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      “Kat, honey, what are you doing?” Leah had just laid her two-year old daughter down for the night, but the girl kept tilting her head to look around Leah.

      “Trying to see Jesus.” Kat smiled matter-of-factly as she looked up at the ceiling. As if this were a common occurrence.

      Leah followed her gaze but all she saw was the smoke detector attached to the ceiling. “I don’t see anything, honey.”

      “Jesus is right there, Mommy. Don’t you see him?” Kat’s green eyes were wide and round beneath her dark curls.

      “I don’t honey.” Leah tried to keep her voice even as she shook her head. She didn’t want her daughter to know she was afraid of her seeing visions. This wasn’t the first time she had claimed to see Jesus.

      The first time, Jesus had been on the hall ceiling as they were heading out to church.

      “Are you ready, munchkin?” Leah scooped up her daughter who giggled as she flew through the air. “You ready to go to church?”

      Kat’s curls bobbed as she nodded.

      “And do you love Jesus?”

      Kat’s tiny mouth pulled into a large smile and she pointed to the corner of the ceiling. “Uh huh. Hi, Jesus.” She waved her little hand, the same way she waved to Leah whenever she dropped her off with the nanny.

      Leah brushed it off as a two-year old’s imagination. “Do you see Jesus up there?” Kat nodded again and Leah kissed her on the cheek. “Well, that’s nice. I wish I could see Jesus like you do.”

      The second time, Jesus appeared in the corner of Kat’s ceiling as Leah was reading her a story.

      “Honey, where are you going? The story isn’t finished yet.”

      Leah watched as Kat toddled over to the small area between the closed bedroom door and the closet. She pointed her tiny hand up at the ceiling. “Hi, Jesus.” Then she held up her bunny as if offering the stuffed toy to someone. “No?” She lowered the bunny and looked around the room. Then she grabbed a book, returned to the spot, and held it up. “No? Okay.” She returned to Leah and climbed back onto her lap to finish the story. “He doesn’t want bunny.”

      Leah forced a tight-lipped smile across her face. Was her daughter really seeing Jesus or was this the natural young child imagination at work?

      Tonight, Jesus was in a different place. He was still on the ceiling but now firmly over the foot of Kat’s bed instead of by her bedroom door. While Leah hoped her daughter was seeing Jesus, she couldn’t dismiss the possibility that she was seeing something else and that bothered her. “Can you tell me what he looks like?”

      “He’s wearing white, but he’s not talking to Bunny.” Kat held up her stuffed bunny – the one that went everywhere with her. Once a soft pink color, time and dirt had worn the plush animal to a dull grey color now.

      “Does he talk to you?” Leah supposed she should be relieved that whatever Kat was seeing was wearing white and not black, but the fact he didn’t talk struck her as odd. If Kat was seeing Jesus, wouldn’t He tell her how much He loved her or something like that? Leah was a religious person. She believed in God, but she’d never seen God or heard Him speak to her.

      “He’s not talking right now.”

      “Is he smiling?” She was trying not to ask leading questions, but it was hard with a two-year-old who was just now putting sentences together. Leah wished she could see what her daughter was seeing to make sure it was safe.

      “Mommy, who’s that?”

      Leah followed the tiny index finger pointing to the top of Kat’s closet. “I don’t know, honey. I don’t see anything.” A cold stone settled in Leah’s stomach. It was one thing to be seeing Jesus, but now she was seeing something else too? What was wrong with her daughter? She tried to keep the tremor out of her voice as she spoke again. “Here, let’s get to sleep. We’ll see Jesus in the morning.”

      She whipped the blanket up and let it fall until it covered Kat completely, another thing Leah found odd. Most of her friends said their children were afraid of the dark, but Kat wanted to be under the blanket. It had to cover her head and her toes. Leah wondered if the visions were why Kat wanted her head covered. Though not simultaneous, they had started at similar times.

      Leah sat in the rocker in Kat’s room until she heard the rhythmic cadence of breathing signaling her sleep; then she tiptoed out of the room and to the master bedroom down the hall. Her Bible lay on her nightstand, where she kept it to remind her to read every night, and she picked it up before sinking to her knees on the floor.

      She clutched the Bible against her chest and turned her head heavenward. “Lord, please protect my daughter. I don’t know what she is seeing, but please protect her.” That was all Leah could get out before the tears ran down her cheeks. She had waited so long for her baby girl, and now she was terrified that either something was wrong with her or that something would happen to her.
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      Dr. Kat Jameson dropped her head into her hands. She hadn’t specialized in pediatric oncology for this very reason. No one should get cancer, but it was worse when it was a child. Children had their whole life ahead of them, and they came in with small faces and tiny hands. Hands that always seemed to wind their way around Kat’s heart.

      Thankfully, she’d only had a few child patients in the year she had been practicing on her own, and they had all gone into remission, but this time was different. Cade had brain cancer. It was harder to treat and almost impossible to operate on.

      A knock on her door grabbed Kat’s attention. She looked up to see Micah Gibson, a fellow doctor at the hospital in her door frame. His blue eyes held more concern than usual as he caught her gaze. “Heard you have a tough case right now.”

      Kat sighed. “Yeah, a ten-year-old boy whose favorite superhero is Wolverine. I almost wish I could give this kid adamantium, so he could heal himself. Our treatments don’t seem to be doing much.”

      Micah cocked an eyebrow as he continued into her small office and sat across from her. “I didn’t know you were an X-Men fan.”

      “That’s what you got from my statement?” Kat didn’t know Micah well, but she hadn’t thought he was this insensitive.

      His expression softened and he shook his head. “I’m sorry. I was trying to lighten the mood. So, this patient? You’ve tried everything?”

      Kat nodded. “Almost. We started with diet because his mom wanted to avoid radiation. When that did nothing, we moved on to proton therapy. He’s taking it well, but the tumor just isn’t shrinking.”

      “So, you’ve tried everything you know medically?”

      Kat nodded.

      “Have you tried praying?”

      His words took her off guard, and she blinked at him. “I didn’t realize you were religious.”

      “I’m not, but I am a Christ follower.” He leaned forward, placing his hands on her desk. “I honestly don’t know how doctors can see the miracles we see and not believe in God. Can you?”

      Kat wasn’t sure what to say. She considered herself a believer though she didn’t get to church as often as she once had. Before med school, she had gone every Sunday and even sung in her church choir, but then she’d needed the time to study. When she'd finished med school, she’d had residency which also took up a lot of time. Even now that she was in her own practice, work filled six days of her week, and Sunday was generally her one day off. Still, she attended when she could.

      “Anyhow, I’ll let you get back to work, but I’ll be praying for your patient.” Micah stood and turned to the door, but before he left, he turned back to Kat. “And you.” Then he tapped her door frame and disappeared down the hall. 

      Prayer. Kat knew she should do more of that, but she’d never seen a prayer answered. And she’d felt no kind of response when she prayed, so it too had fallen to the side. She prayed at church, but that was only because someone on the stage prompted it. And some nights before she fell asleep, but if she were honest, that prayer was more from habit than actually speaking to God. Yes, she should pray more, but right now she needed something else.

      A drink. That’s what Kat needed. She wasn’t a big drinker, more the type to be the designated driver so she could watch other people get silly and stupid, but tonight she needed something. Something to take the edge off. Something to calm her nerves. Something to help clear her head so she didn’t have visions of Cade’s boyish face haunting her dreams.

      Kat turned off her computer and grabbed her purse. She had a few charts to look over, but they could wait another day. Or until Monday.

      As she passed the receptionist, Kat paused. A strange feeling that she should thank the woman for something flashed through her thoughts, but she couldn’t for the life of her think of what. The woman did a fine job, but nothing exceptional. Chalking it up as nothing important, Kat shook her head and continued out of the hospital and to her car.

      Her phone buzzed as she pulled into the parking lot of a nearby bar. Kat swiped the screen and sighed as she read Stella’s message.

      See you at church tomorrow?

      Kat wasn’t sure she felt up to church tomorrow. Today had been rough, and if she drank too much, tomorrow morning would be even rougher. However, Stella being her best friend and being Stella, she didn’t seem to care that Sunday was Kat’s day off. She always reminded Kat of church and when Kat missed too many times, Stella would play the Maddie card. Maddie was Stella’s daughter, and she knew Kat would do anything for that strawberry blonde five-year-old.

      I’ll try. Bad day at work.

      Kat shoved the phone back in her purse before Stella could respond. Stella would not approve of her method of easing the pain and would try to talk her out of going in, but tonight Kat just wanted not to think. She wanted to drown her sorrows and ponder at the cruelty of the universe. 

      Kat locked her car and walked up the short sidewalk to the front entrance. The peeling paint and faded signage gave her a moment’s pause. Could she trust the drinks flowing inside if the exterior of the place was in such need of repair? Deciding she didn’t care, Kat gripped the solid handle, pulled the door open, and stepped into the dimly lit establishment.

      The bar was mostly empty. A few couples sat in the darkened vinyl booths trading secrets and licentious glances. Kat chose a barstool instead, a few down from the one other bar customer - a portly man perched at the end of the sticky mahogany bar, nursing a beer and probably avoiding going home alone.

      Kat signaled the bartender and ordered a Tequila Sunrise. She took a sip and then turned the glass in a slow circle as her thoughts collided in her head.

       “You look like you’re carrying the weight of the world on those shoulders.”

      Kat glanced up at the bartender who stared her direction as he wiped a cloth across the bar. Though young, his head was bald, but the hint of color on the sides told her he shaved at least part of it. Somehow, it worked on him. The dimple in his cheek softened the harsh lines of the chiseled face that was still visible under a dark stubble, and his crooked smile gave him an air of jocularity.

      Any other night, Kat would have been flattered by his obvious flirtation and might have even left him her number, but tonight she wanted to be left alone. “You could say that.” She kept most of the edge out of her voice, though by the bartender's reaction, not enough.

      He let out a low whistle, and she forced her eyes back to her drink. Maybe if she ignored him, he would just leave her alone to sate her frustration with the alcohol. Lifting the glass, she tilted her head back and let the remaining liquid burn down her throat.

      “When I feel like that, it always helps me to hit things.” He had not taken her subtle hint and was now standing in front of her. She could see pale flecks of gold in his brown eyes.

      “How very destructive of you.” Her manicured finger tapped the glass as she debated asking for another.

      “No, not like that.” His laugh was rather melodious and brought a sparkle to his eyes. “I’m a kickboxer, so hitting the bag is cathartic to me. Seems like it might be for you too right now.”

      Kat kept silent, unsure of what to say, but she let her eyes wander over the rest of his body. He could be a fighter. He had the right build, lean but not too thin and sculpted arms.

      “Look, I teach at a gym nearby during the week. Why don’t you come by and see if hitting something doesn’t give you some reprieve from whatever you’re feeling?” He slipped a white card out of his pocket and slid it across the bar to her.

      She held his gaze another moment before dropping her eyes to the card. It was white with black lettering, simple but still eye-catching with the black boxing gloves gracing the corner. “The Academy of Brian Johnson?”

      “I know, not the most original name. I didn’t name it, the owner did, but it’s a good work out. Bring that card in, and I’ll make sure you get a week for free to try it out.”

      “Thanks, I’ll think about it.” Kat pocketed the card and then pushed her glass forward. “Can I get another?”

      The man’s eyebrow rose as he regarded her with narrowed eyes, but he pulled out the tequila bottle and filled her glass again.

      When the second glass was empty, Kat pushed a twenty across the bar and stood to leave. However, the room spun and she grabbed the counter for support.

      “Hey, I don’t think you should be driving. Let me call you a cab.”

      Kat focused on the bartender and took a deep breath. The room righted itself and she pulled her shoulders back and held up a hand. “I’m fine. I don’t live far. Thank you for the drinks.” Before he could say anything else, Kat made her way to the exit cursing her low tolerance.

      The cool night air sobered her a little more and Kat remembered she had eaten nothing since lunch. No wonder two drinks were hitting her so hard. Thankfully, she always kept a few granola bars in her car as she often missed dinner and had to eat on the run. She’d eat one and sit in the car until she felt able to drive. While she lived nearby, she had no intention of causing an accident or getting a DUI. Either could ruin her career.

      She climbed into the car, but didn’t start the engine. Leaning over, Kat popped open the glove compartment and snatched a bar, peeling back the wrapper and taking a large bite. Then she fished in her purse for her phone. Might as well see what Stella said in response.

                  Want to pray about it?

      Kat chuckled at the irony. What was it with everyone and prayer today? 
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      “This is the one God has chosen?” Afriel asked his superior. He was still learning the gauntlet of how to navigate the world of mortals and how to avoid the demons.

      Galadriel’s smile was soft, as if he knew Afriel wasn’t questioning him, just trying to learn all he could. “God has plans for Kat. He has since she was little, but she has not been open to listening to Him since her father left. Maybe she will be now.”

      “How can that be?” Afriel asked. “Isn’t she a Christian? Doesn’t she believe in God?”

      Galadriel smiled, but sadness laced it. “There are many who call themselves Christians, and even more who believe in God, but few of them take the time to seek His voice. Perhaps if they did, things could be different.”
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      Jordan Wright’s eyes popped open. For the fifth straight night in a row, the same woman had invaded her dream. Unsure of what else to do, Jordan crawled out of bed and collapsed to her knees. She folded her hands together and lowered her head to rest on them. Her blond hair fell on either side obscuring her peripheral vision. She had no idea what words to say, so she closed her eyes and let her heart speak for itself, begging the Lord to explain the dreams or else to make them stop. She could no longer pass them off as coincidences or hallucinations. There was apparently some reason for their nightly appearance.       

      As the silence pressed in, Jordan fought the urge to open her eyes. The pastor had spoken recently about listening for the still, small voice. Jordan was determined to give it a little longer, to really listen, though the silence unnerved her.

      “Tell her.” Though not audible, the words caressed Jordan and she understood them all the same. She opened her eyes, still unsure exactly what she was supposed to be doing, but sure of where she needed to go.                       

      After showering and dressing, Jordan drove the short distance to Indiana Avenue Baptist church. It was not Sunday, but the woman she sought worked in the church, and she was certain she would be there.                       

      As she parked the car, the enormity of what she was about to do hit her. What if she was wrong? What if it was only her imagination? The hesitant thoughts caused her to pause outside the church doors, her hand on the silver handle, but then the woman’s face flashed in front of her eyes like a silent movie, and Jordan swallowed her trepidation and pulled open the door.                       

      Jordan turned left toward the offices amazed at how quiet the church was. On Sundays, groups of people milled about in the foyer between services munching on the provided muffins as they caught up on their struggles and accomplishments. Today though the hall was empty and the hum of the air conditioning was the only audible sound.         

      Another left down the short hallway that housed the offices brought her outside Cathy’s door. She tugged on her shirt, still a little snug on the body that hadn’t regained its pre-pregnancy shape. Though her heart galloped in her chest, she took a deep breath and raised her hand to knock on the wooden door.                       

      The door swung open, and Cathy’s warm brown eyes regarded her from the other side. “Jordan? What brings you here today?” 

      Jordan blinked, taken off guard for a moment that Cathy knew her name. They had only been introduced once, and though Cathy had come to some of the college meetings, Jordan hadn’t thought the woman would remember her. “I was hoping I could talk to you for a minute,” she said, recovering. “That is if you’re not too busy.”                       

      A smile spread across Cathy’s face. “I’m always busy, but never too busy to listen.” She opened the door farther and stepped back, gesturing with her left arm to the small office inside.                       

      Jordan crossed the threshold and stopped, unsure whether to sit in a chair or stay standing. Deciding to stand, she clasped her hands together to keep them from displaying the shaking she felt radiating through her core. 

      “I hope you don’t think I’m crazy,” she began, looking up into Cathy’s expectant eyes, “but I feel the Lord is speaking to me. I believe I’m supposed to tell you not to be discouraged and that you are on the right track.”

      Cathy’s eyes widened, and her hand rose to cover her mouth. Her eyes bored into Jordan’s as if searching for the truth. Then they filled with tears and she smiled. “Oh, praise the Lord. I don’t know how you knew, but you’ve just given me the answer I’ve been seeking for months.” She pulled Jordan in for a fierce hug. 

      “You’re welcome,” Jordan stammered, taken aback by the response. “If I may though, what does the pastor have to be discouraged about? I haven’t attended many, but this church seems genuine and all the people are really nice.” 

      Cathy smiled, but it was a small, sad smile as if she had secret knowledge of the discouragement her husband faced first hand. “You’d be surprised how much discourages him, but this wasn’t about my husband. It was about me. Recently, I’ve taken over the women’s ministry and seen a decrease in attendance at our events. I thought perhaps I was mistaken thinking God had wanted me to head it and was about to tell the board to find a new leader. I’d been praying for guidance for the last few months and now here you are. May I ask how you knew?” 

      Jordan shook her blond mane. “I doubt you’ll believe me, but I’ll tell you.” Cathy motioned to the brown chairs and the two women sat down. “A few weeks ago, I gave my son up for adoption.” The image of the first vision after she met Amanda flashed through her mind and Jordan blinked and shook her head. “Actually, it goes back farther than that. Last year, someone raped me at a frat party.” 

      A small audible gasp escaped from Cathy’s lips before her hand could cover them completely, but Jordan continued.

      “I ended up pregnant, and I thought it was the worst day of my life. Eighteen and pregnant. I was afraid to tell my mom, and when I did, she pushed me to terminate the pregnancy. I figured it would be the easiest way out, but for some reason I kept putting it off. The day I decided to go through with it, I met Amanda Adams at a fair on campus. She didn't know about the baby, but we shared some weird connection and she told me my baby mattered. It was like time froze and the surrounding sounds muted. When I returned to my dorm room, a vision of my son filled my mind, and I knew I couldn’t go through with the abortion. 

      “I wasn’t religious, but the day I put him in another woman’s arms and left the hospital without him, this empty ache consumed me. It was definitely the most difficult thing I’ve ever done, but I’m still glad I chose life for him. However, the emptiness didn’t go away. I kept looking for something to fill the void and I remembered Amanda’s invite to church. I came with her here and a few days after that I asked God into my heart.” 

      The dark-haired woman across from her smiled and Jordan continued. 

      “I still didn’t feel complete though, so I asked God to show me how I could help. That’s when the visions started. At first, they were just feelings like an urge to read a certain passage if I had a question, but a few days ago, I saw your face. I didn’t know what he wanted me to do at first, but when I was finally quiet, I heard the still, small voice. I’m sure I must sound crazy.” 

      “On the contrary.” Cathy offered a wide smile. “You have the gift of prophecy.” 

      “The gift of what?” Jordan’s brow furrowed. She had never heard about this gift. 

      “Prophecy,” Cathy repeated. “There are several spiritual gifts discussed in the Bible, and we all have one or more of them. Some of us feel them more strongly than others and some of us just haven’t had our heart opened to know what ours is, but it sounds like yours is the gift of prophecy. You can hear God’s words and relay them to people who need to hear them, like me. Perhaps, you’ll even be able to tell people what might happen if they don’t change their ways. Here, come with me, I think we have a book in the library that might help you out.” 

      Jordan followed Cathy, still struggling to make sense of a gift of prophecy. She was no one. Why would He give her such an amazing gift? 

      Cathy opened a door that led to a closet-sized room, teeming with books. Jordan’s eyes widened at the sheer volume of books in the tiny room. She hadn’t even known the church had a library, and yet here was a room with nothing but bookshelves on every wall, and each shelf was filled with books. Cathy tapped a finger against her lips as her eyes scanned the shelves. She turned from one bookshelf to face another and ran her finger across the outer spines of the books. “Ah, here we go.” She pulled out a small five by eight paperback. 

      Jordan accepted the book and stared at the cover. God’s Gifts and How to Use Them by Dr. George Herman. “This will help me?” She looked back to Cathy, her eyes seeking reassurance. 

      “I think so. It’s been a while since I read it, but I remember it helping me figure out that my gift was the gift of helping. Even when I was little, I remember always wanting to help people with problems, but when I got to college, I wondered what use I really was to God. I was often too quiet to approach people though I wanted to. A friend showed me this book, and it really opened my eyes. I saw that helping was my gift and that by not approaching people and offering help when I could that I was grieving God. It gave me the courage to speak out.” 

      Though she still had her doubts, Cathy’s brown eyes were so sincere that Jordan felt she should at least give the book a chance. “Thank you,” she said, tucking the book to her chest, “but why would God choose me? I’m nobody. I didn’t even believe in him until a month ago.” 

      Cathy smiled. “Sometimes it is because we are humble and broken that God chooses us. You see if He chooses someone unlikely, then when His will is done, people can see that it is only because of God and not because of the person, but you aren’t nobody, Jordan. You are God’s wonderful creation, and He has a purpose for you.” 

      When Jordan returned to her apartment, she curled up on the couch and cracked the book open. She had never been the biggest book worm–relying more on her good looks and her charm–but this book spoke to her. As she read the words, images from the last few weeks jumped to mind and she realized she had been receiving little signs she hadn’t even caught. Amazed, she continued to turn the pages, eager to learn more though she still had no idea why God would choose her to bestow such a gift upon. 
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      “Wait, she’s who He's choosing to use? Why her? She’s so far away; isn’t there anyone closer?” 

      Galadriel shook his head as he watched Jordan on the bed. “She is perfect for many reasons. First, because of what Cathy said. She is unexpected so God will be glorified. Second, she herself has a gift and that will enable Kat to accept her gift quicker. Third, though a lot of people claim to follow Jesus, few sadly take the time to talk to him and learn of their gifts. Humans have become too attached to their technology and other items to keep their minds busy. They have forgotten the most important things–to read and study God’s word daily and to listen for the still, small voice.” 

      The younger angel shook his mane of golden hair. “How can they not know what we know? See what we see?” 

      “Very few of them have faith strong enough. Though many more used to believe, now most need to see something or hear something, but they are not focused enough to see it or hear it when it does happen. But Jordan is listening, and Kat will soon too.”

    



OEBPS/images/the-billionaires-impromptu-bet.jpg
Ve Dillinaire s

e

ASWEET BILONAIRES SECOND CHANCE ROMANCE





OEBPS/images/break-shell-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.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.



OEBPS/images/the-still-small-voice-v13.jpg
LORANA HOOPES







