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      “It’s about time we got a female principal.”

      Heather Ramsey’s lips curved up at her friend’s exclamation. She’d known for weeks, but only now did her excitement show.

      “It’s not a done deal. I sign the contract tomorrow.”

      But Heather couldn’t contain herself. Enthusiasm flushed through her, and she broke into her best running man. Her arms flailed over her head as she picked up her knees, jerking them as high as she could. Her friends laughed and clapped as she took a bow.

      “But, yes, you’re looking at the next principal of Stadium High School.”

      “Do not pull out that move at the contract signing. Someone will think you’re convulsing.” Angela Laing, Esquire, touched her toes.

      Heather admired her friend’s new purple running shoes that coordinated with the gray-and-purple sport tank and pants. She picked a piece of lint off her faded T-shirt before tightening the drawstring on her husband’s old gym shorts. Her first splurge with her significantly larger paycheck would be some new running gear.

      Angela added, “Tell us all about your plans while we run.”

      “We can’t start yet.” The self-proclaimed leader of the running group, Stacey Friend, checked her watched and scanned the parking lot. “Rachel’s not here.”  

      Angela bent into a catcher’s squat and looked up at Heather. “What are you going to do when your best friend since kindergarten is late to work? This is why they pay you the big bucks.”

      Heather pushed her bangs off her forehead. The Texas heat in July was brutal, and they hadn’t even started running. Or maybe she’d been worried about this issue before Angela brought it up. She loved Rachel, and all the students adored the English teacher. But Rachel Sato was not known for her punctuality.

      “I’ll treat her like the rest of the teachers. Be on time or face the consequences. She’s usually on time for work, though. Give her a little leeway.”

      “If someone showed up late to the store this many times, I’d replace them,” Stacey said.

      With her fists balled on her hips and her chest pushed out, she resembled a superhero preparing for battle. Heather kept that observation to herself, as Stacey wouldn’t see the humor in the comparison.

      “If Rachel doesn’t show up in the next four minutes, I’m going to have to shorten this new running route. My coverage at the store lasts until lunchtime, but I need to check in early to see how Christine is doing.”

      “It was so nice of you to hire her,” Heather said, referring to their mutual childhood friend, Christine Olsen, who had recently moved back to Stadium from Dallas. “This is what she needs until she gets on her feet.”

      “I really don’t think it’s good to pop in on her with no warning,” Angela said. “We all know she has trust issues.”

      Stacey shrugged. “I do what I need to do. If I don’t watch out for my business, no one will. Speaking of which . . .” Stacey removed one of the two running watches from her arm and held it out to Heather. “Can you try this out and see what you think? The company rep told me it would be simple to use. It’s easy for me, but I want feedback from someone new to the brand.” She tapped the neon-blue watch that remained on her wrist. “Plus, I need to experiment with this one.”  

      As the owner of Friend’s Running, Stacey tested the clothes, gadgets, and shoes before selling or recommending them to customers. Heather considered it a perk to run with someone who got the newest gear, especially since she couldn’t afford it herself. Heather fastened the watch on her wrist and fidgeted with it while Stacey and Angela threw out ideas of where Rachel could be.

      “She stopped for coffee.”

      “She’s doing her taxes.”

      “She deep-cleaned her carpets.”

      “She’s paying the parking tickets she ignored so she doesn’t get arrested.”

      “Stop! Rachel will be here.” Heather’s shoulders tensed. She rushed to find another excuse to stop her friends from bickering. “Maybe she’s caught in traffic.”  

      Angela and Stacey exchanged a look before Stacey said, “We live in a one-stoplight town.”

      “More importantly, we’re making you nervous,” said Angela.

      Heather blurted out, “You are. Could you please stop?”

      “How are you going to be a principal if you don’t like a little teasing among friends?” asked Stacey. “Teenagers and their parents are going to be more vicious than this. Besides, our conversations never end in fights.”

      “Not true,” Heather exclaimed. “Travis Gilmore, tenth grade. You both got detention for fighting about Stacey’s homecoming corsage and didn’t talk to each other until Spring Fling.”  

      “That doesn’t count.”  

      “Why not?” 

      “You want to answer that one?” Angela asked Stacey, who scanned the cars in the parking lot.  

      “What?”  

      “Travis Gilmore?” 

      “Heather, give it a rest. Angela and I were sixteen. Nothing counts at sixteen.”  

      “I concur. You aren’t legally able to enter a binding contract until the age of eighteen, so anything before that is expunged from the record.” Angela wrapped her arms around Stacey and hugged her. “We never stopped speaking or arguing. It’s who we are.” 

      “Travis did that on purpose. Who buys a cactus for a corsage? Stupidest thing ever.” 

      Heather relaxed. “Technically, it was a succulent. He thought he was being sweet, since you could plant it after the dance.”  

      “Whatever.” Stacey threw her hands in the air when she saw Rachel, the fourth and final member of their running group, heading their way. “About time! You’re welcome to call if you’re going to be late. I know you have a phone.”  

      “We said nine-ish. It’s nine-ish.” Rachel tucked a few strands of her glossy black hair into her hot-pink ball cap. “I’m ready. What are we waiting for?” 

      “Stretch,” commanded Angela. “There will be no whining about pulled muscles because you ran cold.” 

      Rachel waved away the suggestion. “As the baby in the group⁠—”

      Angela interrupted, “By a month.”

      Rachel ignored Angela. “As the baby in the group, I’m still resilient and don’t need to stretch.”

      “Everyone needs to stretch,” Stacey said. “We have a class on it at the store. Maybe you need to try it.”

      “Or search for a video online. That works for me,” said Angela.

      Stacey’s right foot tapped the ground, signaling her impatience.

      Eager to keep the calm among her friends, Heather said, “Let’s get started. I need to prep to meet the school board.”

      Without waiting for a response, Heather took off at a slow jog down the sidewalk. It didn’t take long before her friends’ footfalls reached her ears and Stacey dashed past her, taking the lead as the group started its warmup. 

      Silence reigned for the first five minutes of their run. Heather didn’t remember who set the rule or why it existed, but they never talked at the beginning of their runs. She liked to think it was to let in the sounds of nature after being stuck inside working. Maybe it was a way to let go of the stress and tension from whatever drama found them. Or it could be they needed to save their breath. Whatever the reason, the four friends continued the time-honored tradition.  

      Like clockwork, as soon as Stacey’s watch beeped the five-minute mark, Rachel turned to Heather. “How’s the next principal of Stadium High School?”

      “She pulled out the running man earlier, so I’d say nine out of ten,” Stacey said as she jumped over a puddle.

      Rachel ran through the middle of the water, sending water splashing. Heather veered to the side before anything hit her, but the water splattered Angela’s legs.

      “If we needed anymore proof that Rachel is a baby, exhibit A,” said Angela, shaking off her legs. “How did you not see that puddle? My shoes and socks are soaked.”

      Heather ignored Angela’s complaints and answered Rachel’s question. “Excited! I narrowed down the list of changes I want to make.”

      Stacey nodded in approval. “You only have so much time. Focus on one or two.”

      “You think four’s too many? I’ve got plans for each of them.”

      “Tell us what you settled on,” Angela said as she moved as far from Rachel as she could. “We know you and what you’re capable of. If it’s too much, we’ll tell you.”

      “Promote mental health, add more non-sports-related clubs, allocate money for teacher room prep, and encourage technical certificates and associate degrees as much as a four-year college education.” She scrunched up her nose. “That sounds like a lot when I say it out loud. Too many?”

      “Yes!”

      “No!”

      “Maybe!”

      The disagreement worried her. If the people who loved her didn’t think she was on the right track, what would the school board say? The previous principal’s abrupt resignation had baffled the board, and Heather wasn’t their first pick as a replacement—more like the logical one. Her time as vice principal had taught her everything she needed to know, and she knew being in charge wasn’t her thing. But the opportunity had come at the right time. The bigger salary would come in handy to help with her daughter’s college tuition, and the principal could make some much-needed changes.

      “If you set goals like those, you will burn yourself out making them happen,” Angela said. “Plus, this town is all about sports. There are no sports opportunities at junior colleges and tech schools. Make the board and boosters happy. After you prove your abilities, then ramp it up.”

      Stacey waved away Angela’s concerns. “I say go for it. The school needs what you have to offer. Go big or go home!”

      Heather turned to Rachel. “What does ‘maybe’ mean?”

      “It’s a lot. Whittaker’s supporters will not make this easy for you. People are mad at the way he left. Doesn’t make sense. You’ve got teacher opposition, too—bumping you from vice principal to principal.” Rachel shot Heather a sympathetic smile. “But if anyone can do it, it’s you.”

      The group approached a hill, and Heather focused on her breath rather than the conversation. She inhaled through her nose, exhaling out her mouth as she leaned into the hill and shortened her stride. Running with her friends was something she could control. This new job? She didn’t know.

      By the time they made it to the summit, Heather gulped for air.

      “Don’t stop,” Stacey encouraged. “Keep going.”

      The women kept up the pace in silence, Stacey and Angela running slightly in front of Rachel and Heather. Heather frowned when she realized that was the way they lived their lives as well. Stacey and Angela attained financial and career success where she and Rachel struggled to make ends meet.

      After they’d caught their breath, Stacey called over her shoulder, “How are things with hubby?”

      “The usual. Complete disagreement. On anything. He wants me to work at the dry cleaner. I made it work before, but I don’t think I can keep it up this year,” Heather said breathily, jealous of her friend’s ability to carry on a conversation. She drew in a deep breath before she added, “Sleeping in the same room doesn’t help matters. As soon as Justine heads back to college and we get back to separate bedrooms, things should get better.”

      “You should tell Justine what’s going on with the two of you. She can handle it,” Angela said. “You underestimate her.”

      Heather rolled her shoulders back. She’d given up on the idea of “happily ever after” years ago, when it was more important to help their daughter deal with her depression and anxiety than it was to schedule date nights. Heather didn’t have the time or energy to be the perfect wife for Matthew. At the time, Heather had assumed that’s what parents did for their children, and things would sort themselves out when Justine got older. She hadn’t considered the long-term effect it would have on their marriage.

      But now wasn’t the time to worry about that. She had other things to focus on. Like her new job.

      “At least he’s still there. He could have bailed. A lot of men do,” said Rachel.

      Guilt washed over Heather when she thought of Rachel’s divorce. Heather said, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t complain.”

      “Just saying there is still something good coming out of the situation,” Rachel said.

      “He’s alive, too,” said Stacey. “I’ve adjusted to being a widow, but I’d hate for anyone else to join the club.”

      “Wow. This got dark all of a sudden,” Angela said. “Rather than adding my thoughts about being a single professional woman in her early fifties, living in a small town where there are no eligible men, has anyone seen any good movies lately?”

      The friends finished the five-mile run while debating the best and worst rom-coms of the year. Heather chimed in occasionally, but her ungratefulness weighed her down. Life hadn’t given her what she wanted, but she still had more than some people. By the time they got back to their cars, Heather promised herself she would no longer complain about Matthew to her friends. Her life was fine the way it was.

      Heather squirmed when Stacey headed toward her with a bright-pink gift bag stuffed with teal polka-dotted tissue paper.

      “I know we’re on for a celebratory drink at Lew’s after you sign your contract, but we got you something.” Stacey held out the bag. “It’s from the three of us.”

      Heather pasted a smile on her face, hoping to hide her discomfort. “You didn’t have to get me anything. You’re already loaning me clothes.”

      “Speaking of which, here’s the dress, shoes, and a handbag for your big day.” Angela held out a garment bag and a small tote. “You will feel better because you will look amazing. Not that you don’t always look good, but tomorrow is a big day.”

      Rachel’s eyes gleamed. “This is something you can keep in your office in case you forget who you are.”

      “Don’t give it away,” Stacey said as she elbowed Rachel.

      Heather peeked into the cheerful bag and forgot her embarrassment. Nestled in the tissue paper was a white resin chicken statue. Its oversized eyes bulged out from under the bright red comb on its head, and a large yellow name tag attached to its chest announced Mrs. Ramsey, Principal.

      “This is amazing! I can’t wait to put it on my desk!”

      “We thought you needed another addition to your collection,” Angela said. “This one doesn’t make noise, which is even better.”

      “Queenie will be offended.” The alpha hen in Heather’s flock was louder than most hens, but she ignored her friend’s comment. “Thank you all for this.”

      They exchanged a round of hugs, and Heather couldn’t keep the smile off her face on the drive home. She may not have everything she wanted, but she had her friends. That made all the difference in the world.
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      Heather danced into the house with the bags of borrowed clothes, shoes, and her new chicken. She had expected the clothes, but the surprise of the gift delighted her. The nameplate made it real—she would be the new principal of Stadium High School.

      With her hands full, Heather headed straight to the bedroom to put away the gifts. She was halfway down the hall when Matthew called out, “Can you come here? I want you to look at this past-due notice.”

      Heather closed her eyes and let out a sigh. A few more steps and she would have avoided an interrogation about why she had so many bags if all she had been doing was meeting her friends for a run.

      “I need to put some things away. Give me a minute.”

      Before she made it down the hall, Matthew poked his head through the doorway. His eyes widened and his eyebrows shot up.

      "How did you pay for all that? We maxed out the credit cards last month.”

      “The girls let me borrow an outfit from their closets. No shopping required." She took a step toward the hallway to their bedroom. "I need a shower. We ran five miles, and it was hot."

      "This won't take long." Matthew disappeared into the kitchen.

      She considered ignoring him. But Dr. Austen, their marriage counselor, had encouraged her to engage with Matthew when he reached out, which wasn’t often. Heather hated to waste the advice, especially since she couldn’t afford any more sessions. She stuffed down her irritation and followed her husband into the kitchen. A stack of papers on the table immediately caught her attention.

      Her husband grabbed one paper and held it out to her. Matthew asked, “Do you recognize this?”

      Heather put down her bags and took the paper. Before she could review it, Matthew asked, “Why aren’t you wearing the golf shirt with the dry cleaner’s logo tomorrow? It’s good advertising, and that’s what you wear to school with capris.”

      Heather stiffened. Dr. Austen had pointed out that clothing was more about function for Matthew than it was for her, which explained his question. But it grated on her nerves. Why should she justify why she wanted to look nice for her big day?

      “It makes me feel good. I’ll still wear the logo apparel during the school year.”

      She raised the paper to see what it was, but she caught Matthew zeroing in on the pink gift bag. Dropping her arms to her sides, she steeled herself for whatever came next.

      “What did the girls get you this time?” Matthew walked to the counter and pulled the chicken from the bag. His expression resembled the time she’d accidentally machine-washed his bowling shirt instead of sending it to the dry cleaners. His response was the same, too. “What the hell?”

      He read the words aloud before turning it toward her. The bold sans serif proclaiming Mrs. Ramsey, Principal made her smile again.

      “The girls gave it to me after our run. It's for my desk."

      "It’s unprofessional.” He placed the statue next to the bag and tissue paper. “And the contract isn’t signed yet.”

      Heather smoothed the tissue paper before sliding it into the bag. “I sign tomorrow. What difference does it make?”

      “Aren’t you the one who always says, 'Don’t count your chickens before they're hatched'?”

      “Some of the eggs hatched? How did that happen without a rooster?” Justine asked, bounding into the kitchen, her long brown hair flying everywhere. Her eyes lit up when she saw the statue, and she picked it up. “Another chicken for your collection! How sweet! The aunties got you this, didn’t they?”

      Matthew’s eyes flashed in irritation, but Heather smiled and hugged her daughter.

      “They did. They’re super excited for me to be the principal.”

      “So am I! Too bad you weren’t the principal when I was in school.” Justine put down the chicken and rubbed her hands together. “I’ve got some big news of my own to share. Ready to hear it?”

      Heather leaned back on the counter as she snuck a peek at Matthew. Justine’s announcements frequently caused turmoil, and Matthew’s furrowed forehead showed he was thinking the same thing.

      “What’s up?” Heather braced herself for whatever bombshell her daughter dropped.

      “I’m changing my major. Instead of secondary education, I’m switching to cybersecurity.”

      The kitchen fell silent, and Heather bit her lip. Everyone in the room knew change triggered Justine’s anxiety and depression. Therapy and medication kept her conditions in check, but the cost was huge. With their credit cards maxed, Heather wondered what would happen if this major flopped.

      She looked pointedly at Matthew, hoping he would shut it down. She didn’t want to be the bad guy.

      Instead, he smiled and said, “Better job security and pay. Can you work remotely?”

      “Yes! From almost anywhere. My friend rented a house in California for a month so he could surf before work. It’s an incredible setup. Better benefits than schools offer, too.” Her face flushed a little when she turned to Heather. “Sorry, Mom, but it’s the truth.”

      Heather couldn’t help herself. Someone had to say the obvious. “Have you considered how stressful that job would be? You’re in a good place right now. Why put your mental health at risk?”

      Matthew snorted. “And being a teacher isn’t stressful?” He turned his back on Heather and gave Justine a fist bump. “It’s a great idea. I’m glad you’re taking the initiative.”

      “It’s gonna take a little longer to finish school. My education credits don’t transfer, and there are a bunch of prerequisites.” She pulled a paper out of her back pocket and handed it to Matthew. As he glanced down at the paper, his eyes bulged and the artery in his neck throbbed. Justine didn’t seem to notice, and she continued her explanation. “It’ll add two, maybe three more years to my school. But I can do work-study or get an internship so I can help pay the extra tuition.”

      “No,” Matthew snapped. He cleared his throat and said in a calmer tone, “Your mom and I said we would pay for your undergraduate degree.”

      Heather snagged the paper from Matthew. She swallowed hard when she added up the additional tuition, then double-checked to be sure $42,000 was the right number. Even with her new position, they’d need to take out a loan. She didn’t know if they’d be approved in their current situation. And whether anyone believed her, Heather knew there would be increased medical expenses for her daughter’s mental health.

      “Have you talked to your therapist?”

      Justine crammed her hands into her pockets. “She said I need to take control of my life. As long as I take my meds and stay consistent with therapy and self-care, she doesn’t see a problem.”

      Heather wished there were other therapists who took their insurance, but the school district’s medical plan left a lot to be desired. Rather than press the point, she shoved down the worry and concern that made her want to argue and forced a smile on her face. Even if this went poorly, there was nothing she could do to convince Justine or Matthew it was a bad idea.

      “Okay, then. Congratulations!”

      Her daughter’s shoulders relaxed, and Heather knew she’d said the right thing, even if she’d regret it later.

      Justine regaled them with more details for the next few minutes before heading up to her bedroom.

      When Heather was sure Justine was out of earshot, she turned to Matthew. “Where are we supposed to get the money for that?”

      “I don’t know. What did you want me to do? Burst her bubble?” He reached for the paperwork and pushed it her way again. “Can you look at this bill now?”

      Irritation overcame her, and she grabbed the bags of clothes, no longer feeling the joy they’d given her a few minutes ago. “No. I’ll look later,” Heather said, and stomped off to the bedroom.
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      The sanctuary of the bedroom soothed Heather, and her shoulders relaxed. She walked to the closet and put away the clothes her friends had lent her. Heather admired Angela’s gray dress, stroking the smooth linen with her hand, and encountered a lump in the pocket. She smiled. She knew what she would find before she reached in and pulled out a familiar ivory envelope with Angela’s monogram.

      Heather walked to the bedroom door and closed it before returning to the bed. She sat down and opened the envelope. A folded note written on matching stationery and several $100 bills fell into her lap. Heather’s cheeks warmed as she picked up Angela’s note.

      
      
        
        Heather,

        
        I know you hate this, but I can tell money is tight again. Use the cash however you see fit. It is college tuition time! ;)

        Don’t even think about paying me back. You’re the most amazing friend anyone could ask for, and Justine is the daughter I always wanted. I want to help, so let me.

        The girls and I can’t wait to celebrate with Principal Ramsey at Lew’s tomorrow! You got this!

         

        Love,

        Ange

      

      

      
      She clutched the note and cash to her chest, thankful for Justine’s guardian angel. Heather could stretch a dollar, but without Angela’s generosity, she would have maxed out the credit cards years ago to help Justine. Heather pulled out her nightstand drawer and removed a copy of Homer’s Odyssey. She flipped open the book and tucked the money in the middle pages, where no one would think to look for it. She slipped the book back in the drawer.

      Then she let herself cry.

      The guilt of hiding money got stronger every time she did it. Early on, she’d told Matthew about the gifts, but the conversations ended in the same argument.

      “Why would someone give their friend money?” Matthew always asked. “It’s like she’s bribing you or something.”

      So, she'd stopped telling him. She only used the gifts on Justine, and Heather never asked her friend for money. But it always arrived when a doctor’s bill or tuition statement showed up.

      She wiped her eyes, then stood up and peeled off her faded T-shirt. As she headed to the bathroom, her cell phone rang. She checked caller ID, hoping Justine wasn’t already having a panic attack over her change of major. Instead, Heather’s heart sank at the sight of her mother’s name. RUTH. She held her finger over the green answer button, noticing how her finger shook. If she didn’t answer now, her mother would keep calling. She tapped the answer button and mustered as much cheerfulness as possible.

      “Hi, Mom. How are you?”

      “Fine. I’ve only got a minute before I meet Marge for pickleball. Good luck at your meeting tomorrow. Not that you need it. But this is exciting. If only your dad were alive to see this.”

      Heather heard her mother’s pickleball bag clatter to the floor. 

      “And he would be delighted to know his granddaughter is following in his footsteps.” 

      Heather started to mention Justine’s change of major but stopped. Knowing her mother, she would blame Heather for Justine’s change of heart. She couldn’t take any more drama today. Plus, Marge waited for no one when it came to pickleball, and Heather knew better than to disrupt her schedule. 

      “Yes, he would.” That much was true. Her father would have enjoyed having three generations of teachers in the family. “I don’t want to hold you up, Mom. I just got home from a run with the girls, and I need to shower. Matthew wants me to look at some bills, too.”

      As soon as the words were out of her mouth, Heather knew she said the wrong thing.

      “More bills? Now what do you owe?”

      “I don’t know. Before he told me, Justine showed up and dropped her—” Heather cringed. If she wanted a shower soon, she should not tell her mother about Justine’s new degree plan. She rushed into the first excuse that came to mind. “Dropped her purse. Did you know she had fourteen tubes of lipstick and lip gloss?”

      “At least she tries. Maybe you could borrow some lipstick for your meeting tomorrow.”

      The distraction worked better than Heather planned, but she didn’t like the new topic any more than the one she was avoiding.

      “My tinted lip balm is great. It’s dual-purpose. Saves space.” 

      Ruth snorted. “It’s times like this when I feel I’ve failed as a mother. At least my granddaughter knows the importance of a strong lip, although she is old enough now to have a signature one.”

      Heather rubbed her face with her free hand, glad her mother couldn’t see. Ruth had swatted Heather’s hands more times than she could count growing up, but she ignored those lessons these days.

      “At least tell me you’re using the facial cleansing foam I mailed. You know not all soap is created equal.”

      Now that her mother was back in familiar territory, Heather headed off the conversation. 

      “Okay, Mom, I’m going to shower. I’ll let you know when the contract has been signed.”

      “Wait. I had another question.”

      Her mother’s questions could go on for days if she let them, but she played along.

      “What’s that?”

      “When does Justine’s student teaching start?”

      Heather pulled at a thread hanging from the strap of her sagging sports bra. She didn’t want to lie to her mother. But Justine could change her mind again. Nothing was ever set in stone for Justine. Heather might as well wait to make sure the change stuck before causing a ruckus with her mother.

      “Second semester of her senior year.”

      “I knew it. Marge said it was first semester, but she doesn’t know what she’s talking about.” Heather thought she was off the hook until her mother continued, “But Marge’s knees are shot, and that’s because she ran into her fifties. You’re too old to be doing such a strenuous activity, dear. You only get one set of joints, and you shouldn’t waste your health doing something that is going to harm you in the long run. Now, if you want to do something healthy and fun, pickleball is the thing. Great cardiovascular exercise, good for your coordination, easy on the joints, and a wonderful social event. If you’d do that, you’d meet so many more people that you wouldn’t have to hang onto your friends from high school.” 

      “I like my friends.” My friends are supportive. She thought of the cash in her nightstand. My friends might be the only people who get me.

      Her mother’s long sigh drained the rest of Heather’s energy, and Heather slid down the cabinet as her mother continued.

      “Well, I wanted to say I hope it all goes well tomorrow. It’s about time. If you’d done what we told you to do, then you would have been principal years ago.” 

      And she would have been a miserable person because, instead of working with the students she adored, she would have been dealing with the drudgery of administrative tasks. But that wasn’t what her mother wanted to hear.

      “That changes tomorrow, Mom. Do you have anything else, or was that it?’

      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Want more?
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Carole Wolfe
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Carole Wolfe


    


  



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.



OEBPS/images/image-3020310-turn-around_v4a.jpg
A Women's Friendship Fiction Novel

<
RUNNING
WITH

FRIENDS
BOOK 1

CAROLE WOLFE






