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      She stood at the breakfast bar and looked out over her large home, now emptier than it had ever been. A part of her life was now behind her; the one where little children were underfoot, softball games were every weekend and first dates had come and gone. Now, she and her husband were empty nesters.

      “Miss Julie, is there anything else I can do for you today?” her housekeeper, Agnes, asked. Agnes had been cleaning her house since her daughters were knee high to a grasshopper, as her grandmother would say.

      “No, but thank you, Aggie. Head on home and put your feet up!”

      Agnes smiled gratefully as Julie handed her an envelope with her final paycheck, plus a dash extra.

      “I wish I could take you to the new beach house with us, but the place just isn’t big enough to need a housekeeper. I guess I’ll have to learn to do it myself,” Julie said with a sad laugh. It truly was the end of an era in so many ways.

      “I know this place will make another family a great home,” Agnes said, looking around. Julie hoped the older woman would finally retire, although she said cleaning was her hobby and she might as well get paid for it.

      Julie looked around also. Memories were housed in every nook and cranny, from the corner where they always put the Christmas tree to the gouge in the molding where their old Great Dane had slid across the hardwood floors chasing after a ball and crashed into the wall.

      Memories were good and bad. Her eyes started to mist, which was not something she enjoyed, so she quickly changed the subject.

      “Thank you for getting this place so clean. Our real estate agent already has three families interested, so I don’t think we’ll even have to put a sign in the yard! One of them has already made an offer, in fact.”

      Agnes smiled. “I’ll miss you. Please tell the girls I love them and to send me a postcard, okay?”

      Julie pulled her into an embrace. “You know they love you like a grandmother, Aggie. They’ll keep in touch. I promise.”

      Julie was so proud of her daughters. Now both adults, they were taking the world by storm. Her nineteen-year old daughter, Meg, was studying abroad in France for another year, and Colleen, her twenty-year old, was at college across the country in California. She had a prestigious internship at a law firm out there, so she rarely came home for a visit.

      That just left Julie and her husband of twenty-one years, Michael. For as long as she could remember, she’d had one dream that never died - to buy a little beach cottage along the South Carolina coast and enjoy their empty nest years while they were still young.

      At only forty-three years old, Julie didn’t consider herself retired. Quite the contrary, in fact. She ran a popular online boutique, and she would continue to do so from her new beach house. In fact, she and Michael had put a contract on a place months ago, and the wonderful sellers had agreed to wait for them to get their house sold and tie up loose ends. The closing was coming up in a couple of weeks, and Michael had just enough time to go on one last business trip before officially retiring from his sales job.

      Once they moved, he’d be starting his own business too, and her dreams of them being beach bums in their forties would finally come true. Julie could hardly wait.

      The beach was her happy place. The constant ebbing and flowing of the water gave her a peace she couldn’t explain in words, and the house they were buying sat right at the water’s edge. She often imagined what it would be like to sip her morning coffee while watching the dolphins swim by, and soon that would be her reality. She could hardly contain her excitement.

      Michael wasn’t as big a fan of the beach, but he’d always let her dream and gone along with what she wanted. She was the one always reaching for the stars, but Michael had always been more of the worker bee type, never really dreaming much past the present moment. Still, he’d succeeded in his job so well that they’d lived a pretty luxurious life, and Julie was thankful for that. Although her boutique brought in money, it was nowhere near enough to support them without Michael’s income.

      When the girls had both left home, there’d been a year of what almost felt like shock for the both of them. The house was quiet. Gone were the days of dozens of kids packing their house on the weekends, with loud sleepovers and dance parties til three AM.

      They’d complained about it at the time, but when it was gone, the silence had been deafening. It took a few months before Michael, especially, had seemed back to normal. They developed new routines, like having breakfast on their patio together before he left for work. And, all the while, Agnes had continued making their house pretty and clean even though there wasn’t really anyone there to mess it up anymore.

      As Julie stood in the big front window overlooking her driveway, she watched Agnes pull away in her small compact car and through the gates of her wealthy neighborhood. Yes, they’d been so blessed financially over the years, but now they were blessed in a different kind of way. With love. With a strong marriage that had stood the test of time. With a new start in a whole new place, away from the hustle and bustle of suburban Atlanta.

      Julie smiled at the thought of it. Her dreams were all about to come true.
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      It was almost seven o’clock, and Michael still wasn’t home. His plane had landed at four, and she’d even looked online to make sure it landed safely. She’d called his co-worker who was on the trip too, but Marc had made it home over an hour ago, even with the crazy Atlanta traffic.

      Where was Michael?

      She’d tried texting him, but no response. Calls went straight to voicemail. She was getting more worried by the minute. Should she call the police? Was she overreacting?

      Just as she was about to dial 911, she heard the garage door open. Out of the window, she saw the tail end of his black BMW pulling into the side garage. A mixture of relief and outright anger flowed through her veins. Why was he late, and why hadn’t he answered her numerous texts and calls?

      “Thank God you’re okay!” she said when he finally walked through the door. He wasn’t wearing his normal business suit; instead, he was in khaki shorts, a pale pink polo shirt and boat shoes. He never wore that sort of thing on a business trip, even on the plane ride back.

      “Why wouldn’t I be okay?” he said, a certain level of irritation in his voice. He didn’t look at her as he walked in and rolled his one piece of luggage into the corner.

      “Your plane landed hours ago, and I’ve been texting you. And calling. Why didn’t you answer?”

      “You’re overreacting, Julie. I was driving. You know I don’t mess with my phone while I’m driving. Remember Kit?”

      He often referred to his old friend, Kit, who was killed in a car accident years ago by a distracted teenage driver. Still, it normally didn’t take him over three hours to get home.

      “Was traffic bad? Because Marc made it home an hour ago.” She was getting more and more dubious about his answers, and he still wasn’t making eye contact.

      He looked at her, his face turning red from anger. “Seriously? You called Marc? Are you trying to make me look like an idiot at work?”

      “Michael, I was worried! I was about to call the police!”

      “Oh my gosh… get a grip, Julie! I was a little late. It’s not the end of the world, okay?” He stormed down the hall to their bedroom and sat down in the chair to take off his shoes.

      Something was off. His demeanor had never been like this. Michael wasn’t one to even raise his voice, which had made her the prime disciplinarian of their girls over the years. She was always the “bad guy” and he got to play the “good guy” role.

      “And why would you care what Marc or people at work think? This was your last trip, right? I mean, we are moving to the beach in a few weeks…”

      He froze in place. The silence in the room was deafening, and for a moment she thought her ears had stopped working. He wouldn’t look at her again.

      “Michael? Has something happened?”

      “I don’t want to do this tonight, Julie. I’m tired. It was a long trip.” He stood up and walked to the closet, staring at his side of the large closet for a few moments before turning to her.

      “What? You’re freaking me out. Tell me what’s wrong. I can help you, honey,” she said, reaching out to touch his shoulder. He pulled away.

      “I’m moving out.”

      “I know. We both are, sweetie. To our new beach house. Everything will be wonderful there.”

      “No. Julie, you’re not listening. I’m… leaving you.”

      She stopped breathing. The heartbeat in her head was like a pounding jackhammer. The room started to spin a bit as she tried to get her equilibrium again. She grabbed the handle of the closet door and struggled to suck in a deep breath.

      “What?”

      “There’s… someone else.”

      Someone else? How could there be someone else? They had a good marriage. A happy life. Two girls. A maid. A new beach house. Maybe he was drinking? Or someone had slipped him a drug on the plane?

      “This can’t be happening…” she stammered. “Who? Why?”

      Michael sighed. “Does it matter, Jules?”

      “First of all, don’t call me that! Cheaters don’t get to call me that!” Now she was angry. She walked toward him, her finger pointed at his face, rage literally coursing through her veins like waves after a hurricane. “And second, yes it matters! I want to know who the home wrecker is!”

      He walked past her and back into the bedroom before sitting in the chair again. He covered his face and leaned back. “I really didn’t want to do this tonight,” he repeated.

      She followed him out and stood in front of the chair. “Oh, I’m sorry. I know you must be tired. Would you rather crush my heart and smash all of my dreams tomorrow then? What time shall I pencil you into my calendar to be a gigantic cheating jackass? Is lunchtime good for you? No? Might mess with your digestion… I know how you get constipated easily… Have you told your hussy that little tidbit about yourself?”

      “Enough, Julie! I never meant for this to happen!” he said, standing up. “It just….”

      “Happened? Yeah, I hear a lot of cheaters say that on those trashy daytime talk shows. Unfortunately, that’s a crock and you know it! You made a decision, Michael! At least give me the respect of telling me who… and how… this happened.”

      He sucked in sharply and sat back down. Julie calmed herself enough to sit on the bed a few feet away, preparing herself to hear the gory details she never thought she’d hear.

      “Her name is Victoria. She lives in Boston.”

      All of those business trips to Boston… Now it made more sense.

      “So these business trips were all fake?” Her heart hurt as she felt the first of the unwanted tears dripping down her face.

      “Not all of them. At first, I was there to set up our new division. One night, after a particularly crappy meeting, I went to a restaurant. They didn’t have seating for one. I sat at the bar. Then this woman came in…”

      “Good Lord, this is unbelievable.”

      “You can’t help who you fall in love with, Julie.”

      She stood up again. “Seriously? You were supposed to be in love with me, Michael! Me! Your wife of twenty-one years! The mother of your two daughters! Was that all fake too?”

      “Of course not! I loved you!”

      “Past tense? Really?”

      He sighed again. “Victoria just gets me. And there’s something else…”

      “There’s more? Lovely.”

      “We have a six month old son. His name is Charlie.”

      Once again, she couldn’t breathe. Michael had always wanted a son, but after two difficult pregnancies, Julie had said no more. That had created a huge rift in their marriage for years, but they’d eventually gotten past it. Now, he had his son and his perky-bosomed soulmate. She wanted to vomit.

      “How could you? So you’ve been living this secret life where you go to Boston a couple of times a month and spend time with your other family? Dear God, what are Meg and Colleen going to think of this?”

      “You can’t tell them.”

      “Have you fallen and hit your head? They have to know they have a little brother!”

      “I just mean, let me tell them. Please.”

      She sat down and pushed back her tears. “Fine. Spin it however you want, but good luck. Your daughters aren’t idiots like me. They’ll smell your lies a mile away.”

      “Julie, I never meant to hurt you. But life is short, and I want to be happy again.”

      “I was the fool who thought I made you happy all these years.”

      “You did… for a long time.”

      “Wow. Well, sorry I didn’t make the cut for the second half of your life. I guess I’m not young and hot enough anymore.”

      “Julie, she’s only a year younger than you are. It’s not like that.”

      Well, that was a punch to the gut. She couldn’t even blame this on a younger, hotter woman. Nope. She just wasn’t enough all the way around.

      “I have a flight leaving tomorrow, and I’ll send movers for my things next week. I spoke to the real estate agent yesterday, and our counter offer was accepted so the buyers will close in three weeks.”

      “And where am I supposed to go, Michael?”

      “I wasn’t going to leave you in the lurch, Julie. You might think I’m a horrible person right now, and I do too, honestly.”

      “Not enough, apparently. You’re still going to Boston.”

      “I have to go. My son is there, and seeing him off and on isn’t good for his development.”

      “I don’t even know what to say. This is like some cheesy TV movie.”

      “Here,” he said, reaching into his pocket and handing her a set of keys.

      “What are these?”

      “Keys to a suite at the extended stay hotel on Davenport.”

      “An extended stay hotel? Seriously?”

      “I’ve paid for six weeks after the house closes to give you some time to get on your feet.”

      Julie stood there in stunned silence. This wasn’t the man she knew. This wasn’t the man who nursed her back to health after a bout with the flu four years ago. This wasn’t the man who diligently went to every Lamaze class with her when she was pregnant with Colleen. This certainly wasn’t the man who stood in front of her and renewed his vows a few years back. She didn’t know this guy.

      “I just can’t believe this.”

      “I need to also tell you the beach deal isn’t happening, Julie.”

      “Obviously.”

      “I’m truly very sorry to kill your dream of living there.”

      “I thought it was our dream,” she said, softly, unable to stop the tears from flowing.

      “It was never my dream, Julie. You knew I was just going along.”

      “And what is your dream, Michael?”

      “My dream is in Boston.”

      And just like that, her heart shattered into a million pieces, scattering all over the floor of a home that once housed only precious memories.
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      The weeks that followed were a blur. Michael had left the next day, just like he said he would. He was gone before she woke up. Her night had been spent softly weeping in several parts of her home. First, it was their bedroom. She’d sat upright on her side of the bed, her knees pulled to her chest, rocking herself and sobbing as quietly as one could.

      Meanwhile, Michael was sleeping in the upstairs guest room, probably texting his beloved - slightly younger - girlfriend. The thought made her sick to her stomach.

      Then, she went to the bathroom and sat on the edge of the large garden tub. She thought about their last anniversary and how she’d wanted them to take a bath together with the jets on and a nice bottle of wine. But Michael had said he was tired and went to bed early. At the time, she took him at his word, but now she knew better. He’d felt guilty because his girlfriend had been pregnant at the time, sitting somewhere in Boston, wondering when he was coming home again.

      Finally, she’d slipped out onto the deck and stared up at the black night sky, which was slightly obscured by grayish white clouds, much like her life right now. She thought about how weird life was, that sometimes the last thing happens and you didn’t know it was going to be the last thing.

      Like her morning breakfasts on the deck with Michael. She hadn’t known the one they had last week was the last one. He had. That was unnerving. How had she not seen the signs?

      After he’d left - without a word or a look - the next morning, Julie had rattled around her now very empty house and thought about her next move. Much of the time, she jangled the keys to the extended stay hotel in the palm of her hand and thought about how her dream of living at the beach was vanishing before her very eyes. She’d never considered a life without Michael. Marriage was for keeps. It was forever. She’d thought he believed the same.

      She also spent time looking on social media, spying on every Victoria in the Boston area. She looked for hours one night, buoyed by strong coffee and the occasional glass of wine. After looking at herself in the mirror, she realized that it was a bad road she was on and closed the computer.

      And then the day came where Meg called from overseas, her voice shaky and her nose stuffed up. Julie prayed it was a cold, but she knew better.

      “Daddy called me,” was all she said before bursting into tears again.

      “I’m so sorry, sweetie.”

      “How could he do this to us?”

      “I don’t know. I had no idea.”

      “I’m coming home.”

      “No, Meggy. You can’t.”

      “Mom, you need at least one of us to come home. And Colleen has her big internship now. I can miss a semester and…”

      “No! And that’s final. Look, it’s going to be hard, but I’ll make it through. I promise.”

      “Are you sure? You’ve never been alone.”

      She wasn’t sure at all. Not even a little bit. But she was a mother, and mothers have to fake being sure most of the time.

      “I’m sure. I’m going to keep working, find myself a new place to live and get used to being a single woman. We’ll get through this, Meg.”

      Meg sniffled. “I know. I love you.”

      “I love you too.”

      If the call with Meg had been hard, the one with Colleen had been almost impossible. At first, it went much the same, but Colleen was blunt and stubborn. She wasn’t crying. She was livid, and Julie could practically hear the smoke shooting out of her ears from the other side of the country.

      “I don’t know what’s gotten into Dad! Ya’ll have always been the epitome of a perfect marriage.”

      “Nobody’s marriage is perfect, Colleen.”

      “Well, I’m not talking to him. I don’t want to see him. And I sure don’t want to see his home wrecking fiancee!”

      “Wait. Fiancee?”

      Colleen was silent for a moment. “You didn’t know?”

      “No. I didn’t.” Julie’s face felt like it was beet red as anger rose up once again. “We’re not even divorced.”

      “That’s what I said, but apparently the papers are almost ready. I guess you should prepare yourself.”

      “I know he’s your father, so I’m not going to say what I want to say right now.”

      “Mom, I can come home. I’ll get an internship near Atlanta, so at least I’ll be closer to you instead of across the country.”

      “No. As I told your sister, I need this time to myself. I’ll be fine. I just want to get the divorce over with, get settled in a new house and start making new memories.”

      “What about Aunt Janine? I’m sure she’d love to hear from you…”

      “Colleen, enough. You know how broken my relationship is with my sister. I haven’t spoken to her since you were in high school, and I don’t plan to start now.”

      Just the mention of her older sister’s name made Julie nauseous. The two of them had grown up pretty close, much like Meg and Colleen had. But as they got older, their personality differences seemed to grow as wide as the Grand Canyon. Janine, ever the world traveler and wanna-be flower child, didn't understand when Julie decided to settle down right out of college with Michael. She thought he was a stick in the mud, and maybe she was right. But, even now, Julie found herself wanting to defend his honor.

      Finally, when the kids were in high school, she and Janine had had such a blowout that their relationship was irretrievably broken. Sometimes, family isn't just about blood. And the last thing she needed right now was her flighty, all too strange sister showing up and wrecking her life. 

      Her sister had tried, at times, to reach out to her over the years. There was a time when she was at a yoga training retreat in some part of Indonesia that Julie couldn't pronounce. She had received postcards and letters from just about every corner of the globe, always with Janine rambling on about the crazy paths that her life had taken her on. All the while, Julie was at home, being the good wife, mother and responsible citizen she had always been.

      If she was being honest with herself, there might’ve been a little jealousy at play. Everyone liked Janine growing up. She was loud, fun loving and said all the things that people were thinking but afraid to say out loud. But she was also irresponsible and constantly on the move, making it difficult to rely on her as a sister.

      She had missed so many Easters and Christmases and birthdays for the girls because she was too busy gallivanting all over the place. Not to mention all of the different men she went through. It was like she considered them to be recyclable.

      Julie didn't understand her and never would. She decided she'd rather be alone than be involved with her sister again. It just wasn't worth the turmoil as she definitely had plenty of that in her life right now.

      “Okay. I was just trying to help, Mom. I hate to see you lonely.”

      “Sweetie, there’s a difference between being lonely and being alone. I don’t think being alone is necessarily a bad thing.”

      Even as she said it, she knew it wasn’t true. She still wanted her old memories. She wanted the husband she thought she had. She wanted to rewind and beg Michael to never go to Boston in the first place. She wanted a do-over.

      As the days wore on, she went from feeling loss and pity for herself to feeling anger toward Michael and finally to feeling anger at herself for caring about him. She wanted to not care about him at all, to wipe his face from her memory.

      But every moment in the house they shared together for all those years felt like an eternity now. She just wanted to get to the closing table, sign the papers and be done with it all.

      “Mrs. Pike? Please come this way. The closing is in our conference room.” The woman led her down the hallway, lined with thick mahogany furniture and overly ornate paintings. No one was in the room yet as Julie was always early. “Would you like some coffee or tea?”

      “No thanks.”

      “Would you like to review the paperwork prior to the closing? I can bring the file…”

      “No, thank you.”

      “Alright then. The other parties should be here shortly.”

      Julie nodded.

      A large bowl of chocolate candy sat in the middle of the long, mahogany table. In her current stressed out state of mind, she thought about dumping as much of it into her purse as she could fit, but the attorney walked in before she could do it.

      “Mrs. Pike?” he said, reaching out his hand.

      “Yes, that’s me,” she said, rising from her chair slightly as she shook his hand. For a moment, she thought about her name. Mrs. She was about to be a Ms. Or could she go back to Miss? Maybe those days were over. What was the protocol? She’d never really thought about it.

      “The buyers are coming in just a moment. Would you like any coffee? I can get my secretary to…”

      “No thank you. Just ready to get the papers signed as soon as poss…”

      Julie looked up to see Michael walking into the room. He was alone, thank goodness. She had no interest in seeing his new fiancee.

      “Hey,” he said under his breath as he sat down beside her.

      “Hello.” She thought about how this would be the last time they signed anything together as a couple. Well, except divorce papers, but they wouldn’t have to sit beside each other to do it.

      “How are you?” he asked softly as the buyers made their way into the room and started chatting with the attorney.

      “Please don’t act as if you care, Michael.”

      “Of course I care, Jules… Julie, I mean.”

      She couldn’t look at him. Here was the man she’d loved her whole life, yet the thought of sitting next to him made her sick. He’d not only been lying to her, but he’d been lying in the bed with another woman for almost two years. How hadn’t she seen the signs?

      “Okay, folks, I guess we can get started. This big stack of papers might look time consuming, but a lot of it is disclosures and so forth. We should be able to get through it all in about twenty minutes or so. Most of this is for the buyers, so let’s begin on this side of the table…”

      Julie stared off into space for most of the process, only perking up when the attorney turned to their side of the table. She felt so alone, so lonely, even though her husband was sitting there. The man whose hand she’d held for over twenty years was within reach, but also not within reach. Her heart was still attached to his, but his was already with someone else. It all felt so cold and strange and sad.

      “Mrs. Pike, I wanted to ask you about the front flower bed. How did you keep it so manicured?” the woman across from her asked. She and her husband, obviously excited about their new home and totally in love, looked giddy as they signed the papers for their first home. Young and in love. She felt that way once. A long time ago. Now, she just felt rage and a few occasional homicidal feelings.

      She wanted to grab the woman’s hands and warn her that men changed. That she’d better be on guard and watch him because he could leave her in the lurch in an instant. She wanted to urge her to keep things in her name, and to always have a good attorney on speed dial. Romance, shmomance.

      “Oh, I… we hired a service.” She wrote down the name of the company and slid it across the table, doing her best to be cordial when she really just wanted to get out of there.

      “I love the adorable archway you built in the back!”

      “We renewed our vows there a few years ago,” she said without thinking. Her eyes welled with tears as she remembered that day. Both of her girls served as honorary bridesmaids while their friends and family watched them renew their love at the fifteen year mark.

      “Julie, you’re my world. You always have been. There will never be a day that I don’t love you. I promise to always put you first and to spend the rest of my life thanking God for you.”

      What had gone wrong since then?

      “I bet we’ll do the same one day, right, babe?” the woman said as she turned to her husband and gave him a quick kiss. Julie wanted to flee the scene. Babe. She’d always hated that term of endearment. Today, especially.

      “Maybe we should get back to signing the papers,” Michael said, sensing Julie’s discomfort. Was he trying to protect her? Probably not. More than likely, he was trying to get back to his hussy and love child.

      “Okay, here’s the closing statement. If everyone can take a look at their side, we’ll start here at the top…”

      For the next few minutes, they stared at a long, legal sheet of paper with more numbers than Julie had ever seen. Normally, Michael handled this type of thing. Numbers were never her forte. She was a brilliant writer, decorator and cook, but numbers made her eyes cross.

      Julie looked at the last number which was their profit on the sale. Of course, it would be split down the middle when they each walked away. Twenty-one years of marriage would be done soon, and she’d get her cut of the money to start over as a single woman. Never had she thought she would have that title again.

      Although her online business had given them some fun money over the years, it likely wouldn’t support her once the house money ran out. No matter what, she’d have to get a job, and that thought terrified her. She hadn’t worked since before Colleen was born, and she’d never intended to go back. Who’d want to hire a forty-three year old woman who hadn’t worked in over twenty years?

      Sure, she could ask for alimony in the divorce, but there was a large part of her that was too prideful to do it. She didn’t want a long fight in court, and she didn’t want his tainted money flowing into her bank account each month. It didn’t make logical sense, but it was the way she felt.

      She felt pretty sure Michael was hiding money somewhere that he was using to support his skank and kid. Thinking of ways to describe the woman was her new hobby, although it probably wasn’t the right thing to do.

      As they wrapped up the closing, the buyers hugged her without warning. She tried to be nice, but she just wanted to get to her car as quickly as possible without talking to Michael again. Any future communication would be through their attorneys.

      The paralegal handed her a check which was her half of the money from the sale. Julie slipped it into her purse and walked quickly out of the office into the parking lot. As if life hadn’t been hard enough in the last couple of weeks, she was met by a woman who was holding an adorable little boy. The woman’s eyes popped open as she tried to turn back toward her car.

      “Victoria, I thought you were waiting in the car…” Michael said from behind.

      “I’m sorry, honey. Charlie had a little accident, so I was trying to make it to the bathroom.”

      Julie stared at her, unable to move her legs. She was gorgeous, and she sure as heck didn’t look just a year younger. Her picture was probably next to “voluptuous” in the dictionary, and her hair was black as midnight and hung almost to her waist. The little boy was adorable and would probably grow up to be a model himself.

      “You’re Victoria.” That was all she could say. No other words were coming out.

      “Yes,” she said quietly. Michael reached over and took the boy, standing back a bit as if he wasn’t sure what was about to go down. Julie continued staring at her. “I’m not sure what to say.”

      “You knew he was married?”

      Victoria looked at Michael and then back at Julie. “Not at first. But yes, for most of the time we’ve…”

      “Been sleeping together,” Julie said, finishing her sentence.

      “Okay.” Why didn’t this woman seem apologetic?

      Julie took in a deep breath, determined to take the high road. “Just remember this. What they’ll do with you, they’ll do to you. Good luck because you’re going to need it.”

      Without looking back, Julie walked to her car. She cranked it, drove out of sight into another office park, turned it off and sobbed for half an hour before driving home to meet the movers.
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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.
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