
Lori left work early because mail day—that was when she was supposed to get that letter. But getting disappointed by an empty mailbox four different times turned out to be torture. If she had to suffer she figured she might as well put that misery to use. Every mile, on today’s masochistic  run, was her way of paying penance to reach the reset she was chasing.
The heat in the City of Angels wasn’t tyrannical at dawn, which was why she preferred to run then. But she made herself go anyway. Coated in SPF 100, and with two waist-affixed ice filled water bottles, she took off and started putting one foot down after the other for her mapped out the two mile run. Because of the heat, she decided to run braless. She had never been on speaking terms with self-preservation; rebuilding her life, today at least, meant enduring pain, mile after scorching mile.
It was on those early morning runs that she marked x’s across the calendar in her imagination, each step erasing another day. She was the one that had started the countdown, she did this. The Prospero firm was told to make this the date of her reset. But the letter that was supposed to confirm it still hadn’t arrived. 
Pounding out miles on a hot day wasn’t easy, but waiting for something she couldn’t wait for anymore was harder. This reset was her chance to put back together the life Todd had left in pieces. 
Sometimes, on days like this, every stride jolted her back to that deer on that Montana road. The crash that orphaned her, before her parents could hand her the gift they’d hidden away, they had purchased a graduation present that she never received. It was meant to be a surprise, but not like this. Her senior year she’d been an exchange student in Japan. Even eleven years later, this reset, this thing that was going to undo the pain her ex-husband had inflicted on her, felt like her parent’s ghost-written letter.
Todd’s surprise that ended their marriage left its carnage, but that was shortly after she’d given birth to their son, Tommy. She will always hate the hurt Todd inflicted on her, but will always treasure her 7 year-old-boy.
This surprise gift from her parents turned her reset from the mere wisp of an idea into a genuine reality. Among her cursed memories, their death will always be one she never wanted to relive. Todd’s revelation, was another one this single mother could do without. 
Once Lori made it back to her apartments, she smiled when she saw the mail truck had pulled up to where it disgorged its load into each renter’s mailbox. Her miles in the heat paid off.
As she drained her last water bottle, she wandered over to the mail carrier; who was getting ready to distribute the mail. Her pulse leapt as he rifled through the boxes — maybe today her future finally arrived.
“I was starting to wonder if you guys would show up today.” 
“If the mail is late, I don’t know why.” The heat seemed to affect his attitude. Scowling, he wiped off his forehead with a shirt sleeve before his cap went back on. “If you hadn’t heard that before I can repeat it so you can hear it again.”
“Wait, what?” Lori wasn’t sure if he was sharing his unhappiness on purpose. “Never mind. I don’t suppose I can get mine now? Please?”
“Which apartment?” 
Lori told him.
He looked into his truck, dug through a few boxes, then handed her a stack and smiled. “I didn’t do this. We’re not allowed,” he paused as if wondering what she looked like when not drenched in sweat and wearing real clothes, but said nothing. It was just as good he kept quiet. There was no spark there, not that she wanted that, even when she got it.
The top of the stack had the Prospero firm’s envelope, which inspired an energetic run up the stairs. The letter was torn open before she even walked in. She read through it quickly, looking to see if the funds had been released. She didn’t see what she wanted, so she read it again, only to sadly conclude they still hadn’t been released. 
Pending? 
As if her life had been postponed again, just like the marriage that fell apart, just like the parents who left too soon. Her stomach twisted as she read that word again. It was like the firm had balled up her future and stuck it in some drawer; waiting for God knows what. A slow exhale was released, hoping to breathe out some frustration along with the carbon dioxide. Once more she went over the meaningless letter, checking to see if there was something she missed. Only those ugly words lawyers use to confuse were found. In plain English, it said she wasn’t getting the money. It seemed the date she would get the funds hadn’t been established. 
	Her phone was taken out to dial the firm then she saw the time. It was already too late to find out what they meant. After a minute, she decided this would be a good time for some ‘here and now’ meditation. Then her phone on the counter buzzed. It had a message from Sally, her best friend at work.
It was sent to her and other best friend, Anne. “Be at the pub at 6. I have big news.” She responded then looked again at the time before she hurried to the shower, taking off her running gear as she went. 
While the shower got to the right temperature, she was thinking of the Prospero firm. The plan had been to transfer management of the account to her six months after it had been set up, but they didn’t. For starters, they expected her to come to them, but since, it still hadn’t been said to her this trust existed, she didn’t.
No real attempt was made by them to find her. A few years ago, when she needed to look at property records she found the gift in an envelope inside a box she hadn’t touched since her parents had passed away. That was when she found this firm. 
Prospero said they were sorry and tried to overwhelm her with concocted reasonings as to how she couldn’t be found, none of which made sense. The account was finally transferred, along with a tidy sum to dissuade legal recourse. Their efforts met with success. She just wanted the money. The fund was one of those she could say where some or all of what was controlled for her was placed. They had the standard high interest earning but riskier group as well as the more secure one that earned less.  When her parents put this together, they did a mix of the two, along with picking some companies specifically. And one of those companies her father picked just kept growing and never stopped. The graduation present from her late parents will fund this reset she was about to embark on. It was enough for a house, for her and Tommy, and to pay for school. She was going back for her masters. Todd had ruined her life and she wanted it back.
When out of the shower, she quickly pulled her still wet hair into a ponytail, donned a different smiley face t-shirt and pulled on some jeans and took off. And then, in a fitting continuation of the days events, she had to sit through one red light after another, which didn’t improve her mood. The heat she had to endure when she got out of her air conditioned hatchback didn’t help that mood either. Sally and Anne were at a table by the window. There was glass for each and their pitcher was still half full.
“Sorry I’m late.” Lori sat then put her purse next to her chair.
Sally was finishing her mug as Anne filled one and pushed it towards Lori. “Sally was almost done with her first when I got here. Don’t know what her wanting us here is about but this seems big.”
“Good evening,” Sally put down the mug and tapped it with a spoon to get their attention. “I have some wonderful news. “ She was beaming brightly as she paused for a moment. “I’m getting married.”
Both Lori and Anne leapt to their feet, dragging up Sally to hug her.
”I’m so happy for you,” Lori said smiling. 
“He asked last night. This has all been so crazy. I  told you how he and I are both in our 30s. This is a first for each of us.”
“I thought you didn’t want this?” Lori asked. 
“I know I said that, but I was convinced he didn’t want it either. I was afraid of getting my hopes up.” 
Sally’s engagement glowed like a fresh promise; Lori’s life felt trapped in purgatory, waiting, for something.
“One good thing is,” Anne clicked her glass against Sally’s in a toast, “that you’ll always have football to talk about.”
Some beer escaped Lori as she burst into laughter. “That’s how you two met, right, fantasy football. Didn’t you used to hate him?”
Sally was both laughing and smiling as she nodded. “Yes and yes. And look at us, a year later.”
Anne asked. “So find someone to hate and we’ll find love? Is that how it works?”
“Well then, I’m halfway there, I have someone to hate.” Lori laughed as her friends both look at her with wonder. “One of the dads, of the kids in that aikido class I teach, is an ass.” She then recaps them on the fiasco she experienced at the dojo.
“Lori, you do know how to pick them, that’s for sure.” Then Sally snapped her fingers. “Oh, I have something planned at my house this weekend, for my sister and niece. It will have a bouncy house. Bring Tommy. You have him this weekend, right?”
“I do,” Lori said.
Sally then nudged her. “What’s wrong? Is it that dad goofball from last night? You look upset.”
“I’m having one of those days again. There is something I don’t know and not knowing is bothering me.”
Anne started to chuckle. “Having that kind of day is normal for you. I’ll be surprised when you say everything is ok.”
“I got the letter. From the firm, about the funds.”
Both Sally and Anne raised their eyebrows. 
“What did it say,” asked Anne.
“The same thing. The funds were not there yet. They said that two months ago.”
Sally took a sip of her beer before asking. “Wasn’t it supposed to take just two months?”
“That’s what they said.”
“Did you call to ask? You usually do,” Anne asked.
“I meant to. But this week and last has been a busy mess, I just opened the letter. I’ll call in the morning.” She managed to keep her rage from waking. “This is all my own fault. When I registered at the university, I went ahead and paid for the first semester. It’s just that now, with this ‘pending’ nonsense. All my money is gone, I’m just scared. I dumped everything I had in savings.” The three friends got lost in small talk before they finished their beers. They all hugged and wandered away after. 
Once home, her mind drifted again. As tumultuous as things got, the one uncle she’d been close to, her dad’s brother, Travis, was an attorney that happened to be in Kyoto. He worked at his firm’s office there. She stayed in Japan and moved in with him. She liked it with that uncle. She missed him and was still sorry Alzheimer’s drifted him away.
She got up and started to mindlessly stretch. When she turned to stretch her hips she saw the pile of clean towels she hadn’t folded yet and walked over.
Her head was in limbo for a while after she lost her parents. As she started folding the towels she remembered how she felt, that when she graduated, she wasn’t ready to do anything with her bachelors in sociology. While with her uncle, she sometimes worked as a paralegal for his firm, or sometimes, part time at a bookstore. It was there, shelving books, where she met an Air Force sergeant she would later marry. He was an air traffic controller on rotation with the Japan Air Self-Defense Force. The military did this with other allies as well.
Once done with the towels, she gets up and carried them to the hall cupboard where she keeps them. When she and Todd married, she took his Filipino surname as her own. She found out later that was one of the reasons Prospero said they couldn’t find her. Her marriage to Todd didn’t work out and a few years after it ended, she took her maiden name back. 
She wasn’t sure if she’d forgotten anything else so she walked over to her apartment’s tiny drier and found some t-shirts and underwear that needed to get folded and put away. She carried them to her, thankfully clean, kitchen table, where she started to fold them.
Lori thought back to when she’d been working in public relations for the forest service in Washington state, while there with her ex-husband. The want to get back to a job like that loomed large inside her heart. It offered a way to contribute to the world. 
After a lazy walk through her apartment, she carried the t-shirts and underwear and put them away. She decided it was time for bed. After brushing her teeth, she lay and stared at the ceiling. As she tried to get lulled off to sleep, this thought troubled her: She had been adrift once before, after her parents deaths, clinging to a raft while at her uncle’s apartment in Kyoto. Then Todd had offered a new start, one that curdled. She wouldn’t be adrift again. Not this time, not after the reset finally transitions from pending to active. 
The chasing of paychecks needed to end. 
The reset wasn’t just money — it was her chance to mean something again.

