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| wake up with a start.

| sit straight up, the sheets arranged around me. It's the
dark of the night. | was dreaming. It was just a dream. On

the floor beside my bed, Lorenzo lies curled.
| recover my breath, gradually.
| remember, | was inside of a chapel.

On my left was Orion, Zu on my right. | held their hands

in mine, in my outstretched arms.
| held their fate in mine.

Gently | wrapped their hands together, in a white
woven cloth. But | wrapped it too tight. And their hands
began to bleed. | fall back in bed, but | can't find sleep

again.

| lie there, in the darkness.

We've entered a beige room.

It's a modern furnished room, with large white sofas
and chairs, just beyond the stone hallway. Immediately |

feel a sharp stabbing in my chest.
| shut my eyes tightly.

| feel like someone, or something, has just died. But |
don't know why. “Something’s wrong,” | look urgently at

Hermes.



Hermes eyes me compassionately.

“It can be painful,” he says, “when timelines begin to

separate.”
I've never felt this kind of pain.
Not even in the tomb.

Hermes crosses the room, toward a large wooden
table, where a holographic map of New York City appears.
The map rotates, zooming out effortlessly into a display of

North America.
“Enough holograms,” | tell him.
“You need to see this, Ori.”
“Not now-" | say.
Hermes stands there, kindly.
“There’s no other time, Orion,” he says.

Slowly | look up. On the hologram, a red dot hovers
near Los Angeles. Slowly the red dot extends into a line,
moving toward New York. “This is a timeline,” Hermes says,
“Everyone has one. It starts at your birth—and runs

throughout your life.”
Now a second line appears.

This one is blue, moving toward New York from Hong

Kong. “This is Zu's timeline,” Hermes explains. “Basically it's



a series of appointments. Places you need to be, or people

you need to meet, to move toward your destiny.”
| am watching Zu's blue line.

“This is you and Zu moving to New York—your first
appointment,” says Hermes. The blue line arrives in New
York, where my red line is waiting. “That went smoothly,”
Hermes looks satisfied. “It was supposed to be one year
earlier. But no harm done. Except having to hear you

complain all year.”
| ignore Hermes' comment.

I'm recalling what Zu said about her dad’s job being

delayed.

The map swivels toward a view of Manhattan, hovering

above Jack’s Coffee in the Meatpacking District.
The red and blue lines are converging again.

“This is the moment you and Zu meet-your second
appointment,” Hermes observes the map. “A bit tricky, but

still successful.”
“Tricky?” | frown. “It was perfect—"

“Hardly,” Hermes laughs. “That's the thing with
appointments of destiny. People never know when they've
missed them. They just go on with their lives! But you and

Zu nearly missed this one.”



He points at the map.

“The meeting at Jack’s wasn't your first chance to meet,”

Hermes says. “It was your last.”

“Last?” | lock eyes with him. “What dces that even

mean?”
Hermes holds my gaze patiently.

“Answer one question Ori,” he says. “When was the first

time you saw Zu?”
“At Jack's Coffee,” | answer, obviously.
“No, it wasn't.”
| swallow, hard.

| resent the idea that anyone—especially Hermes—could
know more about my past than me. | try to recall another

time | could have seen Zu.
But nothing comes.

“Two weeks before Jack's,” Hermes reminds me. "We
went to a party, before school started.” | remember that
night. It was a fourth floor apartment, in the summer heat. It
wasn't a huge party. But crowded enough so you couldn't

see everyone.
“Didn't someone,” he says, “catch your eye?”

Instantly | remember.



Everything.

It was around midnight. | was chatting with Shanti and
Wen, in a corner of the kitchen. Across the crowd, | saw a
girl wearing a baseball cap. It was only a glimpse—I didn't
see her clearly—but something about her captured me. It

was the way she moved.
| liked her immediately.
How could | forget this?
But now I'm remembering it exactly.

In my memory, the girl in the baseball cap has purple
hair. Oh my goodness—it is Zu. Our eyes almost meet, for a
quarter of a second, from opposite sides of the room. |
leave Shanti and Wen. The girl in the cap is moving toward
me. Our paths are converging, near the entrance to the

apartment.
We're about to meet.
It's inevitable.
Now | remember!

At the last moment, Angelo barrels between us. He

whirls around, spilling his drink on my shirt.

I'm completely soaked.



| take my eye from Zu. It's only for a second, but when |
look again, she's gone. Angelo is patting my shirt, trying to
dry me off. | shake loose, descending the stairway, all the

way to the street.
But the girl in the baseball cap is gone.

“What a shame,” Hermes shakes his head. “It was a
perfect set up! Two young lovers meeting across a room.

But even the best-laid plans—"
“Why didn't you say anything!”
“| couldn’t.”
“Why not?”

“You know better than anyone,” Hermes says, “about
magical meetings. The stars have to align! That's how you

know it's meant to be.”
We both pause, reflecting.
“Like in Verona,” he says.
“How do you know all this?” | say.
Hermes grows silent.
“We have friends in common, Ori,” he says.

Hermes stands across the table, his timeless gaze

piercing.



A silence is falling over the room. “Friends who can
help us,” he says. The texture of the room is beginning to
change. | am aware of a bluish white light, seemingly above

our heads. The air is filling with light.
We both stand perfectly still.
“Do you feel that, Ori?”
| feel something.
“Is that them?”

Hermes keeps his eyes on mine. “Yes,” he says, softly.

“It's them.”
“Who are they?” | say, without moving.

The bluish light is enveloping the room. It brings a
timeless, multi-dimensional quality. Like something

between heaven and earth.

“They are Montagues,” Hermes looks directly in my
eyes, “who are in between lives. They've died and haven't

been born again.”
| am bathed in blue light.

In this light, | feel the past, present and future, all
happening at once. | feel Zu and myself—from Verona to
now and in the future—and others too. | can feel Hermes,
Lauren—my sister—and millions of others, their striving and

their love and their pain.



Hermes says, softly, "Those between lives can see
things we can't see. They can help guide us toward our

appointments.”
The blue light is beginning to fade.

| don’t know how much time has passed. But something
closer to normal is returning. “With their help,” Hermes
glances upward, “and the help of others, we tried a second

time to connect you two.”
I'm still recovering from the blue light.
And the memory of Zu in the baseball cap.

“One week later,” says Hermes. “You went to the Met on
a Saturday.” | quickly recall my trip to the museum. “Zu was

there?” | say surprised.
“No. But how did you get there?”
| try to remember.
“Uber,” | say.

| remember the moment. I'd had a sudden inspiration
to visit the Met. | was about to confirm my ride. But then, |

had second thoughts.
| hesitated.

For thirty seconds.



“Thirty seconds too long,” says Hermes. “If you hadn't
waited, you would have been pooled with Zu. She was
going uptown, and you would have struck up a
conversation. You would have gone to the Met together, on

that Saturday.”
“It was only thirty seconds!” | argue.

“Destiny doesn’t wait,” Hermes says. “Instead of Zu's
Uber picking you up on Gansevoort Street, it picked up

someone else on 26th Avenue.”
“Who?" | feel weirdly jealous.

“A businessman from Toronto,” he shrugs. “It dcesn't
matter. They didn't say a word to each other.” | suddenly
feel deeply saddened, about this day at the museum that
Zu and | never had.

“I guess it's silly to feel sad,” | say aloud, "about
something that never happened.”

“Not at all,” Hermes disagrees.

| look up, quietly.

“Sometimes the things that didnt happen are the

saddest things in life,” he says, honestly.
Hermes claps his hands.

“But you did meet.”
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On the holographic map, the red and blue lines have
converged, in a kind of spiral. “That's what matters, bro! On
your final chance—that morning at Jack's Coffee—you and

Zu met each other.”

The two lines spiral together, moving through Central
Park and Times Square. But when they reach Hermes’
house, they burst and fizzle. The two lines spiral away,

drunkenly, in different directions.
“Oh no,” Hermes leans forward.

“This is worse than | thought,” he looks concerned.

“Your timelines have already split.”
| feel a wrenching in my gut.

What I'm seeing on the map is exactly what I've been
feeling, since my argument with Zu. With every hour Zu

feels further away.

“You and Zu have a third appointment,” Hermes says
seriously. “This is the whole reason you met. Do you know

what it is?”
| know exactly.
My wrenching gut won't quit.

“The Lights,” | say.
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In the empty Capulet store, only a single light remains.
Tai sits across from RITA at the ceramic table. A cold lamp

spotlights the table.
Tai slumps, staring at his hand.
Clenching itin a fist.

“These types of things,” RITA studies Tai's hand, “are

often carryovers from our past.”
“Verona | think,” Tai says.
RITA observes Tai quietly.

“It may be earlier,” she says.

The city lights are shining.

On Broadway, Lucrezia wanders along the street signs
and theaters, admiring the New York night. She passes a

Nepenthe ad, without looking up.

Her eyes drift upward, into the beautiful night, where

the bright signs shine in wonder.

Ahead, in the distance, are the Times Square lights.
Lucrezia presses a finger to her ear, listening to the song

echoing in her earbuds.
She remembers her father, distantly.

She wipes a tear, smiling.
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Outside a large theater are display posters, behind
glass, advertising the plays inside. One is a poster for The

Two Gentlemen of Verona.
Lucrezia gazes into the poster.

In the dim reflection of the glass, she sees a young
woman in a white dress and black scarf. Lucrezia tilts her

head softly, to one side.
Her platinum hair drifts gently.

Beside the theater is a small café. A lighted sign in the

window says: Open Late.
Lucrezia steps inside, curiously.

She looks around warmly, waiting in a short line. She

moves toward the barista.
“Caffé Americano,” she says.
The barista grabs a marker.
“What's your name?”

IILu n

On the holographic map, the red and blue lines
continue spinning apart. The two lines drift slowly away,

aimlessly.

Like unmoored ships.
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Hermes takes a puzzled step back. “She chose the

Capulets?” he asks me.
“No,” | am certain. “It's something else.”
Hermes closes his eyes, thinking.

He retrieves a narrow, black case from a shelf across the
room. Hermes carries it deliberately, placing it on a table

between the sofas.
“Open this,” he says.
“What's inside?”
“My backup plan,” Hermes smiles.

On the side of the case are three latches. | flip them

open hesitantly, then raise the lid.
What's inside makes no sense.

It's a feeling similar to when | first imagined the white

dress. Inside the case is an elegantly crafted sword, with a

silver blade and black hilt.
“This is Adagio,” Hermes tells me.
Adagio, | think.
It means gracefully.
“It's your sword, from Verona.”

| sit backward, quickly.
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“It's not the original,” Hermes rephrases. “But | retrieved
the exact details. This is a 3D printed version made of

titanium.”

Reluctantly, | lift the sword from its case. The grip sits

comfortably in my hand.
| feel different holding Adagio.

| stand from the sofa, extending the sword in my arm,
feeling its weight and balance. | nearly smile, but I'm struck
by a flash of memory. | see the Piazza delle Erbe and

Adagio killing Tybalt.
It's what led to my banishment.

To my separation from Juliet. To finding her body in the

tomb.
“Why give me this?” | say, angrily.
| drop Adagio to the floor.

“Because,” says Hermes, patiently, “our plans have

changed. And you need to be ready.”
“For what?”
“For anything.”
“What are you talking about?” | glare.

| walk away from Adagio.
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“Timelines aren't a joke,” Hermes watches me. “"They
can literally change the future. Your appointment with Zu

was decades in planning.”
“I'm not a fighter,” | shake my head.

Hermes says, intently: “The Romeo | knew was a lover

and a fighter.”
“| killed people!” | say. “Including myself.”

This is why | never joined the fencing team. Even after
all Hermes' invitations. | never wanted anything to do with

those memories.
| pick up Adagio, returning it to its case.

Hermes grabs my wrist. Our eyes meet inches apart. His
hand strikes me hard in the chest. I'm thrown backward

through the air.
| land behind the sofa, sliding across the floor.

Hermes is advancing upon me. “The sword doesn't

matter. | printed it to prove a point.”
“Are you crazy?” | sit up.
Hermes throws Adagio at me.

| grab the sword, holding it vaguely forward. Hermes
grabs my shoulder. I'm catapulted across the room again. |

lose Adagio, but quickly pick it up.
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| scramble to my feet, pointing Adagio at Hermes. I'm

ready to defend myself.
Hermes drops his hands, peacefully.

“If I'm honest,” he chuckles. “You were a lot tougher in
Verona. I'm not saying you need to kill anyone! But we need

your killer instinct.”
| keep Adagio leveled at his chest.

“In Verona, you had that” Hermes says. “But your
instincts are stuck in your past. We need to retrieve them, if

you're going to help Zu."
“How?" | fume.
My anger is ignited.
“We've already started,” Hermes winks.
“I'm tired of your riddles.”

Hermes laughs at me. “But what are you gonna do

about it?”
| feel conflicted and uncertain.

“This is the kind of hesitation,” Hermes smirks, “that'’s
going to lose you Zu. The way you lost her last time,” he

mocks me, “in Verona.”
| can't believe his words.

Something snaps.
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| lunge at Hermes with Adagio, hilt forward and the

blade raised. | don't have a plan.
| don't even think.

Hermes meets my attack, grabbing my wrists and
throwing my weight against the wall. We stand together,

our hands locked on Adagio.
“Now, Ori-" Hermes shouts in my face.
| push back, with all my strength.
“Feel what you're feeling!”
All | feel is my rage.

“Feelings are your link," Hermes says to me, point blank,
“to retrieving your past. But you have to feel them

K

completely

| feel my rage at Hermes. My anger at the Capulets—and
at Zu. Anger for everything that's gone wrong. In this life

and the last.
“Stop holding back!" Hermes shouts.

I'm furious, and ashamed-because | know he’s right. |
am holding back. But why? To stay in control? To not hurt

anyone?

| feel something erupting.
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“Good, Ori—" says Hermes, “now go deeper!” | can

barely hear him. My anger drowns out his voice.
It's the anger of killing.
Hermes' face is beginning to morph.

| no longer see Hermes, but the face of Tybalt, Juliet's
brother. | nearly panic. Is this a trap? It's actually Tybalt
who's lured me to this room! “Stay with your anger,” | hear
Hermes speaking through Tybalt's face. “These are your

retrieval memories.”
The beige room is disappearing.

Now there’'s a bright blue sky, the wooden floor is
turning to earth-colored stone. The table and comfortable
sofas evaporate, revealing the canvas awnings and

storefronts of the Piazza delle Erbe.
I've just stabbed Tybalt.
My hatred of him rages in my veins.
| smell Tybalt's blood.

Why am | remembering this? | never wanted to feel this
way again. “Don’t shy away, Ori,” | hear Hermes command.
“This is a part of you. Part of retrieval is remembering

unpleasant things.”

Tybalt shakes free of Adagio.
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“You haven't killed me,” says Tybalt, now in his own
voice. “It's hardly a wound. Now fight!” Tybalt launches at
me violently. | scamper away, dodging his blows raining
down on me. Nothing of the beige room remains. It's only

the piazza and a fight to the death.
“Hermes!” | shout.

Tybalt charges at me, barely missing. “It's only a
memory, Montague,” he says. “You can't be hurt.” Tybalt
slams his sword hilt into my chest, knocking me down. A

burning pain rips into my lungs.
| gasp for air.
“That hurt—"| call out.

Tybalt rages after me, attacking with his rapier. It cuts a
swath through the wall of a building. “You're reliving it, Ori,”
says Tybalt, hammering me again. “But it's not real pain. It's
just the memory of the experience.” Tybalt smashes my jaw

with the base of his sword.

| collapse, tasting blood. | feel the jagged edge of my

tooth, rolling on my tongue.
| spit it out.
“This feels real,” | cough, my head splitting.

“That's because it was,” says Tybalt, arrogantly. “Now

get up, Montague!”
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| feel fury, hearing my old name.

My hatred of Tybalt is renewed. | labor to my feet,
wielding Adagio. Tybalt attacks, but surprisingly, | repel him
easily. We battle along the sun-caked storefronts of the

Piazza delle Erbe.
I'm using Adagio with a skill I've forgotten.

“Feel how your body moves,” Tybalt instructs, as he
smashes a wooden pole to bits. “In your movements, there
is the memory, the knowledge of fighting—but more
importantly, the instinct and will to fight. That's what you

want to retrieve.”

“Like this?” | clobber Tybalt backward with my forearm.

He bleeds from his nose.
“That's it,” he smiles.

Tybalt beckons me on. We fight ferociously. | gain the
upper hand, until Tybalt retakes it. | land two more punches

to his face.

“Be aware of every move,” Tybalt says, through his dirty,
bleeding face. “You can only retrieve what you feel. Feel
how Adagio feels in your hand. Feel how you attack and
defend, feel your stance, the way your feet move. But most
importantly, feel how much you care! How much you would

give—for what you care about most?”

21



Everything, | think.
Tybalt slashes at me.

He knocks me down, crushing his knee in my ribs. | roll

to the side, dodging his killing blow.
We rage on, metal to metal.
I would give everything.

| feel my sweat and hate. | swing away in unchecked
fury, overwhelming Tybalt, until he can no longer defend

himself. My next thrust skewers his flesh.
Everything.
Tybalt collapses, my sword in his side.
He lifts his dying head.
“That'll do,” | hear Hermes' voice again.

The Piazza delle Erbe wavers once, then disappears.
The objects and tables of the beige room reform before my

eyes. We're in the exact position where we began.
Hermes' releases his grip.
He's not bloody or bleeding.
And neither am I.

Although my chest aches like fire. "My friend,” Hermes

|II

says soberly, “that was beautifu
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Rays of sunshine fall on the wooden floor. “How long

has it been?” | say.

“Seven hours,” Hermes checks his watch. “Time in

retrieval is faster than time in the present.”

He retakes Adagio from me, swinging it at my head. |
duck and grab a broomstick. | sweep his legs with the

broom, flipping Hermes to the ground.
“l guess it worked,” he laughs.

“But how did we stand here?” I'm amazed. “For seven

hours?”
Hermes picks himself up.

“It's all part of the training,” he says simply. | want to ask
more, but | don't even know my question. “This is about
more than you and Zu,” Hermes says. “The Montagues and

Capulets are a small act in a much larger play.”
He hands me Adagio, by the hilt.
“So what now?” he says.

“Let’s find Zu.”

When | wake, it's morning.

| lie in my bed.
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It feels like a morning, like any other. | brush my teeth,
shower, and look in my closet. In the corner is a black dress

that | never wear.
| take it out.
In the mirror, | look at myself.

| lean forward, examining my eyes.

| park my scooter outside Trinity.

Hermes and | approach the brownstone building. |
haven't set foot here since last year. It feels somewhat
surreal, and I'm so in my own world, | hardly notice

everyone's eyes on me.
We enter in the main doors.
I'm only here for Zu.

But | can't ignore everyone in the hallways. Kids at open
lockers stop what they're doing, staring. | hear my name

whispered, a dozen times.

Ms. Hernandez, the principal, greets me, “Good to see
you, Orion,” she smiles enthusiastically. | say hello, smiling

and nearly stopping for her.
But not quite.

| can't stop. For anyone.
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Not until | find Zu.

| notice banners for The Lights, hung alongside the

sides of the hallway.
The Lights.
Our third appointment.

“It's only been one night” | turn to Hermes. “"Our

timelines can't be that separate, right?”
“It all depends,” says my friend.

We enter the student lounge. Groups of students are
sitting around wooden tables, eating snacks and hanging
out before class. Some of them look up. | can feel them

watching.
Sitting at a far table is Zu.

She's sitting with some of her friends, her head tilted

downward. My heart lifts, just seeing her.
It feels like ages, since last night.
But there she is.
Like always.

Zu wears a black dress, which comes to a sharp end
below her thigh. She doesn’t see me yet. Surrounding her
are two girls | don't know. Sitting beside them, for some

reason, is Landon.
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| feel I'm seeing her for the first time. She's smiling and
talking in her easy, natural way. She brushes her purple hair,

which covers her eyes, to one side.
| reach their table.

Zu turns to me. Her eyes are circled in dark eyeshadow.
But it's her gaze that makes me freeze. Something is so

wrong. Zu is looking in my eyes.
But without love.
Without anything.
“Hey Ori,” she says.
Her voice isn't warm, or cold.

It's just empty. The way you would speak to someone

you hardly know. | shift to my back foot.
“Zu="1look in her eyes.
“That's me,” she says.

My stomach plummets. Is Zu trying to punish me? For
last night? “I was hoping to find you here,” | explain,

uncomfortably.
Her friends swivel toward Zu.
“Looks like you did,” she smiles.

But it's an empty smile.
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A smile for anyone. There's an awkward pause at the
table. | try to understand what's happening. Zu dcesn't

seem troubled. But it's like she's gone.
Something has taken her place.
“Can we talk alone?” | suggest.

Zu's friend with the tattoo observes me in a friendly

way. | feel she's on my side.

“These are my friends,” Zu says. “If you want to say

something, you can say it here.”

“"Oh-I get it | say. “This is part of your rehearsal. For
the Lights.” | look at Landon and almost laugh. | don't really

believe this.
But it's my only explanation.

Neither Zu nor her friends say another word. | stand
without moving, afraid to reveal my emotions. “Would you
give us a moment?” | say to her friends. Now Landon is

looking at me. “Hey Ori—" he says. “She said no.”
| turn my head, rapidly.
“What are you doing here?” | say.
Landon stares back.
“What are you doing here?” he replies.

Oh wow.
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Is this really happening?

My eyes hurry from Landon to Zu. | don't know what's
going on here. But it feels so wrong. | hear one of Zu's
friends whisper to the other, “"Zu and Ori, or Zu and

Landon?”
Zu's stare is frigid now.
“Is Ori bothering you?” asks Landon.

I've had enough of him. “Listen—Landon,” | say. “l don't
know what you think is happening, but just-" | pause, for

the right words, "shut up.”
“It's okay, Landon,” says Zu.
| can't believe my ears.

| reach across the table, taking Zu by the hand.

Incredibly, Landon grabs my arm.
"Hands off, Ori—"

| seize Landon’s elbow, twisting hard. | drag him
forward onto the tabletop, until his cheek is pressed down

hard against the surface.
| hold him down.

I'm astonished.
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| can't believe what I've done. I've never reacted this
way in my life. This is the retrieval, | think inside. My hands

knew what to do.
They remembered.

Zu's two friends look riveted. Everyone else in the
lounge has stopped what they're doing. They watch from

their seats.
Landon struggles on the tabletop.

| tighten my hold to make him quiet. | don't feel angry.

Or any emotion at all.
| feel only calm and clear.
Ready to act.

One of Landon’'s friends comes toward me. Hermes

places a hand on his chest, stopping him.

Zu stares at me, over Landon’s slumped body. “I think
you better leave, Ori,” she says icily. My strength empties
out of me. Zu looks at me, as if | don't matter. As if Landon
doesn’t matter. As if nothing matters. She glares at me with

a machine-like intensity.
| glance at her bare wrist.
“Where's the yarn?” | demand.

“I lost it.”
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“What's your problem?”

“What's yours?” says Zu. “We had a couple kisses. That

doesn’t mean you own me.”

“A couple kisses?” | repeat, unbelieving. This is too

much. “Have you lost your mind?”

call

Zu inhales tensely.

“We have things to do,” | say.

“Like what?”

“Everything we talked about!”

Zu narrows her eyes.

“The Lights?”

“Yes!”

“Well, I'm helping Landon,” she says.
| inhale fiercely.

“You're just too romantic, Ori,” says Zu. “It's what they

a tragic flaw.”

“Tragic flaw?” | say, pressing down hard on Landon’s

arm. I've never been so incensed. “Was kissing on the High

Line a flaw? Was Central Park a flaw? Was Verona a flaw?

Was dying for each other a flaw?”
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Zu sits stone-like. | can feel she’s been reached. Even if

she dcesn’t show it. But the blankness remains.
“It was just a couple kisses,” she says.
My fight drains out of me.

| let go of Landon, who keeps his forehead low to the
table anyway. | turn away from them, walking out of the

lounge.
Hermes catches me, quickly.
“Oril” he grabs my arm.

| shake him off.

| watch as Ori leaves. | sense something significant has
happened, but my expression doesn’t change. | sit
motionless at the table. | feel an immediate urge to run
after Ori, but it quickly passes. Instead, | tap two of my

fingers on the table.
One.
After the other.
I'm genuinely confused.

What was Ori talking about? About dying for each

other? It all felt so dramatic.

But also so familiar.
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My two fingers keep tapping.

“Are you okay, Zu?” says Kimmo. She seems concerned,
which only bothers me more. “What was all that about

Verona?”
“No idea,” | reply curtly.

“Orion seems like he really loves you,” says Kimmo. My
fingers stop tapping. I'm staring down the hallway, where

Orion just walked out.
“He seems cuter this year,” says Aisha.
“He seems like a bully,” says Landon.

“Shut up, Landon-" | say, surprising myself. | grab my

backpack and tablet.

| head straight for the hallway.

| see Ori walking away, at the end of the hall. | take a

few, quick steps toward him.
"Hey—"
Ori comes to a slow stop.
His back is toward me.

Everyone in the hallway has stopped what they're
doing. | hear a single locker shut, and then it's completely

quiet.
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“Are you just leaving?” | say.
Ori turns around.

He walks deliberately toward me. | stand where | am.
Around us a small group of kids closes in, forming a circle.

Now we're face to face.
Ori looks at me.
“Are you stopping me?” he says.
Our eyes are inches apart.

Neither of us move. | stare into Ori’s features. | sense
something melting, far below my exterior. A series of
images—of two people | don't recognize—flash across my

mind. My hands curl upward, slightly.
But | can't feel a thing.

“No,” | say.

| watch Ori walking away.

The door to Trinity opens and closes. I'm left standing
alone in the hallway. The kids around me have lost interest

and dissolve.
| stare at the tiled floor.

Then | head off to class.
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| cross the the lounge toward the stairs. | feel Kimmo,
Aisha and Landon watching me. | slide my hand along the
railing of the stairs. | can't shake the sense I've left

something behind.
And ugh.
| still can’t smell a thing.
Lauren’s class is on the second floor.

When she sees me, she breaks away from another
student. “"Where have you been?” Lauren looks worried.

“I've been calling you.”
“My phone was on airplane.”

“You were supposed to come over,” Lauren says, with a

scolding undertone. “With Orion.”
“Oh, right,” | knit my brow.
This feels like ancient history.

“I met up with some friends, we went dancing,” | say. “I

guess we got sidetracked.” Lauren has that same confused

look that Ori did.
“How is Ori?” she asks.
“| think he's fine.”
| shrug.

"Fine?” repeats Lauren.
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She obviously has more to say, but she leaves to start
the class. | sit through Lauren’s lecture. Usually it's my
favorite class. But today it's just meh. | enjoy what Lauren
says about comedy—I'm the only one who laughs out loud-
but the part on tragedy is a yawner. Lauren calls on me, but

| have nothing to say.
This seems to annoy her more.

After class Lauren finds me, as I'm leaving. “Zu!” Lauren

practically shouts.

She steps in front of me, blocking the door. | look
strangely at Lauren. “You can't just leave, Zu,” she says. “Tell

me what happened.”

“With what?” | shake my head.

“With Orion,” Lauren answers. "With the Capulets—with

|Il

everything

The Capulets, right. The others students file past us.
Lauren and | stand in the doorway, until we're alone. “l went
to see them,” | tell Lauren. “It was after Ori got mad at me.

They had a really cool lab.”
“You had an argument with Ori?”

“It's no biggie, Lauren,” | say. | edge past her into the

hallway. “There's always fish in the sea.”

Lauren looks furious.
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Why is everyone so agitated today?

Now she’s following me down the hallway. It's a little

creepy, | won't lie.
“What about Nepenthe?” she says.
“Ohh,” | slow, reminded. “I spilled it on myself.”

Lauren’s eyes open wide. She places her arm in my

path. “We need to go see Orion,” she says.
| duck around her again.

“Lauren, | have a class.”

Beneath the brown buildings, a car carrying Tai and
Lucrezia weaves through traffic. Tai rests against the
headrest, his arms tightly across his chest. He suppresses a

painful expression.
“Are you okay?” Lucrezia asks him.
Tai doesn't respond.

“Last night looked difficult,” she says. Her eyes examine
him. “Have you ever considered that this trip might be

personal for you?”
“Of course it's personal!” Tai snaps.

Lucrezia looks defensive. "Well, maybe you could put

that aside. At least for now.”
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Tai shakes his head.
“It's personal for you, too,” he says.
Lucrezia hardens her lip.

Outside are the grey cobblestone streets of the
Meatpacking District. Tai turns his head abruptly, toward the

rear window. As if sensing something.
“Stop the car,” Tai tells the driver.

He jumps out quickly into the street. Tai walks directly
away from the car. “"Where are you going?” Lucrezia exits

the vehicle.
Tai waves her away.
“Tail” shouts Lucrezia.

Ignoring her, Tai steps past pedestrians, looking left
and right. He turns in a restless circle, then starts forward
again, reading the street signs, nearly colliding with

pedestrians.
He sees the sign for Gansevoort Street.
His steps grow more sure.

Across from the Whitney Museum, Tai stops as if he's
lost the scent. Finally, he looks directly upward. Above the

corner restaurant is Ori’s studio.
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When | come out of history class, Hermes is waiting for
me. | dodge my way around him. But | feel him following

after me.
Finally | whirl around.

" What—”

Hermes looks at me, directly. “I heard what you said to

Lauren. In the hallway.”
“About what?”
“Nepenthe.”
| raise an eyebrow and begin walking away.
“You need to see Ori,” says Hermes.
"l just saw him.”
| am still walking away.
“Wait-" Hermes catches up.

Hermes is standing in front of me. | step around him
again. "Come on,” Hermes says, exasperated. “What do |

have to do? Pay you?”
| stand in the hallway.
“A hundred dollars,” he offers.
“Five hundred,” | say.

“Seriously?”

38



Hermes looks at me, in shocked disbelief.
| walk away again.
“Three hundred,” he says.

"Fine."

Tai ascends the stairwell of 71 Gansevoort, almost in a
trance. Upon the third floor landing, he waits. He turns to

the door on his right.

Tai removes a small object from his necklace. In his

hand, it extends into a dark cylinder.
He smashes the lock with it.
The door swings open, lazily.

Inside is Ori's studio. Tai eyes the workspace, with a
mixture of envy and loathing. He steps silently through the
studio, examining the cluttered work table, the dress forms

and racks.
He sees the white dress.
And walks toward it.

Tai stands facing the dress. He wears an empty
expression, remembering his life in Verona, his memories
with Juliet, his death in the piazza. His heart darkens with

hate for it all.
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He strokes the folds of the dress.

Tai goes to the work table. He scans the tabletop,
seeing swaths of fabrics, scissors, a handheld butane torch.

Tai returns with the torch.
He ignites the hem of the dress.
The fabric engulfs in fire.
“Tybalt—"
Tai hears the shameful name.

He whirls around, facing the voice. At the entrance of
the studio is Orion. They stand facing each other, as the

white dress burns.
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