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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


"That's it," Wayne said as the final papers were signed.

We were officially divorced after twenty-seven years of marriage. There was no love lost between us; it had come down to the different things we wanted from our lives.

Due to my pregnancy, we got married a few years after graduating from high school and had a wonderful life with our twin boys. There were many beautiful memories as well as some dark times, but now we were in our late forties, and we wanted different things.

Wayne wanted to travel and see the world through the eyes of a traveler. He didn't want to take his money or anything with him, so he went everywhere on foot and only took the bare necessities.

I wanted to start a garden business with flowers, pots, and everything needed to start a garden from scratch. I had always been a housewife and dependent on Wayne's work, so now I wanted to do everything for myself.

"Have a great life," Wayne said as he hugged me.

"Stay in touch and be safe wherever you go," I told him.

"I will," Wayne said as he left the lawyer's office.

All he had with him was a backpack and the clothes he had brought to the office. He smiled as he waved at me.

I watched for a while, but soon, Wayne disappeared into the crowd.

I smiled. I knew I wouldn't see Wayne again. I had tried to tell him he wouldn't last long out there. Wayne had always liked comfort, and he thrived on things being a certain way. Every morning for the past twenty-seven years, he woke up at the same time, went to work, came home, and did the same routine every day.

Even when the company Wayne worked for was bought out, he went to his new boss and told them he needed to keep the same position. When he got promoted, even though he didn't have to be at work at the same time, he did. Wayne was a man of routine; I didn't see how he would make it out there.

"Oh well, not my problem," I sighed as I walked to my car.

Wayne had signed everything over to me, including all the money, the house, and the vehicles. Everything was now in my name. All he wanted was some start-up money, enough to get him a plane ticket to Scotland and a cab fare to the small town where his family had come from. That was it.

Even the lawyer had tried talking to him about setting up an international bank account so he could access money anywhere, but Wayne turned it down; he wanted to live free and find his way around on his own.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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It started slow for me. I had to find a building that would be perfect for my new business, get a loan, and hire people.

I found a building off the main road. It was perfect for what I wanted: an indoor space for my indoor plants and an outdoor area for all the tools and equipment.

I had to pay for the outside area to be fenced in and racks to be put up so I could put some of the soil and stones on racks so that when it rained, they weren't soaked.

The indoor space needed renovation, but I had some good friends, and I knew how to do some of the work myself. Wayne was never good at fixing things or being handy with tools, so I did most of the work around the house.

I had put flower beds together from wood I had bought, and soon, the place looked exactly how I had pictured it.

It took longer than I expected, and the costs were in the ballpark that I had set for myself, so I was ready to get started.

During those hard, long months, I heard from Wayne's mother, Gail. She told me that Wayne had come home with his head down low.

I knew he wouldn't be able to handle it. He got mugged outside of London, England. They had taken everything he had and left him with only the clothes on his back. Wayne didn't even make it out of the first country he had visited. I laughed when she told me that he didn't want me to know about his failure. I told her I wouldn't say a word.

Wayne sent me postcards of places he had visited; he even took a picture of himself standing in front of the Eiffel Tower in Paris. I could tell it was a fake, an Artificial Intelligence picture cropped together, but I didn't say anything. If he wanted to try to pull the wool over my eyes, so be it.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





