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      “Miss? Excuse me, miss?”

      Sophia jumped as she looked up from her phone, a strand of smooth brown hair falling across her face as she faced the barista.

      “Is this your double shot espresso?”

      Brushing the strand from her cheek, she granted the young man a sheepish smile as she reached for the paper cup.

      “Yes, I’m sorry. Work never sleeps, you know.”

      “Of course. Have a great day.”

      The kid was moving onto the next cup of coffee as Sophia turned and headed for the door, pushing past the long line of people eager to take their first sip of that magic potion that brought everyone in New York City to life.

      Stepping out into the warm spring morning, Sophia inhaled deeply as she pocketed her phone, breathing in the scent of the city that she adored. When she had toured the university of her dreams ten years before, Sophia had known in that instant that she was made to be a New Yorker. The architecture was unbelievable, and she wanted to be a part of building bigger and better things, adding her own giant masterpieces.

      Her phone buzzed in her pocket, and when Sophia saw who is was, her lip twitched ever so slightly as she tapped it to answer the call.

      “What did I do this time?”

      “Why do you always assume you’re in trouble when I call you?”

      Sophia’s sister, Genevieve, was two years older, and for all intents and purposes had followed a very different life path than her little sister.

      “Why don’t you tell me why you’re calling, and then we can figure out if I’m right.”

      “You are so weird,” Genevieve laughed. “Well, I’m calling to make sure you’re still coming to our house for dinner tonight.”

      Sophia removed her phone from her ear, checking her calendar in a flash and wincing as she looked at her schedule.

      “I think I know why I’m in trouble,” she said, her tone filled with guilt.

      “Sophia Louise Simms, you did not forget another dinner party! The kids are going to be so disappointed!”

      Sophia’s heart sank at the thought of letting her sister’s children down. While they couldn’t get together terribly often—Sophia had a job that took up much of her time—the time they did spend together was fun and meaningful. She was sad to miss out.

      “Tell them I’ll make it up to them. You can expect a very large delivery of candy later today, okay?”

      “If you don’t do that, I will forgive you. I’m sure they will too, without ever needing to know about it.”

      Sophia smiled slightly as she realized she had instantly won her sister’s forgiveness. No matter how many times she had to cancel, her family never faulted her for it. They knew how important her work was to her.

      “Don’t think you aren’t my preference,” she hedged, stopping abruptly at a crosswalk as yellow cabs and chic town cars flew past, always in a rush. “I actually forgot that I have an engagement party tonight for one of my college friends, Cynthia.”

      “You still talk to her?” Genevieve asked.

      Sophia shrugged, even though her sister wasn’t there to see it. The light changed, and the blinking indicator signaled for the crowd of walkers to get a move on before the next stream of cars decided to plow them over.

      New York was such a crowded, busy place. Sophia loved it. She loved the feel of purpose that surrounded her as everyone in her area rushed to go do something meaningful, whatever it was. There was a sense of urgency that drove her on, filling her with excitement to get to her own work, and get started for the day.

      “Not really. That’s why I have to go. I think I qualify as the worst friend in the world if I don’t.”

      “And what kind of sister are you for bailing on me, hmm?”

      “A very lovable one who always makes it up to you in the end?” Sophia’s tone was falsely sweet, and she could almost hear her sister’s eye roll from all the way across town.

      “Just have fun tonight, and try and pencil us into your schedule soon, okay? I believe you owe someone a majorly big fort.”

      “I believe I do, and I won’t back out on that deal either. You can count on me.”

      “Whatever you say. Please take care of yourself and be safe.”

      “Careful, Gen. You’re starting to sound an awful lot like our mother.”

      “Heaven forbid!” Genevieve said, and the two women shared a laugh.

      Sophia ended the call, placing her phone back into her pocket as the sun rose over a skyscraper, blinding all the commuters as they donned expensive sunglasses before ducking into various buildings. When Sophia reached her own building, a rose gold-colored masterpiece, she stepped inside, instantly missing the fresh air of spring.

      “Good morning, Miss Simms.”

      A security guard named Norm nodded to her from his seat behind the gate, and Sophia waved cheerily, holding her precious coffee steady in her other hand.

      “Morning, Norm! Big day ahead?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” he replied, polite as always.

      Sophia smiled warmly at him as she passed through the monitor, which remained silent as she breezed past the main lobby and straight towards the elevators, where she pressed the button for the very top floor.

      Her ears popped as she rose higher and higher into the air. After the twentieth floor, the solid wall structure gave way to a series of windows, and Sophia turned and stared out at the city as she rose far above it, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction as she did so.

      This was exactly why she loved her job.

      Sophia had always been a builder at heart. While other little girls were playing with dolls and sweeping invisible dirt from their pretend houses, she was building unique and interesting towers with anything she could find. She had made friends easily, but it was mostly due to her manner; Sophia really never cared if she had friends or not. She just wanted to build. Getting a degree in architecture was one step among many to get to where she was professionally so early on in life, paired with a very luckily timed internship.

      By the time she was twenty-six, she had designed her first building. In fact, she was proud to be standing in it at that very moment. The rose gold and glass plated elevator were two of her favorite ideas, and as her first structure, she couldn’t have been prouder.

      When she reached the top floor, the elevator let out a pleasant little jingle—another one of her ideas—and when the door opened she stepped out into her chic office space.

      Working at an architectural firm meant everything in the space was dynamic and interesting. There was color and shape and design that had yet to even reach other buildings, and Sophia was proud to have won many architectural awards for the design and implementation of this building. She passed by a photograph of herself on the cover of a popular magazine, deeming her number one on the thirty under thirty list.

      It was good to be on top of the world.

      “Sophie! You’re actually on time!”

      Luis, one of her colleagues, was grinning at her with his arms crossed. She fought back the urge to stick her tongue out at him.

      “It’s spring, Luis. Don’t you think we deserve to enjoy the warmer weather a little? Isn’t that what life’s all about?”

      “Not when you’re aiming to be top architect in New York by thirty. You may have won some little award for this place, but as the saying goes, what have you done for me lately?”

      Sophia rolled her eyes at him, taking a sip of her coffee, which had finally cooled enough to be drinkable.

      “Well, you’ve certainly one-upped me. Well done. Now, what’s on your docket for today?”

      Luis ran through a series of projects he was working on, and they instantly got to business, Sophia following him as they turned and walked towards a project room playfully known as the Sandbox, where all creative imaginings were allowed to happen. The room was comprised of walls made entirely of whiteboard paint, so that they could draw and craft ideas all over the space. Even the tables were made of whiteboard. They approached a project they had been working on for the past few months, evaluating their calculations and design for the rest of the morning and into the afternoon.

      Finally, once one o’clock rolled around, Luis proclaimed that he needed to go out for food, and Sophia waved him off as she continued writing equations and sketches on the wall, her mind whirring at the possibilities of their next big project. When Sophia got into her zone, the whole world around her disappeared, and she was lost in her work. The sun could cross the sky, the moon could rise, and the sun could return, and there was a chance she might not have even noticed that a day had escaped her.

      As she continued staring at one particularly tricky equation, a knock on the door jarred her out of her focus.

      “What?” she asked, trying not to sound curt.

      Luis just laughed. He was used to Sophia’s drive and determination, and he considered it his personal mission in life to keep her grounded, lest her head get too big. He pointed out towards the windows, which graced whatever part of the room that wasn’t made of dry-erase board. When Sophia followed his gaze, she realized that the world outside was entirely dark.

      “Whoa, oops,” she said, glancing down at her thin wrist watch.

      It had been a gift from her parents for her graduation, and one of her most prized possessions. Her mind quickly flitted to them, wondering what they could be up to in their quiet Pennsylvania town on a Friday night. Most likely sitting on the couch, watching TV. Sophia gave herself a mental shake as she looked back at Luis and shrugged.

      “I guess having those automatic lights installed wasn’t totally thought out,” she said.

      She had designed the room so that the lights would gradually increase as the world outside darkened, making the room rely almost entirely on natural light to save energy. The efficient bulbs she had chosen were so close to natural light that she hadn’t noticed the whole day passing by as she worked.

      “I guess the inability to look past one’s nose detracts from living one’s life. Did you even step out for a bathroom break today?”

      Sophia shrugged him off, grabbing her light coat as she made her way towards the elevator. He stepped aside to let her through.

      “Those needs are for peasants,” she said, knowing it would get a rise out of him.

      “Oh, so sorry. I forgot you’re so godlike that you don’t need to eat and pee like the rest of us.”

      “Well remember next time, Luis. I don’t need to be brought down to your silly human level.”

      “Whatever, girl. Don’t you have a party to get to or something?”

      “How did you know about that?”

      “Because they called the office, and I called out to you that you had a message, and you ignored me. I’m surprised you even heard me knock.”

      “So I’m a little dedicated to my work. Sue me.”

      “Only when one of your buildings crashes on me. Then you can bet you’ll be paying me the big bucks.”

      “That day will never come, and you know it.”

      “Well, now you know. For heaven’s sake, go have

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-abc-screen.png






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.


