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      He stood on the beach, his toes right at the edge of the water. The foamy waves rippled over his feet as he let out a long sigh. It had been a long three years, and he was glad to have a home base again. Seagrove wasn’t a place he’d ever visited, except only in his mind. The pictures he’d seen of the sunrises and sunsets were beautiful, and he was looking forward to seeing them in person.

      Tonight, however, the moon was his view. It was a clear night, even though a big storm had blown through just hours ago. The sunset he’d hoped to see on his first night there was blocked by dark clouds and a lightning show unlike any he’d ever seen. In fact, he’d seen those bolts rain down from the sky and hit the nearby lighthouse, a place he wanted to visit as soon as he was settled in.

      Three years. That was the length of time he’d been on the road. Of course, what he’d really been doing was running. Running away from life. From grief. From memories.

      Now, as he stood in the middle of the dark beach, the sound of the waves lapping at his feet, he was forced to actually feel his feelings. Running hadn’t eliminated the pain. It was there, like a fresh wound ready to remind him of the past.

      He stepped back a few feet and sat down, making sure to keep a safe distance between him and the water. The clothes he was wearing were all he had until his personal belongings arrived from his storage unit. Traveling for three years with a backpack and his paint supplies had meant he didn’t get to have a full wardrobe. He had two pairs of pants, two shirts, a pair of now ratty sneakers, and enough underwear to not scare other people away.

      In the past three years, he’d been all over the world painting sunsets. Aruba. Bali. Italy. Now, he was finally back in the states and ready to start rebuilding his life, if that was even possible.

      Losing his wife of fifteen years was a shock to his system in ways he couldn’t put into words. The love he’d shared with Katherine had been deep and abiding. When cancer came and ravaged her body, taking her away only three months after diagnosis, he could barely breathe.

      Katherine had been his rock. They’d met in his last year of college, where he’d gotten an art history degree. He’d done nothing with it, of course, choosing instead to live the life of a starving artist for years. His paintings didn’t sell well for many years, but Katherine had continued encouraging him while supporting them both with her job as a nurse.

      For most of their marriage, they’d lived along the Gulf Coast of Florida. There wasn’t a huge art scene there, but people did like buying from local artists. One person who’d purchased from him was Georgia Daynes, the owner of a prominent gallery in Atlanta. Over time, they’d worked out a deal where he supplied her with pieces, and she sold them. It was a great deal for Heath and Katherine, especially as they tried to build their family. They’d waited many years to have children, mainly because Heath wanted them to be financially stable first.

      Instead, fate had other plans. When they couldn’t get pregnant after over a year of trying, they went to a fertility specialist expecting to be given medication or options for IVF. Instead, the doctor saw something, and it didn’t look right. In what seemed like a whirlwind of appointments and tests, Heath marveled at how strong his wife was. He knew she was scared, but she didn’t show it.

      When the doctor came in after her final round of testing, his face said it all. Heath’s heart shattered when he explained that she had stage four ovarian cancer, and the treatment options were limited. It had spread - metastasized he called it - to her liver and beyond. They could “try” chemo, but it would likely make her very sick and not prolong her life. The chances were slim, and they needed to make decisions.

      Heath wanted to beg his wife to take the treatments, to do anything and everything they’d let her do. But he knew it wasn’t his choice. Everyone had one life, and they got to do with it what they wanted. In the end, Katherine chose no treatments. Being a nurse, she’d seen what some of them did, and she didn’t want to experience that as her final weeks or months on earth.

      It went fast, which was something he was angry about and thankful for at the same time. No amount of years would’ve been enough, but three months was definitely too little.

      He closed his eyes and sucked in a deep breath of the sea air. Katherine’s favorite place had been the ocean. Any ocean. She didn’t care which one. It was probably one of the reasons he’d taken off after her death, intent on spending his evenings on beaches around the world, painting the sunsets she’d never get to see. He liked to believe it was his connection with her.

      “You okay, sir?”

      Heath was startled by the sound of a young boy behind him. He quickly turned and looked up, the boy’s face partially illuminated by moonlight.

      “Oh, I’m fine.” He wondered if he was on private property or something.

      “My mom and dad own that inn over there. The one with the string lights on the deck. I’m Dylan.” He reached out his hand to shake Heath’s, which struck him as so unusual with kids these days. Most of them didn’t know how to look up from their cell phones.

      Heath shook his hand and then stood up. “I’m Heath Dutton. I just rented the little red cottage down the road.”

      Dylan nodded his head. “The one with the dock out back on the marsh?”

      “That’s the one.”

      “That’s a cool house. I ride my bike down there sometimes.”

      “Dylan? Are you out here?”

      A woman’s voice permeated the night air. “Over here, Mom!”

      She walked over and smiled, putting her arm around her son’s shoulder’s. She was probably wondering why he was talking to some strange man on the beach at night.

      “Hi. I’m Heath. I just rented the cottage down at the end of the road. Near the lighthouse?”

      She nodded. “Nice to meet you Heath. I’m Julie. I guess you’ve met my son here, who is supposed to be taking a shower right now,” she said, looking down at him.

      “Sorry,” he muttered before running toward the house.

      “Nice to meet you, Dylan!” Heath called.

      “He’s a bit of a scatterbrain, that kid,” she said, laughing.

      “I was just down here having a quiet moment. I hope you don’t think I’m some weirdo talking to kids on the beach at night.”

      Julie smiled. “No. I’m well aware my son can interrupt a quiet moment very easily. We’re all pretty friendly around here. My husband, Dawson, and I own The Inn at Seagrove over there.”

      “That’s what Dylan said. What a beautiful place you have.”

      “It’s been in my husband’s family for many years. I’m blessed to call it home now.”

      “Well, I don’t want to take up any more of your evening.”

      “Of course. Enjoy the beach as long as you want. That’s what it’s here for, to heal us.” She started walking back toward the inn.

      “Hey, Julie?”

      She turned around. “Yes?”

      “How did you know I need healing?”

      She shrugged her shoulders. “We all do.”
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        * * *

      

      The room was loud as the children ran around screaming. Dawson’s eyebrow’s knitted together as he looked at his wife. “We should’ve brought earplugs,” he said loudly.

      She giggled. “I think this might mean we’re getting old.”

      He shook his head. “In our forties? No. I cannot accept that notion. Take it back.”

      Julie patted his leg. “It’s a blessing to get older, honey.”

      Their granddaughter, Vivi, ran around with the other kids, twirling and laughing about this and that as Dawson and Julie sat in the audience. The performance would be starting soon, but for now, the kids were just energized by chocolate milk and cookies.

      “Dylan said y’all met a new neighbor last night?”

      “Oh, yes. His name is Heath, I believe. You know how bad I am with names.”

      “Yes, I know, sweetie,” he said patting her leg. Julie had never been good with names, even of people she’d met several times.

      “Anyway, he seemed like a nice guy. Dylan said he’s renting the red cottage.”

      “Oh yeah? That one has a great dock over the marsh. Wonder if he likes to fish?”

      She laughed. “You don’t have time to fish, Dawson. You’re behind on projects as it is.”

      “That’s because my honey-do list keeps getting things added to it, so I can never catch up!”

      “Hey, y’all. Thanks for coming. Sorry I’m late,” Meg said, rushing over to them, out of breath. She sat down next to Julie and tossed her giant tote bag on the floor.

      “Traffic?” Dawson asked, jokingly. Seagrove never had traffic, unless it was a line of ducks trying to make its way from the pond to the marsh.

      “No. I had a job interview, actually. And then Christian called because he forgot his lunch, so I had to take that over to the college.”

      Julie and Dawson were at Vivi’s preschool for grandparents’ day, and Meg had decided to meet them there since she was one of the room mothers.

      “How’d the interview go?”

      Meg smiled. “I got the job!”

      “Really? What will you be doing?”

      She leaned over to whisper. “I’ll be a teaching assistant right here at the preschool. Nobody knows yet.”

      “Oh, honey, I’m so happy for you! I know you’ll be glad to be near Vivi during the day.”

      “I will, plus I really love helping with the kids. I’m hoping to work my way up to a full-time teaching position.”

      “That’s wonderful, Meg. Congratulations,” Dawson said.

      “Mommy!” Vivi, as usual, seemed to come from nowhere, almost tackling her mother. She was a strong kid to be so petite.

      “Hey, Vivi! How are you doing today?”

      “We’re gonna sing for all the grandmas and grandpas!”

      “I know. Are you going to sing real pretty?”

      She put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes. “I always sing pretty, Mommy!”

      And just like that, she was gone again, like the busy little bee she was. Julie loved her spunk. She hoped she kept it her whole life, even when things tried to knock her down.

      “That kid,” Meg said, laughing. “She keeps me on my toes.”

      “She keeps all of us on our toes,” Julie said, watching as the teacher tried her best to corral all her students onto the little stage at the same time.

      “Have you heard from your sister lately?”

      “She called me last night and said she and Tucker are coming home soon. She sounded happy.”

      Colleen and Tucker had been traveling all over the country for their new toy company, and Julie missed them. She was glad to hear Colleen sounded happy, but she selfishly wished they’d stay in Seagrove and stop meandering around the entire United States.

      “I’m glad she sounded happy. Maybe they got a big deal with one of the stores they were wooing,” Dawson said.

      Meg shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. She was being kind of secretive about it. I guess she wants to tell us the good news when she gets back.”

      Before they could discuss it any further, the lights dimmed and the children finally lined up on the stage. As the music started, Julie felt a smile spread across her face. She’d enjoyed raising her children, of course, but there was just something about watching her first grandchild sing a song on stage that warmed her heart in a way she couldn’t describe.

      Grandchildren were gifts from God, and she would never take the time she had being a grandmother for granted.
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        * * *

      

      Colleen walked down the sidewalk, happy to be back in Seagrove after several weeks of traveling. She’d missed her sister, her mother, and everyone else she loved. Still, she had a knot in her stomach over the secret she was keeping.

      She thought about when Meg came home pregnant and how hard that must have been for her to tell their mother. She didn’t have that kind of news, but her news was still going to be both exciting and crushing to her mom. She didn’t know how or when she would tell her, but she needed to do it soon before the anxiety ate her up inside.

      “Is that my granddaughter right there?”

      She turned to see her grandmother, SuAnn, standing in the doorway of her bakery, Hotcakes. Colleen sure had missed her pound cakes.

      “Hey, Grandma!”

      SuAnn walked over and hugged her tightly. “I didn’t know you were back. Wonder why your momma didn’t tell me? I swear I’m always the last to know everything.”

      “Relax. She doesn’t even know I’m back. We drove overnight to get home. Tucker is taking a long nap right now since I slept a lot in the car.”

      “Well, come on in and have a treat with your old grandma.” SuAnn pulled on her arm, and Colleen followed, mainly because she needed a big sugar rush.

      “Wow, you painted the place since I left?”

      SuAnn walked behind the counter and retrieved a slice of peach pound cake. “Yeah, I had that done last month. Don’t you just love the color?” It was a pale seafoam green color, and it really felt beachy now.

      “It looks great!”

      “Coffee?”

      “Of course,” Colleen said, laughing. “How’s Nick?”

      “As peppy as always, of course. He’s joined a bowling league,” she said, rolling her eyes.

      “Did you join, too?”

      SuAnn looked at her like she had two heads. “Now, does your grandmother seem like the kind of person who’d join a bowling league? The shirts and shoes alone would keep me from doing such a thing.”

      She walked over to the table and set the pound cake and coffee in front of Colleen before sitting down.

      “How’s business?” Colleen asked before taking a sip of her coffee. It was early summer in the Lowcountry. It wasn’t terribly hot yet, but she knew the humidity was coming.

      “It’s steady. I really can’t complain. How’s your business?”

      “We’ve got some big opportunities with some of the larger stores. Oh, and Tucker is licensing one of his inventions to a major brand.”

      “Wow, that all sounds so exciting, dear. I’m so happy for the both of you. So…”

      “So?”

      “When do you think he’ll pop the question?”

      Colleen shook her head. “I knew you were going to go there. You realize not everyone wants to get married, right?”

      “But you do.”

      “And how do you know that?”

      “You’re my granddaughter. I know everything about you.”

      Colleen forced herself not to laugh out loud given that she was keeping a huge secret. “This pound cake tastes different.”

      “Do you like it?”

      “Yes, it’s so good. Did you change the recipe?”

      SuAnn grinned like a Cheshire cat. “I changed it a few weeks ago, and then I applied for a contest with it.”

      “A contest? Like the local baking contest again?”

      She waved her hand and scoffed. “Oh Lord, no. Way bigger than that!”

      “What is it then?”

      “Have you heard of Sassy Southern Magazine?”

      “Definitely. I read it all the time while we’re on the road.”

      “I won their ‘best bakery’ award!” SuAnn said, beaming.

      “You did? That’s amazing, Grandma!” Colleen reached over and squeezed her hand. “I’m so proud of you.”

      “Thanks, hon. It’ll come out later this month, and I hope it brings a bunch of new people to the bakery.”

      “I’m sure it will,” Colleen said, taking her last bite of pound cake. “Well, I’d better go find Mom and Meg. Let’s have lunch soon?” she said before standing up.

      SuAnn stood. “Let’s do it. Maybe a girls’ day out.”

      “That would be wonderful. I love Tucker, but spending day and night with him alone for weeks on end… well, you know.”

      Her grandmother laughed. “Honey, men can only be a certain amount of interesting before they become a bit dull. That’s why we need girlfriends.”

      Colleen hugged her. “I’ve missed you. I’ll see you soon.”

      As she walked out of the bakery and toward the bookstore, Colleen felt so grateful to be home. Being surrounded by everyone who loved her was a gift she knew not everyone was given.
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      Dixie stared at the box sitting on the table. For the life of her, she couldn’t remember what she was supposed to do with it. Had she prepared it to be mailed, or was she supposed to open it?

      Things like this had been happening to her more and more lately. Even Harry had noticed it, and he rarely noticed anything. Within an instant, she remembered this was a new box of books that was delivered yesterday. Grateful her memory had kicked into gear, she started unpacking the new romance books.

      She tried to keep it hidden that her memory seemed to be failing her, but it was often hard when working around Julie, who seemed to notice everything. Julie fussed over her all the time, probably due to her Parkinson's diagnosis, and she appreciated that. But she didn't want to feel old and feeble.

      A couple of years ago, she’d seen her doctor about memory issues, and it had turned out to just be a sleep medication side effect. Once she’d stopped taking that medication, her memory issues had subsided. This time, though, she wasn’t taking any new medication.

      She decided that she wouldn't mention today's little memory hiccup. The next time she went to the doctor, maybe she would say something. As she got older, she found it harder and harder to go to the doctor.

      She remembered back in her younger years when she would bring up a concern, and the doctor would wave it away and tell her she was too young to worry about such things. At her age, nobody said that anymore.

      "Dixie?"

      She turned around to see Colleen standing in the doorway. Somehow lost in thought, she hadn't even heard the door chime.

      "Colleen? Oh my goodness! You sure are a sight for sore eyes!" She threw her arms around Colleen's neck and hugged her tightly. Julie's girls were just like her own grandchildren now, much to SuAnn’s dismay.

      "You look well. I'm so glad to see everybody in Seagrove again. Where’s Mom?"

      "Oh, she had some errands to run so she left a little early today. She might be back at the inn by now."

      Colleen looked over at the counter. "Do you mind if I grab one of those blueberry muffins? I've been craving them for months now."

      Dixie smiled. "Of course. Take all you want. I'm just going to take them home to Harry, and Lord knows he doesn't need any more fattening foods. He's put on a good twenty pounds since we got married."

      Colleen laughed. She unwrapped the blueberry muffin and popped a piece in her mouth. "So, how's everything been going?"

      "Pretty good. Business is a little slow, but you know the time of year makes a difference. Once summer is in full swing, you know we’ll be packed with people.”

      "How are you feeling?"

      "Spry as ever!" Dixie said, pasting a smile on her face. The truth was, age did things to the body. No matter how energetic and positive she was, her joints were getting older, and things were starting to tighten up a bit more than she'd like.

      "Glad to hear it. I guess I'll head on over to the inn soon. Although, I do need to go wake Tucker before he sleeps the day away."

      "Well, darlin’, it was good to see you. I hope you'll be staying around for a while?"

      Colleen walked toward the door, taking the last bite of the muffin before throwing the cellophane into the trashcan. "I hope so. We've got some big things coming, and I hope Mom will be happy to hear them."

      "I'm sure she will. Your mama always supports you girls."

      As she watched Colleen leave and walk down the sidewalk, she thought about how much she wished she had given birth to at least one daughter. Julie had become like a daughter to her, of course, but she would've loved to have had the opportunity to raise a strong woman.

      At least now she had a granddaughter, and she spent as much time as she could spoiling her rotten even though she was still just an infant. For a moment, Dixie had the terrifying thought that maybe she wouldn't remember her granddaughter one day. Maybe this was all leading somewhere that she didn't want to go. She pushed the thought aside and went back to unpacking the box, determined not to let negative thoughts get her down today.
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        * * *

      

      Heath stood in the middle of his new cottage and looked around. This was the most space he’d had had in three years. Even though he and Katherine had owned a nice home in the suburbs, traveling alone for so long meant that he was normally in hotel rooms and sometimes tents.

      He wasn't sure how he was going to fill this place up with stuff. He'd have some of his things from storage, but those were mostly personal items. When he’d sold the house three years ago, he had also sold pretty much all of the furniture, except for a couple of pieces that had sentimental value.

      One thing he had sold was the bed he shared with his late wife. It was a place where she had taken her final breaths, and he just couldn't bring himself to ever sleep in it again.

      So, in the months following her death, he had slept in the guest room until the house sold, and then had a big estate sale.

      He did keep their small kitchen table as it held memories of doing puzzles and playing games of Scrabble. She had always won. He’d insisted that she had cheated in some way, but how does a person cheat at spelling words?

      He was mostly looking forward to getting his own clothing, so he had more of a choice of what he wore than the few pieces he had right now.

      Grabbing a bag of potato chips he brought from the kitchen counter, he walked out onto the back deck. One of his favorite things about the property was that it overlooked the marsh, and it had a fantastic dock out back where he could fish. He hadn't fished in years.

      He stared out over the water, the grass sticking up and blowing in the breeze. It was getting later in the day, and he was looking forward to watching a beautiful sunset right from his own home. He wouldn't paint this one right now, but maybe at some point in the future.

      His phone vibrated in his pocket, and he looked down to see that Georgia was texting him. She was begging him for new pieces to put in her gallery. He hadn't sent her anything in several months, despite her repeated requests.

      After three years of nonstop painting and traveling, he found himself feeling a little burnt out. He wanted some time off, but he also didn't want to lose the momentum of his business, of course.

      Still, he couldn't do it right now. He was in the middle of a move, and he just needed a few days off. Sunsets were beautiful, but he often found that he didn't get to really look at them. He was so focused on getting the colors and the shadows right, but he didn't enjoy them like the people who probably looked at his paintings.

      He hadn't enjoyed much of anything since his wife died. At first, there was a level of guilt he felt anytime he found himself smiling or laughing at something funny he read on his phone.

      There came a time where he thought about dating again. He looked at those apps, and he swiped and swiped. In the end, there was just nobody that could measure up. Maybe there wasn't another woman out there for him. Maybe she had been the only love of his life, and if that was the case, he was okay with it. After all, some people never got even one true love.

      Heath considered himself to be lucky that he’d experienced that once in his life. At only forty-two years old, it was hard to imagine spending the rest of his life alone. Men needed companions more than women, he thought. Still, he wouldn’t settle for less than what he’d already had with Katherine. If he couldn’t have that kind of deep, abiding love again, he’d rather be alone.

      “Knock, knock!” He heard a woman’s voice at the front door. Having left the door open with the screen door closed to get a cross breeze, he could easily hear anyone approach.

      Heath turned and went back into the house, tossing the bag of chips on the coffee table as he did. He saw Julie and a man he could only assume was her husband.

      “Oh, hey there,” he said, smiling. Getting used to small town life was going to be interesting. Where he used to live, people didn’t show up unannounced at your door unless they were trying to sell you something.

      “Sorry to bother you, but we have to welcome new people to the island with some kind of treat. Hope you like banana bread?” Her warm smile was comforting. It reminded him of Katherine and the way that she was always able to make other people feel at ease. He missed her, but even more he missed having someone smile at him like that.

      “I love banana bread. Thank you,” he said, taking it from her hand.

      “Oh, this is my husband, Dawson,” she said, smiling up at him. He was a tall guy and had what most would describe as broad shoulders. Heath wasn’t quite as tall as him, so he also had to look up a bit.

      “Nice to meet you, Dawson,” he said, reaching out to shake his hand. “I’m Heath Dutton.”

      “Welcome to Seagrove,” Dawson said, smiling. “We can always use more men around here.”

      Heath laughed. It had been years since he’d had a group of male friends. Moving around all the time hadn’t lent itself well to making friends.

      “Would y’all like to come in? I mean, I don’t have any furniture inside just yet, but I do have a patio set out back.”

      “We don’t want to impose,” Julie said.

      He laughed. “Listen, I could use the company. I’ve been traveling alone for three years.”

      Her eyes widened. “Really? Well, then, I need to hear this story.”

      They followed him out back and sat down at the small table. “Wow, this is a great view. I’ve always loved that dock,” Dawson said, staring out over the water.

      “Yeah, it was the main reason I chose this place. Well, that and it was the only one available for rent,” Heath said, laughing.

      “Do you like to fish?”

      “I love it. I haven’t done in in years, though. Kind of weird because I’ve been traveling to beaches all over the world for three years, and I haven’t fished once.”

      “Three years? What do you do for a living?” Julie asked.

      “I’m an artist. I paint sunsets.”

      “Oh wow! What a unique job to have.”

      “I enjoy it a lot. Traveling for three years straight was exhausting, though.”

      “Why were you gone so long?”

      “Honey, the man just met us. Maybe he doesn’t want to tell us his life story right now,” Dawson said, putting his had on her knee.

      She looked at him apologetically. “I’m so sorry, Heath. I tend to ask a lot of questions. I don’t want to intrude.”

      He chuckled. “It’s fine. I’m an open book kind of guy. My wife passed away a little over three years ago. I needed a fresh start, I guess.”

      “I’m so sorry for your loss,” she said, sadness on her face. “What was her name?”

      “Katherine.” He held his emotions together, unwilling to burst into tears in front of his new neighbors. Grief was weird. It came in waves, and it didn’t RSVP. It just showed up like an unwelcome, uninvited guest at the most inopportune moments. Once, he remembered falling to pieces in the middle of a McDonald’s while he was eating French fries. The poor kids in the play area ran straight to their moms. Right now, he needed to change the subject. “So, Julie tells me that you run an inn?”

      Dawson nodded. "Yes, it's been in our family for generations. I also do woodworking."

      "I bet you get a lot of interesting people coming to the inn.”

      Julie laughed. "Actually, they're pretty normal. It's our own family and friends that are interesting most of the time."

      Heath smiled. "I miss having family and friends around me."

      "Do you have any family at all?” Julie asked.

      "Extended family. Aunts, cousins, that kind of thing. My parents died years ago. And I didn't have any siblings. Grief often changes how the people around you treat you, unfortunately.”

      "So no children?"

      He shook his head. "No. It was just never in the cards for me and my wife, and then she got sick."

      "I'm so sorry. I can't even imagine."

      "Have you two been married a long time?"

      "Not all that long," she said, looking over at Dawson and smiling. "I had my own checkered past. Divorced after twenty-one years with a husband who had a secret life. It’s the stuff novels are made of."

      Heath chuckled. "Sounds like it. Kids?"

      “Two grown daughters, a granddaughter, and we recently adopted our foster son. He is entering middle school soon."

      "Dylan? The one I met on the beach?"

      "That's him. He's a handful."

      "He seems like a good kid."

      "He's a great kid," Dawson said, pride painted on his face. There were times that he was so sad he hadn't had children of his own. Adoption would have been an interesting thought, but as soon as they got around to talking about it, his wife was sick.

      It made him upset that he hadn't gotten those moments with his own son or daughter, tossing the ball around in the yard or going to parent events at school. He’d had wonderful parents and had always assumed that he would be a dad one day. At his age, that was very unlikely now.

      "So, Julie, do you run the inn, too?”

      "I help with it, but I work at the bookstore. Actually, I'm part owner with my friend, Dixie."

      "A bookstore? I'll have to go there. I love to read."

      "My mother owns the bakery just down the street. Be sure to go by there and try some of her poundcake."

      He smiled. "Sounds like a very tight-knit town."

      "Seagrove is a family. We take it very seriously around here. When new people show up, we try to show love. I hope you will get plugged in, and find some new family here. That's what happened to me."

      "I hope you're right. I really need a new start. It has been hard."

      She nodded. "I can't say that I understand what it felt like to lose your spouse, but I can say that Seagrove is a great place to start over. My life has never been the same since the day I arrived here. I never knew that I could have such a big circle of family and friends. When I went through my divorce, I thought my life was over, but it turned out my life was just beginning."

      As much as he was still sad, and would always be sad, that he lost his wife, the idea of a new beginning was the only thing that held him together. The thought that he could start over and at least have friends in his life again kept him going. Seagrove was starting to seem like the most likely place that could happen, and for the first time, he felt hopeful about the future.
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        * * *

      

      Colleen pulled up in front of the inn, her palms sweaty. After going to the bakery and the bookstore, she went back home to wake Tucker so he didn’t sleep all day. Now, as she sat in front of her mother’s house, she wondered how she would tell her the news.
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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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