The bridge
At the bridge, Mara stopped to listen. The river sounded different after rain. She had taken the long way home because, for once, there was no reason to hurry. A cyclist crossed the bridge and raised a hand. Mara waved back. She put her phone in her pocket and followed the path beside the water.
The note
There was a folded note in her coat pocket. She had carried it all day without opening it. At the next bench, she sat down. The note was short: take the long way home. She smiled. It was her own handwriting, a reminder she had left for a morning that turned out to be busy. Across the river, the windows were catching the last light.
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