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      Angela shuffled her feet. She hated running at the back of the pack, but every stride sent pains shooting up her back. Pushing an errant piece of blonde hair off her sweaty forehead, Angela admitted her mistake. If she had taken a break to let her injury heal, she’d be leading the running group as usual.

      But Angela Laing, Esquire, did not take rest days or sick days. She refused to let anyone—friend, coworker, or client—know how she really felt. Angela powered through and played hurt. That was the only way to make it through life—her life, at least. 

      “I can’t believe I’m beating you,” Rachel Sato shouted over her shoulder, her black ponytail swishing back and forth. “This is becoming a habit.”

      Angela recognized the friendly jab with a nod, but all that did was send another lock of hair into her line of sight. The chaos of the last few weeks had her so off-kilter that she had forgotten to tie it back. Angela poked the strand behind her ear and wracked her brain for something to distract her from the drudgery of the Sunday run.

      She called up the memory of Oliver and Molly’s smiling faces, and her pain dulled. Angela wasn’t supposed to have favorites as a Court-Appointed Special Advocates volunteer, but the siblings stood out. Most seventeen-year-old boys teased and tormented their twelve-year-old sisters, but Oliver’s love and protectiveness for Molly tugged at Angela’s heartstrings.

      That’s what made it even more important to figure out a way for them to stay together after Oliver’s eighteenth birthday. Angela made a mental note to ask Devin, the associate assigned to her, for an update on Oliver's grant and aid applications. If she could keep the siblings together, the rest of her life would work itself out.

      She hoped.

      “If you had listened to me, this wouldn’t have happened. Do not skip stretching. Bad idea.”

      Stacey Friend’s voice pulled Angela back to the present and back to her pain. The owner of Friends’ Running, the only running store in the women’s hometown of Stadium, Texas, would not let Angela forget her mistake.

      Angela scowled. Her friend meant well, but right now she wanted to finish the run, not get lectured on which rollers and stretching tools were the best for women runners over fifty.

      The phone strapped to her arm buzzed, but Angela ignored it. She didn’t have the energy to find out who it was. A few strides later, she huffed out a breath, knowing she wasn’t too tired to answer. She trembled at the realization that she was lying to herself, too scared to see if it was Nicole once again threatening to upend her life.

      The irony of the situation wasn’t lost on her. She often counseled her clients not to give people a reason to manipulate them.

      Forcing her thoughts away from her struggles, Angela focused on the women running in front of her. Along with Rachel and Stacey, Shannon Parker and Heather Ramsey completed the Runarounds. These were her friends, along with Christine Olsen, who refused to join the runs even if her life depended on it.

      Angela loved them, and she knew they loved her. But she wondered what would happen to their friendship if they discovered her secret.

      Before she could go down that rabbit trail, Angela saw the end of the route. Relief poured out of her like sweat. She stumbled into the parking lot to see the rest of the group sipping water.

      Shannon, looking as fresh as when they had started the run, held out a bottle, along with a small foil packet. “Not sure the last time you took some, but you look like you could use a painkiller. I’ve got a massage appointment later today if you want it. It might do you more good than me.” 

      “Can’t,” said Angela, taking the items. She washed down the pills with water. “I’m due in the office today. Got a lot going on.” 

      Shannon pressed her lips together. The newest member of their running group added a fresh perspective to the Runarounds. The high school principal routinely questioned things. Logic and reason trumped sentimentality, something Angela appreciated most days.

      “It’s Sunday. What do you have that can’t wait until tomorrow?” 

      Her appreciation for Shannon’s bluntness waned. “Billable hours.” Angela pulled her car key from her pocket and waved to the group. “Gotta go. I’ll see you next week.”

      “Hold up,” Rachel called out.

      Angela braced herself for more questions. “Yes?”

      “Unless someone peed in your cornflakes, something else is wrong. You of all people don’t lose. It’s your thing.”

      Angela grimaced. “That’s disgusting, even for you. And everyone gets upset sometimes. Even attorneys.” She looked to Stacey for support, but her friend was taking her pulse. Angela turned to Heather. “What say you?”

      Heather scrunched up her face. “That you shouldn’t talk in Old English and that you’ve been acting weird lately. Mysterious texts. Leaving runs early. This back injury. And we all know you work to hide from things. What are you not telling us?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Angela said, struggling to keep her voice calm. Any wavering would give her away. “Things are busy at work. I’ve got my usual cases, plus the firm’s representing the attorney general candidate. Election years make extra work for everyone.”

      Stacey dropped her hand from her neck. “Twenty-seven BPM drop. Excellent!”

      “How come my heart rate doesn’t do that? I run as fast as you do,” said Rachel.

      “You don’t run as often as she does,” Angela said, happy for the distraction. “Stacey is out four times a week and strength-training twice a week. Raising a pencil doesn’t count.”

      Rachel scowled. “I run twice a week and do yoga on my app. Not everything has to be done in your sight.”

      “No need to get testy. I’m just stating the obvious.”

      “And picking a fight,” Heather said. “Something else you do when you don’t want to talk.”

      Angela froze. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Yes, you do,” said Stacey. “Spill it.”

      “Apologize to me first, then spill,” added Rachel.

      Shannon remained silent but nodded her agreement.

      Angela's nerves tingled at her friends’ cross-examination. She couldn't come clean. She wasn't ready and might never be. But if she didn’t want to make things worse, she needed to tell them something.

      “You’re right. All of you.” Angela sipped some water. “The law school reunion is in September in Austin. You know how much I hate things like that. Reminiscing about the past gets old. Fast.”

      Rachel let out a catcall. “Wait! Is Gregory going? Now’s your chance to show him what he missed out on.”

      Angela's stomach tied into knots. She had never told her friends the details of the breakup or how it still hurt to hear his name. “You mean a grumpy fifty-something who can’t even finish a five-mile run without hobbling?”

      “An old flame, I take it?” Shannon said, raising her eyebrows in what Angela assumed was confusion.

      “Angela dated Gregory Ferguson during law school. We thought wedding bells were a foregone conclusion, but things ended. Abruptly.” Heather grabbed her foot to stretch her quad. “Isn’t he running for office?”

      “And he’s divorced,” said Rachel, pointing at Angela. “That means he’s available.”

      “I am aware of what that means.”

      Angela followed Heather’s lead. She crouched into a squat stretch and kept her gaze on the ground. It was easier to explain her law firm’s political involvement if she didn’t have to look at anyone.

      “But, if you recall, my firm is supporting Gregory’s opponent in the election. No personal involvement allowed.”

      Rachel stepped into a runner’s lunge. “Bummer. Sounds like a no-dating-your-coworker policy.”

      “I’d recommend not marrying a coworker either,” Shannon added. “It’s messy, even after it ends.”

      The group fell silent while everyone stretched. Angela hated that she was the reason the conversation had stalled and everyone was uncomfortable. As much as she didn’t want to talk about herself, the group needed a diversion.

      She relaxed her jaw and said, “I’m up for the Pro Bono Impact Award, and I’m nervous.”

      “Aha! Now we’re getting somewhere,” Stacey said. “Tell us more.”

      The women nodded in agreement.

      Angela relaxed when the group’s mood brightened.

      “It’s not that big of a deal. The law school recognizes someone every year. It's for my work at the Mulligan Foster Care Center,” Angela explained. “The family law professor recommended me. She thought this would give the foster care system more positive exposure.”

      “It needs all the help it can get,” said Heather. “I remember reading somewhere that around forty percent of foster children become homeless adults by the time they are twenty-six."

      Rachel grabbed her leg for a hamstring stretch. “About twenty percent of foster kids meet the criteria for PTSD. That’s what they said at our last teacher in-service training.”

      “That’s right,” Shannon said. “The foster kids have little support and nowhere to turn when they graduate from high school. My last district partnered with a community organization. We assigned mentors to the students in the foster program to help them write their résumés, practice interview skills, and find job interview attire. I don’t have access to the records, but if memory serves, the students who took part had a much higher chance of finding jobs and stable housing than those who didn’t."

      “Exactly!” Angela exclaimed. “That’s why it’s so important to me—to make a difference, not so I can get another certificate for my wall.”

      “Hold up,” Stacey said. “You’ve been Ms. Cranky Pants because you might get an award for your passion project? Do you hear yourself?”

      “When you put it that way, yes, I see how it is messed up. But if I go to the reunion, I miss at least a day of work.”

      Rachel mimicked a baby crying. “Boohoo. At least you have paid time off.” She glanced at Shannon over her shoulder. “My PTO barely covers the dentist, the doctor, and the mammogram. Don’t get me started about the days my car won’t start.”

      “Not to state the obvious, but if you scheduled your personal appointments over the summer, you’d have time for the unexpected,” Shannon said.

      Heather’s shoulders tensed, and Angela swallowed a pang of guilt. Her distraction had worked too well. She'd triggered Heather’s aversion to confrontation. Angela knew what to say to ease the tension, although she didn’t have to follow through. "Maybe I should put on my big-girl panties and go to the reunion. It's not that big of a deal anyway.”

      “What if someone—and by someone I mean Gregory—asks you out for a drink?” Rachel asked, tapping her finger on her chin and nodding. “Which means, theoretically, you should pack a date-worthy outfit. And nice underwear. In case things get serious.”

      Stacey nodded. “She has a point. But seriously, Angela, you can’t run around your past. Sooner or later, you have to face it.”

      Angela's chest tightened, the emotional scar from the past making its presence known. She forced her body to remain still, afraid she would give herself away. When she was sure she could talk without her voice wavering, Angela said jokingly, “This is why I didn’t bother to share my concerns. It turns into The Dating Game faster than you can say . . . well, The Dating Game.”

      The women laughed, which was what Angela wanted. She studied the group as they finished stretching. She loved and trusted these women. So why didn’t she tell them the real reason she didn’t want to go to the reunion?
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      “Don’t shoot the messenger,” Heather said when she cornered Angela after the rest of the Runarounds had gone. “That’s what you always say, right?”

      Angela's chest tightened, and she swallowed her guilt. Between Stacey and Heather’s scrutiny, she didn’t know how much more she could take. “That’s the problem with being friends for so long. Y’all can get just about anything out of me.”

      “I’m so glad you said that, because I have a couple of big asks.”

      “If this has anything to do with those chickens⁠—”

      Heather held up her hands. “It's not the chickens. Justine needs some encouragement from her auntie. She’s feeling a little insecure.”

      The tension in Angela’s chest released. She’d do anything for her honorary niece. “You don’t even have to ask. Whatever she needs, if I can do it and it’s legal, I’m in. Same for you.”

      “I figured as much, but Justine wanted me to check with you before she called. Her summer internship is going well, but her boss assigned her a project about the legal implications of artificial intelligence and cybersecurity. From what she explained, the company is asking the interns to gather information on the topic. Justine thinks it’s a chance for her to distinguish herself. Whoever prepares the best report has a better chance of getting a full-time position after graduation.”

      “She still has two years before she graduates.”

      “Probably three.”

      “AI is changing all the time. The research she does now might not even be relevant next month, let alone in three years,” Angela said. “Is that what she’s worried about?”

      “No. Her supervisor said not to worry about the timeframe. If she does a good job now, she’ll probably get another internship next summer. That would make it much easier to get a job when she finally graduates.”

      Angela cocked her head. “So, what does she need from me?”

      “Someone to check her research from a legal perspective. She’s got the technical side of things under control, but she isn’t well versed in legalese—something you do well.”

      “I’m going to take that as a compliment. Tell her to call me.”

      Angela checked her watch. Plenty of time to get home and shower before heading into the office to prep for the week.

      She glanced up and saw Heather staring at her. “Something else on your mind?”

      “Since you’re so good at legalese, can you help me with some documents the bank sent over? I took the incorporation documents you put together for Ramsey College Prep Services.” Heather chewed on her lip. “The banker had a bunch of questions I tried to answer, but I must have done an awful job explaining it, because she sent a long list of follow-up questions.”

      Angela held back a sigh. Heather had taken a massive leap of faith when she left her position as vice principal with Stadium High School to start her own business. Even though she was more than qualified, Angela could see that Heather still doubted herself.

      “Forward what you have, and I’ll see what I can do.”

      “Thank you. Matthew read through them already. He thinks the banker is messing with me, but he’d feel more comfortable with another set of eyes on things.”

      “Now that we have that settled, I’m heading home.” Angela turned to give Heather a hug, but her friend stepped back.

      “One more small thing,” Heather said.

      Angela rested her hands on her hips. “I knew it. You need help with the chickens, don’t you?”

      Heather put her palms together as if in prayer and gave Angela a sad-puppy-dog look. “It’s only for the semester. The agriculture building at the school is being painted, and the girls can’t handle the fumes. It would hurt their lungs.”

      “By law, the school uses non-VOC paints. Queenie’s pulmonary system will be fine.”

      Angela turned to her car. She loved her friend, but Heather’s obsession with her brood of laying hens was another matter entirely. Sure, the eggs tasted great, but so did the ones Angela bought at the Wednesday-night farmers’ market in Glen Valley.

      “Shannon said that the district doesn’t use special paints for the outbuildings. Since the students don’t use them full time, the district can substitute cheaper paints and materials. It’s the only way to keep up the maintenance with the budget cuts.”

      Angela refrained from kicking the rock next to her car. It never ceased to amaze her the way the district endangered students’ lives for a dollar. It wasn’t just children. Rachel and Shannon faced chemical exposure too. And for what? To save a couple hundred dollars that the football team would most likely spend without blinking an eye?

      Which reminded her: “Have they replaced Brian yet?”

      “No. Matthew heard through the Gossip Brigade that the board is thinking about bringing Mr. Whittaker back, since he really did nothing wrong except fall for Brian’s threats.”

      While it didn’t surprise Angela that the locals were blabbering on about all things football, this caught her attention. “Why didn’t Shannon say anything on the run today?”

      “She may not have heard yet. Gossip is faster than email, remember?” Heather stepped closer to Angela. “How about it? Can I bring the chickens to your house? Your yard is big enough. The HOA allows them.”

      Angela crossed her arms. “And how would you know that?”

      Heather wore the same expression her daughter, Justine, had when she admitted to “borrowing” Angela's favorite pair of Jimmy Choo wedges for a date without asking.

      Heather said, “I called Dot. She checked the regulations for me.”

      That Heather would reach out to the real estate agent who had caused such chaos in Heather’s life last year softened Angela up.

      “Where are the chickens supposed to stay? My guest room is out. That’s a firm line.”

      “Matthew ordered a new coop. It’s not as big or as nice as the one my dad made, but it’s arriving tomorrow.” She scrunched up her nose. “We're having it delivered to your house.”

      Angela raised her eyebrows. “And if I’d said no? What were you going to do then?”

      “Wing it! Get it? 'Wing it'?” Heather enveloped her in a hug. “Thank you. I knew you were my best option.”

      “I’m your only option.” Angela stepped back and noticed how happy her friend looked. “Do you think the chickens will make me as stress free as you are?”

      Heather laughed. “No. That will never happen.”

      Angela got the details of the delivery for the next day, then waved goodbye to her friend. She watched Heather drive away and headed to her car. Her phone buzzed, and Angela frowned at Bridges and Associates’ main number on caller ID. She considered letting it go to voicemail, but if someone was calling from her office on a Sunday, something was up.

      “Angela Laing,” she said, hoping the background noise of the park didn’t carry on the phone.

      “It’s Bart Wilkinson. The election board found an issue with Howard’s registration documents. I need your help.”

      Angela looked up at the sky and bit back a retort that Howard Graves wasn’t her client. Not only that, but she also thought Graves would make a horrible attorney general. She kept her voice steady, keeping her irritation at Bart’s request to herself. “I’ll be there at noon. Shall I meet you in your office or the conference room?”

      “It’s gotta be now. My wife got us tickets to the ballet this afternoon, and she’ll skin me alive if I’m late.”

      She glanced down at her sweaty running attire and ran a hand through her messy hair. A shower would have to wait. That was the price she paid for being good at what she did.

      At least helping Bart would keep her mind off the reunion and Gregory.
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      On Monday morning, Angela pinched the bridge of her nose, hoping to relieve the pounding in her head. She loved helping her friends, but sometimes it bit her in the butt.

      Not only had Heather confused the bank with her answers, but she had also given them the wrong documents. It was nothing Angela couldn’t resolve, but she wondered how Heather and Matthew survived as business owners. Details mattered.

      In their daughter Justine’s case, she needed to learn the fine art of writing persuasive documents that didn’t make people defensive. Angela could fix this, too, but it would take more time than she'd allotted today.

      The source of her headache was her CASA assignment. Her weekly video call with Oliver had made her uncomfortable. Oliver’s excitement about getting custody of his sister was premature. Too many things could happen, but the boy couldn't be deterred.

      “Ms. Laing, Molly can’t wait to come live with me. She picked this for her bed.” Oliver shared a picture of a pink bedspread covered in butterflies. A huge chenille butterfly pillow sat propped up at the top edge. He turned the camera back on himself, his curly black hair trimmed close to his head. “I have to save my money for rent and utilities, but as soon as I can afford it, she’s gettin’ it.”

      Not wanting to worry him, Angela chose her words carefully. “She’ll love it, Oliver, but remember, this isn’t a done deal. We’ve got paperwork to complete. You need to keep up your grades while you’re working. We’re still looking for affordable housing for you. Plus, the judge has to sign off on it. Lots of things can happen between now and when you turn eighteen.”

      “I trust you,” said the boy, his smile as bright as the sun. “If anyone can keep Molly and me together, it’s you.”

      The memory of the call spurred her into action. She took a sip of coffee and opened Oliver and Molly’s files. She had them memorized forward and backward, but Angela couldn’t afford to miss anything. Oliver needed her, and she would not let him down.

      An hour later, a knock broke her concentration. She squeezed her eyes closed and took a deep breath. Being interrupted was part of the workday. But she was so close to coming up with some good options for Oliver. She could feel it. The knock sounded again. Reluctantly, she closed the file and called out, “Come in.” 

      Devin Bridges poked his head around the door. “Ms. Laing, I’ve got a case I need your help with.” 

      She waved him in. The associate needed her attention on every case. Angela wasn’t sure if it was because the cases were complicated or because Devin did not know what he was doing. Either way, she felt like a babysitter. And not getting paid enough.

      “What do you have?” she asked. 

      Devin slid into a chair, and Angela winced. Office etiquette dictated that an associate ask to be seated. Whether Devin didn’t know the protocol or ignored it because his father was the managing partner, Angela wasn't sure. Based on the furrow between his eyebrows, she didn’t have time to find out.

      “I got off the phone with Mr. Black. He’s not happy with us.” Devin tapped on his cell phone, and Angela’s computer dinged. “I sent you the file.” 

      She pulled it up on her computer. While it was nice to have someone technologically savvy on her side, Angela preferred her paper versions. But progress was progress. She skimmed the contents and swore. “He is his own worst enemy.” 

      “I tried to explain that to him.” 

      “How’d that go?” Angela knew the answer, but she perversely needed to hear it from Devin’s own mouth.

      Devin grimaced. “He told me I was a child, and I didn’t have his respect. Also, if you don’t call him within the next ten minutes, he’s going to take his business to a firm that can handle him.” 

      “That’s his default threat, but let’s call him, shall we?” 

      She dialed the number from memory. The phone rang once, then Mr. Black’s voice filled the room.

      “Fifty-three seconds more and I would have called Corbin Wallace in Dallas. I’m serious, Angela. Do not push me.” 

      Angela had heard this many times. Someday, he might follow through, but until he did, she played along. “Never, Mr. Black. I understand we have a problem.” 

      “Yeah, you’re hiring infants.” 

      “That’s illegal.” Angela smirked at the insulted look on Devin’s face, but she kept her voice neutral. Mr. Black annoyed her, but she let her client’s insults roll off her back like an egg down a hill. “We can take care of it, Mr. Black.”

      “I shouldn’t have to call you on stuff like this,” Mr. Black said. “You should know when the building inspector plans to show up.” 

      If you’d followed the rules, he wouldn’t have shown up at all. Angela replied, “We normally do. No one informed us that the new properties had been purchased. Or that they were purchased under a new holding company. As your attorney, I need full disclosure.” 

      “As your biggest client, I need your full attention.” 

      The steel in Mr. Black’s voice told Angela she was treading close to the line.

      “Which you have. You need to be transparent with me. When shall I expect the updated property list?”

      Angela tapped her foot, the only indication that she was nervous about pushing Mr. Black. She kept him happy most of the time, but on the rare occasions when he went over her head to Mr. Bridges, it was a nightmare. She didn’t have the time or patience to deal with him right now. 

      Mr. Black laughed. Devin’s face contorted in confusion, and Angela shrugged. Laughing was better than yelling.

      “Maybe you are as tough as they say. You’ll have the list tomorrow. But fix the inspector issue today.” 

      She raised her eyebrows at Devin, and he nodded. Angela said, “It’s already done. I needed you to know this is serious. I’m on your side.”

      “You’re paid to be on my side. Remember that.” 

      The line disconnected, and she leaned back in her chair.

      “You need to check on this hourly until it’s finished," she said to Devin. "Now that you know what Mr. Black expects, I trust this won’t happen again.” 

      Devin gave a tight grin. “I’ll do my job, but, as the client, he has responsibilities as well.”

      “I don’t recommend sharing that with your father.” Angela pursed her lips. “Or try it and see what he says. I doubt it’ll be pleasant.” 

      Her phone rang again, the University of Newton Law School’s number on caller ID. “I need to take this. Make sure the inspector knows what’s going on. You do not want to take on Mr. Black again soon.”

      Devin lifted an eyebrow, clearly wanting more of her time, but she picked up her phone and said, “This is Angela Laing. How can I help you?”

      “Ron Henderson from University of Newton Law School. Do you have a few minutes?”

      Angela glanced up to see Devin hovering at her door. She shook her head, but he remained where he was.

      “Can I put you on hold for a minute? I’m just finishing up a meeting.” She muted the line. “I need to take this call.”

      “I know you don’t think much of me, but I am a good attorney,” Devin said. He jutted out his chin and stood a little straighter. “I didn’t get this gig because of my father.”

      She held back a chuckle when she realized she’d hurt Devin’s feelings. “I never said that. Stay sharp. The attorneys in this firm will tear you to shreds if you don't keep a handle on your clients. Be firm or get taken advantage of. Now, get back to work and close the door behind you.”

      Devin leaned forward and held her gaze. A glimmer of a smile crossed his face, then he left and closed the door behind him.

      Maybe he had potential, if he didn’t rely on his father, and he did what he was told. It was too early to tell, but she hoped he didn’t turn out to be a brat.

      She picked up her call. “Sorry about that, Ron. I’m free to talk now.”

      “Great. We’re announcing this at the upcoming reunion, but I wanted to share it with you first. The alumni association at Newton has established a mentorship program for recent graduates. The goal is to help them transition from academia into the working environment.”

      “So, you listened,” Angela said. For years, she had diligently told the school what it needed to do to help new attorneys be successful. She glanced at the door Devin had closed. Maybe, if he'd had a mentorship, his first year as an associate would have been smoother and made her job easier.

      “We did. You aren’t the only one who mentioned this, but your voice directed the initial setup.”

      A surge of pride flowed through Angela. Making a difference was why she had entered law, although the money was nice, too. She glanced down at her feet, swiveling them from side to side to admire her black, patent-leather Louboutins, and grinned.

      “I’m always happy to point recent graduates down the right path.”

      “Music to my ears,” said Ron.

      Angela cringed. Ron had buttered her up for something, and she’d all but agreed before she even knew what he wanted. Angela dropped her head into her free hand. Agreeing to babysit Heather’s chickens had been bad enough. Whatever Ron wanted, she needed to say no.

      “I’d like to invite you to be an inaugural mentor. We’ll make mentor-mentee assignments in September at the reunion. It will be easier since everyone will be in one place.”

      Angela rolled her eyes. Why was the universe conspiring to get her to this reunion? Seeing old classmates was the last thing she wanted to do, although last night’s dream about a certain man had gotten her hotter than scrambled eggs in a frying pan. She fanned herself at the memory of Gregory.

      “I’m not attending the reunion. Is that an issue?”

      “We can make it work, I guess.” Ron’s pitch dropped, making him sound disappointed. “In the meantime, I’d like your help developing guidelines for the program. Your annual requests were comprehensive. Someone with your experience is perfect for the administration of the project.”

      She held back a snort. “You want me to lead the program but not actually mentor?”

      “No. I want you to mentor. But we need someone with your passion to explain it to the other mentors. What to do. What not to do. The items to cover in the sessions. Make sure each mentee gets a similar experience. What do you think?”

      She thought that this was a major thing for the school to ask. But Ron was right. Angela had been suggesting this program every year for the last ten years. It would be hypocritical if she didn’t accept. And Ron knew it.

      “Let’s talk logistics.”

      Fifteen minutes later, Angela set down the phone and looked at her notes. Adding another to-do to the list wasn’t her goal of the day, but she promoted pro bono work. If one or two of these mentor-mentee partnerships gave back to the community, particularly the CASA organization, it was a win.
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      “How do you get so much paper mail?” Angela’s assistant, Tracey, asked the next week when she trudged into Angela’s office, her arms full of packages, envelopes, and magazines. “Everyone else in this firm went digital. May I politely suggest you do the same?”

      Angela plucked half the stack from Tracey’s arms and placed it on her credenza. “The tactile process appeals to me more. Someday, I’ll be forced to switch, but I’m going kicking and screaming.”

      “I’ll be cheering.” Tracey dropped the rest of the day’s haul onto Angela’s desk. She took her cell phone from her pocket and waved it in front of her boss. “All of my mail is in here. No need to get sweaty carrying it anywhere. No trees died for the sake of advertising. And I can keep, sort, and search for anything from the last five years. You really need to get with it.”

      Angela sorted through the pile of items on her credenza. She hated to admit it, but Tracey was right. Nothing in the pile was of interest.

      Angela shifted her attention to the stack on her desk, barely listening as Tracey listed the partner meetings Angela was expected to attend. Half of them were a waste of time, but Angela played the game. As the firm’s only female partner, she was held to different expectations. She worked longer hours, handled more complex cases, and never missed a meeting or event, despite
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