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About This Book


Welcome to the all new K9 Files series reconnecting readers with the unforgettable men from SEALs of Steel in a new series of action packed, page turning romantic suspense that fans have come to expect from USA TODAY Bestselling author Dale Mayer. Pssst… you’ll meet other favorite characters from SEALs of Honor and Heroes for Hire too!

Weston was at an impasse in his life, after hearing about his unknown daughter, who’d already been adopted by another family. Only the father had since passed away… So… accepting the mission to track down the missing, blind-in-one-eye, limping K9 dog named Shambhala—in Alaska—was exactly where he needed to be to sort out this other issue in his life. Finding the dog turned out to be easier than Weston had expected, but sorting out how and why this dog’s owner’s had been murdered was something else again.

Now a widower, Danielle knew her daughter also needed a father, so she’d contacted Weston, not sure if he even knew of the baby’s existence. When he said he was on the way, she was concerned at what she’d started and that emotion then turned to terror when Sari’s birth mother showed up at Danielle’s doorstep, looking for her daughter again.

Things turn ugly when Weston’s K9 investigation impacts his daughter’s life and her new mother. He must do something, or everything he’s finally found will be lost.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Weston Thurlow walked into the offices of Titanium Corp and threw himself down into the big office chair on one side of the boardroom table. “I want in.”

Cade looked at Erick, who sat beside him, then across at Weston. “In what?”

“Whatever deal that has all these guys disappearing. I want in on it too.”

Erick looked at Cade with a raised eyebrow. They both looked at Weston again. “Say what?”

Weston grinned. “Oh, no. No, no, no. I’ve been hearing all kinds of stuff,” he said, “so no holding back on me.”

“All kinds of stuff?” Cade asked. “Can you be more specific?”

“Pierce, Blaze, Zane, Parker, Lucas, even Ethan,” he said. “What the heck is going on with them? I heard something about dogs.”

“Why are you interested in dogs all of a sudden?” Erick asked, settling back, as if finally understanding.

Just then Badger walked in. “What was that about dogs?” he asked, as he tossed a file in front of Cade. On the top was a picture of Carter, sitting on a railing, a woman’s arms wrapped around him and their faces pressed together, both looking deliriously happy.

Cade looked at it and grinned. “And another one bites the dust.”

“Or we could say, Another very successful story,” Erick corrected, nudging him with his shoulder.

Cade nodded. “Or we could say that. They do look happy together.”

“Who?” Weston hopped up to take a look. “Yeah, there’s Carter. What the hell has he been up to? And who’s the woman?”

“Sister of his best friend,” Badger said. “Said he needed to go back and fix a few things, find where his real heart lay.”

“Oh, all that mushy stuff,” Weston said. “But what kind of jobs are they doing? Do you know how boring it is, day in and day out? All I do is work.”

“And yet, here you are looking for another job,” Cade remarked with a wry smile. “Ironic, isn’t it?”

Weston shrugged. “Yeah, well, it’s because I’m bored. Don’t you have something else for me to do?”

“Do you have any experience with dogs?”

“Some,” he said. “I worked in a K9 unit for a while.”

“Only a while?”

“I got promoted,” he said. “And then I got blown up. You know how that works. When life takes you down a path you didn’t expect to travel.” And, of course, he knew they did know. All too well because they’d all been on the same path into the unknown.

Badger smiled at him. “What part of the country are you from?”

“Why?” Weston asked.

“Because we’ve got dogs all across the country, and we’re trying to fit people who have a reason to go someplace to track dogs down in that area.” He quickly explained about the K9 program.

Weston’s gaze narrowed with interest. “Wow, sounds like a real mess.”

“Yep, that’s exactly what it is. But we have seven down and five more to go.”

“Did they all come to the mainland?” Weston asked.

“You mean in the US?”

He nodded. “Yeah, that’s what I’m asking.”

“Well, one’s in Alaska, one in Hawaii. Does that count?”

He jumped up. “I’ll take the one in Alaska. It would be Anchorage, right?”

“Well, that’s where it was flown to. But I think it went out to a homesteading family. When a follow-up check was done, they couldn’t get a hold of anyone. No one was particularly worried. They tried several times, and honestly nothing might be wrong, but, until someone connects with the owner, the file can’t be closed.”

“Good, that should be easy enough. Likely they have terrible phone reception out on the homestead, if any at all. The phone is probably off, even if they do have reception. So a simple house call should take care of that,” he said. “I’m from Alaska, and I’ve been looking to visit anyway.”

“Did you leave a long-lost love back there too?”

He winced. “Not exactly.”

“What does that mean?” Badger asked.

“Well, I left a daughter back there apparently,” he said, his voice going superquiet at the old pain rearing its head. “She was adopted out to a very nice family. Only I know that the adoptive mother lost her husband recently. About a year ago.” Feeling overwhelmed but in too deep to stop now, he continued, “They, uh, they’ve been asking me to stop by for a visit because—well, the mother feels my little girl should get to know her dad, now that her other dad is gone.” Weston paused. “She’s close to eighteen months old now, and I’ve never met her.”

All the men looked at him in surprise. Dumbfounded, was more like it.

“I know,” he said, nodding. “I didn’t expect to have a child. But, when a one-night stand ended up telling me a year afterward that she’d had my child and had put it up for adoption, yeah, you could say it wasn’t exactly the highlight of my life. I went from fury to grief in a heartbeat and settled somewhere in between.”

“Well, we don’t pay for these jobs,” Badger said, “but there are benefits.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Weston said, his face drawn. “It’s time for me to face the music.”

“Good,” Badger said. “Because the dog up there—her name is Shambhala—and she could really use a calm retirement home.”

“Why is that?”

“She’s blind in one eye, and she’s missing a leg.” And, with that, Badger reached for a stack of folders. Flipping through, he pulled out the one in question and handed it to Weston. “You get a copy of that and not a whole lot else.”

Weston grinned. “I’ll take it.”


Chapter 1
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Weston knew he’d asked for this. But, as the plane landed in Anchorage, he felt the misgivings ripple through him. It was fine and dandy to be on the side of right and to do the proper thing, but, in this case, he knew it would come with some pain and some sense of not having done the right thing a long time ago. But then it wasn’t like anybody had given him the chance to be a father. That opportunity had been taken from him right at the beginning.

If he’d only known about the pregnancy, he could have done things differently, but he hadn’t. He hadn’t had a choice in the matter, and yet he still felt guilty that his daughter was growing up without him. Not that she was very old, but every day was a day she hadn’t had Weston in her life. And that was devastating. Mind-boggling, in a way. It was wrong, but he just didn’t know what he was supposed to do about it. Long-term.

He hadn’t told the adoptive mother he was coming, and he should have. Daniela Rogers had contacted him a couple times, but he’d held off, not knowing when he’d get there, and then, all of a sudden, it happened, and he was here.

As he stared up at the runway on this early July morning, he realized just how much he both missed and didn’t miss this place. He’d spent a lot of years here. Good years.

Weston would have taken his daughter in a heartbeat, if he’d known about her, and, once again he was back to that—if he’d known—but, at the time she’d been born, he’d been getting blown up. Would knowing have changed any of that? The surgeries? The rehab? No. And no.

It took a good ten minutes for the plane to finally taxi to the gate, and, by the time he made it to the center of the airport, his checked bag had arrived.

With the big backpack he always traveled with tossed over his shoulders, he still hadn’t made up his mind as to where he was going first. With a big sigh, he walked out of the airport, heading to the nearest taxi.

A woman stood there, her hands on her hips, studying him.

Okay. Hard to miss her. He raised an eyebrow—noting she was pretty, very pretty; wore a wedding ring, so off limits; but also seemed mad—and was about to walk past when she called out his name.

“Weston?”

He stopped, then turned to look at her and slowly nodded. The adoptive mother. The widow. “Are you Daniela?”

“Why didn’t you tell me that you were coming?”

“I figured I’d do that when I got here,” he said. “Sometimes traveling doesn’t go the way it’s expected. How did you know I was coming in?”

“I have my ways,” she said.

At that, his second eyebrow went up. “Interesting,” he said. “That sounds like you’re stalking me.”

“No,” she said. “I’m not, but, in truth, I’m glad you’re here.”

“I am too,” he said. “I just don’t know how it’ll work.”

“You’re here for a job?”

“For you, my daughter and a job. Yes,” he said.

“But I suppose it was the job that brought you here,” she said, her tone turning hard.

His first instinct was to glare at her. His second was to win her over. He sighed. “It’s been a rough few months. And the plan was to come, but I was also healing. And I’ll be honest. This whole thing has sent me for a loop.” At that, her face softened, and he hated that almost more. The last thing he wanted was pity. No place for that in his world. He just felt this need to share with her, to communicate transparently. For Sari. Right?

But he held back going into more details about his unplanned-for exit from navy life. For most people, when they heard about his injuries and his long recovery, sympathy was the first thing that came to mind. That his injuries had been horrific enough a new-to-him but seasoned doctor winced when he brought him up to speed on his last visit didn’t help. Multiple compound fractures, soft tissue damage all resulting in several metal plates in his body and now missing a rib. But he’d survived. Still he wasn’t completely against Daniela knowing if it softened her attitude toward him because, of course, he should have hopped a plane the minute he had heard about his daughter. But he hadn’t. Yet kicking himself more than he already had wouldn’t help.

“Well, you’re here now,” she said, and her smile was a little easier than before.

He studied her for a long moment and then nodded. “That I am. And I apologize,” he said. “I had no idea of her existence.”

“She’s waiting for us at home,” she said.

He stopped and looked at her in surprise. “Alone?”

“No, of course not alone,” she said, shaking her head. “My sister is there.” She motioned toward a double-cab half-ton truck sitting in the lot. “This is mine,” she said, already off at a brisk walk, expecting him to follow. She opened the driver’s door, then hopped in and waited for him to go around and get in.

He put his backpack on the back seat and hopped in. “I haven’t made any plans yet about where to stay.”

“I know,” she said. “I gather you’re one of those ‘wing it’ kind of guys.”

Again, feeling like it was a dig, he bit his tongue. “No,” he said mildly. “Like I said, my travel arrangements happened really fast, and I wasn’t sure where I would end up, nor what exactly I’d be doing up here.”

“Right,” she said.

“Will you tell me how you found out I was flying in today?”

“Your landlady,” she said briefly.

He stopped, thought about that, then nodded. “Of course Helen would do that.”

“Was it top secret?” Daniela asked.

“No, of course not,” he said with a half smile. “You just surprised me.”

“I used to work for dispatch,” she said quietly. “So it was within the realm of possibility that I could track you down.”

“Is that how you tracked me originally?” He wondered how he hadn’t known she worked for dispatch.

“No,” she said. “That was done through the child’s mother.”

Interesting how everybody avoided using Angel’s name. What a dichotomy that moniker was. “I didn’t realize you were in contact with Angel,” he said.

“I was briefly,” she said, “but only at the time of the adoption. I filed the information away and didn’t look at it until after Charlie died. Honestly she’s not someone I wanted to stay in contact with. It was hard to find her even then to finalize the paperwork. I had to go through multiple people until everything was taken care of.”

“You mean, multiple bars?”

She shot him a hard look. “If it was good enough for you to find her there, it was good enough for me to find her there too.”

He felt ashamed. “Look. Can we start again?” he said. “I’m Weston Thurlow, and I just arrived in Anchorage. I’m looking forward to meeting Sari and you.”

“Sari is looking forward to meeting you too,” Daniela said instantly. “And I’m Daniela Rogers. Pleased to meet you finally.”

He nodded. “Can we agree it was a bad deal from the beginning?”

“Did you really not know?” she asked curiously.

“I had no idea,” he said shortly. “I wasn’t very happy when I found out.” When she sucked in her breath, he turned toward her. “But not for the reason you think.” When Daniela didn’t say anything, he forged on. “Look. If I’d known she was pregnant, I would have been there. I don’t know if we’d have been together, but I’d have been there. Or, even later, when she decided to bail, I’d have taken responsibility for that baby in a minute, if I’d known.”

At that Daniela made a startled exclamation and glanced at him. “Seriously?”

He shot her a hard look. “Absolutely. That’s my flesh and blood, and she was given away without me even knowing she existed. How do you think I felt?”

She gave him a second shocked look and then returned to driving, but her face twisted with an expression he didn’t know her well enough to understand. “When did you find out?”

“After the adoption was already done,” he said quietly. “Angel called me up when she was drunk one night and told me what she’d done. She kept all the details to herself, just letting me know enough to twist the knife.”

Again Daniela’s breath caught in her throat. “I’m sorry,” she said. “That’s a hard way to find out you have a child.”

“Had a child. And it was a devastatingly hard way to find out. I’ve wanted to wring Angel’s neck for what she did but couldn’t trust myself to be up here.”

“You apparently feel strongly about it.”

“If you had lost a child, wouldn’t you?” He knew his words were wrong when her face blanched. A split-second later he realized that a woman who adopted somebody else’s child likely had done so because she couldn’t have any of her own.

She gave a clipped nod, and, even though her face was pale, she answered in a controlled tone. “I would have been devastated,” she said softly. “I, um, I can’t have any children, which is why I adopted Sari.”

“Of course,” he said. “I really appreciate that you gave her a home.”
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Daniela looked over at the stranger in her truck. She’d used a lot of persuasion to let his landlady know what their connection was and why she needed to meet him at the airport. So far, he’d rebuffed all her efforts to come meet Sari, but it was for Sari’s sake that she was doing this.

At least she thought so. Maybe it was for her own. She didn’t want to examine that too closely. But since her husband’s death, Sari hadn’t been the same child. It had been hard on the little girl. There was also guilt involved because Daniela had experienced a certain amount of relief knowing Charlie was gone. And how horrible was that?

She stole another sideways glance at the stranger beside her. She shouldn’t call him a stranger, since he was the father of her child, and didn’t that sound more intimate than it was? She shook her head ever-so-slightly, hoping he wouldn’t notice. As she tried to toss off the thoughts confusing her, she glanced at him again. “Are you okay to stay at my place for a night or two, while you get your feet on the ground?”

He shrugged. “It was great that you picked me up. You certainly don’t have to give me a place to stay.”

“But I have to,” she said, “otherwise you might not come over.”

He winced at that.

She didn’t want to be mean, but, at the same time, she needed to know if there was any connection between her daughter and her daughter’s father. It sounded strange to put it that way, but she didn’t know how else to say it.

It was another ten minutes before she pulled up to the small, modest two-story house. The main attraction had been a huge backyard, perfect for children to play in. Sari loved having the space. It still broke Daniela’s heart that she couldn’t give Sari any siblings herself, but she was so grateful to have Sari in her life now that she refused to be upset.

As she parked the truck, she turned to look at him. “My sister’s name is Davida,” she said, “and she’ll probably leave right away.”

He looked at her oddly.

She shrugged. “You need to know that a lot of people here don’t have a very good attitude toward you.”

He stared at her in surprise.

She nodded and then gave a bit of explanation. “You’ve got to remember that Angel was here before you. She doesn’t have anything nice to say about you.”

“Interesting, on Angel’s part,” he bit off. “I met her one night, and, yes, we had a one-night stand, but two tangoed that night. She never told me about Sari until after the adoption was final.” He glared at her. “So, if anybody should be having nothing nice to say, it should be me about Angel.”

Daniela didn’t answer that but opened the truck door, hopped out and waited for him to join her. He did, his bag in hand, as she walked to the front door.

Sure enough, even before Daniela could open it, Davida had the front door open. She looked at Daniela, then her gaze swung to the six foot, two inch silent male at her sister’s side. She took a step back, defensive instincts coming up as she glared at the stranger. “Is this him?” she asked Daniela, her tone hostile.

Daniela sighed. “Yes. This is Weston. But you might want to know a little tidbit here. He didn’t know about Sari’s existence until after the adoption was final.”

Davida turned to look back at the stranger, shock in her gaze. Then, as if not wanting to let go of her anger and resentment, she said, “According to him, you mean?”

“Yes. According to me,” he said, standing on the front step. “It’d be interesting to have Angel here, so she could tell a different story with me standing in front of her.”

Davida frowned, then glanced back at Daniela. “I haven’t seen Angel since you adopted Sari.”

“No, thank goodness, neither have I,” Daniela said.

Stepping back a little farther, Davida ignored that. “Sari’s sleeping.”

“Perfect,” Daniela said. “I’m glad I’m here for when she wakes up.”

With that, Davida grabbed her jacket and purse. “I’ll talk to you later.” With a hard look at Weston, Davida disappeared out the front door.


Chapter 2
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Daniela turned to look at Weston. “I’m sorry. Like I said, some feelings run deep.”

“So do mine,” he said in a milder tone. He dropped his bag on the floor, shifted from his coat, placing it on a hook next to the doorway. He looked down at his big boots and sighed. “I guess these need to come off too.”

“Yes, please.” She slipped off her shoes, parking them to the side. As soon as he had unlaced his boots, placing them next to hers, she asked, “Coffee?”

He stood and gave her a brief smile. “Thank you, that sounds great.” He looked around with interest.

She realized he was looking to see what kind of a home she was providing for his daughter. She shrugged self-consciously. “It’s not very high-end,” she said for lack of other words, “but the reason I rented this house was the big backyard for kids. It’s very much a family home.”

“Nothing wrong with family homes,” he said. “It’s obviously the preference, if you’ve got kids.”

She led the way to the kitchen, a huge old country-style room with big counters and wide open with glass doors leading out to the backyard. He walked to the glass doors and stared out.

“City lots. They’re not very big.” She hated the note of apology in her voice, as if she should have provided Sari with something so much more.

He turned to look at her and smiled. “It’s perfect,” he said. “I’m sure she is quite comfortable here.”

Daniela could feel some of her tension easing until another thought hit her. She didn’t know if he had a leg to stand on legally, but she suspected, from hearing his story, he might. And she could feel the fear cloying at the back of her throat at the thought of losing Sari. Daniela kept herself busy, bustling around to put on coffee. “Grab a chair if you want to sit.”

He shook his head. “I’ve been sitting for a while now, so standing is good for a bit.”

She could feel that intense gaze on her as she worked. She was hyperaware of everything he did. And the trouble was, he didn’t do anything except stare at her. Finally she hit the Start button on the coffeepot, then turned and faced him. “Do you need anything to eat?”

He shook his head.

She frowned. “When Sari wakes up, she’ll need a snack.”

“That makes sense,” he admitted.

She stopped, trying to regain her sense of balance. “Do you have any experience with children?”

His eyebrows shot up. “Are you asking if I left any other abandoned children around the world?”

She glared at him. “No. For all I know, you’re married and have kids of your own now.”

“Well, I consider Sari my own,” he said, calmly crossing his arms over his chest.

She took a deep calming breath. “Look. I feel like we got off on the wrong foot.”

“Again.” His eyebrows rose ever-so-slightly, but he stared at her steadily.

“I was hoping you and Sari would have a relationship of some kind. She misses Charlie very much.”

“What happened to Charlie?”

“Charlie—” she started and then stopped.

He waited, not giving an inch.

She took a deep breath. “Charlie got in his truck one day and drove off a cliff.” She could feel the stillness come over Weston.

“Suicide?”

She reached a hand to her chest, trying to still the pain in her heart. “I don’t know. It was ruled an accident.”

But Weston continued to stare at her steadily. “And what do you think it was?”

“He had a lot of mental health issues,” she said. “He was sick, with cancer. He was depressed, on heavy medications, and had mood swings. It’s possible either way. He may have done it deliberately. He may have just lost his concentration, or maybe it was just a really bad accident, and no ill intention was behind it.”

“And it’s easier not to know?”

“Absolutely,” she said, “because then I don’t have to think about him wanting to leave us. And I don’t have to address my feelings about all the years I spent living with someone who was emotionally so difficult.”

“So instead,” he said with surprising and very piercing insight, “you have to live with the guilt that you could have done more and for feeling relief that it’s over.”

She stared at him in shock and burst into tears.
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He gave a strangled exclamation and abandoned his side of the island—which was doing a good job of keeping a distance between them—and strode to her. He wrapped her up in his arms, pulling her against his chest. “I’m sorry,” he said. “That was uncalled for.”

She shook her head and tried to pull away but, at the same time, maintained her grip on his shirt, and so the shirt was coming with her. Finally she gave up the ghost and started to cry deep sobs that soaked his shirt almost immediately.

He held her close, wondering how long it had been since she had had a good cry and if she’d ever had anybody there for her to lean on. Davida sure didn’t seem like the warm and fuzzy type. And Daniela had to stay strong for Sari. Weston could already see how Daniela was a protective and nurturing mother figure for Sari.

So it couldn’t have been easy to lose her husband, particularly under those circumstances, meanwhile to be looking after Weston’s daughter. Not to mention suddenly hearing Sari had been given away without his permission. That was a lot for Daniela to take in all at once.

When she finally stopped crying, she pulled back, wiping her face on her sleeve like a child, the action making him smile. She looked up at him through watery eyes and whispered, “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he said, his voice equally quiet. “Sometimes we can bottle it in, but, at some point, it just has to blow.”

She sniffled, then turned and washed her hands under the tap. She reached for two cups and, with a slightly shaky hand, poured two cups of coffee.

When she handed him one, he could see she was slowly regaining some sense of control.

“I guess, but, God, this wasn’t what you bargained for.”

“Still, I’m sorry you’ve had such a tough year or so.”

“Yeah, it has been,” she said.

“Well, if you don’t mind my asking, why did you want Sari then?”

“Maybe because I was lonely,” she said. “Maybe because I was desperate for a child and knew I would never have one of my own. Charlie hadn’t fallen ill yet, but I already knew I couldn’t have children. Other than that,… I don’t really know, but I saw her and fell in love.”

At that, he smiled. “Thank you for that, because you could have given me all the logical answers in the world, but it’s the last one that really counts.”

She looked at him, and he could see her uncertainty. She’d obviously had a rougher time of it than he knew. She took a deep breath and gave him a real smile, as if somehow they had crossed that barrier that had been upsetting and ruffling feathers when she’d first picked him up. “Sari really is a sweetheart,” she said warmly.

“And how did she get along with Charlie?”

“She adored him,” Daniela said. “And then, all of a sudden, he wasn’t here anymore. And she changed. She became very quiet, introverted in a way she hadn’t been before.”

“She’s hardly old enough to show a lot of that, isn’t she?” he asked hesitantly because Daniela was right, he didn’t have much exposure to children of that age. To children of any age. He’d been an only child, and no other children were in his immediate world. Another reason why he was completely torn over Sari’s current circumstances.

“As a mother, I know,” she said. “And it wasn’t hard for the people who knew her to see the changes.”

“I’m sorry for her then. Grief and loss are hard things to be forced to learn about at that age.”

Just then they heard some wailing up above on the second floor. Daniela hopped to her feet and said, “That’s Sari.”

He got to his feet immediately, and he saw her hesitate.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to get her, calm her down from her nap. Sometimes she wakes up a little edgy. I think it would be best before I introduce the two of you.”

He nodded and slowly sat back down again.

As he waited, he looked around, wondering just what the hell he was even doing here. It was obvious she cared and really wanted his daughter, but his concern was, What did he want? He already felt like an asshole for not immediately jumping in and starting court proceedings to regain his daughter. Had Sari been adopted legally? That just added to his confusion.

He wanted to be in Sari’s life, but, if that were the case, why had he taken so long to get up here? And when he thought about Charlie and what Daniela had been through, this little girl had already lost somebody who cared about her. The worst thing Weston could do would be to step into her life, then step back out again almost as fast. She needed to know he was here for her all the time. This wasn’t a case of him being a daddy only when he felt like it. Sari would need him if he would commit. But, if he wouldn’t commit, then he needed to get his ass the hell out of this and get a long way away from here.

And it may already be too late for that.

When he heard a sudden noise behind him, he turned to see Daniela holding one of the cutest little cherubs he’d ever seen. She had huge blue eyes, just like his own mother’s. And even more damning was the head of bright red hair, but so soft, so thin and fine.

Sari looked at him, and her bottom lip trembled. Then she burst into tears.


Chapter 3
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Daniela chuckled and held Sari close. “Don’t take it personally,” she said to the very startled Weston standing, staring in dismay at his daughter. “She doesn’t generally take to anybody right off.”

He nodded and sank back down again. “It’s a good thing I wasn’t expecting her to run toward me with open arms,” he joked.

She smiled, grabbed his coffee cup, and refilled both hers and his, while she held Sari, cuddling her close.

Finally Sari stopped sobbing, and Daniela sat her daughter on the counter, standing in front of her, Sari with her thumb in her mouth, staring around Daniela at the stranger.

Daniela reached up, gently pulling the thumb from her mouth. “You’re just fine now,” she said. “This is Weston. Remember? I told you about him.”

Sari looked at him with a little more interest and a whole lot less fear as Daniela grabbed Sari once more and moved around the kitchen, making a snack of banana slices for her daughter. She took the plate to the table. With Sari sitting on her lap, Daniela helped her daughter reach toward the plate and pick up pieces to eat. Sari didn’t say a word, but now she stared constantly at Weston.

“Now that she’s over the initial shock,” Daniela said in a quiet voice, “she’s contemplating the scenario.”

“She doesn’t like change, I gather?”

“No, she’s had quite a lot of change in her life.”

“But she
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Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
    /    )    /    /     / |     /    )    /  /|     / |         /       |    /     /    )    /    '
---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
  /    /    /    /     /   |   /    |    / |/  |   /   |       /         |  /     /         /       
_/____/____/____/_____/____|__/_____|___/__/___|__/____|______/__________|_/_____/_________/____ ___
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EULA ( the End User License Agreement )

This document is a legal agreement between you the end user, and Dharma Type.  
By using or installing Dharma Type font(s), you agree to be bound by the terms of this Agreement. 

1. You may use this font for both commercial and non-commercial works at no charge.
2. You may use this font to create images on the website or printed matter on papre, logomark.....up to you.
3. You may not sell this font without permission.
4. You may not redistribute this font without permission.
5. You may not modify, adapt, translate, reverse engineer, decompile, disassemble, or create derivative works based on this font.
6. This font are Copyrighted by Ryoichi Tsunekawa. All rights reserved. You may not claim copyrgiht rights for this font.
7. DISCLAIMER 
This font is provided to you free of charge.
Dharma Type give no warranty in relation to this font, and you use this at your own risk.
Dharma Type will not be liable for any damage to your system, any loss or corruption of any data or software,
or any other loss or damage that you may suffer as a result of downloading or using this font, whether it results from our negligence or in any other way.

Here is a list of things you could do, Only if you want to:
* Link http://dharmatype.com/ or credit "Dharma Type"
* Tell me what did you use this font for.


FAQ

Q_ Can I use this for a commercial product?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I use this on a web page via css @font-face?
A_ Yes, You can!

Q_ Can I donate $ to you?
A_ Yes, You can! ( Paypal: info@flat-it.com )



Contact_______________________________

info@dharmatype.com

Dharma Type (http://dharmatype.com)
  |
  |___ Flat it type foundry
  |
  |___ Prop-a-ganda
  |
  |___ Holiday Type
______________________________________



Copyright 2010, 2012 Adobe Systems Incorporated (http://www.adobe.com/), with Reserved Font Name 'Source'. All Rights Reserved. Source is a trademark of Adobe Systems Incorporated in the United States and/or other countries.

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/cover.jpg






