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About This Book


Devon Blue never planned to be a mother—especially not to her best friend’s twins. But, after cancer stole their mom too soon, Devon stepped in. Now her paycheck barely stretches far enough, her nerves are frayed, and the offer of a dream home feels like salvation. Maybe even fate.

Detective Camden Hartwell doesn’t believe in fate—but the woman next door tests his resolve. Strong yet weary, Devon makes him want to protect her… and not just from the world outside.

The twins start changing subtly as ghostly figures appear just beyond the fence line, their safe new beginning turning sinister. Whatever haunts the property isn’t inside—it’s waiting for them outside.

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


Chapter 1
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Devon walked over to the front porch and stared out at the street and beyond to the houses there. She wanted this house something awful, but she still wasn’t at all sure she could manage it. She felt as if she were here on false pretenses, in a way, since her finances were so tight. She couldn’t see a way to make this happen. The house was old, and it was small, yet its quaintness made her feel as if she were home.

The twins raced over. “Can we stay? Can we have it, please, please?”

Madeline, her Realtor, had called Devon out of the blue as she came home from work, saying that she had a house for her to look at. Before she could say no, she was persuaded to come—maybe because she’d had a crap day and had been too tired to put up much of a fight. The twins were already with her. She’d just picked them up from school, and now she wandered around the empty house with them.

The Realtor walked over and asked, “What do you think?”

“Sure, if I had the money, I would absolutely love to buy this,” she stated. “I just don’t think I can make it work.”

“Part of the reason I brought you over here,” Madeline began, “is because they’re not asking much. A very old couple owned it, but they passed away quite a while ago, and their son is also of an age where he’s going into a retirement home himself and can’t look after it anymore. So, he’s letting it go cheap.”

“Yeah, when people say cheap,” Devon began, with a wry look at her friend, “you and I both know that cheap is… in the eye of the beholder, as they say.”

Madeline interrupted her with an opening sales figure that had Devon freezing on the spot.

When she could breathe again, she muttered, “You must be joking.”

“I’m not joking. Now you know why I wanted you to come—and to come now—because I don’t know who else they may have told. The family is looking at listing it with me, but they want it sold quickly, and they don’t want any headaches with it. They just want it gone,” she explained. “As far as I can tell, there’s absolutely no reason not to buy it. The interest rates aren’t likely to get any lower than they are now. Therefore, it’s a really good time for you to get into this. You need a great home for the twins, and they would stay in the same school. So, basically it’s perfect.”

“It is perfect,” the twins screamed in unison as they raced toward her again. “Can we get it, please?”

Devon didn’t know what to say. She looked over at her friend, still hesitant, and added, “I’ll have to talk to the bank.”

“And you’ll need to do it quite soon,” she insisted, “because I’m serious. This won’t last.”

“I know it won’t,” Devon muttered, followed by a groan. “Nothing ever lasts at these kinds of prices.”

“Exactly, which is why—”

“I know. I know.” Yet Devon felt horribly pressured.

Still, she got where Madeline was coming from. Devon’s lease was coming due, and it kept her awake at night. The rent had gone up considerably, and she wasn’t sure she could afford the new rates. The mortgage payments on this house could potentially be a lot cheaper than her growing rent, and the money that Tabitha had left her could also help in a big way. She frowned as she thought about it, then checked the time on her phone. “I’ll contact the bank in the morning.”

“You did apply for a loan already, didn’t you?”

“I did,” she confirmed, “but I’m not sure they were very happy with my application.”

“Times are tough for banks right now too,” Madeline noted, “so I wouldn’t worry about it. I just need you to do something about it fast, or this will be gone, and everything else will be tens of thousands more. And, the way the market is, things are just going up and up.”

“I know it.”

“So, jump on it. I need you to get settled into a home where the rent won’t keep rising. I need to know that you’re safe and that the twins have a place where they can be safe too.” Her voice cracked with emotions at that comment, and Devon understood.

Madeline had known Tabitha, just not the same as Devon had. Madeline didn’t have any children, although she’d really hoped to, but ended up divorced before it happened.

Tabitha had children, the twins, and then her husband passed on. Worse yet, Tabitha died soon afterward, diagnosed with breast cancer. So now Devon was looking after Tabitha’s twins, hoping rather desperately to find a place for them all. This home would probably be her best option.

She nodded determinedly. “I can only contact the bank and see what I can do about it.”

Madeline added, “I have a broker I work with a lot. I’ll get her to call you. Just get your documents ready. We can make an offer on this place, if you’re sure you want it, and that gives us some time to confirm we can get the financing.”

“Yeah, I hear you.”

“The aging son really does want to sell and hoped it would go to somebody who could use it and appreciate it,” she noted. “It’s been in his extended family for a very long time.”

Devon winced at that because that was always the thing. People who had raised families in homes really wanted them to go to people who would take care of them, knowing that a lot of work was needed on this old house. “Yeah, believe me that I can see that, but I’m not at all sure I’m the person to fix it up,” she admitted, looking around the place. “That takes money.”

“In this case, it’s more about elbow grease,” Madeline clarified, with a laugh, “and you and I both know we can do a lot of that ourselves.”

Devon laughed and had to agree. “Yeah, we did projects on Tabitha’s place God-only-knows how many times. But that time has come and gone. Not to mention she had to sell that house for the medical bills. And living in a small apartment at the end like they were… well we didn’t have much enthusiasm for renovations,” she added, trying to ward off the tears that once again threatened to overcome her.

Rubbing away her own tears, Madeline replied, “We need to get you settled so I can at least know that I’ve done all I could do for her and the twins, as well as you.”

“I hear you,” Devon muttered, “but I’ll still be stuck with a mortgage that may be more than I can afford.”

“She left you money for that, didn’t she?”

“She did, but it still isn’t that much.”

“I understand.” Madeline chewed on her finger, considering that. “Think about it overnight. Contact the bank first thing. I’ll tell the seller that you’re very interested and perfect for the house, but you aren’t positive you’ll get the financing, and you need a little bit of time. Now, if another buyer turns up in the meantime with cold hard cash, I don’t know that we can do anything to stop it.”

“Right,” Devon muttered, sighing. “Obviously, if they need to sell, they need to sell, but see what you can do. I’ll take the twins home and get my paperwork together and do what I can.”

But she knew in her heart that the banks were not very friendly, particularly since she was now a single mom raising twins. The last time she contacted them, she wasn’t all that stable, financially speaking. She didn’t understand how someone could ever get stable financially when banks won’t lend the money to buy a house and to start building equity, but it was an old argument. You had to look good on paper, and, if you didn’t, the banks didn’t want to talk to you.

Loading up the kids, she started her car and took one last look at the house.

The kids were screaming, “We really, really want to move in there.”

She turned to them in the back seat. “But why? It’s just a house.”

“I know it’s just a house,” Tabby admitted, who was named after their mother.

“But I think it’s our house,” Toby clarified, dead serious as he stared at Devon.

“If it is, then it will all work out,” Devon suggested. “I’ll contact the bank in the morning, but, anytime I have tried in the past, they haven’t been very open to it.”

“It’ll be different this time,” Toby declared confidently.

“I hope so because I know you guys really want it, and I would love it as well. I’m ready to go in this direction if it works out, but I can’t make any promises because I know what happened before.”

“Yeah, but what happened before won’t happen again.”

Toby spoke with such confidence that she had to laugh. “I hope you’re right.”

He just smiled at her, and his expression had an almost otherworldly look to it. She looked away, tears coming to her eyes. This was not how she had expected her life to go, honest to God, but it’s the one thing she had been able to do for Tabitha. Finding out her cancer was terminal had been bad enough. Then learning that her cancer was far too advanced for treatment to do any more than make her last days bearable just made it heart-wrenchingly horrible. Tabitha had vowed to take full advantage of every day she had.

The one thing Devon had been able to promise her friend was that she would look after the kids. They were barely ten at that time, almost eleven, so she had at least eight years to ensure they felt loved and were fed and looked after and at least finished high school. She had known them since birth, so, in many ways, it was the best answer for everyone.

The kids, although they had been absolutely devastated at losing their mom, seemed to accept it, taking it far better than she or Madeline had. Devon took one last look at the house in the rearview mirror.

Toby spoke up. “See? You really like it too.”

“It doesn’t matter if I like it or not, Toby,” she clarified. “I have to get the bank to agree. If they refuse to loan me the money, I’m not sure we have much of a chance.”

He smiled. “No problem.”

She hesitated, then asked, “And you know that how?”

He looked at her with the wisdom of the ages and announced, “Because this is meant to be. Nothing can stop this from happening, not even you.”

Something about his tone sent chills up and down her spine. It was almost as if he had ordained it, and it had better come to pass… or else.


Chapter 2
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Devon Blue almost collapsed under the weight of the last box, adding it to the pile with a big whoosh, and straightened up, scrubbing at her face as she looked over at the kids. “I’ve got to say, that was a little easier than I had expected.” They were grinning madly at her. Everybody was in such high spirits with this move, but she wasn’t even sure how it had come to pass.

She’d pulled it off—though, without the broker, she probably wouldn’t have managed it. But here she was in their new residence, in the small town of Camas, in the Portland metroplex area of Washington State. She was completely astonished that such a thing was even possible.

The home really was beautiful. It was also very dated, and it was obviously older. But it had so much to love about it that she didn’t care. One day, maybe, she’d get around to painting it. Other than that, she wasn’t bothered about updating it.

The kids turned to her, and Tabby asked, “Can we go for a walk now?”

She’d been promising them a chance to get outside and to check out the neighborhood since they’d pulled in yesterday. She’d insisted that a certain amount of work get done first. But now that they had this much completed, she figured it was time to get them outside. They’d already driven past their school a couple times, which was just a few blocks away from their new residence. In fact, driving from the school to the house, she noted some kids were walking in this direction. Devon didn’t know if the twins knew anybody who lived nearby or not. Yet only a few houses were down their street.

Although tired and worn out from the last couple days of packing and unpacking and trying to get things straightened away, Devon nodded. “Sure, let’s head down to that park at the end of the cul-de-sac.”

“Any money for ice creams while we’re at it?” Tabby asked with a cheeky grin, as she ran to get her hoodie.

Toby laughed and agreed, “Ice cream would be good.”

“I’ll check my pennies,” Devon muttered because it really was down to pennies these days. She worked, and she worked hard, and she made a good salary—for a single woman. However, the cost of taking on two kids put an added strain on her money. Still, a treat was probably something they could all use. Her best friend Tabitha, the twins’ mother, had set up a trust fund for the kids, and Devon wanted all that money to go to them. So she was very happy when the bank approved her mortgage application for this home.

And the trustee was also setting up education funds for both kids. With eight years to grow the funds, it should be enough to cover their college expenses. Still, the trustee had made it very clear that some of this money was for current living expenses and to not be shy when Devon needed it. Just ask. However, it was a hard thing for her to do.

Tabitha had set up that money for her kids, so Devon didn’t want to take advantage of it. However, the trustee had been really clear, saying that times were not the easiest. So, if she needed the money, that’s what it was for. And that’s what Tabitha had intended it for. So, not to be prideful—something that she absolutely was—yet Devon wanted their mother’s money to be spent on the kids alone.

She also knew that Tabitha had known exactly what Devon was like. So, it made perfect sense that Tabitha would have inserted those stipulations into her will. Regardless, Devon was determined not to touch any of the funds if she didn’t absolutely have to.

So much was going on in her world, more than she could possibly handle in terms of work and time with the kids. The move had cost her three days of unpaid leave, and her boss had been happy to give her that time off, knowing that this was a big change that would help her settle into her new life and her new routine. Yet a lot of people at her office, where she—and even Tabitha had worked as a dental hygienist, thought Devon was crazy to take on someone else’s twins.

While some had understood and had been very kind in their responses, for many others, it was just not within their cognitive abilities to understand doing something like this for someone else’s kids. Devon felt sorry for them and their failure to understand what it meant to have a friend like Tabitha—and to be a friend to Tabitha.

Without any family, there had literally been nobody else to help Tabitha. So it had fallen to Devon to do everything she could. And, even then, it wasn’t enough. At the time, it seemed as if it would never be enough. When Tabitha had finally passed on, and the medical bills had been paid, not much was left—not in terms of raising two kids, college costs, or even daily living costs. With two preteens in the house, actively involved in all kinds of after-school activities, that involved expenses, added on to clothing and food for them, twice the dental appointments, twice the insurance premiums.

Devon kept forgetting things to add to her budget. That had been difficult too.

Tabitha’s medical expenses had eaten a ton out of everything Tabitha had set aside for the kids, even after her husband’s life insurance had been paid out to her. Thankfully a little bit remained, and, if Devon didn’t touch it, that little bit would grow by the luck of compounding interest. She hoped it was enough to fund two college students.

The kids were almost eleven and were more of an expense than she expected, but that was okay. She would adjust.

She looked around and smiled. “Okay, guys, I think that’s all for now. We made it.” And, with that, she grabbed her little wallet, plunked a credit card into her pocket, and called out to the twins, “Let’s go.”

They headed down the street, wandering and talking happily. Only a few houses were close to her new place. The street stopped at a dead end, which had appealed to Devon as she didn’t want to be completely surrounded by people for a change. She’d only seen a few people since she’d started to unload that first load. Yet the interactions had been friendly, if a little shocked to see her and the kids moving into the house.

As Devon and the twins walked past the last house, a man leaning against the porch railing stared at them. She smiled.

He smiled back and waved at the kids. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” Then he turned and walked inside. Still, it was a friendly enough gesture and a nice short exchange, and it helped her to settle in.

When she got around the corner to the big park, she sighed. “This is a really great space, isn’t it?”

The kids laughed and ran ahead to get to the playground, racing each other to the slides. Even though they were a bit old for it, they seemed to jump right in, happy to have an outlet for all that energy that Devon had tried to keep focused on unpacking.

She shook her head. Moving had ended up being a ton more work than she had expected. Such was life. She wasn’t one to complain about it.

After giving them twenty minutes to play, they were more than ready to rejoin her. Devon laughed as they came back over, arguing, not even sure what the argument was about. “Do you guys do anything but argue?”

They shook their heads and replied together, “Nope.”

“Good for you,” Devon quipped, with an eye roll. “You would think, with all that energy of yours, you could come up with something a whole lot less destructive than arguing.”

That just set them off on yet another argument that she obviously wouldn’t win. By the time they left their short dead-end street and turned the corner onto a bigger side street, they soon reached the ice cream shop. They fell silent as they stared up at the menu.

Toby turned to her, then stated, “The prices are really high.”

Devon sighed. “Yep, they are,” she agreed, “but today’s a treat day, so pick something that you want.”

Lowering his voice even more, Toby asked her, “Do you want to give us a price limit so we don’t go over it?”

She smiled at him and nodded. “Sure. How about fifteen dollars each?”

He looked at her, back at the menu, and exclaimed, “That means we can pretty well have anything we want.”

“Today, yes,” she clarified, with a smile. “Tomorrow? Well, that’s different.”

Toby laughed and took off with his sister to step up closer to see the menu better.

He’d been normal ever since that day they’d looked at the house. Since they’d first seen the house, she had never seen a sign of the little otherworldly boy who had popped up while she was touring this house, hoping it would work out for them. And, for that, she was glad. She kept watching for signs of who Toby had been back there.

She hadn’t known what to make of it, and it had certainly kept her awake several nights. However, since they had gotten the house, it seemed as if everything had fallen into place in a way that was almost magical.

It had been such a relief, after crying multiple nights as she had tried to sort out how to make this move happen. The logistics were daunting. By the time they had gotten here, unloaded, and she had returned the rental truck, then switched back to her car and drove home again, she had been so exhausted that she hadn’t been able to do much unpacking for a time.

Even now they didn’t have everything unpacked. She had a lot in the garage still, but the boxes inside the house were unpacked, and some level of order had been established.

She was happy enough to see things looking a whole lot more doable. As she listened to the twins discuss their ice cream choices, she looked up at the menu and decided that, rather than ice cream, she would have some real food. It might not be the best location for fresh food, but it would work for her. She wasn’t a stickler for healthy eating, at least not all the time. She was certainly aware that everybody functioned better if they had solid food in them.

Still, there was a limit to how much she could force on the twins on a day like today. Not when everybody was so happy and settled in. That didn’t seem fair to them. With their choices made, they had each used up their fifteen dollars, which she completely expected. Kids being kids, they absolutely had to do that.

She laughed because it had been so predictable. She told them that she was having a burger, then watched as their faces fell as they realized she was getting real food. They turned to her in shock. She shrugged. “Hey, I’m hungry. I’ve been working hard.”

They frowned and nearly in unison claimed, “We have too.”

“Then change your order,” she suggested. “You can have food and then a dessert.”

They stared up at the menu for a moment, frowning. Then Tabby laughed. “Nope. I’ll stick with my original choice.” She grinned and added, “I can always get a sandwich at home.”

Devon didn’t say anything to that, since she still had to do some major grocery shopping. And she meant major because they had eaten up a lot of the food supplies they had had on hand before packing up, so she didn’t have to move it all. And now, of course, their kitchen cabinets were pretty empty.

Toby nudged his sister and reminded her that would not happen for a while because they didn’t have any groceries yet.

As Tabby fell into a brooding silence, Devon added, “You do have plenty of options to get both, you know?” She pointed up to the menu board and noted, “Check out the specials.”

At that, the twins went off on another heavy discussion as to how to make the most out of their spending limit. Devon chuckled and told them to hurry up and decide, as she walked up to the counter and placed her order.

The woman behind the counter shook her head. “Tough days, huh?”

“We just moved in,” she shared, “so we’re seriously exhausted.” With a wince, she continued. “Let’s just say the move emptied the bank account at the same time.”

The cashier laughed. “I don’t think you can move without emptying the bank account.”

Devon turned back to the twins and asked, “You guys ready to order yet?” As it was, Toby was interested in changing his order, but Tabby insisted on sticking to her first choice. With their orders placed, they headed over to find a seat just outside.

Devon enjoyed a few minutes of sunshine, just languishing in the spot and appreciating the fact that she didn’t really have to do anything at this moment. There was plenty she could and likely should be doing right now, but she didn’t care about that right now. These few minutes of respite and celebration were something she would enjoy.

There was just something about having peace and quiet, not the horrific laundry list of things that she had to do. Those chores were still there, but maybe today she could get away with not doing as much. She also hoped that none of her new neighbors were the nosy type, wanting a tour, asking tons of questions. On the other hand, Devon didn’t want the mothering type who brought over food and wanted to stay to impart their wisdom either. Devon shook her head.

As soon as their order was called, Toby ran over and grabbed it all for them.

He came back outside and carefully distributed their orders, then proceeded to sit down with his sister and scarf up their food. Devon ate a little slower, knowing it would have to last a little longer than she expected it to. Yet somewhere along the line, today or certainly tomorrow, she would have to do some grocery shopping.

That would be unavoidable. She didn’t even want to think about what that would cost, but watching these kids thoroughly enjoy their treats, she realized it was all worth it.

Celebrate new beginnings. It was time to. It seemed as if there hadn’t been a whole lot of enjoying life for the last few years for any of them, not with the twins’ mother passing on after an extended illness. Yet Devon wasn’t sure that this move to a new place could even be counted as a legitimate start. It was more of a sputter up to the starting gate, with no energy to kick off from the line.

Still, by the time the kids had finished eating, they also showed the same fatigue.

From the time they had seen that house and had been absolutely on fire about getting it, she had spent many hours on phone calls and paperwork to get approved for it. Now she had a mortgage, which was a very scary thought, except for the fact that it was cheaper than the rent she had been paying.

That was something she still didn’t really understand but was hugely grateful for. After factoring in all the different utilities, it looked as if she could still save a few hundred dollars a month. Not that she was saving anything, since it and more would go into the food budget.

And that’s where it needed to go because these kids were growing at a rate she couldn’t really control, nor did she want to. With a smile, she hopped to her feet. “Now how about we go home and relax? Maybe take a little bit of time and just chill for a change.”

They jumped up agreeably.

Tummies full, instead of racing back home, they walked at a much calmer pace. When they finally made it back to the house, the twins ran upstairs, with Tabby announcing that she would work on her room. Toby added that he would go work on his room as well.

Meanwhile, Devon headed into the kitchen to see if she could pull together something for dinner and avoid going shopping today, if such a thing were possible. As she rummaged through the kitchen, she heard the kids upstairs, yelling and hollering at each other. She called out, “That better not be fighting. We’re all too tired for that today.”

They stopped, then Toby called back down, “It’s all good.”

She frowned at that.

She was still learning how to handle having them permanently with her, though she’d known them since birth. Because of their mother’s illness, Devon had spent plenty of time babysitting them over the years as well. Yet that wasn’t at all the same as being responsible for who they were long-term as people.

She went back to digging through the kitchen, looking for something to eat. Slamming a door shut in frustration because she struggled to find anything other than toast for dinner, she heard a laugh.

She turned, startled, finding someone who she didn’t recognize standing in front of her. She frowned, taking a step closer, and asked, “Who are you?” She glanced at the back door to the kitchen, which was closed. She glanced at the windows, which were also all closed. She knew she had shut and locked the front door as well.

She needed to remember to do that for sure now, but her gaze was locked on the stranger standing in front of her.

Only the stranger was no longer there.

Devon raced through the kitchen into the living room, calling out, “Hey, who are you?”

The twins ran downstairs, both asking, “What’s the matter?”

“I thought I saw somebody here.”

They stared at her and shrugged. Tabby declared, “I doubt it.”

Devon frowned at them. “But you didn’t see him, so you wouldn’t know.” Neither of them seemed at all interested in logic, something she had discovered recently about these kids.

If they couldn’t find a way to win an argument, they just walked away from it because it wasn’t worth recognizing or even acknowledging a different point of view. She found it both frustrating and amusing because life wasn’t quite so easy, at least not for adults. There were lots of times when you had to understand or to at least agree to somebody else’s point of view, even if you really didn’t want to.

Still, there was no sign of the man she had seen. Frowning, she headed back to the kitchen, and the kids once again disappeared upstairs.

She groaned. As she returned her attention to rummaging up some food, her phone rang. She glanced down but didn’t recognize the number. Frowning, she answered it, but nobody was on the other end. She sighed and called out to the universe in frustration, “Okay, great. I don’t need spam callers right now too,” she muttered. “Unless, of course, you are delivering free food. In that case, please bring all the food you can.”

She chuckled as she noted the few eggs in her fridge, along with the bread. She could do French toast. The kids would absolutely love it, but her own stomach would heave at the thought of more carbs that wouldn’t serve her system very well.

So she texted both twins upstairs and asked them if they were okay with that meal choice for dinner. With two enthusiastic replies but both adding how they weren’t hungry yet, Devon headed up to her room to sort out more of the mess there. She didn’t have very many clothes, just mostly her work scrubs, which she basically lived in Monday to Friday.

That was another very strange change in her world. She had been on odd shifts for a very long time, but now being the almost-legal parent to the twins, this had prompted a really good change at work for her, and she appreciated it. She had made a point of thanking anybody at the office who had worked together to get her the schedule where she could care for these kids, even going so far as voluntarily changing shifts with her. She had very sincerely shown her appreciation many times over.

When she reached her bedroom, the bed looked mighty comforting. She desperately wanted to crash, but there was no way to do that until she had things sorted. This was her last day off. She had to appear at the office tomorrow, and she still had laundry to do and the French toast to prepare and God-only-knew what else.

She was exhausted when ready to retire later that night, yet still wore a smile on her face. She crashed quickly, only to wake up a little bit later to the weird sound of a door opening. She bolted out of her bed and checked that the twins were sound asleep in their rooms. They were, at least as far as she could see, with their heads buried under their blankets. She tiptoed downstairs, wondering what she’d heard.

Even as she got to the front door, which she knew was locked because she had double-checked it, she heard a weird little snick, then it sounded as if it closed right in front of her. Yet she could see it was closed, and it had been closed.

Frowning, feeling as if her skin crawled with visions of other people having copies of the keys to her house, her mind raced as she tried to figure it out. When she heard a voice behind her, she turned, and there, she swore to God, was the same person she had seen earlier. However, this time it was only part of that person.

Floating in the middle of her hallway was just his head.
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Early that next morning, Detective Camden Hartwell was on his way out to his car when he heard a shriek of frustration right beside him. He stepped back a little bit so he could take a look, and there was his new neighbor. She’d just moved in, and right now she stared down at her tire.

Uh-oh, he thought to himself, as his new neighbor and her kids, two of them at her side, stared at a flat tire.

“Wow,” the boy muttered. “That really sucks.”

The woman turned to him. “Really, Toby?… That’s all you’ve got to say?”

He shrugged. “I didn’t do it.”

“True,” the woman agreed, “but you may have to help me to change it.”

He stared at her, then snorted. “That’s not happening. I don’t know how.”

“It sounds to me as if it’s time for you to learn,” she replied, as she opened up her trunk.

“We’ll be late for school,” the girl declared, stomping her foot. “We can’t just wait for you to do this.”

She turned to her and asked, “What do you want to do?”

The kids shared a look and then grinned. Without missing a beat, they said in unison, “We’ll walk.” And, with that, the two of them picked up the pace and bolted down the street.

Camden watched as his neighbor lady stood for a long moment in disbelief, then shook her head and went to her trunk where she tried to pull out the spare tire.

He watched as she struggled, then walked over and introduced himself, “I’m Camden.”

She startled, then bolted to her feet awkwardly and stared at him.

“I live next door.” He pointed to the house beside her. He was proud of his. It was larger than hers and with a double garage, it was more modern, but, hey, she’d just moved in and hadn’t had a moment to even assess any improvements to make on her new residence. “Sorry. I’m Devon,” she finally replied.

“And those scallywags,” he quipped, with a laugh, “are presumably your children.”

She nodded. “Yes. I mean, sort of, but no.”

He frowned at her.

She winced. “Their mother was my best friend, and she passed away of breast cancer. So, I’m now in charge of those scallywags,” she added, with a sigh. “So, yeah.… They’re mine but not mine. The legal paperwork is still pending.”

He smiled. “The fact that you’re even doing that is huge.” He surveyed the tire and asked, “When did you last drive this?”

“Yesterday,” she stated, then shook her head. “No, it would have been the day before, but we walked right past it yesterday, and I certainly didn’t see this.”

“Sometimes we don’t look close enough at what we’re seeing.”

She nodded and stared. “I need to get to work. And that means I’ve got to do whatever I can to get this thing operational again,” she muttered. As Camden looked at one of the new tiny spares they often put in cars these days, she stared at it and muttered, “It’s not much, is it? When I bought the car, he told me the spare was here, but this won’t fit.”

“These tiny spares actually fit and are a standard thing these days, but it really helps to have a full-size one,” he noted.

She closed her eyes and whispered, “I cannot afford a new tire right now.”

“Maybe you don’t have to,” he replied easily. “It could just be that you need a patch.”

She looked at him hopefully and asked, “Do you think so?”

“I have no idea.” He shrugged. “Any idea what happened?”

“No, none. I have no idea.” She looked around. “A tow truck would be expensive.”

“Yeah, it sure would,” he agreed, “but there is a tire shop beside me—where I work, I mean. If you want, I can drop it off and see if they can put a patch on it.”

She asked him, “Would you mind?”

“No, of course not.” He asked her, “Has it been a long time since people stepped up to offer to help you?” She frowned at that, and he could see her considering what to say. Then he shrugged and added, “Don’t worry about it. The thing is, you mostly need to get to work, right?”

“Yes.” She looked down at her watch and gasped. “And I won’t have a job if I don’t get there like… now. It’s the dental office on Cormer street.” She glanced around and then turned back to him, rattling off a street name. “I don’t suppose you work anywhere close to there, do you?”

He nodded. “I’m a cop,” he shared. “I work at the station, and your clinic is not far from it. Are you a dentist?” he asked.

“Hygienist,” she clarified.

“That at least should be a good-enough job to keep everybody fed.”

“That’s the hope,” she muttered. “I’ve been working there for a very long time. I just never really expected to be in this situation.”

He smiled. “Nobody ever expects to be in this situation. Still, you do what you can do, and you step up one day at a time.”

She smiled and nodded. “That’s all I’m trying to do.”

He quickly bent down and undid the lugs, took off the flat tire, and suggested, “I can give you a lift. I was just heading out. Let me toss this in the back of my car.”

She walked over with him and said, “I really, really appreciate this.”

He opened the passenger door for her, adding, “You’ll still have to figure out how to get home,” he told her, “because I can’t guarantee where I’ll be at any point in time in the day.” He dropped her flat tire in his trunk and got in the driver’s side.

“Yes, of course. I’ll figure that out later today,” she muttered. “Right now, I just need to get there.”

He nodded, reversing out of his driveway. Then asked, “How do you think you got a flat tire?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know how it could have happened. I guess that’s concerning me too.”

He nodded. “Are you from around here?”

“I am,” she confirmed. “When this house came up for sale, I took a chance and bought it. I needed the space since I was living in a one-bedroom apartment, which was fine for just me. However, when I took on the kids, changes had to be made.” She shrugged and added, “I didn’t really have time or space to figure out what I was doing. This place was a godsend because it was cheap enough to give me a chance.”

He looked over at her and nodded. “It was for sale for a long time, then they took it off the market. I was surprised to see you moving in.… At one point I wondered whether I should buy it as an investment or a second property, but I’m just so busy that it wasn’t really an issue.”

She smiled and nodded. “I’m grateful that you didn’t because it became a home for three people who really needed one.… I wasn’t sure I would qualify for a loan, but finally the bank came through.”

“Good for you,” he replied. “Sometimes good things happen to good people.”

She laughed. “And sometimes they don’t.”

He winced at that. “I can see you’ve spent way-too-much time on the backside of that.”

“True enough,” she admitted. “I mean, watching my friend slowly die over the last few years was absolutely brutal. I can only hope that we’ve turned the corner, but I do have quite a few years to get through with the kids yet.”

“That whole thing couldn’t have been easy.”

“It wasn’t,” she confirmed, giving him a sideways look. “Even though I knew I needed to do it, it just really wasn’t easy getting there. To be honest, I’m ashamed to say that I considered not taking the twins. I wasn’t sure I could handle full-time motherhood.”

When he didn’t reply right away, she went on.

“But I also knew that she had nobody to take them, which was upsetting her so much,” she added. “So, it was me or nobody.”

“And still, a lot of people wouldn’t have done it,” he noted. “So cut yourself some slack and realize that you’re doing everything you can. Kids being kids, they probably won’t appreciate any of it for years,” he pointed out, with a laugh, “but, at some point, they’ll understand.”

“Right now I just need them to settle into school again and hopefully some sense of normality,” she stated. “It’s been a hard run for them.”

“Absolutely,” he agreed. “My heart really goes out to them. It’s not easy losing a parent and in this case, they only had the one… and facing this level of upheaval.”

“No, it isn’t, but”—she shrugged—“I’m just hopeful we can all get through it.”

“You will,” he said. “You absolutely will.”

“How long have you lived there?” she asked, after a moment.

He shrugged. “Years.”

“Really?” she asked. “Did you know the original owners?”

He couldn’t say a whole lot about that subject because there wasn’t much to share. “I originally met the older couple once or twice, but that was when I first moved in, many years ago now. And they were in their nineties back then. I met their son a few times in the last ten years, and he was getting on in years too. He never lived here, I don’t think. The house has been empty for a very long time.”

“Has it?” she asked. “Because it’s really clean, and I’m quite amazed at just how preserved it looks.”

“Yeah, it was a very unique family,” he said, with a laugh. “Old-fashioned in many ways.”

She smiled, nodded. “Nothing wrong with that.”

“There isn’t,” he agreed, grinning. “Nothing at all.” He pulled up in front of her office and pointed. “Here you go.”

“Oh gosh, thank you so much.” She was effusive with her appreciation.

“I’ll check in with you later,” he added. She pulled out her phone, and they quickly exchanged numbers. “When I hear back from the tire shop, I’ll let you know.”

She nodded and bolted for the door of the dental office, and he realized just how dependent she was on that job. Of course she was. She’d taken on two kids and now a mortgage and probably didn’t have a clue how much any of it would cost.

And what the costs were today versus what they would be in another few years would be very, very different. He drove to the tire shop around the corner and dropped off her tire for repair.

As soon as that was done, he headed into work. When he stepped inside, his partner, Joey, smirked at him. “Did I see you drive past with a woman in the front seat?” he asked, followed by a mocking laugh, probing in the most Joey kind of way possible.

Camden rolled his eyes and replied, “Yes, you did.” Joey looked so stunned that Camden explained, “My neighbor just moved in and went outside on her first day back to work after the move to find a flat tire.” He shrugged. “So, I gave her a lift to the dental clinic around the corner, which is where she works, and then I dropped off her tire next door.”

Joey stared at him. “You’re not really the good Samaritan type.”

Camden frowned at him. “I didn’t exactly become a cop to be an asshole.”

“No, but you made it there anyway,” Joey declared, grinning.

With that joke playing through his mind, Camden rolled his eyes at his buddy and headed to his desk.


Chapter 3
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Devon hadn’t even had a moment to think about the disturbing events of last night and this morning until about two o’clock, when she finally stopped in the break room, grabbed a cup of coffee, and just leaned against the wall, holding the cup close to her face and letting the warm coffee smell rise up to her senses. She just took a moment to rest.

“You okay?” Dr. Milligan asked, frowning.

She opened her eyes to the dentist. She nodded and added, “Yeah, I just didn’t get much sleep last night. The move is tons of work. We’re getting there, but we’re not quite settled in, you know?” She shrugged. “I didn’t even pack a lunch. Got to go shopping on my way home, but that’s after I deal with the flat tire I had this morning.”

“Oh, ouch,” he replied, staring at her. “Really not a good morning.”

“No, not a good morning,” she admitted, “but that’s okay. We’re moved in, and everything else can happen in its own time.”

“And that’s really important too,” he agreed. “Everybody tries to get a move done so fast, and yet it takes time to unpack everything. Just don’t push it too hard or you’ll exhaust yourself.”

She looked over at him with a wry look. “I’m trying not to, but the twins are keeping me on my toes.”

He nodded. “Yeah, they’ll do that,” he noted, with a headshake. “Still can’t believe you’re really the legal guardian of those two fireballs.”

“And yet—”

“I know,” he interrupted her. “And yet nobody here holds it against you. We’re just… we’re concerned about you.”

She nodded. “I appreciate that.… Honestly, sometimes I’m a little concerned about me too. I don’t know what I’ve gotten myself into in so many ways. I just know that there was no other reasonable outcome, so it is what it is.” She looked down at her watch and frowned.

“Problems?” he asked curiously.

“My neighbor took my tire in,” she shared, “and I haven’t heard back from him. He’s a cop, so I don’t know if he’s just forgotten or if he’s gotten busy. I have to figure out how to get home somehow, but I also need the tire changed. So, you know, fun stuff to work out.” She rolled her eyes.

He nodded. “I wanted to talk to you about your hours.”

“Will you have enough staff to handle this current schedule until I get something set up for the kids?”

“How old are they?”

“They’re ten, soon to be eleven.”

He frowned. “They could probably stay home alone, though I’m not sure what the law says on that.”

“They say they’re totally okay to stay home on their own,” she replied, with an eye roll. “And, if that’s okay, I would do it at times, but I don’t really know that I can at the moment.” She sighed. “Most of the week they’ll have after-school activities anyway and would then walk home, getting there very close to when I do,” she explained. “So that part’s okay. I just don’t know how the rest of it will work out.”

He smiled. “As long as you realize that it will work out and that you’re doing just fine.” With that, he awkwardly patted her on the shoulder and headed back to work. She followed a few minutes later, her coffee gone as she headed to her next patient.

As she stepped in, she smiled at the little old lady. “Hi, Joan.” She had bottle-blue hair, and it reminded her of Marge Simpson because she kept it in this tight bun atop her head.

Joan smiled at her and asked, “How are you doing, dearie?”

“I’m fine,” she replied, then shook her head. “It’s been a rough couple weeks, but, hey, I’m coming out on the other side.”

“That’s all that we can ask for,” Joan declared. “Goodness knows, there’s just so much stuff going on in this world out there,” she said, with a bright, cheerful smile. “However, if you can just get up every day and feel as if you’re doing something positive, you’ve got it beat.”

And, with that, Devon got started cleaning the older woman’s teeth.

She didn’t have all that many patients left, and Joan was a talker, which meant that every time Devon changed positions and got her tools out of Joan’s mouth, Devon was inundated with questions.

“How is that friend of yours, dear?”

“She passed away,” Devon shared.

“Oh my, oh no, I’m so sorry, dear.”

Devon nodded. “We’re all sorry. She worked here too,” she added, with a smile, “at least up until she wasn’t able to.”

“That’s right. She was a hygienist too, wasn’t she?”

“She was,” Devon confirmed. “The two of us pretty much handled that part for the whole office. We switched off our days and managed to schedule a couple days together once in a while when we could.” She tried hard to focus on the task at hand. “But sadly that time has come to an end.” There wasn’t a whole lot she could even say, and she wasn’t used to talking about it yet. So she didn’t have an answer ready for when people asked.

Everybody in the office already knew what had happened, and they had been part of the journey to a certain extent, at least up until the end.

Then there was just the end, and nobody else could be party to that journey. It was just way too personal and just what it was. Devon didn’t have anything to say to anybody about it.

She continued working on Joan, and, being Joan, she shot off another question. “Where are you living now?”

“I bought a little house just a few blocks from where I was living before,” she replied. “Now that I have the twins, I needed a bigger place.”

“Oh my.” Then Joan wanted to know all about the kids, how old they were, what they were into at school. By the time Devon was done cleaning her teeth, Joan patted her hand, really happy. “You’ll do marvelously, and those kids will be such a joy to have around.”

Devon just smiled and nodded.

Even though she knew the kids quite well, she still expected there would be plenty of ups and downs. That’s just how life was, but she was hoping there would be more ups than downs, at least for this first stretch of time, while in their new residence.

It would be hard enough for all of them dealing with the loss they all faced. As Devon helped Joan out of the chair, the woman gave her a quick hug and declared, “I’ll come see you again.” And, with that, she was gone.

Devon smiled, realizing her day was almost done, but she still hadn’t heard anything about the tire and had no idea how she would get home. She needed to check if there was a bus, something she hadn’t had to do in a very long time and really wasn’t looking forward to the idea. As she stepped out into the main reception area, she heard a conversation and thought she heard her name mentioned. She turned, frowning.

Camden smiled at her and called out, “There you are.”

“Hi.” She was surprised to say the least.

“Are you ready to go home?” he asked, with a beaming smile. “I’ve got your tire for you.”

“You’re kidding,” she muttered, staring at him in delight. “Thank you. I was just trying to figure out how the buses work to see if I could catch a ride home.”

“No, no, no,” he countered, with a laugh. “I wouldn’t leave you stranded. I just didn’t know if I would get off work at the right time. Work being what it is and all, my days can be unpredictable,” he noted, his tone apologetic. “I could have caught another case and been stuck working for the next twenty-four hours. And, honest to God, that could still happen. So, let me get you home and get that tire back on, so you have wheels again.”

What a great neighbor she had in Camden. She smiled in delighted relief, and, with a wave at the rest of the staff—who were all staring at her—Devon headed outside with Camden.

“Looks as if I caught you just at the right time,” he stated, glancing over at her.

“I literally just finished and was opening up my phone to figure out how to get home,” she replied, with a laugh. “I thought, if nothing else, I could probably walk.”

He looked at her, then shook his head. “It’s not that close.”

“Right,” she agreed, “but I didn’t think it would be all that far. Still, I was trying to figure out how to get on the bus.”

“Would the bus have worked?” he asked, a frown on his face.

“Maybe.” She knew an Uber was not an option.

“I don’t think any bus stops are close by here,” he pointed out. “However, with a couple transfers, you probably would have made it.”

She shrugged. “I would have made it,” she declared. “I just don’t know how long it would have been before I got home again.”

He nodded as they walked out to the car.

She felt eyes on her. As she glanced back at the office window, several of the staff stared out at her. She winced but gave them a steady wave.

He looked back too and added, “They do seem to be particularly interested, don’t they?”

“They do,” she conceded, with a sigh. “Nothing quite like working in an office for a long time. They know some of what I’ve been through in the last while, so I’m sure having you show up was a surprise for them.”

He laughed. “If nothing else, it gives them something to talk about.”

She winced and nodded. “Exactly. Unfortunately, that’s very true.” She got into Camden’s car and asked, “So, how much was the tire to fix?”

He frowned at her. “Things are really tight, aren’t they?”

She shrugged. “Until I can get a few paychecks under my belt after the move, yes.” Then she shook her head. “But tires are important. So, whatever it is, I’ll find the money. Just let me know.”

He shrugged. “Actually it was a friend of mine, and he fixed it for free.”

He mentioned it in such an offhand way that she stared at him in shock. “Seriously, or are you just saying that?”

He shrugged. “I’m not just saying that. It is a friend of mine. And when I told him what happened—”

“I don’t even know what happened,” she pointed out.

“And that’s what I told him too. That you just got up this morning and were trying to get to work and couldn’t because of this tire. So, he just popped it off the rim and checked it out. You needed a patch, so he put one on, then called me and told me to come pick it up. So, I did.”

“Wow, those are good friends to have.”

He laughed. “Absolutely. They are the best kinds of friends to have. We went to college together way back when, so we’ve been friends a long time.”

“I don’t even know that I have or know anybody from way back when anymore,” she muttered, staring out the window. She really didn’t.

It was a sad fact, but it seemed her entire life had been mostly spent in survival mode. Just getting through her schooling had seemed to take every ounce of oomph that she could muster. But, hey, she had made it. So now she had a good paycheck, and, with the new hours, she should manage okay with the twins and their school schedule. She just had to get a few paychecks under her belt for added leeway.

“What will you do as soon as we get your car back on the road?” he asked.

“Buy groceries,” she declared. “I was down to just French toast, since I hadn’t gone shopping yet and not much else was in the house. I didn’t want to move a lot of food either, so I used up what I could beforehand.”

He gave a soft chuckle at that.

She added, “Kids can eat you out of house and home.”

He smiled. “Isn’t that the truth?”

“Do you have any kids?” she asked.

“Nope. I’m not married,” he replied, “and I don’t have kids who I’ve left behind with no father either.”

She thought about that for a moment. “That is a good thing. Nothing quite like kids left someplace where nobody wants them,” she muttered. “That’s why I made the decision I did. I would hate for that to be my life or theirs.”

“I would hate for it to be my life too,” Camden agreed. “Unfortunately, that’s exactly what mine was.”

She stared at him and then winced. “Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“Hey, it’s not your fault. That’s just life. My mom had a teenage pregnancy, and my teenage dad wasn’t interested or equipped to pick up the slack. So, it was a pretty rough childhood. I got bounced around a lot,” he shared, his gaze on the road. “My grandparents took me in eventually. When they passed on,” he added, “my father decided he could try being a parent. It didn’t go so well.”

She stared at him and swallowed hard. “I don’t think I could handle all that,” she muttered. “My tendency would probably be to run and hide somewhere.”

He eyed her curiously. “I’m not really the hiding type,” he declared.

She smiled. “No, and I guess it’s not so much that I’m the hiding type either, but I’ve certainly been the kind to keep my head tucked down and out of trouble,” she muttered. “And yet somehow it still seems to find me.” When he looked over at her, she noted the tire.

“Ah, right,” he replied, “but that can happen to anybody.”

“I hope it’s done happening to me,” she stated. “I don’t really want to be in the crosshairs of bad luck.”

He smiled. “We’ll get you set up again.” And, with that, he pulled up into her driveway, right beside her car. He hopped out of his car, popped































































OEBPS/i/i1.png
SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

A Psychic Visions Novel

REMNANTS





OEBPS/i/i2.gif





OEBPS/i/i3.png







____________________________________________________________________________________________________
    _____     _     _    __      ____      _   _     __        ______    _     _    ____      _____ 
    /    )    /    /     / |     /    )    /  /|     / |         /       |    /     /    )    /    '
---/----/----/___ /-----/__|----/___ /----/| /-|----/__|--------/--------|---/-----/____/----/__----
  /    /    /    /     /   |   /    |    / |/  |   /   |       /         |  /     /         /       
_/____/____/____/_____/____|__/_____|___/__/___|__/____|______/__________|_/_____/_________/____ ___
                                                                          /                         
                                                                      (_ /     DHARMA TYPE FREE FONTs


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
______________________________________


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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