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      Armando

      A knock on the office door interrupts my vicious game of computer solitaire.

      “Yeah?”

      My brother Miguel pokes his head into the office.

      “Did you place the order? We need that delivery before the u-pick blueberry season starts. We found several more damaged buckets in the shed.”

      “Yes, I did it a few hours ago. Delivery is expected by the end of the month.”

      My brother nods at me, then cranes his neck to look at my computer screen.

      “Then why are you still here on a Friday evening? Is, is that solitaire?”

      I shut my monitor off with an impatient grunt.

      “Just chilling.”

      “Brother, go chill at home. Playing solitaire at work on a Friday night is kind of pathetic, don’t you think?”

      “You’re here.”

      “I just finished my last task for the week and I’m leaving now. Come on, so are you.”

      I roll my eyes, but grab my backpack and follow him out. Our brother and sister left for the day already, so we lock up the farm’s office. All four of us live on the farm. We brothers are in the main farmhouse where we all grew up. My sister Alondra lives in a small cabin facing Ravenhart Mountain.

      American Jackal Farms is nestled in the foothills of Ravenhart Mountain, on the outer western edge of Corvid Valley. Our parents, and my father’s sisters, started the farm when they immigrated here in their early 20s. They are a part of California history, as the first out coyote shifters to immigrate to America. Now the four of us run it. It’s tough work, but I love it. Especially the u-pick part of our business.

      We hop into one of our electric golf carts, and Miguel drives us back to the house.

      “Tomorrow you’re taking care of that Duskwood Winery order, right?” he asks.

      “Yup.” I say as I look down at my phone. “Damn, it’s already 7:30? I need to eat and shower before Carmen calls.”

      My college-aged daughter is studying in Germany, where her mother lives, so scheduling our calls is tricky. I definitely do not want to miss connecting with her this week.

      “How’s she doing over there?”

      “She loves it, but said she plans to move back to California once she graduates.”

      “I miss having her around. I miss having a kid on the farm.”

      I can’t help but laugh.

      “Your niece is 21 now.”

      Miguel groans and gives me an obnoxious smile.

      “Lord, you’re old, Armando.”

      I respond with a shove, then shift into my coyote form, hopping off the cart and running to the farmhouse before he can retaliate.

      Upstairs, back in my human form, I take the fastest shower known to man and heat a frozen dinner before settling into my bedroom. As the oldest, I got first dibs on my parents' old bedroom when they passed years ago. And I took it. Situated on the second floor, it faces Ravenhart Mountain and the foothills. I can watch the sunset from the balcony every evening if I choose to. It’s my sanctuary.

      An exhausted Carmen video calls me at 8:30 pm on the dot.

      “Good morning, kiddo. I wasn’t sure if you’d be able to pull this off.”

      My daughter stretches and yawns on the video screen.

      “I’m growing up, Papa. And my cohort is traveling to Berlin today for an assignment, so it wasn’t like I could sleep-in, anyway.”

      She catches me up about her week’s activities, but before we have to end the call, she changes the subject.

      “So, Papa, have you thought about what I mentioned last week? Getting back out there? Checking out the ladies?” she says with a grin.

      I laugh and shake my head.

      “Carmy, I’m too old for dating.”

      “You’re 48, Papa, not dead!”

      “Look at this mop of gray on top of my head. What woman would want that on her arm?”

      Carmen sighs with annoyance.

      “You are a good looking older man. And, I'm going to vomit admitting this to you but, in the name of you getting out there I will, my friends here call you a PILF.”

      “Um. What?”

      My daughter sighs with a pained expression on her face.

      “A PILF. A Papa I’d Like to Fuck.”

      I choke on the piece of chicken I am chewing as I burst into laughter.

      “Well, that’s new.”

      “OK, well, Papa, I’m going to go die now. So, in honor of my life, please get on a dating app.”

      “Maybe.”

      “Well, then at least take a vacation. You work so much. And coming to visit me in August doesn’t count. You should go somewhere relaxing and tropical or something.”

      I laugh. I’ve always worn the Dad Pants with Carmen, but as she’s gotten older, she has started to mother me a bit.

      Before I have time to respond, she sits up with a start.

      “Oh, crap, it’s later than I thought. Sorry, I have to run and get ready. Please think about what I said. I want you to be happy and have a fun life, Papa. I love you!”

      “Love you. Send me pics of Berlin.”

      I sit back in my chair and look out at the stars. A vacation would be nice.
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        * * *

      

      After lunch on Saturday, I take my truck to Duskwood Winery with their fruits and vegetables order for the week. As I head down their long driveway, I see they have their wedding tent set up near the start of the vineyards. I have never attended a wedding here before, but what a gorgeous setting to be married in.

      Even though I divorced Carmen’s mother over a decade ago, I am still a romantic at heart. I just don’t date. I didn’t date while raising Carmen as a single dad on the farm, because being her only parent on the continent, and running the farm, was enough work already.

      And now? I just feel like an old fuddy duddy.

      The winery’s chef reviews the boxes that I walk in and signs off on the paperwork. The kitchen is bustling with the wedding they're hosting this evening. I see one of Black Bear Bakery’s wedding cake creations in the room's corner. That place hits it out of the park every time.

      The mid-April sun is warm on my face as I walk back to my old beat-up truck. I didn’t bother locking it, so I fling the driver’s side open and jump back with a start.

      A scared-looking blond woman in a fluffy wedding gown is hiding from sight in my passenger seat.

    



OEBPS/images/breaker.jpg
©





OEBPS/images/header-final.jpg





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
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.



