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      For Elana, for Anna, and for my sister Emma

      

      You’re the three women I’d drag along to Ireland if my world was burning. I know you’d pull me out of the ashes, brush me off, and help me pick out a new, soot-free outfit that would kick-butt.

      

      AND…

      

      For all the women out there who help and support other

      women, no matter how hard it can sometimes be.
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            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      As usual with my books, I contemplated taking the “easy” route and making up a fictitious place for our three friends to visit. I could set their transformation in a small town, and that would allow me to make up anything I liked.

      But I obsess.

      I also love blending reality with fiction, and so as always, I chose a real place. As I researched, I soon decided that I had found the perfect place. You see, there was a graceful and elegant estate, privately owned, near another, fancier old castle that was owned by real people, and it was FOR SALE, and it was currently being rented as well.

      That meant I could book a trip to visit it myself, and I could stay on site! How exciting was that!? The more I learned, the more I truly fell in love with the rich history and the beautiful scenery of the Fortwilliam Estate. I hope you’ll fall in love with me—along with the characters, too—with this little slice of Ireland.

      One last note on how I research. I keep all the facts about families and estates true, right up until the current LIVING people. I always make up new names, often lifted from a few generations back as families are wont to reuse. So when I talk about the Duke of Devonshire, if it’s about the “current” duke in the book, it’s not real. I made it up. If it’s about the family history, such as horse racing or the history with Adele Astaire, it’s all true.

      I hope that helps you enjoy this book as utter fiction, but based on real life histories.

      I had been to Ireland before, but I felt like this book deserved a refresh. I took the whole family this time (I have five kids!) Here’s a photo of me in front of the Fortwilliam estate. (In true Irish fashion, it rained nearly the entire time we were there. As someone with curly hair who mostly straightens it, I had my hood up a LOT of the trip!)
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      Also, MANY THANKS to all the people in Ireland who helped make this story what it has become. The proprietor of the Galtee Honey Farm, Aoife, was a DELIGHT. We loved our tour there. We learned SO much about bees, honey, and Ireland. She and her father have clearly done so much to help the bee/honey industry in the area.
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      We also LOVED our jelly/jam tour and cross country horseback ride (with lots of jumping!) at Crossogue Farms. It was EPIC. We would go back in a heartbeat!
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      It was my first time jumping since breaking my back, and I planned to be a total ninny and just watch the girls, but the trainer there was NOT having it, and I did almost every single jump on my darling mount, Blueberry.
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      And don’t worry. We did lots of things that I didn’t write into the book yet, so there’s plenty for future stories. I can’t wait to get them into your hands. THANKS for giving me the chance.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Natalie

          

        

      

    

    
      All my friends had braces when I was a teenager, and boy did they whine about them. Food got caught around the brackets and made them look bad, or worse, gave them cavities. Their teeth ached. They looked stupid. It gave them sores on their gums and inside their mouths. The only thing they liked was missing school for the appointments, but I’m sure their parents were as annoyed about the hassle as they were about the expense.

      I never went through any of that.

      My dad was a dentist, so one Friday afternoon, he drilled off all the weird edges on my various snaggleteeth and by Monday, I had permanent veneers in place that gave me a beautiful smile. Voila.

      Perfection on the first go.

      It was the week after I got my perfect smile that Chad McCormick, whom I’d had a crush on for months, finally asked me out. That was my first lesson in the importance of presenting yourself well. Now, twenty-five years later, when I meet someone new, the first thing they ask me is how on earth I can keep track of everything. Because as I aged, I managed to present myself even better than I did back then, both because I hide the bad and because I highlight the good. I like to joke that I’m like a fine wine—I just keep improving—but really, I just keep presenting myself better.

      Not that I’m an embarrassment at a baseline.

      I’m a mother of five who’s been president of the local food bank—twice. I manage social media for several local companies. I volunteer at the nearby animal shelter once a week. I work out every morning, and I ride horses four days a week for a local barn. I’m paid for that, but I also love it. I keep my house clean, my closets and car organized, and I haul my kids to all their various activities and events every day. I stick to our family budget religiously, and we’re always dressed and ready for church at nine a.m. on Sunday.

      I’m never late.

      Because an organized life is a happy life.

      It’s missed bills, forgotten appointments, and late fees that tumble all the other dominoes into disarray. When you have a schedule and you stick to it, you’re rarely surprised, at least, not in a bad way. Which is why it’s so terribly embarrassing when my Uber drops me at the airport and I wheel my luggage over and scan my credit card only to discover. . .

      My flight doesn’t leave today. It’s tomorrow.

      I whip out my phone, aghast. This can’t be right. It just can’t. I’ve pre-paid Clara’s teenage friend to ferry Blaire to her piano lesson. Clara’s taking Hannah and Amelia to their horseback lesson. Mason’s assistant’s picking up Paul and taking him to my friend Tiffany’s house after school, where Mason will pick them up after work. I’ve prepared all the meals they’ll eat while I’m gone and put them in the freezer with tags.

      I text my bestie, Tiffany, even though she’ll tease me more than anyone else.

      
        
          
            
              
        You busy? Or can you call?

      

      

      

      

      

      I wait to see if she’ll respond, on the off chance she might be free. She gets a little irritable when I leave on these girls’ trips. She never wants to come, because she doesn’t know Samantha and Vanessa, but she’s still sore to be left out. She also doesn’t ride horses, and that’s where we all met—it’s what we all have in common. I did invite Tiffany to come several times, but my bestie said if she came, it would be awkward.

      She’s probably right.

      Samantha, Vanessa, and I all rode together for a decade—third grade until twelfth—before we graduated from high school, and we’ve done these trips almost once a year since then. Adding someone that only knows me would throw off the whole dynamic, but I hate upsetting Tiffany. Usually we kind of hit pause for the week I’m gone, not talking much, and I sort of avoid bringing up the trip in conversations with her until it all blows over.

      I’ve just ordered a new Uber when she finally responds.

      
        
          
            
              
        On a conf call that won’t end. Everything ok?

      

      

      

      

      

      My fingers are itching to confess, at least to her, but before I can do it, I remember something—an earlier text. When I climbed into the Uber on the way here, I messaged my old barn friends. What did I say? I scroll down and breathe a sigh of relief.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ready to travel. Can’t wait to see you both!!!!

      

      

      

      

      

      Thank goodness my departure text was vague. They probably assumed that I’m already packed, not that I was en route to the airport a day early, like a dummy.

      Ugh.

      My second Uber of the day arrives, and as I get in, I panic. Is it possible that I got all the dates wrong? I scroll through my emailed reservations in a cold sweat, but thankfully, the only day I had wrong was my departure. What I thought was a nine-day girls’ trip is only eight, but all the other dates, tours, and hotels are correct.

      That’s something at least.

      But, oh, how Mason’s going to laugh when I confess over dinner tonight what I did. It’s times like this I wish I wasn’t quite so judgmental of others. I mean, if I hadn’t—gently—mocked our neighbors about things just like this, it wouldn’t feel quite so lousy.

      As I stare out the window of the black sedan on the way home, I can’t help thinking about the time my friend Tina slept through our kids’ piano recital—oops. Or a month ago, when my mother-in-law called to wish me a happy birthday. . .ten days late. Or the time Tiffany was so upset when she brought her dog in to get it spayed and discovered the office had charged her a hundred dollars for missing her appointment the day before—an appointment she thought she was right on time for.

      Only, now I’m the idiot.

      If I’m lucky, my friends—and the rest of the world—won’t ever need to know.

      I’m really glad I didn’t get the other dates wrong, because if we missed our horseback ride, it would break all our hearts. Samantha’s still in Ocala and rides daily, but Vanessa moved to Colorado, and I’m in Austin, Texas. Even though we still love horses, Vanessa and I can’t ride daily any more. Vanessa’s lucky to ride a few times a month, and I mostly just do exercise rides at the barn where I work. We’ve been meaning to do a ride together for years, but something always comes up to get in the way. Canceled tours, illnesses, inclement weather, and injuries have all conspired against us.

      But it’s happening this year.

      In fact, the ride I booked is in the southern part of Ireland, and it’s a ride that goes past an honest-to-goodness castle and a monastery. They even offered us a discount coupon for being in the off-season.

      I shoot a quick email to each of the places we’re staying, just to confirm that everything’s fine. After today’s mess, I feel like it’s better to be safe than sorry. That’s when I identify the discrepancy that caused all my woes. Leaving as we are in the afternoon of one day and arriving the morning of the next, I must have gone backward instead of forward in my head—that’s how I wound up being off by a day.

      Rookie mistake.

      As the Uber driver drops me off, I think of ways I can bribe Mason to convince him to keep this secret. He really enjoys teasing me, and I’m sure he’ll be keen on telling Tiffany and her husband at the very least. But. . .he loves the monster cookies I make, and they’re tiring to make. Ever since he gave up gluten a few months ago, there aren’t as many sweets he really loves. He insists that gluten-free bread tastes like crackers, and I can’t really disagree with him there.

      I think I have all the ingredients for monster cookies at home, but the recipe size is so massive. . .I might need to grab more oatmeal. I’m glancing at my watch, preparing to message my teenage fill-in to cancel today’s pickup, when our sprinklers kick on. I hop out of the way and walk around to the back gate on my way to the back door. Without my garage door opener or car keys—Mason was going to pick me up, so I left everything with him—I don’t even have a way into my own house.

      Luckily, we have a keypad that will let me in. With kids, you get locked out a lot. I type in the numbers and open the door, but then I freeze. There’s a strange noise, some kind of talking or mumbling.

      Someone’s inside my house.

      Our cat, Fiona, pads her way over to me, meowing lightly. “You’re useless,” I whisper. “You don’t even look worried, and someone’s here.”

      Could it be Clara, cutting class?

      I glance around the room, whipping out my phone to prepare to dial 911, and grabbing a tall, flat vase from the end table with my other hand. Then I inch closer to the sounds, which are coming from my bedroom. I’m still several feet away when I hear a murmur I could recognize anywhere. It’s low, husky, and masculine, the very thing that drew me to him in the first place.

      It’s my husband, Mason.

      We were high school sweethearts, or at least, sort of. He asked me to Senior prom, and we’ve been together ever since. I know every single thing about him. I know he’s O positive. I know he likes to doodle on napkins, no matter where he is. Bar, restaurant, hotel. The napkins will be covered with tiny Eiffel towers, cartoony humans, and puppies with their tongues lolling out.

      The one thing I didn’t know, apparently, was that he’s a cheater.

      Or maybe he’s not.

      Maybe the laughing and moaning I hear from some woman he probably met on a business trip isn’t what I think. I ball up one hand and prepare to march into the room, all the angry words I’m ready to say buzzing around in my head. But then I trip on something—a shoe. A bright, hot pink shoe. I lean over and pick it up.

      What kind of woman would wear something this tacky—a sparkly, hot pink, platform stiletto? My rage only grows. I’m prepared to rip Mason a new. . .something. Only, when I turn it over, I notice the designer name: Valentino.

      Valen-friggin-tino.

      He’s not with a gold-digger—she has money, whoever she is. And somehow, knowing the brand of her shoe makes her feel real. It makes this whole thing, which felt like an out-of-body experience before, feel real, too. Painfully real. Achingly, soul-wrenchingly real.

      The moans and sighs that only seem to grow louder aren’t helping.  The worst thing I could imagine’s actually happening to me, and I suddenly have no idea what to do about it.

      I thought Mason and I were happy. I thought we were fine. Just like I thought I was leaving on my girls’ trip today, I was totally clueless about the truth. Clearly we weren’t fine. We must be profoundly broken.

      Which makes me think about what everyone will say.

      What everyone will think.

      How my children will look at me once they know.

      Fiona brushes up against my leg, and I realize she may be the only living thing that this betrayal doesn’t really impact.

      Only, even that’s not true.

      When we get a divorce, which feels like a forgone conclusion, she’ll have to move into an apartment with me, which will be all I can afford on child support. I won’t be able to ride anymore, because the eighty bucks a day I get for riding a horse for five hours won’t pay for anything. I’ll have to either get a real job or dramatically expand my social media marketing business, and I’ll start missing kids’ activities and events just so I can make rent.

      From the sudden quiet that has overtaken my previously noisy bedroom, I’m guessing they’re done. And that means at any moment, they’re going to discover I’m here, and I’ll have to face the hurricane.

      It’ll wreck my girls’ trip.

      It’ll wreck everything.

      I’m not the kind of person who hits pause. I don’t bury my head in the sand like a clueless ostrich or flamingo or whatever dumb bird does that. Everyone who knows me would tell you that I have never hit the pause button in my life, not on anything. They’d tell you that if I realized my husband was cheating on me, I would deal with it head-on. I’d bite his head off, chew him up, and spit out the resulting goo.

      Only, those same people would tell you that I’d never be a day early for a trip. They’d tell you that I would never in a million years completely botch the dates on something so important.

      And they’d be wrong, on all counts, apparently.

      I feel as fake as my teeth—a flimsy resin polish on top of something raw and imperfect.

      In that moment, I realize that I’m not who I thought I was either. Instead of pushing past the mostly-closed door and confronting Mason and his rich, probably sophisticated and thin girlfriend, I duck back out the back door as quietly as I can and walk three blocks in my own boring, serviceable, black high heels. They’re heels I spent just enough on that they’ll last a decade, but not enough that anyone will ever notice them. I pull my perfectly serviceable rolly bag behind me before summoning my third Uber of the day. Then I pay cash for a single night at the Holiday Inn near the airport.

      I am going to have to face this.

      I’m going to have to smash my life to bits and somehow put it back together again. I’m going to have to watch everyone I know judge me, and judge Mason, which he totally deserves, and I’m going to have to try and find a new world to live in.

      One that makes sense.

      But I’m not going to do it today.

      In fact, I’m not going to do it this week.

      This week, I’m going to fly to Ireland, and I’m going to ride horses with my childhood friends, and I’m going to buy any stupid, expensive thing I see that I like, and I’m going to let Mason’s eyes bug out when I show him just how much money I spent enjoying myself. I’m going to buy myself Valentino something. Heck, maybe I’ll buy two somethings.

      And then I’ll tell him that I’m filing for divorce.

      But not. Right. Now.

      Right now, I’m going to do something for myself. It may be the worst week of my life so far, but by golly, I’m going to try and enjoy it anyway, because I refuse to let Mason take anything else from me. He’s taken more than enough already.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Samantha

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m not a complete moron.

      I know that all the heart-twittering you feel when you watch a romantic comedy isn’t real.

      And the absurd passion people write about and depict in movies—the sweaty bodies, fingernails clawing against skin, moaning, and screaming and writhing and whatnot?

      That’s not real either.

      In real life, love means picking up someone’s shoes without going all Lorena Bobbitt on them. Love’s your husband gritting his teeth as he fishes fifteen Amazon boxes off the porch, all full of more of the throw pillows he hates. Love’s mopping up muddy footprints for the nineteenth time, when he could just take his darn shoes off in the garage. It’s taking out the trash when it’s cold, even though you want to leave it for him to do. Love’s pretending it doesn’t enrage him that I bought a twentieth saddle pad, when I didn’t need more than two.

      Given the reality of love, I think Brent and I are doing alright.

      We’ve been married for sixteen years, and I’ve never cut any part of him off. He hardly ever yells, even when I’ve buried him in Christmas tree throw pillows. He rarely even grumbles when I leave on my annual girls’ trip.

      In fact, this year, he stood by and helped me pack.

      “Do you think you’ll be warm enough?” He pulls another knit cap off the shelf.

      His mother makes them like it’s some kind of compulsion. Unfortunately, with the way I wear my hair—short with a little mohawk on top—they make me look like a cancer patient. Once, at a church party, a woman came up and told me she’d be praying for my speedy recovery. Chemo’s hard, she told me, but it’s worth it.

      I haven’t worn one of those knit caps since.

      “Uh, no, I think the two I have packed will be fine.”

      Because I love him, I don’t mention that there’s zero chance I’ll wear either of the ones he already handed me.

      And that’s real love.

      “I just don’t want you to freeze. I’m still not sure why you’re going to Ireland in April instead of July.”

      “The girls have kids,” I remind him. “They can’t just go anytime—it’s easier for them to go during the off-season. Since their kids are in school, they’re easier to have someone else take care of.”

      He compresses his lips and nods. “Right. Right, I remember.”

      “Well.” I zip the top of my suitcase closed and reach for the handle.

      Brent practically body checks me to pull it off the bed before I can. “Here. Let me get that for you.”

      It’s not normal behavior.

      Something’s wrong.

      I press one finger against his chest. His not-very-impressive-but-not-super-squishy-either chest. “What are you doing?”

      “What?” His eyes widen, and his breath hitches, and I just know.

      When you’ve been living with someone for a long time, you develop your own sort of language. It’s not spoken—it’s entirely nonverbal. I’m one hundred percent fluent in Brent.

      “Out with it.” I cross my arms. “What do you want?”

      He releases the handle of my suitcase. “Why would you think I want something?” His voice isn’t exactly deep in any situation, but it’s not usually this high and squeaky either.

      “You haven’t tried to carry my suitcase for me since we were dating,” I say.

      “When you had that shoulder surgery,” he says, “I⁠—”

      “But I’m fine right now, so just tell me what’s up.” I lean forward and grab the handle of my own bag.

      “Are you angry?” He frowns. “Because if so, we can talk later.”

      “It’s big,” I say. “You want something big, or you’d already have asked.” I narrow my eyes. “Just tell me.”

      “It’s not big.” He huffs.

      “What is it?” I’m quickly losing patience. “My flight leaves in three hours, and it’s international.”

      “Fine,” he says. “I just wanted to check, before you left, if you could sign some papers for the house we’re selling my brother.”

      “Oh.” I roll my eyes. “Why would that make you nervous?” I drop the bag and cross to the kitchen table. I saw a manila envelope there earlier. “Is it this? This is what you need signed?” I point.

      He nods, but his mouth’s still tight, and his eyes look nervous.

      I open the paperwork and skim it. It all looks the same as the paperwork for every house close, really. In fifteen years of buying and flipping houses, I’ve read a lot of closing docs. Usually Brent’s the one who barely reads it, and I handle all the paperwork, pointing so he can sign, but it’s all just fine. . .

      Until I see the settlement pages. “What exactly is this?” I spin the pages around and hold them toward him. “Did you even look at them?”

      Brent’s brother has been a total mess until very, very recently. He’s an alcoholic who never had much interest in cleaning up his act, and he’s almost five years older than Brent. I’ve lost track of all the mean things he’s said and the hurtful things he’s done, but in the past year or so, he’s gotten a tiny bit better. I think he’s almost three months sober. Brent said he was having trouble finding a house, so he wanted to sell him Oak Tree Lane.

      Our first home.

      Right after we got married, we bought a small three-two, which is now in a great, redeveloping area. We cleaned it up a year or so ago, and we’ve been renting it out, but the lease on Oak Tree Lane expires in three weeks. We paid less than two hundred, and now it’s worth close to five.

      “I looked at all of it,” Brent says. “What’s wrong with it?”

      “It says we’re selling Oak Tree Lane to him for twenty-four-thousand dollars, which won’t even cover our closing costs, much less the remodel we did last year. We’d lose. . .” I glance down at it and laugh. “Seven thousand six hundred and forty-four dollars for the pleasure of giving it to him. I think the amount due’s missing a few zeroes.”

      “You said we could give him a good deal,” he says. “You agreed.”

      I can’t help spluttering. “A good deal?” I shake my head. “Brent, you must be kidding. A good deal would be four hundred thousand. A screaming deal would be three hundred and fifty. We paid two, and then we put another fifty or maybe even a hundred into it. I’d have to look.” I step closer. “This is paying to give it to your insane brother.”

      “Insane?” His eyes flash. “Insane?”

      “What would you call him?” I’m still laughing, but only because this whole thing’s so absurd. “He vandalized that house—don’t you remember? He painted a picture of male anatomy right under the front windows! Then he wrote Brent is a d⁠—”

      “So what?” He snatches the papers from my hand. “So what? He’s trying now, and he needs some help. This is what family does.”

      I can hardly believe what he’s saying. “That vandalism thing was one of like a hundred awful ways he’s attacked us over the years. Selling it to him for a steal would have been hard for me—but this?” I point at the papers. “I will never give your brother a house. Not any house. Not even a doll house.” I cross my arms. “Am I being clear enough?”

      “So it’s fine for you to go on these lavish girls’ trips every year, and it’s fine for you to buy new furniture for our home, furniture we didn’t even need. You can buy saddles, and more saddle pads than any human could ever even use—heck, you can even buy your sister’s kid a horse, but you can’t sell my brother an old house we don’t even live in anymore, because he’s my brother? Is that it?”

      “First of all, I didn’t buy my sister’s kid a horse. I trained that horse, so we got it for a screaming deal, and then I kicked in a few grand to pay the referral fee, but her mom paid for the rest—you know what? It doesn’t even matter. I make twice what you do and always have. We flip these houses together, so it’s not like that income is just yours either. And you waste at least as much money on computer crap as I do on horses. You don’t get to tell me that I have to give your brother a house because of how you’re undervalued and mistreated. We jointly own that house—and a ‘deal’ is not even close to the same as free.”

      “You know, I was afraid to talk to you about this.” Brent’s nostrils flare. It’s a sign that he’s mad—as mad as I’ve ever seen him. “I was nervous you’d react just as you have, but that’s not my fault. That’s yours—you’re the problem here. You’ve always been a cold, heartless bitch who only cares about herself.”

      In all the years we’ve been married, he has done a lot of things to hurt me. He’s been inconsiderate and unkind and downright disconnected at times, but he’s never said anything like this.

      Never.

      “If you really think that, I’m surprised you’re still married to me.” I hate how much my voice wobbles as I say the words.

      “So am I.” His hands are clenched at his sides, and his voice is hard.

      I wait for a moment, and then I wait for another, but he just glares at me. No apology. No softening. Nothing at all.

      My hands are shaking as I grab my suitcase and wheel it out to my car all alone. As I drive off, though, I realize this isn’t the first time I’ve been relieved to fly away from him—away from my entire life, really.

      The flight from Florida to Ireland is long and exhausting.

      And even so, it feels like an escape.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Vanessa

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s always sad when someone dies, but I’ve learned in the past two and a half years that good can come from it, too.

      Of course, if someone had told me I’d say that right after Jason died, I’d have smacked them. And blocked their number. I’d probably also have muttered curses about them. After my husband died unexpectedly from a heart attack brought on by complications from COVID. . .I wasn’t seeing the silver lining on anything.

      But with the benefit of a little perspective, I’ve recognized a few miracles.

      The biggest and brightest one is standing in front of me—my husband Jason’s useless brother Jeremy, or, his formerly useless brother, has transformed. Years ago, when Jason’s father passed, Jeremy said he wanted nothing to do with Heavy Lifting, the equipment and heavy machinery rental company their father ran with Jason.

      That was fine with us—Jason even took out a loan to buy his brother out of his half of the value of the company. It was hard to repay it, but between the money I made at my accounting job, and the hard work Jason put into the company, we always managed to pay the note. When Jason died a few years after his dad had passed, I was nervous. Terrified, really. I hadn’t been involved in running the company, what with working all day at my own nine-to-five. I had no idea what to do with the daily management. Jason wanted our son Trace to take over eventually, but Trace was barely a teenager when his dad died.

      I couldn’t keep my job and take over. I was going to have to sell it.

      The timing couldn’t have been worse. When COVID hit, Jason and I took out a home equity line of credit to help several of his friends who didn’t have any savings to survive the shut-down. Jason assumed the notes on all kinds of equipment they couldn’t afford so they wouldn’t go under after months and months without work.

      Of course, when Jason died, we were up to our eyeballs in debt, and the business wasn’t worth a bean. Selling just meant declaring bankruptcy. Jeremy stepped up, for the first time in his life, taking over the daily chores and calling all the people he knew through years of intermittent work for his dad and brother. People who had no faith in me managing things believed in Jeremy, because he was a man. I didn’t care why they believed in him—I was just relieved they did.

      With his help, we managed to hold things together.

      Then, when the economy surged back, demand for new building was at an all-time high. Heavy Lifting rebounded in a huge way. Jason’s gamble with helping his friends stave off bankruptcy buoyed the whole enterprise, but only because of Jeremy’s surprise support. My brother-in-law’s talking on the phone when he reaches my house, but the second he hangs up, he turns toward me with a smile. “Alright,” he says. “Where’s the list?”

      He hasn’t watched my three children often, but after Jason died, he insisted I still leave on my annual girls’ trips. My mother isn’t about to spend a week of her vacation to fly out here and help me. Sadly, Jason’s mother’s health hasn’t allowed her to help anymore. Most of the time, Trish isn’t even sure who I am, and she rarely knows the kids for more than an hour before becoming confused again. Jeremy’s my only real option for childcare, and by now—his third time watching them—he knows I’ll have a detailed list of all the activities planned for each day I’ll be gone. “Here.” I hand it to him with a smile. “You’ll notice that on Friday, there’s no dinner listed. That’s because⁠—”

      Jeremy frowns. “Do you really think I don’t remember pizza Fridays?”

      “Fine,” I say. “I’m sure you’ll do great, and I really appreciate you doing this.”

      “Are you sure you don’t want a ride?” He glances at my car, already backed out of the garage and parked in the driveway. “It’s not a big deal, and then you won’t have to pay for parking.”

      “My return flight comes in the middle of the day,” I say. “I wouldn’t want to show up when you’ll have work to do.”

      “If you say so,” he says. “But you could have at least let me load your suitcase into the trunk.”

      “It’s a small suitcase,” I say. “It was fine.” I’m about to awkwardly wave goodbye—the Littlefields aren’t huggers—and head for my car when my phone rings.

      My heart sinks when I see that it’s the high school.

      It sinks even further when Cherry Creek’s principal’s the one who says, “Mrs. Littlefield?”

      I can barely force the words out. “Are you calling about Trace?”

      “Unfortunately, yes.” His voice is flat.

      “But he did graduate from rehab,” I say. “He graduated with honors, basically.” Which sounds really dumb when I say the words out loud. It’s not like you can really ace rehab. “He said he was really done with all of it this time.”

      “I caught him not just using,” Principal Jones says, “but selling to other students in the bathroom.”

      So much for my girls’ trip. “I can come pick him up in about twenty minutes.” Just long enough for me to cry, unload my suitcase, and drive around the corner to the school.

      “He’ll be suspended for the rest of this week, and I’d recommend another rehab facility. Maybe one that will help him stay away from pot for more than a week.”

      I start to cry—not because of my girls’ trip, though that’s part of it—but because this is happening again. Every time I think we’re moving past this, he just circles back around. I swipe at my cheeks as I hang up.

      “You won’t pick him up.” Jeremy’s staring. “I’ll do that. You need this break, and if this had happened tomorrow, you’d already be gone.”

      “I shouldn’t have booked this at all,” I say. “I should’ve known⁠—”

      “You’ve been dealing with this for a year now,” Jeremy says. “You can’t put your life on hold indefinitely.”

      Trace has apparently been smoking pot for more than a year, but it was last year around this time when I came home from work earlier than Trace thought I would and caught him doing it—with some friends, behind the house. Since then, we’ve tried three rehab facilities and countless other programs, counselors, and therapies. What he insisted was casual use was far more frequent than I could accept.

      Input from family and friends has varied widely.

      Some people insist that smoking pot is no big deal—twenty percent of the population of Colorado does it regularly, after all. But when I did more research, there’s a lot of uncontested bad stuff that accompanies the use of weed. Precancerous lesions, cognitive impairment, memory loss, and development of psychotic disorders, to name a few. That doesn’t even get into the havoc it has wreaked on his already mediocre scholastic performance.

      “You don’t have kids.” I sigh. “That’s why you don’t understand. Parents don’t get time off, not even for good behavior, and I’m not sure I’d qualify for that, even if we did.”

      “He lost his dad,” Jeremy says. “Then all he had was football, and when he lost that, too. . .”

      “I know,” I snap, and then I regret it. “I’m sorry. You’re right—I know all of that. I’ve cut him a lot of slack, believe me, but the problem is that everyone has cut him slack, and they’re all losing their patience. He needs to figure out how to process his disappointment, and fast, or he’s going to start ruining things we can’t glue back together.” I open the trunk and move to pull out my suitcase. “If he hadn’t been fired by four therapists already, I’d say something like that might help.”

      “They all just told you he needed rehab anyway,” Jeremy says. “None of them had lost someone, and none of them were athletes.”

      “You know, finding a therapist with room in their schedule was hard enough. I didn’t have the luxury of looking only for former athletes who had a dead family member.”

      “No one’s blaming you,” Jeremy says.

      I’m blaming me. I’m pretty sure everyone else is, too. Who else would they blame? Jason for dying? Trace’s shoulder? I reach for my suitcase again.

      “You have to go.” Jeremy moves to block me. “Vanessa, I mean it.”

      “Jeremy Littlefield, I appreciate the sentiment, but⁠—”

      “But what?” He frowns. “If you stay, you’ll yell at him again, then you’ll apologize, and then you’ll tell him all the reasons he needs to stop using, and then you’ll do research and call and call and call places until you find another rehab facility to try, and then you’ll get him all checked in. . .and we’ll sit back and watch your money disappear again as the cycle restarts.”

      It all feels so futile—I burst into tears.

      Jeremy nailed it.

      That’s exactly what I’ll do, but he forgot one thing. Trace will be a little older, and a little harder, and the people at school will write him off a little more. I’ve been watching the same thing a lot of mothers of teenagers watch with pain and sadness—my son turning into an angry, frustrated man I don’t even recognize. But in my case, I’m not sure he’s going to pull out of the anger.

      Plus, I’m pretty sure Trace blames me. He’s so mad every time I put him into rehab. He’s so angry every time I tell him that he can’t keep living like this. He feels like I should be supporting him, not attacking him.

      He doesn’t get that I’m supporting him by attacking him.

      “This time, V, just let me do all of it.” Jeremy pulls me in for a hug, which I can tell he hates by the way he stiffens, and then he pats my back awkwardly. “You shouldn’t always have to be the villain.”

      I really miss having a partner who could be the bad guy sometimes. But. . . “I just—I can’t fly off on a trip during all this, Jer. Surely you can see that.”

      He shakes his head and sighs, releasing me from the obligatory hug. “If you didn’t have me lined up to step in, then yes, you’d have to stay. But I’m an uncle—I’m family too. I’m Jason’s brother, and you can trust me when I tell you that I can yell, and I can apologize, and I can call rehab places just as well as you can.” He softens. “And Vanessa, you deserve a break. In fact, it might even help. Give him some space. Give you both some space.”

      Is he right? I don’t even know anymore. “Well.”

      “Take this week to talk to your friends. Ask them what they think and what they would do. Maybe one of them will have an idea, some insight, something that can help you get through to him.”

      I can’t tell them about it. I can’t talk to anyone about it. That’s one of the hardest parts. I don’t want them to judge Trace—or me. The more people who know, the more permanent it all feels. I just want this all to go away so he can live a normal life again. “Maybe.”

      “Not maybe.” He points. “Get in the car, and drive to the airport. Breathe in and out. I’ll go get Trace. I’ve offered to talk to him before, and you’ve always said no. It’s time for you to let me try.”

      It is one of the few things I haven’t done—enlisted the aid of someone else. “Fine.” My anxiety spikes as I say the word, as I step away from my responsibility to do this task that I truly abhor. “I mean, I can fly right back home if you tell me—I’ll come back right away.”

      “I know you will.” Jeremy seems so sure.

      I miss having someone to talk to about big decisions. I miss having someone else to bounce ideas off of, and someone else to discuss hard things with. It’s nice to have someone tell me what to do, and maybe that’s why I’m waffling. I’m worried that I’m happy because he’s saying what I want to hear, but does that mean what he’s saying can’t also be right?

      “Just go, Vanessa.”

      I close the trunk, and I circle around to the driver’s seat.

      “Oh.” Jeremy smacks his forehead. “I almost forgot—the power of attorney.”

      “For the refinance on the power tools,” I say. “I signed it already. It’s on the kitchen table.”

      “It had to be notarized,” he says.

      I nod. “It was—at the bank.”

      “You’re awesome,” he says. “Always so on the ball. Now go take a break, and have a little faith in me. I can help, I swear.”

      He may not know what to say to get through to Trace, but honestly, I don’t either, clearly. It’s been like, ever since the physical therapist told him he’d never get his throwing arm back to a hundred percent, he’s just given up on life. It kind of hurts that he thinks that without a dad or football, he has nothing else to care about.

      Bryce and Trina are struggling with him too.

      I roll down my window.

      Jeremy’s smirking. “You’re going to remind me that this will be hard on Bryce, and that I need to make sure he’s alright and has someone to talk to.”

      I close my mouth. Then I narrow my eyes. “Not exactly that, no. I was going to say maybe you should go get some Crave Cookies. They always help everyone feel better.”

      “I’ll get a dozen.” Jeremy bites his lip, clearly suppressing a smile. “I’m guessing Trace will be hungry.”

      Now I’m scowling. “No cookies for him. Not a single one!”

      But I can’t help smiling a little as I drive to the airport. For the first time since Jason died, someone else is doing the most miserable part of parenting, and I’m just ducking out and letting him.

      I should feel guilty, but somehow, I just feel relieved.

      Of course, when my plane lands, I have a bevy of text messages to return, including approving the rehab place that Jeremy found. It’s not cheap—they never are—and it’s relatively far away. We’ve already done AspenRidge, CeDAR, and Sandstone. I suppose I should’ve expected to have to drive an hour or more to find one with space. But perhaps going all the way to NorthStar in Boulder will make Trace think twice about this—there’s not much chance he’ll make more local drug buddies there, either.

      
        
          
            
              
        That’s fine, do it. Glad you have the power of attorney.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Don’t stress. We’ll be fine. Try to have fun.

      

      

      

      

      

      Trust Jeremy to text me back in the middle of the night. It feels like Jason would have said the same thing, so for their sakes, and for my own sanity, I’m sure going to try.
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            Natalie

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve just discovered that learning one new piece of information can make you revisit every single thing about your life. I’ve found myself obsessing a lot in the twenty-four hours since my simple mistake uncovered my husband’s big betrayal.

      I’m an obsessive person.

      It’s really hard for me not to obsess at a baseline.

      In this instance, I’m stuck on a plane headed for another country, and I know my husband isn’t missing me at all, so I’m not sure how to break out of my obsession. All the small things about our relationship that I always chalked up to “So what? Every couple disagrees…” start to bother me in a way they didn’t before.

      For instance, last month, I told him that I either had to lose the fifteen pounds I’d gained or buy new clothes, and instead of telling me I looked amazing, Mason suggested that I could hire a personal trainer and still save a bundle if I didn’t have to buy new clothes.

      Then, last week at the girls’ horse show, I teased him for always being on his phone, even during the girls’ runs. He glared, told me someone had to pay for the show, and kept right on tapping away. I felt guilty when he said someone had to pay for them. I mean, horse shows are expensive, but now I can’t help wondering. . .was he even working?

      Or was he talking to her?

      Was it even a her, singular? Or has there been more than one woman he’s been unfaithful with?

      Does it even matter?

      Bigger things bother me, too.

      We have five kids, and to everyone else, that’s already a lot. To me, some days, it feels like too much. Even so, I always wanted more. I never felt done at five. But when I mentioned it a few months ago, that we weren’t really past the point of no return yet, Mason bit my head off. “You just think you’re not done, because you have nothing else in life to care about. Stop talking about having another kid and get a real job.”

      It hurt at the time.

      Now? It makes me want to cry. I should have seen he wasn’t happy with me. I should have known he was unimpressed.

      And I can’t help wondering whether he’s right.

      Is that why he found someone new? Am I empty inside? Do I fill my life up with children because I’m not anything special on my own anymore?

      Or did he snap at me because he felt guilty? Had he already moved on from us, so the idea of another child felt like yet another shackle, tying him down to a family he no longer wanted?

      The more I think about Mason, the sicker I feel.

      None of this is the reason I came on this trip though. I didn’t come to escape from Mason and those hot pink Valentinos. I planned this whole thing so I could have fun and reconnect with my friends. I think the reason that I flew out in spite of the discovery is that I’m hoping to heal my battered, brutalized heart enough to face it. That means I need to be thinking about this week, not about every slight or injury from the past few months or years.

      As my plane prepares to land, I mentally calculate how many girls’ trips I’ve done with Vanessa and Samantha over the years. I come up with twenty-one. If our friendship was a person, this year, it could finally drink. I must be really tired, because that thought makes me laugh out loud, to the great dismay of the older woman next to me.

      Our first group vacation was right after we graduated from high school—we drove to Miami and stayed at a place called the “Bikini” Hostel, which probably should have been our first clue it was going to be a dump. It was only twenty-one bucks a night, and they were overcharging.

      But we all got beautiful suntans.

      Thanks to the three-dollar margaritas at the bar next door, and a bartender who didn’t even bat an eye at our horrible fake IDs, we had so much fun that we were already planning another trip for the next year by the time we were sober enough to start our drive back. In those days, none of us thought we’d ever live in separate corners of the country.

      Vanessa was only going to Colorado for school to make her grandma—who was paying—happy. She thought she’d move back to Florida before we all knew it, and I never even imagined I’d meet Mason and move to Austin, Texas of all places. As we set up our households in far flung areas of the United States, our vacations became more and more important. Sometimes we made it somewhere exotic and exciting, and other times we went close—once we went to Disney World for three days. Often one of us was pregnant or had a newborn that tagged along.

      But whatever the plan, we always had a good time.

      At the beginning of every single trip, there’s an awkward moment when we first see each other again after so long. It’s like putting on a bra you haven’t worn in a while. You have a brief moment of worry that it’s too tight, or that maybe your boobs changed shape, before you shimmy around a little, and voila. It fits.

      Familiar. Easy. Right.

      When I walk off the plane and head for Belfast baggage claim, I’m nervous. I know Vanessa and Samantha are landing forty-five minutes after me. I’ll see them soon, and unlike past trips, I need to feel right around them.

      I don’t like needing things.

      What if that awkward moment stretches? What if this isn’t the healing trip I need? What if I should have just stayed home and confronted Mason right away? What if I’m a wreck all week and ruin this for both of them, and then they hate me after today?

      I’ve barely clocked the “Welcome to Belfast International Airport” sign before my phone rings.

      It’s Tiffany—I texted her earlier, but she was in that meeting. It’s just like her to call the second I land. Not because she’s that aware of my schedule, but because she has good luck like that.

      “Hello?”

      “You finally there?” Tiffany sounds exasperated. “I swear, I’ve called you ten times. I thought you landed, like, a million years ago. Having too much fun for me already?”

      “I’m not. In fact, with flight delays, I’ve barely done anything yet.” I don’t even have to fake my groan. Even though I wasn’t delayed at all by the airlines, I was delayed, at least compared to what I planned.

      “You’re kidding.” Tiffany groans. “Natalie, that’s horrible. I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” I say. “Because I’m in Ireland!” I spin around in a circle, see my suitcase as I straighten, dive for it, lug it off the jetway, and then fall in with the line of people heading out before I realize I’m not leaving yet. I have friends to meet up with first.

      “You sound out of breath. What are you doing over there?”

      “Not all of us run every day.”

      “You’re invited to join me on my jog any morning you like.”

      “I’d rather die,” I say.

      Tiffany laughs. It’s such a normal sound, such a familiar sound, that I relax a little. My entire world may have turned upside down, but not her. Tiffany’s unchanging, like the tides.

      “Is everything okay? That was a pretty weird sigh.”

      I think about telling her, but I’m standing in the midst of a hundred people. If I break down and start bawling. . . Even I have some dignity left. “I’m fine,” I say. “I’m just happy to hear your voice.”

      “Are you being weird because you know I get jealous of your sacred, girls-trip bubble?” She sounds a little miffed—probably because she is a little miffed. “I’m sorry to call, but at least I’m not interrupting much, if you’re still all jet-lagged, right?”

      I’ve been so caught up in my stuff, I didn’t even think about why she called. She usually half-ignores me when I go on these, sending me a few texts and not much more. “I assumed you were calling me back from yesterday, but is something wrong?”

      “Yes.” Her voice sounds so wobbly, so unsure, that my stomach ties in knots. Could she have—did she—she works with Mason. She lives down the road. Did she catch him? Is she about to ruin my trip a second time?

      “What is it?” I swallow. “Tiffany, just spit it out.”

      “You’re never going to believe this. I mean, I could hardly believe it myself.”

      Now I’m positive. My best friend in the world’s about to tell me my husband’s a skunk, and I’m going to have to pretend not to know. What would I do if I really was shocked? What would I say?

      “Nat, Harriet asked me to take over as PTO president. She said the whole board talked about it already.”

      Harriet. . .what? I can’t help spluttering.

      “I know!” I hear the whush whush of her slacks as she paces on the other end of the phone line. “It’s insane, right?”

      It takes me a second to pull out of my crazy nose-dive, but luckily, Tiffany interprets my slow response as shock. “So crazy.” I can’t help the high pitch of my laugh. “That’s bad. Like, really bad.”

      “I told them they should find someone who doesn’t work. Someone like. . .”

      Like me, that’s where she’s heading. “But I do work.”

      “I know your online posts and stuff are work, but⁠—”

      “There’s no but,” I say. “It’s not just posting. I manage the social media marketing of quite a few companies now, and I’ve been billing almost thirty hours a week most weeks. It took me a lot of long nights to get all my posts scheduled before this trip. I may not bill the same for my time as you do for yours, but we can’t all have MBAs from Cornell.”

      “That’s my point,” Tiffany says. “I know you work too. I know it’s not just internet posts, and I know the horseback riding’s also work. Believe me, I wish I could get paid for my workouts, but I might have suggested you would have a little more time than I do when she kept bugging me about it.”

      “Tiffany, you have two kids,” I say. “I have five.”

      “Oh, I know, and believe me, it’s not a contest. It’s just that with business going well for ClockSpeed, I’ve been working more than forty hours a week, always. Sometimes more than fifty. It definitely doesn’t leave me time to run the PTO.”

      I’m probably being way too ragey, thanks to my misery yesterday. At least I can blame jet lag. “I’m sorry if I sound crabby, but I have zero interest, and they have a lot more options than just you and me. I hope you didn’t really push them my way—I only joined the PTO because you badgered me into it. Remember?”

      “But Paul has years of school left, and Amelia and Blaine are going into fifth. It makes sense for you to step in for their last year.” The way she says sense, all sing-songy, even after I’ve been quite firm, irritates me.

      “Look,” I say, “I can’t tell you what to do, but it’s a hard no from me.”

      “Oh, fine.” Tiffany sighs, and I realize she was always planning on doing it. It’s the kind of thing she excels at. No one can get more done in less time, and now she can tell everyone she tried to get out of it. “Fine.”

      “You can just tell them no,” I say. “They’ll find another sucker to get dragged up there for hours each day.”

      “But this year’s fundraiser was a disaster—Harriet ruined everything. I could fix a lot of stuff.” I hear Tiffany tapping her lip with a pen. “If I do it, you’ll at least help, right? Maybe you can be the VP or something.”

      “Did you call me so I could talk you out of it? Or so you could get preapproval for a minion?” If she didn’t work so hard at everything, she’d be supremely annoying.

      “Look, if you’re doing it too, my boss can’t get too mad at me for missing work for PTO stuff.”

      “As if Mason would ever get mad. If I have to hear one more time about how you saved their supply chain woes, I might puke.” Tiffany’s a brilliant MBA whose potential was utterly wasted when she first married her rich, old man husband, David. But a few years ago, I suggested that Mason talk to her about some of the management stuff, and she cleaned up everything within a few months. It gave him so much free time that until yesterday, I’d have credited her with saving our marriage.

      Clearly having free time for me wasn’t enough to save us.

      “Hey, I need to go.” From all the way across the room, I see two very familiar specks, one wearing her signature massive hat—it has to be Vanessa. “Text me and tell me whether you get stuck doing it so I can extend my congratulations and condolences, but I am not going down as Vice President. You hear me?”

      She’s laughing as she hangs up. I have a feeling that’s exactly what’s going to happen.

      Now that they’re closer, each of them dragging a dangerously large suitcase behind them, Vanessa and Samantha are waving. They shared a flight from Heathrow—I was the oddball on a Virgin flight that came in through Amsterdam.

      “You made it.” Samantha always manages to look like a very hip Miss America. I tell myself it’s because she didn’t have kids, but a large part of me thinks that even if she’d had children, she’d still have shiny hair, a perfectly toned body, and no wrinkles. She hugs me like her life depends on it, and as always, I forgive her for making me look dumpy and old.

      Now that she’s close, I can finally see Vanessa’s face under her floppy hat. “How was your flight? Ours was so long.” She yawns.

      Then I yawn.

      Samantha yawns next, and we all start laughing. “Jet lag,” I say.

      “You know, the biggest advantage to picking a place like Disney World,” Samantha says, “is that there’s no jet lag.”

      “True,” I say. “But does Disney World have Irish accents and creamy, foamy stout?”

      Vanessa grunts. “Probably at Epcot.”

      We must all be really tired, because we laugh even harder at the ridiculous notion that visiting Epcot might be better than flying to Ireland.

      “I’m glad we’re all here,” I say.

      As I say it, the truth of it sinks into my bones.

      My daughter Blaine was obsessed for a while with something called Naraka Bladepoint. It’s a fighting game where you have different attack levels: normal, blue focus, and red focus. She spent a lot of time talking to me about them, so I know that red focus is a special attack that disarms the attacker so that your damage goes right to their heart, basically.

      I didn’t realize it until just now, but I was hit yesterday with a red focus attack. I was unprepared, and I’ve been reeling ever since. If you get hit hard in a video game, you can run and hide to recover your health. In life, we don’t usually get chances like that, but this is my equivalent. For the first time since I walked into my own house and got broadsided, I almost feel safe, and it’s all thanks to these women. We may not have lived in the same place for more than two decades now, but they’re still home to me.

      I didn’t know how much I needed them until I got hit with that stupid red attack.

      Thanks to Vanessa’s goofy straw hat, and Samantha’s slap-your-face good looks, I can finally breathe for the first time in more than a day. I force a smile that almost feels real. “Let’s take our bags and our hats and go pass out somewhere nice.”

      “Did I mention how happy I am we aren’t staying in a hostel?” When even Samantha looks tired, that’s saying something.

      “Oh my word, me too,” Vanessa says. “Do you remember the Bikini Hostel?” Her eyes are already crinkling. “I thought we were going to get hepatitis from the toilet.”

      “You can’t get that from a toilet,” Samantha says.

      “Someone should have told those toilets that,” Vanessa says. “They were really trying.”

      This time, my smile isn’t even forced. “Do you remember that hotel clerk who kept asking you out? His beard was so strange.”

      “The weird guys always like me. His beard looked like it was trying to drip its way off his chin,” Vanessa says. “Like a goatee that never got trimmed and just kept growing. I haven’t thought about that guy in—so long I don’t even know!”

      “Let’s have a contest,” Samantha says. “Whoever can get hit on by the most creepy guys on this trip wins.”

      “What’s the prize?” Vanessa asks. “I’ll win for sure—creepy guys are the only kind who like me. Plus, I’m the only single lady here.”

      That’s a sobering thought, especially since no one knows, but I’ll probably be joining her soon. “I’m not about to let you hog all the glory.” I wrap my hand around my bag handle. The bright red suitcase with the distinctive beige leather stripe is so new it practically shines.

      “Whoa,” Vanessa says. “That’s a fancy bag. Is it. . .” She squints.

      “I just bought it,” I say. “In Amsterdam. My old one looked. . .” I shrug. Mason had bought it for me, and in the last twenty-four hours, I’ve thrown out and replaced every single thing I packed that he gave me. “This one’s Coach.”

      “And what about your coat?” Samantha tilts her head, narrowing her eyes. “Is that⁠—”

      “The night before I left, I realized I had no warm clothes—I live in Austin, for heaven’s sake, so I found a Nordstrom and bought this.” I twirl in a circle to show off the new black wool coat. It has gorgeous leather trim on the hood, the belt, and the pockets. “I’d never even heard of Mackage, but now I’m obsessed.”

      “And, apparently, so am I,” Samantha shakes her head and whistles. “You look amazing.”

      I know that’s a lie—I’ve gained at least ten pounds since I saw them last, but it’s nice to hear it even when it’s not true. Mason should have known to say that too. He should’ve known a lot of things that he didn’t. “I thought it was time for a bit of a wardrobe upgrade.” I want to tell them that I was rage-shopping, but I can’t quite bring myself to say it.

      Maybe for now, in this moment, that’s okay. Maybe being with them and feeling safe is enough. There’s always tomorrow to face my demons—today is for recovering my health enough to survive the confrontation.
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with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/the-crumbly-old-castle-front-cover.jpg


OEBPS/images/ppp-logo.png
kﬁf

Publishing





OEBPS/images/img_8438.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_8469.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_5854.jpg





