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        Many thanks to the readers who took the time to review The Unlived Lives of Raymond Quinn, the first book in the “Unlived Lives” series.

      

      

      

      
        
        “Perfect for anyone who likes a bit of everything—philosophy, adventure, and a good, page-turning plot. One of my top books for 2024…”
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        “Very interesting and intriguing delve into alternative lives emanating from one young man’s tragic demise during the war in Vietnam.”
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        “This is an excellent story to read about life decisions, second chances and one that will have you thinking about your own life choices.”
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        “The author explores complex themes including life and death, the afterlife, and the rippling consequences of our decisions.”
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        "Thought-provoking read that has inspired a litany of ‘what if’s’ relative to this reviewer’s own life. Enjoyed this well-written book very much."
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        “It presents a hauntingly reflective journey of life, memory, and fate. Thought-provoking twists will keep your attention as layers of Raymond's life unfold.”
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        “A good read for fans of science fiction and history or anyone who has ever wondered about the existence of parallel universes.”
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        “What began as an apparent thriller/mystery as to how the protagonist found himself in his present situation, evolved into a narrative spanning 50 years involving multiple characters, countries, and conflicts.”
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        “If you’re drawn to psychological depth, mystery, and the exploration of the human condition, this book is for you.”
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        “If you like parallel universe stories like Blake Crouch's 'Dark Matter,' you need to meet Raymond Quinn. ”
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        “Don’t be afraid of death;

        be afraid of an unlived life.”

      

      

      

      
        
        Natalie Babbitt from Tuck Everlasting
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            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Shelly!

        What? Who is this?

        I am you!

        Me? Where am I?

        On your way to where you chose to be. You killed yourself. Your mortal life has ended. I will help you determine the fate of your immortal soul.

        I killed myself? I wouldn’t do that; there must be a mistake.

        That was your fatal mistake.

        You ended your mortal life, but you can choose what your immortal existence will be. A future where your soul will exist in a universe parallel to the one in which you lived your mortal life.

        Choose carefully; what you choose is for eternity.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      My mortal life ended because I committed suicide? I can now choose my immortal life. That can't be, that has to be a dream. But I will commit suicide if I have to remain in this God-forsaken country much longer. I will get out one way or another.

      Almost sure she was dreaming, a part of Shelly suspected otherwise. Something about her life was very different in ways she hadn't anticipated. Now, she could think of nothing else.

      A dream, a very bad dream, because I want to leave Zimbabwe as soon as possible. That's all it was. But still... What am I missing? I need to know something else, something about my dream. What is it? I am stuck in a country whose government I detest. Most countries I might be interested in won't even accept applications from Zimbabwean citizens. Why bother trying? And those that do aren't any better than where I am now. Maybe South Africa? It's open to those with university degrees, which might help its economy. Whether or not that would include me, I don't know.

      The border between the two countries is highly porous, with large numbers of Zimbabwean citizens crossing illegally. Shelly thought about becoming one of them but decided against it. Her long-term happiness required her to immigrate legally.

      She had completed the required paperwork and hand-delivered her application to the South African consulate in Harare over a year ago. No word regarding her status until the mail arrived this afternoon, including an envelope bearing the South African government return address. She desperately wanted to open it, telling herself she would move there if approved, while knowing that wasn't what she wanted to do. South Africa was only an option if she could find no other alternative, and to this point, there were none she would consider.

      Shelly stood in her living room, envelope in hand, staring at the South African Office of Immigration return address.

      There's only one way to find out.

      She tore open the envelope and removed a one-page response to her immigration application.

      17 March 1975

      Re: Applicant, Miss Shelly Bennett

      Please be advised that your request to immigrate to South Africa, dated 9 February 1974, has been denied. You do not meet South Africa's minimum requirements for permanent residency.

      If you feel this decision is incorrect, you may visit the South African consulate office nearest you to obtain more information regarding the reasons for rejecting your application. If at that time you wish to do so, you may pay the review request fee and complete the necessary forms, providing whatever additional information you feel may impact the decision. A second review will be initiated, and you will be notified of the results when that report becomes available.

      Thank you for your interest in immigrating to South Africa.

      Regards,

      Reginald Goutily

      Assistant Administration Manager

      South African Office of Immigration

      Shelly let the letter and envelope fall to the floor. She looked out the window of her Sinoia Street apartment toward the inner city rail station a block away. Her private space where she often retreated when life outside became too difficult. Smaller than a Western studio apartment, it hadn't bothered her before. Now, it suddenly felt as though the walls were closing in on her. She didn't know what she would do, but she did have a plan if all else failed.

      Shelly had a recurring dream, one that increasingly became real the more she found life in Zimbabwe intolerable. In this dream, she left Zimbabwe to travel. She had no detailed plan of where she would go, no schedule, and her only limit was how long she could stay away before running out of money.

      But there was more to it than that.

      If I can't find a country that will accept me permanently, why not travel as a tourist? I’ve dreamed of doing that. I can visit other places I might like to live. Who knows, I might find some way to stay. Antigua would be a good place to start. At least it was in my dream.

      Still staring out the window, Shelly's mind focused on the dream, her time in Antigua, and…

      There was someone with me. Why can't I recall who? I know it's just a dream, and there's more I can't remember than that I can. There was something about whoever that was that set them apart from all others. That person was special. I can't stand not knowing. I must remember!

      Suddenly very tired, Shelly lay back on the sofa, quickly falling asleep, her last conscious thoughts hoping to dream again about Antigua.
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      You can remember. Concentrate, think about what you did with this person whose name you cannot recall. You will find what you are looking for.

      I do remember. We were together on a beach. We had dinner together. A young man, or boy, we were both young. He wanted me to go somewhere with him. Where? Did we go? What was his name? What little I remember is real enough; he must be, too.

      You know, Shelly, only you could know. You also know what you will do if you choose not to remember. Is that what you want? This is about much more than your unhappy life in Zimbabwe. You have options, but you are focusing on only one. The wrong one. Continue doing that, and there is no turning back. Your life as you know it will end. There will be a continuance, but not as you hope. Your mortal life over, your immortal life will begin, one you did not choose.
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        * * *

      

      Shelly awoke suddenly, quickly sitting upright, staring into the distance, seeing nothing. Her dream replaced by conversation, but with whom she couldn't say.

      A conversation? With myself? It had to be. Maybe a dream, a premonition. I don't know. I'm not talking with anyone other than myself. So…what am I telling myself to do? I know what I'm thinking, is that what I want?

      Shelly spent the rest of the day and into the night thinking only about her dream. She questioned her thoughts, wondering if they meant something important or just something she dreamed. Either way, it didn't matter.

      There's no other place I'd want to live. No point moving somewhere that's no better than here. If only life could be as I dream it, traveling to find an alternative life.

      That thought left her feeling empty.

      There was someone in my dream, a young man on a beach. I have good feelings about him, although I can't recall his face or even his name. I can't stand it! I know what to do, and now is the time. I may be dreaming. I don't know. I don't care. I will end this insanity now!

      Shelly got up from the couch and walked to the desk beside her bed. Opening the drawer, she took out a shoebox, carefully placing it on the desk, the lid beside it. She paused, looking at the contents of the box as she had many times before.

      But I am certain now this is what I must do. This is the solution I've been seeking.

      Shelly took the gun out of the box, put it to her forehead, and pulled the trigger.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      I won't ask you to explain your choice; it was yours to make. You ended your mortal life because you saw no alternatives to an existence you were convinced you could no longer tolerate. There are consequences for you having done so. That was your choice, but you have impacted an infinite number of people, both living and those who would have lived had you not killed yourself.

      If this does not matter to you, you will exist in a universe separate and parallel to the one in which you lived your mortal life. Just one of an infinite number of alternatives you would have lived had you made different choices. What that is, and what it will become, is not entirely yours to decide. You forfeited that right when you chose to end your mortal life. However, you are one of an infinitesimally small number of people who are allowed to affect their immortal souls' existence. Do you understand?

      Not all of it, but you will tell me that no longer matters. I am not in control of my immortal destiny. Is that it?

      Essentially, yes, but what you decide now will determine what that destiny will be. You don't need to understand. Listen carefully to what I tell you.

      Shelly was listening more than she had ever listened to anything as a mortal. Her mind, no longer troubled by her life in Zimbabwe, she considered where she would rather live if she could move elsewhere. She found peace in her mortal death, curious about her immortal future.

      You decided to kill yourself. Your dreams taunted you regarding an alternative life. You can now reconsider some of those decisions. To do that, you must visit some of the alternative lives you would have lived had you chosen differently in your mortal life, only one of which will give you answers to questions you do not know to ask. That choice is yours.

      Still struggling to make sense of what was happening, Shelly began to understand her situation.

      You do not know where you are, but do you know where you were?

      Zimbabwe! Yes, I do, am I still there?

      Your lifeless, mortal body is your soul is not. Your body no longer matters; focus only on your soul, choosing what will become of it.

      How do I choose? What am I choosing?

      You have some control over your immortal fate. You put the gun to your head, you pulled the trigger. At that moment, your mortal life ended. You are now at a crossroads between your mortal and immortal lives. The one in which you lived and died, parallel to the one you must now live for eternity. The time has come, Shelly. What do you choose?

      My decision. It is no longer about my mortality. I've ended that. It is about my immortality. I have one question to ask before I choose. Is that acceptable?

      Yes.

      Does what I choose have anything to do with Raymond Quinn?

      You will know, depending on which unlived lives you choose to visit. You will know when it is time to leave a place, person, or situation. Do not minimize the importance of what you choose. Do not put off changing something you know is wrong. Doing so is a decision, the consequences of which will end your ability to choose your immortal life.
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      Shelly's immigration application to South Africa rejected, and with no prospects for any other countries of interest to her, she decided to travel on tourist visas.

      She looked forward to her first international stop, Caracas, Venezuela, but had not contemplated how difficult getting there would be. No direct flights between Zimbabwe and Venezuela; the three-stop trip would take thirty-plus hours of flight and layover time. She had to watch how much she spent, opting for the least expensive itinerary, which was also the longest travel time.

      Now, on the final segment, exhausted, unable to sleep as much as she had planned to, Shelly second-guessed her choice for a first destination.

      This wouldn't have been as bad if I had stayed in a hotel in Madrid instead of spending the night at the airport. I saved the cost of a room, but it's taking an extra day of my time to travel. I hope this is worth the time, money, and effort.
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        * * *

      

      Once off the plane, too exhausted to feel nervous, Shelly handed her passport and arrival card to the immigration officer at Simón Bolívar International Airport. He accepted them, carefully studying her and her passport photo.

      "¿Dónde te alojarás mientras estés en Venezuela?”

      "Sorry, I don't understand?”

      The officer repeated the question in English, sounding slightly perturbed.

      “I asked where you will be staying while in Venezuela. Your arrival card says you are staying at a hostel. We must have the name and address."

      “I apologize. I was so tired on the flight, I overlooked that. I have it here,” she said, reaching into her bag for her Venezuela trip information.

      “Please hurry, many people are waiting. You should have completed the required information before getting in line.”

      Shelly found the reservation card and held it out for the officer.

      “You must complete the information on the card. I cannot do it for you. Please show me your flight information departing Venezuela.”

      Shelly did as he said, thinking that all immigration officials sound so much alike—curt, bordering on angry.

      But I suppose I would be, too, if all I did all day was deal with people who hadn’t properly followed directions.

      “I see you have a thirty-day visa, and your departure flight is three weeks from today. You should have been informed before you left your country that, due to special circumstances, Venezuela has temporarily shortened your visa class to a maximum of fourteen days. You must rebook your departure no later than fourteen days from today. An officer will visit you at the hostel address you provide to verify that you have done so. Make sure that you do.”

      The officer handed Shelly’s travel papers back to her, including her passport with the approved entry stamp. Having collected her luggage and cleared customs, she looked for the cheapest way to get to Caracas from the airport. She assumed it was close by, but soon learned otherwise.

      The quickest way would be by taxi, not an option for Shelly given the cost. Instead, she would take a local bus from the domestic terminal, more than doubling the trip time for a fraction of what a taxi would cost. She found the city bus terminal, paid the fare, and boarded the bus for the approximate one-hour ride to Caracas.

      What ‘special circumstances’ would cause Venezuela to reduce how much time I can stay? Does this apply only to me or everyone arriving today? I suppose one week, more or less, won’t matter much. And if all Venezuelans are as abrupt as the officer, I may decide to leave even sooner.

      Finally, in Venezuela, on the bus, she relaxed and took in the sights. The bus route was up a steep, winding road lined with shacks close together on both sides. The people living in them appeared very poor, the children barefoot and dirty.

      Looking out the window as the bus slowly made its way toward the city center, Shelly thought that what she had seen so far was not all that different from Salisbury.

      I’m not sure I need to be here at all if this is all there is.

      The bus pulled into an outdoor terminal where passengers departed and collected their luggage, sheltered under a large overhead tarp meant to protect those below from the weather. Shelly looked up to see that it was full of holes, some larger than a melon, many of her fellow passengers were carrying.

      Good that it’s not raining. If it were, we’d be getting soaked. I’m the only one who does not appear to be a local. The only one with a suitcase. All the others are carrying large cotton bags. I suppose filled with what they bought in the open seaside market, Catia La Mar, adjacent to the airport.

      A short walk later, she was at her hostel, El Sofá Caracas, and checked into her shared room.
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      Less than three days since I took the train from my apartment to Harare airport. So much has happened, so little sleep. All I want to do now is shower and go to bed. But is that what I should do? I only have so much time in Caracas, now a week less than I planned. And if I were to go to bed now, I’d probably not sleep tonight. No, I’ll shower but not go to bed. I’ll go out and get something to eat, forcing myself to stay up a while longer.

      Her shower finished, Shelly was back in her room finishing unpacking when a young woman who appeared to be about her age entered.

      “I assume you’re my new roommate; the desk said you had arrived while I was out. My name is Caroline Peel, happy to meet you.”

      “Nice to meet you, Caroline. I’m Shelly Bennett.”

      “Our accents are similar, although not the same. Am I correct in assuming you are not from the UK, as I am?”

      Shelly smiled, “No, I’m not, but I would have guessed you were when you spoke. I’m from Rhodesia or Zimbabwe, if I’m being correct.”

      “Southern Africa, isn’t it? My, you have come a long way, haven’t you?”

      “It is, I have, and I may just fall asleep as we talk if I’m not careful.”

      “Oh, I apologize; of course, you’d be trashed after such a long trip. You probably want nothing more than to sleep.”

      “Not a problem. I did plan to sleep before showering, but the shower brought me around at least somewhat. And I’m questioning whether I’ll be able to sleep tonight if I do go to bed now, even for a little while.”

      “Have you eaten? If not, you really should before sleeping. I mean, you should if you’re at all hungry. The neighborhood is reasonably safe, but you don’t want to be out late after dark.”

      “I am hungry, but not as much as I thought I would be after three days of travel, eating airport and airline food. Is there something close by you’d recommend? Nothing heavy, just enough to ensure it won’t be hunger that keeps me awake.”

      “Better than recommending something, how about I take you to a place I think you’ll enjoy? Alila Cantina.”

      “That would be wonderful since I have no idea where I would go. You know the place, I don’t. Let me pay for both of us.”

      Caroline smiled, “I used to laugh when I would hear my mum and her old friends arguing over who would pay. We’re too young for that, let’s split the check, agreed?”

      “Agreed, when would you like to go? How dressy should I be? I can be ready in 15 minutes.”

      “Not dressy at all, as you can see, I’m not. Alila is nearby. They serve what Americans call ‘comfort food.’ Quite good, not expensive. Does that work for you?”

      “Absolutely, and what better than American food for one of us still part of the empire, the other wishing she were too? I’ll change clothes before I change my mind and go to bed. A good meal, good company, maybe a good pint, exactly what I need!”
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      It was a short walk from the hostel to Alila. Shelly and Caroline were quickly seated, pints of beer in front of them, getting more comfortable with each other by the minute. Close in age, both single, with similar backgrounds and education, adventurous enough to be traveling alone. All of that put Shelly at ease.

      At one point, the conversation was mainly about how Shelly should spend her time and what she should see and do. Caroline had been in Caracas just short of two weeks, and told Shelly where she had been, what she thought was worth the time and money, as well as what wasn’t. The conversation then turned to when each would leave and where they would go next.

      “I’ve been here two weeks, day after tomorrow. What a great trip! It was so much fun, and now, having met you, I may extend my time a bit. What are your plans, Shelly?”

      “Good question, I don’t have a plan. I was working on one and then just decided to book myself here, figuring out the rest after. I leave for Antigua three weeks from today. However, the immigration officer made it clear: I need to leave in two weeks because of...what did he call it?” Shelly said, looking at a couple who had just entered the restaurant. “Special circumstances. He didn’t say what they were, only that I needed to rebook my departure for two weeks from today, and an officer would come to the hostel to see that I did.”

      Hearing this, Caroline laughed.

      “Oh, pish posh. I had a departure booked for ten days after I arrived. I was enjoying myself so much that I canceled it after a week, planning to rebook when I felt I’d seen and done enough. No one’s come looking for me. I don’t know what that’s about, but I have met others who have been here longer than two weeks. If someone does come to check on you, just play dumb. Tell them you’re sorry, you misunderstood the rule, you have a reservation to leave, and will do so in another week.”

      Shelly was surprised and pleased to hear this. She didn’t know how she’d fill her time, but Caroline would likely have suggestions for her. The more the two talked, the more comfortable Shelly became, leaving her departure scheduled for three weeks. The two of them planned where Shelly would go and what she would do, some of it with Caroline, some of it on her own.

      Dinner complete, they continued talking, drinking another three pints of Cerveza Polar. Caroline was okay with that, and Shelly would have been had she not just spent thirty-plus hours getting to Venezuela. Speaking slowly, her words slightly slurred, a side effect of not having slept, and the beer, she knew it was time to leave.

      “This has been so much fun, Caroline! Thank you for inviting me and giving me ideas of what I should do. I want to stay here talking with you more, but if I do, if I have another Polar, you’d have to carry me to our room. Let me take care of the meal as a thank you before we head back.”

      “I enjoyed it too, and I look forward to us having more fun together for however much time we have left in Venezuela. But we did agree to split the check; let’s stick to that.”

      “You’re right. No harm trying, and I will make it up to you at some point.”

      The evening done, more so for Shelly than for Caroline, the two made their way back to the hostel.

      “Go to bed, Shelly, you need to sleep. I’m not tired and am meeting up with friends. Let’s have breakfast together.”

      “I will sleep. See you in the morning, Caroline.”
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      Shelly slept soundly until 5 AM when her jet lag reversed, and her mind decided it was time to wake up. The room was dark, but she thought she could make out the form of Caroline asleep under blankets across from her. She hadn’t heard her come in and didn’t want to disturb her until it was closer to breakfast at 7 AM. If she didn’t go back to sleep, she would lie quietly, thinking about the day ahead. She would struggle later, but adjusting to multiple time zones would get easier over time.

      What did Caroline suggest I do today? I remember. Within the city itself, Panteón Nacional houses the remains of prominent Venezuelans, including Simón Bolívar. And after, time permitting, the Teleferico cable car ride up to the view of Caracas, all the way to the sea below. She said she would enjoy revisiting both and would guide me there if I liked. Maybe she’ll go with me. This is working out great! She knows where to go; I don’t. We get along well, and I don’t have to pay for a guide.

      Shelly did not expect to go back to sleep, but did for another hour, waking as the sun was rising, throwing some light into the dark room.

      Didn’t expect to sleep more, glad I did. I feel better, even more so once I go to the bathroom. Hopefully, without waking Caroline, at least for a bit longer. If she doesn’t wake up, I’ll wake her in time for breakfast.

      Shelly got up quietly, looking down at Caroline’s bed before leaving the room on her way to the bathroom down the hall.

      It’s still too dark to be sure, but it doesn’t look like there’s even a body under those covers. And I don’t see her head.

      Shelly came back to the room, entering as quietly as possible, hoping Caroline would be awake. But with the increasing daylight in the room, she became more certain that whatever was under the covers was not large enough to be a person. Unsure, she moved to her bed, sitting on the side facing Caroline.

      Do I wake her? It’s still half an hour until breakfast, and I have no idea how late she was out last night. How do I know she even came back to the hostel?

      Shelly thought about last night’s dinner conversation, and after when Caroline said she wasn’t tired enough to sleep and was going out to meet ‘friends’.

      Depending on who that was, maybe I’m not as important to her this morning as I thought I would be.

      Unable to withstand the temptation any longer, Shelly crossed to Caroline’s bed and lightly felt the blanket. Bolder now and every bit as curious, she slowly pulled it back far enough to see that Caroline was not there.

      I hope she’s ok. She said the neighborhood was safe enough, but it wasn’t a good idea to be outside alone after dark. But that’s precisely what she did, at least until she met with her friends or a friend. Well, I don’t know anything for sure, so the best thing I can do is go on with the day, alone. I’ll see her later this afternoon.

      Shelly gathered her soap and shampoo, heading back to the bathroom to shower. Once that was done, she dressed and went to breakfast. The small dining area was filled with other guests she hadn’t met.

      I wonder if any of them know Caroline? One of them may know who she might be with or was with last night. But what do I do? Just start asking, ‘Do any of you know Caroline? If so, do you know who she might have been with last night or where she is now? We’re supposed to go sightseeing together today.’ I can’t do that.

      Still concerned but seeing no alternative, Shelly decided to spend the day alone, visiting some of the activities Caroline suggested they do together.

      Hopefully, she’ll be back in our room when I return later this afternoon, apologizing for not going with me. Maybe even tell me what she did the rest of the night.

      Her breakfast finished, Shelly left for the day, still curious about Caroline, but determined not to waste time waiting for her in the hostel. When she returned that afternoon, she found Caroline’s side of the room was clean, the bed made, and no personal belongings in sight. She went down to the desk to see what they could tell her.

      “Excuse me, do you know where my roommate, Caroline, is? I haven’t seen her since dinner last night, and now her side of the room is clean, as though she’s no longer here. I’m worried about her.”

      The desk clerk looked at the register before responding.

      “I don’t know where she is. This says she checked out last night around 8 PM. There’s nothing about where she was going.”

      “Is there any indication she’ll be back? Do you have any message for me? Did she seem upset?”

      “There’s nothing more about her in the register, no messages for you, and I wasn’t here when she left.”

      Shelly thanked him and turned away from the desk, not sure what to do or think. She’d only met Caroline a little less than twenty-four hours ago, and while they got on well with each other, neither of them owed any explanation to the other about anything.

      She wondered if she should contact the police.

      But what would I say? ‘My adult roommate, whom I just met, is missing. She was supposed to go sightseeing with me today. She didn’t. Can you look for her?’

      Shelly decided there was nothing she could do other than hope Caroline, or some word about

    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Praise for “The Unlived Lives of Raymond Quinn”
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        Chapter 67
      


      		
        Chapter 68
      


      		
        Chapter 69
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Discussion Questions
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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/rq-dog-tag-22.jpg





OEBPS/images/front-cover-book2.jpg
. WILLIAMMATTHIES






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





