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        THE ONLY LIVING GOD, THE ALMIGHTY: KING JESUS CHRIST

      

        

      
        To YOU, my LORD, I bow forever.

        Your ways are past finding out, SIR!

      

        

      
        MY LORD

        MY LOVE

        MY TREASURE

        MY ETERNITY
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      It shall come to pass that before they call, I will answer… Isaiah 65:24

      

      There are two sides to every story.

      Carlos Saint Magna, who killed me, has his.

      I, who am presumed dead, have mine.

      Here is my version—if I live long enough to tell it, that is. Pay close attention.

      

      Several years ago…

      

      A Mexican town near South Padre Island…

      

      The Mexican sun lasered its heat without mercy into the graft of Asia Powers’ back, causing a patch of sweat to glue the lightweight, faded, sky-blue cotton shirt to her smooth dark-brown skin, and a few last words from her late Mom pierced her mind. Life is lived in seasons, and your transitions from one to the other usually don’t make an announcement. You know it when you’re in it. What season was she stepping into? She gulped. She could turn back now. But no, she stood undaunted. She came here for an important reason, didn’t she?

      On one side, the valley pointed toward the beach. On the other, the hillside inclined invitingly to where she wanted to go. Where she dared go.

      With every sense of caution screaming to stop, Asia stepped forward and nearly collided with another person. She felt her earring nudged off her ear by the rushing passerby—an earring that was her last gift from her mom. “Hey! Watch it.” She heard the tension travel from her heart to her voice.

      The gold-rimmed coral hook earring clinked to the ground and licked some sand. Another passerby stepped on it—and she heard a crunch like a broken dry twig. Wincing, she bent to pick it up before the next guy approaching with his gaze glued to his phone further trampled her treasured possession. She peered at it and blinked as she straightened. “The lock is broken. Ha.” Her shoulders fell, mimicking the earring clasp’s gaping downward curve.

      Emotion closed her throat, and a sigh slipped through as she stared at the memento. “I can’t exactly wear one earring, can I?” She’d just lost her mom’s last gift.

      “Do you need a ride?” A cheerful male voice rang into her ear, oblivious to her heartache.

      The broken earring still in her palm as she dusted it off, she spun and stared at a pair of brown eyes, a man with uncertain lips and an unsteady gait. “Who are you?”

      Behind him, a car with peeled-off yellow paint that once spelled Taxi idling at the curb answered her question, and she wondered if her clothing would get torn if she risked getting into its browned-by-dirt interior and rust-edged doors.

      Spinning away from him, she inhaled deeply to soothe away her loss, slipped the broken earring into her back pocket, and let out a low whistle as she felt something stir beneath it.

      Oh, the picture.

      The reason she was here.

      Pulling it out, she eyed the image of the two happy girls, one tall, one short—best friends, both gone missing here—and she was standing at the last place they were reportedly sighted.

      At least, one of them was. The other was assumed to have tagged along and also disappeared. Two girls who’d never left their hometown wouldn’t simply leave, then vanish.

      Waving the man off without looking, she let her trained eye begin searching the place for clues or…anything that may suggest why both girls went missing here. On her left, a small footpath disappeared through some stalls. Nothing interesting showed up there.

      Beyond it, rusted zinc covered some portable bathrooms. Also, nothing on that end. At least, nothing stood out to her as alarming. Desperation tugged at her heart.

      Was it even possible to find anything after all this time?

      It’d already been years.

      The local police said they’d looked and found nothing.

      So did the search teams. More girls had reportedly gone missing.

      The market—this market—had been torn down after a public outcry for a detailed investigation and reconstructed when nothing pertinent to the missing cases had been found.

      So, why did she feel as if there was something they were missing?

      A clue?

      A witness?

      Some evidence?

      She stumbled past the stuck-out edge of a plank of wood and managed to catch herself before her face made contact with the ground. Pressing her hand against a pillar hedging the makeshift boundaries of a sunscreen and beauty products shop—with the items displayed in step-by-step wooden racks—she steadied herself. The last thing she needed was getting unnecessarily injured.

      Refocusing while mentally checking off landmarks from her map, she made her way through loud shoppers and climbed farther uphill until, nearly breathless, she stood just below the spot one girl was supposedly last seen according to an unconfirmed report—at the top of the hill, opposite an old wagon parking lot just beyond where she stood.

      As she turned and planted a hand on her hip, her brows dipped at the clustered crowd around the top. Rustling met her ears above her, and she strained her focus toward it. But, the street was busy. Noise abounded. People were shopping, clapping, joking, whistling down taxis, and striding with their friends in the crowd—an orderly chaos.

      She winced. That uneasy sound reached her ears yet again.

      Darting her gaze around, while thirsty, she inhaled another deep, calming breath.

      She’d forgotten her bottle of water inside her ride, and now her throat was parched. The driver who’d brought her was in the valley. He’d be reluctant to go and fetch her water bottle, and she wasn’t prepared to buy anything here either. Not while that uneasy prickling—an instinct she’d come to trust—still lingered. Resolute, she shook off the apprehension.

      She took a few more steps up to the top of the hill and reached for a closer look at a flyer, or possibly a direction sign, stapled on a nearby utility pole. A man rushed past her toward a female pedestrian—petite, slim, and well dressed—who’d paused several feet away as she bent to pick something up just like Asia had done. He strode toward the lady and seized her arm.

      Clutching her strapped purse with whitened knuckles, the young lady tried to wrestle away, a frown creasing her brow.

      Around them, traders hawked their trinkets, and cars honked for inattentive pedestrians. Asia’s brows drew together. But before she could say anything, his grip tightened on the young lady, and her skin wrinkled as he tugged at her arm. Then he said, “She only needs one change of clothes,” loud enough such that Asia heard.

      Asia blinked, felt her heart slow, then glanced around. Was he talking to her? Or to someone else?

      But, everyone else went about their business, street chatter overshadowing the murmur of several conversations. If he was talking to someone, then it definitely wasn’t her. She also seemed to be the only person observing the scene.

      At least, as far as she could see, nobody else seemed to notice. Just then, another man in black jeans appeared from the opposite side of the road and joined the pair. His tanned and ripped muscular arm reached forward, tugging the girl toward him.

      A third man emerged wearing a thick black coat and dark beard. A tall fourth man showed up wearing khakis and rugged black boots. A gun bulged underneath his shirt on his hip. Was this a movie set? It didn’t seem so, especially with no camera crew visible.

      What was…this? She wasn’t from here, so clearly, she couldn’t simply jump in.

      More men trailed the first, and soon, they formed a huddle obscuring Asia’s view of the girl.

      Then it happened fast.

      So fast that Asia’s head spun. Her mind raced to interpret the occurrence while she struggled to grasp it.

      She opened her mouth. But no words came, and her feet felt glued to the asphalt.

      What was going on?

      Was this a local matter?

      Maybe a wanted person?

      But they didn’t show any ID the way law enforcement would.

      Why would they accost her in a market?

      She didn’t behave like she knew these men.

      Should Asia intervene? Without law enforcement authority or authorization?

      She wiped a bead of sweat off her forehead and stifled her thirst. She could drink water later. She might not be a cop, but she was a human being 100 percent—and that meant she helped another human if they seemed uncomfortable. “Hey!” she yelled toward the huddle.

      But before she could speak further, the men—and the girl they’d captured—inched away, blended in with the market crowd, one man’s shirt flapped like a curtain, just when a twenty-five-seater mini bus roaring through like its brakes were faulty, split Asia from them. By the time the bus navigated pedestrian traffic and moved out of the way, they were gone.
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        * * *

      

      Asia stood stunned beyond words.

      This was not a dream.

      This was real.

      She clenched her fists and, her heart pounding, she ran to where the young lady in blue jeans and a brown sleeveless shirt had stood moments earlier. The lady’s wristwatch lay on the ground, so Asia picked it up with a handkerchief and rolled them into one, tucking them in her other back pocket.

      Convinced someone else had to have seen something, she swept a glance around, and as she turned in the direction the lady might have been taken, her hip struck someone. When she turned, she’d knocked a little girl to the ground who shrieked aloud when her doll and green lollipop thudded to the pavement.

      Asia withdrew her hand. “Oh, I’m sorry, honey. I didn’t see you.” Helping the girl up while steadying her own trembling frame, Asia pressed the fallen doll into her hand. The mother drew close. “Did you see what happened?” Asia asked. After giving Asia the meanest look, the mother snatched the little girl away.

      “So much for an uneventful day,” Asia murmured.

      As she straightened, she thought about the man’s words again and took a few steps forward, slowly reimagining what she’d seen. Somehow, the words he’d spoken sounded out-of-place and dissonant to the busy market atmosphere.

      She only needs one change of clothes.

      Who needed to talk about clothes while people were milling around to buy items?

      Who only needed one change of clothes?

      It didn’t make any sense.

      Confusion creased her brow. It was strange to hear a man talking about what the woman needed only in terms of clothing. And he’d mentioned that she needed only one change of clothes.

      Did he mean that?

      What did it mean?

      As she turned away, her hands settled back to her side, even as her heart refused to settle. The market still bustled. As far as it seemed, nothing had happened. But something had taken place, even if Asia didn’t yet have the right words for it.

      Another glance confirmed it—the lady whom the man had grabbed was gone. There was no sign she was ever here, except the watch in Asia’s back pocket, but it wasn’t much to go by.

      Asia darted her gaze to both sides of the street. No one else appeared to have noticed what had taken place, and they probably didn’t care. Either way, she was the only one who perceived that a moment earlier a lady had been standing close by, resisting the grip of some men on her arm, and the next moment, she was gone.

      The busy market continued buzzing like nothing had happened. But then something else had changed. The music that had grown loud at the point the girl was shouting for the man to let her go had died down too.

      “Weird.” How would she explain this? “I can trace the music’s source. Find out where it’s coming from to see if there is a connection.” She reminded herself, ever so slightly, that she was alone. It could be risky.

      What if she found the music’s origination point and fell into the hands of the same men?

      Would they recognize her? See her and know she’d observed what had happened, then do to her whatever was done to the lady?

      Was what had occurred a kidnapping?

      If so, could she prove it?

      A lump formed in her throat when she knew the answer wasn’t what she hoped it would be. She could return to the local police station, give them the watch, and report what she’d seen.

      Yes, that was a good start. Retreating from the snatching spot, she whirled to meet determined brown eyes and strong feet planted in the middle of the street only steps away.

      It wasn’t his build, which was regular, that sent chills down her spine.

      His clenched fists and set jaw mixed with his stern gaze as he ran his eyes over her frame caused her to still. “She needs only one change of clothes.” This time, his words were clearly and undeniably directed at her—before another pair of hands reached for her from behind and closed like a vice around her arm.

      She was trapped. Her knee went up against him but met what could be hard steel. Clearly, someone had tried that move before.

      “Help!” she screamed, but in the background, the music began rising to an overpowering crescendo again. Her eardrums thudded. The source of the music had to be close—and those behind it involved. She was right—and too late.
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      Do not be wise in your own eyes; fear The LORD and depart from evil. Proverbs 3:7

      

      In the United States…

      

      The woman stood there at eight o’clock every morning like clockwork. Her lips pressed tight. Face inches from the third-floor window with the upper part of the glass clear and the lower pane frosted. Her breath formed a cloud on the glass—even on rainy days—and heavy curtains would shade her form on other days. Usually, a man’s hand pressed against the glass from behind her moments later. Once she’d seen his side view, but not his face. It was like his eyes bored into the back of her head wanting to pry her thoughts out.

      But her gaze waded into nothingness straight ahead—like she had escaped her body and was simply not there. It lasted only about a few minutes before the hand would pull away, she’d turn, and the curtain would be drawn closed.

      It wasn’t the frequency with which it occurred that got seventeen-year-old Julia Freeman’s attention. It was the look in the woman’s eye. Like she was where she’d rather not be. She always wore red lipstick. Her hair always slickly pulled into a bun with the front curving part of her face. But the look in her eyes…was fiery.

      The fire of pain.

      The fire of lost chances.

      The fire of hurt.

      And the fire of vengeance.

      Those honey-brown embers spoke volumes that her thinned lips never moved to say aloud.

      And the words they’d never moved to say, the fire in those eyes, and the stillness of that form drew Julia Freeman from Silver Stone High School into Detective Gary Jeremiah Bancroft’s office this afternoon. It was Christmastime, and there were only a few days for school to vacate for the holidays. She’d gone to the mall with her best friend earlier, but her mind had stayed on the lady until she couldn’t bear it anymore. So Molly went home while Julia headed to the police station.

      One way or another, she’d get the detective to check out that house and everyone living inside it, especially the woman. She hadn’t slept for days, and today, her nightmare would end with an answer. Of course, it could just be a couple having a tough time in their marriage. That was all.

      Julia shifted in her seat and crossed her hands wondering whether her mom would get her new gloves. The past few years, gloves seemed to accompany her Christmas gifts, and it may be the same this year. Winter seemed to be late this year, so she wondered whether she’d need them. “How hard can it be? Detective, you can go there, knock on the door, ask about who lives there, get their names and ID, and be gone. Simple as that.”

      He eyed her, and she could see him nearly saying aloud that she was too young. Instead, his shoulders fell. “It’s not that simple.” He leaned forward, equally looping his hands. “I’m not saying I don’t believe you.” He shook his head and scooted back, knocking over some file to the ground. Watching his face crunch as he struggled not to swear was almost funny—part of his 365 days of “not swearing challenge.” She’d seen him struggle twice today—when the coffee maker wouldn’t work as she entered and now. He said he was a Christian about a year and half ago. Julia realized he was serious then. She was starting to believe him. “I don’t have a warrant. And you could be mistaken, you know.”

      She groaned. “So, you’re saying regular people show up at eight at their own window and glare at it for like three minutes, every day?” She pointed toward him, hoping he didn’t consider that as rude. “So, do you do that every day, at the same time? Stare through the window, with someone’s hand reaching over from behind you as though they were keeping you in place?”

      He blinked hard. Then his gaze dropped to the file in front of him. “Listen, kiddo, you just have speculations, but I have a case to pursue this morning. A dead girl in a rough part of town. I suggest you get home now.” His voice grew cryptic at her lecture, and she gave herself an internal check. If he was willing to listen, she wouldn’t throw that advantage away.

      Nevertheless, she pressed her point. “What if she’s in danger, huh? Would you wait until she’s dead, like that girl in the rough part of town?” His eyes drilled into hers until she knew she drove him to the very limit. But she had to get an answer, a commitment from him to do something. “Fine. Can you at least check them out online or something?”

      “Deal. Now, is there anything else I can do for you?” That cryptic tone again.

      She stood on tiptoes—a blast of cool air hitting her cheeks from an open window like a mild rebuke—and kissed his cheek, leading him to gasp and growl. His beard was growing, and she couldn’t tell if he was too busy to shave or was growing it out. “If you did just that, Uncle Gary, I’d be the proudest niece.” She straightened, glad to have shown him she wasn’t so predictable after all.

      Just because he’d been in the room when she was born didn’t mean she stayed small. She was growing into adulthood and wanted those in her family to see that and trust her questions as valid, even professional ones. “I’ll check again next week to see what you found out. Thanks a bunch!” Her phone rang, and she pulled it from her pocket and stared at it. “It’s Mom,” she announced and walked to the corner, content to have gotten half a yes.

      “Tell Marcy I said hi.” Uncle Gary picked up the file and strode over to speak to another cop while Julia and her mom spoke.

      “Hi, Mom.”

      “Why did I overhear Gary?”

      “I’m at the police station.”

      Her mom’s gasp echoed. “What did you do, child?”

      “Nothing. Why did you think I must’ve done something wrong? You should have some faith in your own child.” Rude. She winced. “I’m sorry. I just felt you shouldn’t accuse me just because you heard I was in a police station.”

      Her mom grew silent, then asked, “Why are you there?”

      “For Uncle Gary to look into something. Nothing to do with me.” She couldn’t say much until her uncle dug a little deeper.

      Her mom’s hiss sliced through the speakers. “I love you. And if you’re in trouble, you know you can talk to me, right?”

      Julia thrust her free hand into her hoodie pouch and swallowed a groan. “I’d like to do without a lecture right now. I’m not in trouble.”

      “Why do I sense you’re hiding something?” Her mom’s tone was cutting.

      “Because you don’t trust me.” Just saying the words—tasting their truth—hurt. “I’m not every teenager like you compare me to. And everything you hear out there about some teenager is not true about me. Please.” Even while her temper rose, she tried to keep her voice even.

      “Are you saying you just went to a police station out of the blue, and you want me to suspend logic and believe that?” The rising screech vibrated through the speaker. She could picture her mom’s hand flailing. “Did you crash someone’s car again? Is Gary covering it up for you?”

      Clenching her fist inside the hoodie pocket, Julia moved toward the fern on the filing cabinet. “This is our problem. Mom, you don’t trust me, but you trust Uncle Gary. Why would you trust your brother and not your daughter?”

      A sigh sailed through, and Julia held her breath, hoping her hurt traveled across the airwaves too. “You’re a teenager, and I know what I was like. At your age, nobody believes you. I did a lot I’m not proud of, and”—a small cough cut into her words—“you are so much like me without Christ that I struggle to believe you won’t make the mistakes I did.”

      How could she think…? Julia closed her eyes and breathed out slowly. “If we’re being real, you barely know me. We live in the same house, but we barely talk without it becoming tough. I don’t know who you were when you were my age. You don’t talk about it. You just say you don’t want me to become the old you. When I don’t know her, how can I not be her?”

      “Sometimes, when you don’t know, it’s best.” Defensive now, her mom’s voice came across hard, then softened. “We should talk. I’m making dinner, so when we finish eating tonight, I may tell you a few things. It might be hard for me, but maybe it’s time you learned some things.”

      “But aren’t you going for the usher board meeting tonight? Isn’t tomorrow choir practice and the day after Bible study?” Julia pushed back the tears. She touched the lacy plant. She’d bought it for her uncle’s birthday. “You’d said we’d go through my college applications, and I did them all on my own.”

      “Your college applications? Sorry, I forgot, and by the time I remembered, you’d done them. I think we worked double shifts at the pharmacy, and I was so tired that week. Maybe that’s why I forgot.”

      It wasn’t the pharmacy. “You had the special program at church, too, and you came home in the wee hours for three days.” Julia choked on the pain of the disappointment she’d sealed in her heart then.

      “We did. I’m sorry. If you called my attention, I would’ve taken a look.” Her mom’s voice sobered.

      But the pain threatened to take over all of Julia’s heart. Every chance she’d attempted to engage her mom in her life had been ruined. She could strike up a closer relationship with this plant. “Mom, I’ve accepted that you have no time for me, so I had to take care of myself. You are always in church, praying and singing!”

      “Sweetie…” What was that tone? Cajoling? Chastising? Whimpering? How would Julia know? She barely knew her mother. “You want me to pray. Don’t take it out on God or the church. I need them. The mom you have today wouldn’t exist if Jesus didn’t make me who I am.”

      That was just it! She plucked the tip of one frond and crushed it beneath her fingertips. “I don’t know who you were. I just know the mom I wake up with every day who asks more about her brother than me!”

      “You’ve always been an independent child. Moreover, the meeting for tonight was postponed. I can make time for you when you need me. What I can’t do for you, Jesus can. I am an imperfect parent—and you’re not a perfect child—but I’m doing the best I can. And, if you let Jesus into your heart, He’ll fill in the empty spaces I cannot. Julia—”

      Her fingers twitched to clamp over her ears. “No! You wouldn’t make time for me even if you had all the time in the world. I waited for such a long time to see whether you’d notice that I wanted to spend time with you five Christmases ago. You only turned on Christmas songs and sang to them while I watched. I was shattered.”

      A sharp inhale sucked air through the speakers. “Oh, I remember. You were so quiet. You didn’t say anything. I thought you were enjoying it. I didn’t know I’d hurt you.” Her mom sighed. “This isn’t the time to talk about this.”

      “Sure, Mom.” Julia shook her head even knowing her mom couldn’t see it as her heart sank further. Didn’t matter. Her mom wouldn’t see her even if they were in the same room. Every conversation was like this—her mother speaking to someone she never bothered to see. “The time was always never. I can’t keep waiting to climb your list of priorities. Gary can stay at the top. I love him, but I can’t play second place to him in your heart anymore. I’ve got to go.”

      “Julia…”

      As her mom’s voice trailed off, Julia ended the call. Her mom was right. This was the wrong time and wrong place for this. Maybe she’d go home. Maybe Mom would make time this time. Or Julia might get disappointed yet again.

      She eyed the fern that couldn’t answer her questions any more than her mom would—the plant that wouldn’t understand her or trust her any more than her mom did. Part of her wanted to knock it over, shatter the pot holding its roots so it would notice her. But nothing would make Mom pay attention to her.

      Decisions assailed her as she strode toward the door, working to keep from bursting into tears. Then Gary shouted, “Your mom should add me to the dinner next weekend. I’ll be coming over.”

      Julia paused, inhaled deeply, and tried for a calm voice. “Mom always puts out your share, even when you don’t say you’re coming. You’re forever her baby brother.” Glad he’d been too far to hear the exchange and eager to escape, she stepped out into the sunlight where piercing heat warred with the chill of winter, and suddenly, something rustled like a paper bag. Before she could turn, the bag pulled over her head.

      The squeal of tires against the gravel reached her ears, trailed by the sound of a door being pushed open. Her uncle shouted her name from inside the station across the way, but he sounded farther still.

      Strong hands gripped her arm, shoved her forward, and forced her feet to climb up into what must be a van. She screamed, “Uncle Gary! Help!”

      A punch landed against her face, sparks flew from her eyes, and a needle pricked her arm. Before long, she blacked out.

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






OEBPS/images/heading-starburst-bottom-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.


OEBPS/images/asiapreque-no-logo.jpg
SHE KNOWS





