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      The name Cara is scribbled on the side of my grande iced coffee with milk and whipped cream. I reach for it on the pickup counter, unable to hide the little smile that spears on my lips because they finally spelled my name right. Starbucks isn’t a luxury a girl like me can afford very often, and I probably only came here four times in the last year, but they’ve never spelled my name right until now.

      I’ve seen Care-a and Kara and Karra, but never Cara before now. Which is weird because my name isn’t all that unusual. Maybe the baristas can tell I’m a boring person with a boring life, so their misspelling of my name is a way to invite me out of my shell, to turn into someone worthy of a name with a hyphen in it.

      Or maybe they’re just lazy.

      I turn away from the crowd of teenage girls who have just huddled up next to me while they wait for their drink orders. They’re probably sixteen or so, but I already feel disconnected from them, despite knowing we were probably both in Sterling High School just a few weeks ago. I’m not like them; I guess I never have been. Mrs. Youngblood used to tell me I was an old soul. The kind of kid who seemed much older than her real age because I was quiet and kept to myself and bothered to think about life in ways that my peers didn’t. She’d mention it almost once a day, and it really annoyed me. I was just quiet. I wasn’t old. I wasn’t channeling the spirit of a wise elderly monk. Luckily, that foster parent didn’t last long.

      I take a sip of my coffee and send a text to my best friend, Riley.

      Ready?

      I stand next to a shelf displaying stainless steel coffee mugs while I wait for her reply.

      No! I need another hour!

      My thumbs ache to fly across the phone screen, telling her it’s been three hours since she originally told me it’d only take forty-five minutes. This is boring. I’m spending the entire day collecting free stuff by myself. What’s fun about that?

      Riley must be able to read my thoughts because my phone lights up with another text.

      Sorry! I’m hurrying! Xoxo

      With a sigh, I sink into a chair at the back corner of the coffee shop. I take a long sip from my drink and my stomach begins to hurt. It had seemed like a good idea when I thought of it months ago. Sign up for every store loyalty card that gives free stuff on your birthday, then collect all the awesomeness as a free present to yourself on the one glorious day a year you get to claim as your own.

      Today I am eighteen.

      I’ve had a free strawberry banana smoothie, a free turkey and swiss sandwich on wheat bread at my favorite sandwich shop, a free cup of frozen yogurt, and now this free coffee. Seeing as how I don’t eat that much in an entire day on most days, I probably shouldn’t have had it all in the last two hours.

      I push the coffee aside and stare out the window. This Starbucks is right on the boardwalk in Sterling. We’re a coastal Texas town with a beautiful view of the Gulf of Mexico, which is to say, not a very beautiful view at all. Our ocean water is brown and salty, overflowing with nasty bits of seaweed that they occasionally bulldoze into piles on the beach. Our beaches are littered with broken shells and old cigarette butts, and our lifeguards, when they bother to show up, aren’t even attractive, which pretty much shatters every stereotype ever of beach lifeguards.

      But this scrappy little town is my home. I was born here, and I’ll probably die here, and now I’m turning eighteen here. Unfortunately, my best friend isn’t at my side, and now I have a stomachache, so this birthday sucks.

      Okay, maybe that’s a little dramatic. Riley will be at my side, just after she’s done doing whatever she’s doing to celebrate my birthday. When she turned eighteen two months ago, we snuck into the movie theaters to watch her favorite actor walk around shirtless in one of those stupid college life comedies that are mostly trashy humor and not exactly real comedy. After, we celebrated her legality by buying some scratch off lottery tickets, which only won two dollars. Then we went back to my Uncle Will’s house and ate the cake I’d baked for her and binged Netflix until dawn. I’d love to see if Mrs. Youngblood would still call me an old soul after watching me eat half an entire sheet cake and then fall asleep on the floor in front of the TV.

      A few minutes go by and I’m feeling stupid sitting here alone. Everyone else here is alone too, but they have laptops as companions and they all seem heavily focused on their work. I have nothing but a cheap prepaid cell phone and this half empty coffee that’s making my stomach hurt. I toss it in the trash and head back outside, the salty air filling my lungs as I turn north and start walking back to Uncle Will’s house.

      It’s a nice day outside. Hot and a little humid, but the sun shines brightly overhead, sparkling down on the ocean. Our waves are never surfing quality, but surfers are out there anyhow, trying to catch something that’s so small it collapses back into the ocean the second it begins to look like a real wave.

      I watch the summer tourists hanging out, enjoying their vacation in their brightly colored beach towels, brand new ice chests and umbrellas stabbed into the sand. I close my eyes and breathe in the smell of the ocean, tinted with the coconut scent of sunscreen and a hint of freshly baked bread at the bakery down the boardwalk.

      Sterling is a good place to live. Maybe not the best, but it’s good. I am a legal adult now, and although I have no desire to buy a cigar and gamble and any other things I’m legally allowed to do, I am old enough to think about my future. With the noose of high school behind me, everything is in front of me. Sometimes it doesn’t feel like that. Sometimes the crushing weight of reality claws its way into my mind, telling me that I’ll never get into college because I’m broke, I’ll never be loved because I never have been, and I’ll never amount to anything but some loser’s second wife, and that’s only if I get lucky.

      But right now, in this very moment, I’m breathing in salty air and the wind is whipping my hair all around, and the ocean is so huge and impossibly vast, and I just have a good feeling about things. I’ll get a better job than the part time joke that I currently have at the Surf n’ Shop. I’ll get a place of my own with Riley and we’ll make something of our lives. Everything isn’t hopeless. Not on a day like today.
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      Uncle Will’s house is a one bedroom brick bungalow that was painted lime green in the seventies and hasn’t been updated since then. He lives two blocks from the sea, in what used to be an old neighborhood filled with old people, but now more and more houses are being sold and then remodeled into something marvelous. Some of them are even demolished to the ground and rebuilt. But Uncle Will’s house is still here, the same as always.

      I skip up the four stairs to the front door and grab the pink envelopes stuck in the mail slot on my way inside. There’s a weird stench of burnt sausage in the house. I don’t know why Uncle Will even bothers cooking when he’s so terrible at it.

      “I’m home,” I call out as I set the mail on the coffee table and turn to head to my room. Home is a relative term, as is my bedroom. I’ve lived here six years, but the room I sleep in hardly looks any different than it did when I arrived. It’s technically a formal living room, with two doors. One leads to the kitchen and is closed off with a folding accordion door, and the other is an archway that leads into the hallway. You can’t close it off because there’s no real door, but after the one time my uncle accidentally walked in on me in my underwear when I was thirteen, we’ve had a sheet thumbtacked into the wall to give me some privacy.

      I sleep on a fold out couch that I’m too lazy to fold out, and my clothes are kept in a dresser we picked up at a garage sale. I would kill for my own closet so my clothes don’t get so wrinkly, but when I remember that some people like Riley don’t even get a dresser, I shut up and count my blessings.

      “Cara, is that you?” Uncle Will’s voice is booming and deep, like a lumberjack or maybe a professional wrestler. Unfortunately for him, he’s actually kind of short, is balding, and has a beer gut that could put him in the running for best Santa Claus impersonator.

      I hear the screen door slam closed as Uncle Will enters in through the back yard. “Yes, I’m here,” I call back.

      “Can you come in here for a second?”

      I drop my purse on the couch bed and push open the accordion door that leads to the kitchen.

      “What’s up?”

      Uncle Will smiles at me from his place at the kitchen table. He’s wearing a crisp new button up shirt, navy blue to match his eyes. It’s a drastic change from the worn out T-shirts he usually wears, but getting a new girlfriend will do that to you I guess. This isn’t the first thing Rachael has changed about him. He’s also wearing contacts instead of his old wire frame glasses.

      “Happy birthday,” he says, his lips creasing into a hesitant but caring smile. He holds out a pale yellow envelope, the kind shaped like a greeting card.

      I smile and take the card. “Thank you.”

      “I haven’t seen Riley yet,” he says, clearing his throat. “I thought you two were doing something for your birthday?”

      “We are, but she’s not ready.” I give him this look that says you know how Riley is, and he nods because he does know. I open the envelope and read the birthday wish on the card he selected for me. It has butterflies on the cover, flocked with glitter and a sweet message about how I am a niece he is proud of.

      Inside is a twenty dollar bill. “Thank you,” I say closing the card. “You didn’t have to do this, you know.”

      Uncle Will’s painting business has been struggling lately, so I feel immensely guilty about him giving me money. He shrugs away my words and extends a hand toward the chair across from him. “Can you sit down for a minute?”

      My stomach tightens, feeling ten times worse than it did when I ate too much food and chased it down with coffee. Uncle Will usually keeps to himself. He doesn’t ever ask me to sit with him unless there’s food on the table and he’s offering to share it with me. The twitch in his brow and the crease above his lips tells me this isn’t a fun chat about having a happy birthday.

      The chair groans as I drag it across the floor and I slowly sit down, nausea rising in my stomach.

      “I have some—uh—bad news, Cara.” Uncle Will stares at his hands, which are intertwined on the kitchen table, his knuckles white with worry.

      A lump rises in my throat as I realize this is the kind of moment where people tell you they’re dying of cancer. “What is it?”

      “I’m going bankrupt.” He says it all matter-of-factly, like maybe it took him a while to admit it to himself but now that he has, he can admit it to anyone. My eyes dart to the birthday card in my hands, the twenty bucks he needs more than me.

      “No—” he says, holding out his hand. “That money is yours. I can spare it,” he says with a chuckle. “But I can’t keep my business going any longer. No one wants their house painted by the little guy anymore. It’s all corporations with dozens of guys who can paint anything in an hour instead of one guy taking two days.” He shakes his head, the disgust over big corporations clear on his face. “I just can’t sustain it anymore. Rachael is helping me file for bankruptcy.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I say. “That’s…awful.”

      He nods, and the worry lines in his forehead deepen. “Cara, I’m losing the house.”

      Maybe I’m just an idiot, but the words don’t really hit me at first, probably because my brain has realized the reality of this situation long before I have. “What do you mean?” I say, looking around. The house seems fine to me.

      “I can’t pay the mortgage anymore. I’m behind two months.” He sighs, a heavy drawn out confession. “They’re foreclosing on me, and I’m losing it. I’m going to move in with Rachael, but she has a two bedroom apartment and a son she gets every other week so—” He swallows, and I watch his Adam’s apple bob, feel the waves of regret rolling off him. He doesn’t want to say it, he doesn’t want to tell me this unbelievably bad news.

      So I say it for him. “I can’t go with you.”

      His lips flatten. “Uh, no you can’t, Cara. I’m sorry.”

      “I understand.” That lump in my throat is threatening to cut off my airway. Riley and I are already planning to move out, but we’re nowhere close to being able to afford our own place. I look up at my uncle. “When?”

      “A month. Maybe less, but, Cara, I’m not going to leave you on the streets or anything. We can stay in this house as long as we can. I’ve been reading about squatter’s rights and a lot of times if you just refuse to leave, they can’t evict you for some time, so—”

      “It’s okay,” I say, cutting him off. There’s a thin line of sweat on his forehead and I suddenly feel like I should be comforting him even though he’s the one with the girlfriend to live with and I have nothing. “You’ve given me a home as long as you could,” I say, forcing a smile. “I’ll figure something out.”

      “I’m here for you in any way I can,” he says. His shoulders don’t seem as tight anymore, but I can tell he still feels horrible. “I’m going to sell off all this furniture since we don’t need it at Rachel’s and I’ll give you some of the money, okay? I’ll help you find a place. Maybe renting a room with some college kids or something.”

      I nod, even though sharing a house with people I don’t know sounds like a freaking nightmare. “Thanks.”

      My smile is tight, but I stand up, pressing my birthday card to my chest. “I’ll be fine, Uncle Will.”

      And I almost mean it when I say, “Don’t worry about me. I’ll figure it out.”
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      I don’t remember much of my mom. That’s kind of a lie…I remember things. But I don’t allow myself to remember them. I don’t actively reminisce over those days when I was a daughter and she was a mother. Some people are supposed to be there for you and they let you down. That’s all there is to it. Thinking back to the past just seems so pointless. It’s gone, it’s over. It happened before and remembering it now won’t do a damn thing.

      As I sit on my couch bed in the room that’s not really a bedroom but has been all I’ve had for the last six years, I find my thoughts drifting to the woman with sunken in cheeks and wrinkles around her eyes. My mother had white blonde hair like mine that she kept tied into a tight bun on the top of her head because she never had time to fix it between working at the gas station, hooking up with men she’d bring home for one or two nights, and scouring the town for drugs.

      Her name is Jenny Blackwell and she’s Uncle Will’s younger sister. But just like how she’s not really my mom anymore, she’s not really his sister anymore, either. I was five years old when a police officer approached me at the McDonald’s on forty-second street and asked if he could sit down. He was a cop and I was scared of cops. I had seen men in uniforms like his take my mom’s friends away in the back of their cop cars and then we’d never see them again. I’d seen Mom’s eyes widen in fear when we’d see a cop on a street corner, and she’d make us turn the other way even if we weren’t going that way. I was scared of this cop, but I also knew they could arrest me, so I said yes, he could sit with me. I didn’t want to disappear and never come back like the drug addicts who lived in our cheap apartments, but in a way that’s kind of what I did. I talked to the officer and then I disappeared and I never went back that McDonald’s again.

      He asked me about my mom and why I was alone. I told him I was always alone here at the McDonald’s, but it turned out he already knew all about it. The manager had called the police on me because they felt that my mom leaving me there eight hours a day wasn’t very good parenting. I thought it was okay. She gave me money for food and there was a playground with slides and a ball pit and usually there were some other kids I could play with until their parents took them home. No one else stayed as long as I did.

      The cop did not think that was okay.

      I was taken away and placed into the foster care system with other kids who spent most of their days screaming and throwing tantrums because they wanted to go back home to their parents. I wasn’t like them. I didn’t really care if I went back with my mom. Here, I had food all the time and hot showers and a bed that had clean sheets to sleep on. A few years into it though, and I could see why the other kids yelled. I had grown to hate foster care. I wanted out. I traveled from foster home to foster home, always being treated fairly nicely but never like a real family member. One time I’d spent six months with this family who had three kids of their own and two foster kids including me. They were all nice and we all got along really well. No one ever fought or yelled. And then their grandparents came over to visit and my foster parents were taking photos of everyone. My foster mom, Shelly, held out her camera and said, “Okay, now let’s get a picture of the real kids with Grandma and Grandpa.”

      She didn’t say it in a mean way, but it cut me to the core. I wasn’t her real kid. I wasn’t worthy of a photo because they last forever. And I wasn’t forever.

      I met Riley at a counselor meeting at school one day. The counselor had called us in because we were both foster kids and she wanted to give us one of those feel-good talks about how we’re welcome to talk to her anytime we wanted. But we never wanted to.

      Riley and I became instant best friends. We met other kids at school and soon realized that their versions of Christmas and birthdays were not at all like our versions. From the age of nine to twelve, I stayed at Good Grace Shelter, a group home for kids like me. Riley was there, too. Here, we plotted our future together. How we’d break out of poverty and marry nice men with fancy cars and parents who would like us. We’d get good jobs (I’d be a pastry chef and Riley would be a kindergarten teacher) and we’d have money to buy our kids lots of presents and brand name clothing. Our husbands would love us and they would have big extended families who loved us too. It would be perfect.

      Things changed a little bit when my mom went to prison for drugs and writing hot checks and stealing a car with her boyfriend. I hadn’t heard from her in years so I didn’t care, but somehow my uncle found out that I was in a group home instead of living with my mom. I didn’t really remember him but he said we had met a few times when I was a toddler before Mom’s drug habit got really bad and she stopped coming around. He said she must have been ashamed of her addiction because she hid us from the rest of the family. He felt compelled to rescue me from the group home and when he said I could have my own room at his house, I felt compelled to let him even though he was a stranger to me.

      Riley had to stay behind. She doesn’t have parents at all; they’re both dead. But we still went to school together and the Good Grace Shepard people were really nice and let me come visit her and even have sleepovers sometimes. Once Riley turned sixteen, she was allowed to sleep over at my house so long as her grades were passing and she hadn’t gotten into trouble at the home. When she turned eighteen two months ago, they gave her six months to get out. She has a stack of papers to fill out to sign up for government benefits, but Riley doesn’t want that. I don’t want it either. We want to take care of ourselves.

      Over the years, our dreams haven’t changed. We’re going to get out of this. I believe it with all that I have, because I can’t bear the idea of failing. I won’t become like my mother. I won’t have kids unless I can afford them. I won’t dive into drugs and never resurface. I will be better than that.

      Unfortunately, now my plans are all screwed up. Riley and I had a six month timeline to get our own apartment. We’ve plotted and calculated and were fairly confident that we could afford our own apartment at the complex on west beach, so long as we saved up four thousand dollars by then. Cristal Cove Apartments are the cheapest around, and it shows. They’re run down and occupied by seedy individuals, but the rent is cheap. It’s a stepping stone until you can afford something better. Once we saved up four thousand dollars, it would be just enough for the deposit, first month’s rent, and some cheap furniture like a couch, silverware, towels and shower curtains, that kind of stuff.

      So getting kicked out of Uncle Will’s house isn’t the worst thing ever. I have a plan.

      It just happens to be four months too soon for my plan to work.

      I grab the spiral notebook off my dresser and flip it open. Riley and I have two thousand one hundred and four dollars saved. That’s enough for the deposit but not quite enough for the first month of rent. My heart sinks.

      Riley and I both work at Surf n’ Shop, a combination surf shop and convenient store on the boardwalk. The pay is okay but they refuse to give us any more than twenty hours a week, despite how often we beg for more. I take over any extra shifts I can, especially now that I’ve finally graduated high school, but it’s still not enough. And every business within walking or biking distance has our applications on file. Too bad no one ever calls to set up an interview.

      Just like Uncle Will’s business, the economy in Sterling, Texas has gone to hell. No one is hiring and everyone seems to be one paycheck away from homelessness. Despair is in the air, in every inch of town except the beaches where people come in from out of town.

      I flip to the back of the notebook and pull out the cloth makeup bag with the word fabulous stitched across it in gold sequins. Riley got it from her secret Santa in dance class our junior year. There was a five dollar limit for the gifts, and I’ve always suspected this bag costs more than that. I unzip it and shove the twenty dollars I got from my uncle inside, tucking it away with the rest of our money. On the notebook, I cross out the number and write $2124.

      Using the old laptop Uncle Will gave me, I get online and go to the Cristal Cove Apartments website, hoping that maybe fate has heard my dilemma and decided to make all apartments half off this month.

      Hey, weirder things have happened.

      The website is state of the art, elegantly designed and including features that let you pay your rent online. It’s kind of misleading, since the apartments themselves don’t look very nice from the outside, but Riley and I have never been inside of one so I’m hoping for the best. I check their availability section and find that they have two apartments available for rent. The cheapest is $1250 a month. The deposit is one month’s rent, so it’d cost $2500 to move in today. My heart flutters around in my chest.

      We’re so close. We wouldn’t have any furniture or any savings at all, but if Riley and I could snag an apartment before I’m homeless, then we can make it work. We can pile blankets on the floor instead of a couch. I have this laptop that we can use as a TV if there’s any free Wi-Fi around. Together, with our Surf n’ Shop jobs, Riley and I bring in about two thousand a month, so we’d barely have enough for rent and food. It would suck, but we could make this work. One of these days we’ll find better jobs and we’ll get nicer things.

      I look up at my room, at the dresser against the wall, the couch bed I’ve slept on for six years. Uncle Will said he was going to sell it all, but maybe he’ll let me keep some. I scramble up and run to ask if I can have some stuff for my new apartment, but he’s already left, probably gone to Racheal’s house.

      Instead, I call Riley.

      “Allllmost ready,” she says instead of a hello. The sound of wind in the background makes her voice all staticy. She must be outside, near the boardwalk. Probably walking over here now.

      “That’s not why I’m calling,” I say. My heart is thundering in my chest and I’m not sure if it’s because I’m terrified or excited that we have to move out earlier than expected. “Uncle Will is losing the house to foreclosure and moving in with his girlfriend. I have to get out, like, soon.”

      “Seriously? We’re not even close to four thousand,” she says, her voice losing some of its happiness.

      “I know, but I think Uncle Will will give me some of his furniture. Like my couch and dresser, and maybe even the dishes and stuff since he’ll be moving in with his girlfriend. It’ll be tight, but Cristal Cove has two apartments available right now. We should go apply.”

      Riley sighs. “We’ve already done this math. With our paychecks now, we’ll have like six hundred dollars for food, the electric bill, and everything else. It’ll be impossible to make ends meet. We need full time jobs.”

      Anxiety starts to take over my optimism. “We need a place to live,” I say. “You know Margret is risking her job letting you stay there that long. You’re supposed to leave the home when you turn eighteen. You’d feel like shit if you got Margret fired.”

      Margret is the manager of the group home. She’s always been really nice to us, probably because we’re two of the only group home kids who aren’t constantly in trouble with the law.

      “Yeah, I know,” Riley says with a sigh. “We really need better jobs, though. I’ve been talking with her and she tells me about all these unexpected bullshit bills that happen when you don’t think about it. Like if you get sick and go to the doctor and it’s two hundred dollars for antibiotics, or you need some expensive suit for a job interview.”

      “We’ll figure it out,” I say. “We’ll babysit or walk dogs or something. Let’s spend the rest of the day going around and seeing if anyone is hiring.”

      “We know nobody is hiring, Cara. We check all the time.”

      “Maybe someone quit today,” I say, smiling in an attempt to make myself feel better. “Maybe two full time employees just up and walked out of Garlands Grocery. Let’s go check.”

      She laughs. “Fine, we’ll swing by and ask if they’re hiring. But that’s all. One place, and then we have to forget about it for the rest of the day. We have better things to do.”

      “There is nothing better than looking for a job,” I argue.

      “Yes there is. We can worry about our futures tomorrow. But today, it’s your birthday and we’re going to celebrate. Now open your front door because I’m here.”

      The line goes dead just as there’s an impatient knock on the door. I take a deep breath and imagine locking all of my worries up in a safe to open later. She’s right, after all. It’s my birthday. I should have some fun, even if it feels impossible.
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      Riley Winters was given the unfortunate nickname of Mickey Winters when we were in seventh grade. As a twelve year old, she was only five feet tall with brown scraggly hair and a tiny little mouse-like face. Not that I would ever admit it to her, but Riley is kind of mouse-ish. She’s soft spoken and petite. The assholes at school called her Mickey for Mickey Mouse, and made fun of her relentlessly. Margret told her it was because they were flirting with her, but even now I’m not so sure that was the case.

      At the start of eighth grade, Riley dawned a pair of black combat boots she found at the army surplus store and threatened to kick anyone’s ass if they called her anything but her real name from then on. She was still picked on a few times, but not nearly as much. That year we learned that bullies stop bulling people who stand up for themselves.

      Now, she’s a legal adult and still looks like that tiny girl from junior high. Riley’s hair has gotten a little better, though. Today she’s swept it up into a messy ponytail, with little fringes hanging down to frame her face. She’s wearing those same combat boots, paired with a black mini skirt and a long flowy tank top she pulled from the clearance bin at the Shop n’ Surf.

      The only thing missing from my best friend’s face are her signature high-arched eyebrows.

      “Give me a sec,” she says, holding up her purse. She turns to the right where a little mirror hangs above the key rack next to the front door. She leans forward, then drags her eye pencil across her brows, expertly making sharp lines around the neatly plucked hairs that still remain. When she’s done, she nods once into the mirror, caps her pencil and then turns to me. Her lips split into a devious grin.

      “Happy birthday, Cara!”

      I roll my eyes because this is not some fancy event to celebrate, but Riley crushes me into a hug anyway. I’m taller than she is (I mean who isn’t?) but I hug her back.

      “You are going to be so psyched for what I have planned,” she says, wiggling her newly drawn on eyebrows at me.

      “Riley,” I say, giving her a look. “You can’t spend any money. I meant it when I said it last week but I really mean it now. We need every dime we have, so no spending anything on me.”

      She makes this long drown out sigh, sticking her tongue out like I’ve bored he life out of her. “You done? Because I’d like you to know what I haven’t spent a dime, okay?” She puts her hands on her hips. “And this is still the best gift ever. Even more so because it’s free.”

      I eye her skeptically. “So what is it?”

      She gives me a once over, dragging her lips to the side of her mouth. “Are you ready to go?”

      I glance down at my cut off shorts, flip flops with little rhinestones on them, and the simple black shirt I’ve chosen because it’s a V-neck and fits me well. It makes me feel feminine, unlike those baggy polo shirts we wear to work. “Yes?” I say, hoping she won’t make me change.

      “Good,” she says, hooking her arm through mine. “Let’s go.”





OEBPS/images/pendant-2885040.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
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
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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
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remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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