat on a nearby park bench.  She sat on the same green wooden bench every morning, but today the water entranced her.  Its spray seemed to rise and fall in rhythm.  She wondered if the water’s height was really as unsteady as it seemed. Perhaps her sleep-deprived mind was allowing itself to be fooled.


She took a sip of her coffee, pinching her nose to disguise the taste.  She drank coffee each morning only for its caffeine content.  She glanced at her watch before opening the textbook in her lap, noting that, as usual, she could study for an hour before she needed to walk the two blocks to her history class at the university.  


Studying proved unproductive.   This frustrated Bridget.  She hadn’t been able to focus on studying or sleeping last night, and had intended to make up for it this morning.  But her thoughts continued to stray to the young man she had met in the square the day before.  He had been handsome – dark blonde hair and deep blue eyes atop a muscular physique that any girl would have looked twice at – but he was hardly the first good-looking boy Bridget had ever met.  In fact, he hadn’t even introduced himself to her.  He’d only sat on her bench, only glancing at her once or twice in the half hour he’d stayed there reading.  She flushed now, realizing that she had probably stared at the stranger the entire time he’d been next to her.     

People hurried past Bridget, but she was either too distracted or too tired to care about the others in the city square.  The passersby paid no more attention to the green-eyed brunette daydreaming on the bench than she did to them.  

Bridget didn’t notice anything outside of her own thoughts until the rain began.  She glanced around, noticing that the square was suddenly devoid of children splashing in the fountain and businessmen chatting on mobile phones.  Only she and a few dreary-looking people with umbrellas remained in the concrete square.  She instinctively reached into her red book bag for her old hooded sweatshirt, only to find that she had neglected to toss it into her bag of things earlier that morning.  


Grateful to be wearing jeans even though the day had started off nicely, Bridget stood and made her way into the local bookstore just as thunder began to rumble in the distance.  


The bookstore was crowded because of the rain.  The aisles were packed with strollers and anxious mothers warning children not to touch the contents of the shelves.  Bridget strolled through the store, half-hoping to glimpse yesterday’s stranger.   She paused to browse through the used book section, as she always did when she visited that particular shop…  (to be continued)   
