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      The strings felt odd in her hand. The familiar feel of them, like an extension of herself as her fingers glided along them, was gone, replaced with numbness, a constant dull ache, and the occasional sharp pain that radiated from a few inches below her elbow all the way to the tips of her fingers. Determined to get her fingers in the right position to play a C chord, one of the easiest, Bree Matthews gritted her teeth and tried again. This time, her first finger screamed at her while her second finger may as well have been detached from her body. It just wasn’t working.

      Frustrated, Bree let out a sigh and set her guitar down on the floor next to her, its neck resting against her leg. She wanted to scream, to throw something, to slam the guitar against the coffee table as if she were a rock star in a hotel room. Why had this happened to her?

      It had been two months since the hotel fire that had burned her hand, the subsequent surgery that had caused further nerve damage, and the attempt to take her life from one of her former bandmates. Since then, she’d been spending a lot of time at home resting, along with attending physical therapy sessions for her hand three times a week. All of the concerts on her band’s tour had been rescheduled, so she wouldn’t be back on stage for quite some time. While she no longer played guitar while performing, she still longed to be able to play again. For years, it had just been her and her guitar beneath the stage lights, the instrument and her voice blending together to make the beautiful music that had eventually led to a huge contract signing, a new band, and all of her dreams coming true.

      But this was the stuff of nightmares.

      The woman who had done all of this to her, Cat Hadley, was still in jail because the judge had set her bond so high, she couldn’t afford to get out. The district attorney called Bree fairly often with updates on where they were with the trial. George Ross was a competent attorney, and he was confident they had enough evidence against Cat to put her away for a very long time, not only for Bree’s attempted murder but also for purposely catching a hotel building on fire. Cat faced multiple charges of attempted murder, one for each of the people who had been staying in the hotel the night she’d purposely started a fire outside of Bree’s door. If it hadn’t been for Bree’s fiancé, Trent Walker, and her lead guitarist, Zach Scott, Bree might’ve died before the firefighters were able to reach her.

      Running her good hand through her strawberry blonde hair, Bree leaned back on the couch and stared at the blank TV screen. Frustration was starting to get the better of her, and she didn’t like it. Trent had been great through all of this. For the first month, he’d stayed with her almost nonstop, even when she insisted he should go to work. He said he was confident in the abilities of his staff to do what needed to be done, even though his new accounting firm was in its infancy.

      Lately, though, when Bree had told him he should go into the office, that she was fine, he had believed her and gone in. While she was glad he was able to get some work done, sitting at home alone most of the day gave her plenty of time to think, and thinking was dangerous at the moment.

      Bree looked down at the scars on her hand. She had a special cream she rubbed into the crinkled skin three times a day, and her doctor was confident most of the scaring would fade with time, but the limb seemed like a foreign object to her, like someone had removed the lower part of her arm and replaced with a robotic apparatus that only functioned part of the time and often hurt like hell.

      The urge to turn the TV on and lose herself in some silly show was overwhelming. She didn’t have therapy that afternoon, and she’d already done all of her vocal practices for the day. Keeping herself busy and her mind off of the trial and the state of her hand seemed like a full-time job, but not one she would’ve ever signed up for. Just when her career seemed to be taking off, everything that could go wrong had gone wrong.

      Not everything. Bree looked down at the sparkly diamond ring on her hand. Originally, Trent had slipped it on her right hand, but since the swelling had gone down and her hand was beginning to heal, at least on the outside, she was able to wear her engagement ring on her left hand. She was so thankful that she and Trent had finally gotten together before everything fell apart because she didn’t think she would’ve been able to make it through all of this without him.

      Just when she was thinking she might call him and see how he was doing, her phone rang. Scooping it up off of the couch by her knee, she checked to see who it was, thinking it might be Trent. Could he read her mind?

      It wasn’t him, though. Bree’s eyes widened when she read her former college roommate’s name on her phone, Lilly Edge. Her forehead wrinkled as she wondered what in the world Lilly might be calling about. They hadn't spoken to each other since the wedding--when Lilly’s sister, Monica, was supposed to marry Trent, and Bree had told Trent she loved him, causing him to call it off. Lilly had contacted her through a social media messaging app to tell her she was sorry about Bree’s hand and everything else that had happened to her, and Bree had been polite when she’d responded, but the situation was awkward. She still liked Lilly, but she could only imagine Monica wouldn’t want her sister to have anything to do with the woman who’d broken up her wedding. In fairness, Monica’s cheating on Trent with their mutual friend, Hank, might’ve had something to do with that.

      Thinking it must be something important, Bree answered. “Hello?”

      “Hi, Bree. How are you?”

      Bree thought back to their friendship and how chipper Lilly almost always sounded whenever they spoke to one another. Her voice sounded anything but that now. “I’m okay,” Bree said, not wanting to go into all of her problems. “How are you?”

      “Not so bad,” she said, though that didn’t seem to be the case judging by her tone. “Spending a lot of time at work.”

      Lilly worked in the main offices of a major retailer in the human resources department. Bree wasn’t exactly sure what she did, but she knew she had graduated with a degree in business. Not sure what to say, she asked, “Is everything going well there?”

      “Yeah, yeah, fine. Just busy. How’s your hand? Are you feeling better?”

      Bree could hear the hesitation in her friend’s voice, as if she wasn’t sure whether or not she should ask the question. “It’s getting better, thanks,” she said, not wanting to go into all of the details. “It’ll take some time to heal.”

      “I’m sure you’ll be playing the guitar just like you used to in no time.” Lilly’s voice sounded a little more enthusiastic as she tried to brighten Bree’s spirits.

      It didn’t work, but she appreciated the effort. “Thank you. I sure hope so.” She hoped Lilly would just tell her why she’d phoned and cut the chit-chat because she knew the call wasn’t to ask about her hand.

      “Listen, Bree, I wanted to give you a head’s up about something. I heard that you and Trent are engaged. That’s great. I’m really happy for you. But my sister…. Well, she’s not so happy. She’s been a piece of work ever since the wedding was called off. Anyway, she recently signed with a different modeling agency. Have you heard of Ursula LaMode?”

      “No, I don’t think I have.” Bree didn’t know much about the modeling industry.

      “It’s an up and coming agency, specializing in natural and organic products.”

      “Okay….” Bree wondered what Lilly was getting at. She certainly wasn’t going to wish Monica good luck with her new endeavor.

      “And… they’re headquartered in Nashville.”

      Bree’s mouth dropped open for a moment as she finally realized why Lilly had called her. “Monica is moving here?”

      “Yes. In fact, she already has. She’s been working there for a few weeks and already has an apartment. I just wanted to tell you. I know Nashville is a huge city, and theoretically, there’s no reason to think that you and Trent will ever run into her. But this is Monica we’re talking about, and if she can find a way to disrupt your lives, to get back at you, she will. She’s been fuming for months now, plotting her revenge. With everything else you’ve been through, I know you don’t need this, too. Hopefully, she’ll get so busy with work she’ll just let it go. But just in case….”

      Bree wasn’t sure what to say. The last thing she needed was Monica butting her way back into their lives. She couldn’t possibly think she could get Trent back, could she? Even if that wasn’t her angle, though, Bree would have to be careful. She’d had enough of unstable people recently. “Well, thanks for letting me know, Lilly,” she said. “I’ll tell Trent. It would be great if she just leaves us alone, but it’s good to be warned that there’s a possibility she might show up.”

      “Right,” Lilly said, sounding slightly calmer, as if she was glad to have gotten that weight off of her shoulders. “Okay, well I need to go. I just wanted to tell you. Just in case.”

      “I appreciate it. Bye, Lilly.”

      The other girl said goodbye, and then Bree hung up her phone, taking a deep breath, her eyes refocusing on that blank TV. With all the other crazy things happening in her life, the last thing she needed was to have to deal with Monica again. But at least she knew. She couldn’t imagine how startling it would be to run into her on the street, at the store, or in a restaurant. No, Bree was definitely better off knowing the threat was out there than stumbling around in the dark.

      She wanted to call Trent to tell him, but it didn’t seem like the sort of news she should give him while he was trying to work. Instead, she decided to tell him later, when he got home.

      Lilly’s comments came back to her, and Bree eyed the guitar. Everyone else seemed so confident she’d be able to get her hand to work again. Bree wasn’t so sure--but she wasn’t about to give up. With newfound determination, she picked up her guitar and placed her fingers back into position to play a C chord, refusing to give up until she got it right.
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      Having a spectacular view of Nashville was distracting at times, especially when Trent Walker had so much on his mind. He had a stack of client folders in front of him that he needed to approve, but instead of working, his eyes kept wandering to the skyline as he thought of Bree and hoped she was doing better today.

      She hadn’t seemed to be doing well at all lately. He knew she was struggling with getting her hand to cooperate, and it was like a knife in his chest every time he saw her cry. He desperately wished he could take her pain away, could fix everything for her, could go back in time and stop Cat from ever hurting her to begin with.

      But he couldn’t do that. So he just sat at his desk feeling helpless, staring at the city, not doing his work.

      His office door was open, but Celia Devoe knocked on it anyway, probably just to jar him out of his own head. “You okay?” she asked, taking a few steps into his office. She had her hair up in a bun today, and her red lipstick matched her suit. Somehow, she still looked approachable, even in such a bold color.

      “I’m fine,” he lied, swiveling back around. “Just… checking to see if any birds need an accountant.”

      She chuckled politely. “You know, you don’t have to be here. We can handle the office just fine. If you’d feel better at home with Bree, go home. I can clear those accounts. I do it when you’re not here.”

      “I know you can,” he said, meaning it. She had done everything perfectly when he’d been gone, and he absolutely trusted her to continue to do what needed to be done. “I just wanted to give her some time alone. I don’t think she appreciates me watching her--fail.”

      Celia made a pouty face, like she felt sorry for Bree. Or maybe him. Or both of them. She sat down on the corner of his desk, facing the window, but turning to look at him. “I’m so sorry. That has to be frustrating for both of you. Is her hand getting any better?”

      He shrugged, noting how close her thigh was to him at this moment and wondering if she was aware her skirt had gotten considerably shorter when she sat. “I think she has, but she doesn’t seem to think so.”

      “What does the therapist say?”

      Was she leaning in now? Trent scooched back a smidge, not sure. “The therapist says she’s coming along, and she shouldn’t give up. I don’t think she will give up, but she’s frustrated.”

      “I’m so sorry.” Celia reached out and put her hand on his shoulder. “If you ever want to go grab a drink and chat, let me know.” She squeezed him and then popped off of the desk, as if she knew what she was doing was questionable but didn’t want to be accused of anything. Heading back toward the door, she paused and suggested, “Why don’t you go grab some lunch? Get out of here for a little bit--clear your head.”

      Trent checked the time. It was past his normal lunchtime. His stomach rumbled as if to say it agreed. Not wanting her to decide to come along with him, he said, “Maybe in a few,” and picked up a file. Celia left, and Trent stopped pretending to read the information in the file. What had just happened?

      There’d been a few times since he’d hired Celia when he thought maybe she was flirting with him, but this had been the most blatant episode. Or maybe she was just trying to be nice, and he was jumping to conclusions. He shook his head, trying to push the thoughts aside and decided her idea was a good one. Lunch would give him a chance to get away from the office. Maybe when he came back, he’d be better able to focus.

      Making sure he had his wallet, he slipped his phone into his pocket and put his computer into sleep mode. Then, he headed out, telling his secretary he’d be back in about an hour.

      The street he’d been absently staring at all morning was even busier at ground level. It was almost 2:00, so it wasn’t as busy as it would’ve been closer to noon when most people were getting lunch, but it was still bustling with people, cars driving by, honking at one another, and the hum of the city in the background.

      He decided to head to a sandwich shop a few blocks over. That would be quick, and he didn’t really feel like a sit down restaurant. His mind wandered back to Bree. What had she eaten for lunch? Was she practicing guitar now? So lost in his thoughts was he that he almost didn’t recognize the woman who was staring at him from just outside the sandwich shop door.

      Trent stopped walking, fighting the urge to let his mouth drop open. He blinked a few times, hoping she’d go away, or morph into someone who just looked similar. But she was walking now, fast, and he was certain. It was her.

      She came to a halt in front of him, her arms crossed and that look on her face he knew oh too well, the one that meant she wasn’t happy to see him--wasn’t happy at all.

      “Hello, Monica,” Trent said, shaking his head.

      “Trent Walker,” she said, leaning back to take him in. “I thought Nashville was big enough that I’d never have to see you again. Guess I was wrong.”

      Ignoring the dig, Trent regained his composure long enough to ask, “What are you doing here?”

      With that same smug look on her face, as if he’d been the bad guy in the relationship, she said, “I live here now. I started working for a local agency. Believe me, I wish it hadn’t included living in the same town as you, but it was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.”

      Trent was having a hard time believing his ears. She’d always dreamt of going off to the big city to pursue her dreams of becoming a supermodel. She’d had him convinced he’d have to move to New York City or Paris so that she could become an internationally renowned model. Now, she was in Nashville? He wasn’t even aware that there was a modeling scene in Nashville. “Well, congratulations. I guess.” He didn’t know what else to say and really didn’t want to say anything at all. Monica Edge was the last person on earth he ever wanted to see. The fact that she was standing in front of him now was yet another kick in the gut he didn’t need.

      “Thank you,” she said, her expression not changing to show any gratitude at all. “And I hear you’ve got quite the new firm established here already. Good for you.”

      He shrugged, not sure if established was the right word yet. “It’s coming together.” Trent glanced around, seeing all the people bustling by and wishing he could engage one of them in an attempt to get him out of this conversation. But he knew none of them. At the moment he was still above throwing himself at the mercy of strangers. Maybe she’d move on soon.

      “How’s Bree?” she asked, her tone softening only slightly. “I heard she burned her hand, and some maniac tried to kill her?”

      Running a hand through his hair, he studied his shoes for a moment. Going over what had happened with Bree was getting tiresome. The last person he wanted to discuss it with was the woman standing in front of him. Besides, it had been in all of the papers. She had to have read it. “Yes, all of that happened. She’s recovering.”

      “That’s really too bad,” Monica said, a hint of a smile pulling at the corners of her mouth. “Just when she was starting to increase her popularity.”

      “Well, she’ll be starting her tour again soon. Record sales haven't slowed.”

      “Oh, good. I’m glad she was able to take advantage of the sympathy of others.”

      The blow was a low one. Trent knew what she was doing, trying to drag him into an argument. He was above that and didn’t have time to engage with her anyway. Yet, how could he let her insult the woman he loved that way? “That’s not what happened. People just heard about her music because of the news and are buying it because they enjoy it.”

      Monica pursed her lips, looking for a counterargument, but Trent was ready to go. He took a few steps toward the sandwich shop, angling around her. “Well, maybe the situation will turn around,” she said. “Although, in my experience, people usually get what they deserve.”

      “If that’s the case, Bree will have a long and prosperous career, Monica. If you’re implying she did something wrong in telling me that you were cheating on me, then you better reconsider your words.” He hadn’t intended to get into that particular argument with her, but clearly, she wanted to go there.

      She stared at him, wide eyed, stunned, as if she couldn’t comprehend he would dare to allege the way their relationship had ended was her fault at all. “I guess I just don’t appreciate it when people meddle in other people’s relationships.”

      A sigh escaped his lips, and he was suddenly sucked back in time to exactly how he’d felt when he was dating her. She had a way of manipulating every conversation, twisting his words, doing whatever she could to seem to be the innocent party. “Monica, good luck with your modeling. I have a lot to do. Maybe I’ll see you around. Or maybe we’ll both get lucky, and we’ll never see each other again.”

      “Fine, Trent. Be that way. Same to you.” She shook her head and headed on her way, stepping quickly, but as she passed him, he swore he saw that hint of a devious smile on her lips again, and he couldn’t help but wonder if he hadn’t fallen right into her hands--again. Had she been waiting for him here? Surely not. He didn’t even know he was coming here until he left his office. It had to have been a coincidence.

      Deciding he’d already wasted too much time on Monica, he headed into the sandwich shop. Telling Bree about this would only upset her, so he decided not to mention it to her at all. If she knew Monica had moved to Nashville, it could set her recovery back, and that was the last thing Trent wanted--that and to ever see Monica again.
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      Her fingers were sore from practicing so long, the strings cutting into the tender flesh of her fingertips, but that didn’t prevent Bree from making dinner. Most of the time since the fire, they ordered out, or Trent would make something when he got home, but since she’d done so well practicing earlier, her spirits had lifted. It wasn’t anything fancy, but her mother had taught her to make a mean eggplant parmesan. She’d just popped it in the oven to bake when she heard Trent’s keys in the lock.

      Setting the timer, Bree went off to greet him, a smile on her face. “Hey, babe!” she called, anticipation of showing him later how well she’d done with her chords bubbling up inside of her.

      It was clear Trent wasn’t in a good mood when he’d first come in. He had a scowl on his face, and his energy was low. But when he turned to look at her, dropping his briefcase by the door, a grin pulled up the corners of his mouth. “Hi. You’re in a good mood.”

      “I am in a good mood,” she replied, wrapping her arms around his neck. He settled his hands on her hips, looking into her eyes. “I made a lot of progress today.”

      His smile brightened. “That’s amazing. I’m so glad to hear it. Will you show me later? After dinner?” He looked up, his eyes training toward the kitchen. “Are you cooking?”

      “I am. Eggplant parmesan. I hope you like it.”

      “It smells great.” His eyes were back on her now, and as he tipped his head, she went up on her toes to meet his lips. His kiss was warm and inviting. His lips lingered; she parted her lips, and Trent pulled her even closer, his hand sliding up to the back of her head as he deepened the kiss.

      As easy as it was to get caught up in the moment, she wanted to know why he’d come in with such a morose look on his face. Bree pulled back, took a moment to catch her breath, and then slid her hands down his arms to interlace her fingers with his. Pulling him over to the couch, she asked, “How was your day?”

      His mood darkened immediately. Shaking his head, Trent said, “I’d rather not talk about it.”

      “Oh, no. Did something happen? Did you lose an account?”

      “No, nothing like that.” He pulled at his tie and brushed his fingers through his hair. “It’s nothing. I’d rather not think about it and concentrate on the gains you made today. Do you have time to show me now?”

      Bree glanced into the kitchen at the timer. “I was going to make some pasta to go with the eggplant, but I suppose I could take a minute to show you a little.”

      “Awesome.” Trent settled back against the couch, and Bree picked up her guitar.

      A wave of anxiety overcame her as that doubt from earlier came back. What if she couldn’t do it, now that someone was waiting to hear her play? Pushing it to the back of her mind, Bree positioned her fingers and began to play.

      It was rough, that was for certain, not at all polished like it used to be before. But her fingers were doing what she asked them to do, for the most part, and the song was recognizable.

      Trent clapped and cheered. “That’s amazing, Bree! You’ve made huge progress, just since I heard you play last week.”

      She set the guitar down, the stinging in her fingers well worth it to hear that sort of praise. “Thank you,” she said, pink filling her cheeks. “I’ve got a long way to go, but I’m super happy to have gotten this far.”

      “Definitely. You’ll be playing just like you used to in no time at all.” Trent stood, stooping to kiss her on the top of the head as he pulled at his tie and headed for the bedroom. She couldn’t help but continue to smile at the compliment. He definitely knew how to brighten her mood.

      Setting her guitar back down, Bree went into the kitchen to make the pasta, her smile slipping away as she thought about what he’d said about his day. Why had his mood darkened when she’d asked? If it wasn’t an account--what else was it that could take his smile away so quickly? Perhaps it was a personnel problem. She’d never worked in an office before, but she had friends that did. It seemed like someone was always arguing with someone else….

      Trent came out of the bedroom dressed in a T-shirt and jeans about the time the oven chimed that dinner was done. He looked just as handsome as ever, even in casual wear, she couldn’t help but smile at him. Returning the grin, he pulled two plates out of the cabinet, and they both went about fixing their plates, deciding to eat outside on the deck since it was such a nice day.

      Bree didn’t utilize this area nearly as much as she should. It was a small space, just big enough for a table and two chairs, but it overlooked the green-space in the back of the complex, which was filled with flowers this time of year. The sky was a brilliant blue, a light breeze stirred her hair, and Bree breathed deeply, letting nature calm her spirit.

      The eggplant was better than she’d hoped. They both ate in silence for several minutes until Bree remembered that phone call and pondered when she should tell him what Lilly had warned her about. He had such a contented expression on his face, she hated to spoil it.

      But as soon as they were both done eating, Bree pushed her plate aside and reached for his hand. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

      “Oh, no,” Trent said, raising an eyebrow, even though he was smiling at her. “That doesn’t sound good.”

      She shrugged. It wasn’t--though she could certainly think of worse news one might have to give, considering everything they’d been through already in their short relationship. “Lilly called me today.”

      His eyes enlarged only slightly, which surprised her. She thought he would be more alarmed than that at the mere mention of her former roommate’s name. “What did she have to say?”

      She adjusted her hand, taking a moment to concentrate on the strength of his grip, how safe she felt when he was with her. “She said Monica has moved to Nashville. That she took a modeling job here.”

      “Oh.”

      It was all he said. Bree stared at him a moment, noting that he dropped his eyes for a second, his head shaking slightly. “Did you already know that?”

      Trent opened his mouth, closed it, shrugged, adjusted in his chair, and said, “Yeah, I found that out today.”

      “What do you mean?” Bree pulled her hand back but only so she could push herself up to the edge of her chair. “Did she call you?”

      “No. Even better. I ran into her on my walk to get some lunch.”

      “You saw her?” Every fiber of Bree’s being was screaming in alarm. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      Again, he shrugged. “I was going to. I just… didn’t get to it yet. And I didn’t want to upset you, not on a day when you were doing so well with your progress. Besides, she was hostile the entire time. It wasn’t at all as if she were happy to see me.”

      “What did she say?” The idea that her fiancé was talking to his ex made her skin crawl. Monica had no right to even speak to him!

      “Not much. Only that she wished she hadn’t bumped into me, that she had heard about your injuries. She wasn’t overly sympathetic, as you can imagine. That’s really about it.”

      She believed him, though she had a feeling he was holding back the ugliest bits. “Well, Lilly was of the opinion that she only took this job because you live here, that it was all part of her devious scheme to attempt to get you back. Apparently, she’s been miserable since the wedding was called off.”

      Trent stared at her for a moment, his expression unreadable. Eventually, he said, “Huh. Well, I didn’t get that impression when I saw her. Not at all. I think Lilly might be jumping to conclusions.”

      “I don’t know. Lilly knows her sister pretty well.” Bree wished she hadn’t eaten so much. The eggplant and pasta was sitting in her stomach like a large rock now.

      Trent reached for her hand again, and she gave it to him. “I wouldn’t worry about it, Bree. Monica’s all bark and no bite. She likes to talk a big game, but in the end, she’s never done anything to physically hurt anyone. As long as we stay away from her, we’ll be fine. Besides, you know I’d never leave you for her--or anyone--right?”

      “I know.” Bree forced a smile, still not completely settled with the idea that Monica had managed to run into him today. Trent got up, pulling her into his arms, and kissed her deeply enough to remind her that he belonged to her--not Monica or anyone else.

    

  

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





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/potential-rogue-wolf-logo.jpg






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/you-are-the-reason-final.jpg
[DRohnson

INashyillEXeOum Eoy
WYy

book'l hree





