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      The afternoon sun warmed Pete Maddox’s skin as a cool February breeze blew in from the Gulf of Mexico. He closed his eyes and focused on the vibration of the hollow-bodied guitar resting against his core.

      Music flowed from his fingers, carrying him far away. Away from troubles.

      Memories.

      Heartache.

      Only a few short years ago, he’d turned to other things to shut out his pain. Things that had dulled his senses and changed him into a person he didn’t like—a person no one liked.

      But despite the reputation he still hadn’t managed to repair, that wasn’t who he was anymore.

      A soft yet insistent yipping pulled him out of his musical daze. He looked at the curly-haired pup at his feet, who was begging for attention.

      “What’s up Puddles? You can’t be hungry already.”

      The blond puppy stood on his hind legs and reached a tiny paw through the slats of the mobile pen Pete had set up in the grass beside the Wounded Warrior Rescue. He’d learned early on during his days at the rescue that puppies were much easier to clean up after if he kept them occupied outside as much as possible.

      He laid his guitar in its case and stooped over to scoop up the little noisemaker and his only sibling yet to be adopted.

      “Come on you two. Bring it in.” He lifted the poodle-mix pups to his chest. They scrambled to reach his chin with a flurry of licking tongues, wiggling bodies, and wagging tails.

      He’d gotten them through the hardest days after they’d lost their mother, feeding them around the clock and being the comfort and support they needed. His had been the first face they’d seen when their eyes had opened.

      He was their world, and a big part of his heart loved it. No one in Liberty Cove had ever counted on him as much as these little animals had. No one had ever been able to before. Pete had been known for many things during his teen-aged years. Dependability had not been one of them.

      Apart from the messes, chewing, and need for constant supervision, life was easy with these two. They didn’t know who he used to be. They only knew who he was right then. He didn’t have anything to make up for in their eyes. Nothing to prove.

      “Ouch!” He tucked one of the brothers under his arm and out of reach of his earlobe. “I kind of need my ear attached to my body, Chewy.” The pup panted and squirmed, ready for another romp in the grass with his roly-poly brother.

      The back door of the rescue creaked open, and a woman called his name. “Pete, you out here?”

      “Over here, ma’am.” He put both puppies back in the little pen and headed for the back of the old Victorian house.

      Kat Davenport, a slender woman with gray hair streaked with silver highlights, was already leaning on the deck railing when he stepped around the corner. “I’ve got to run over to Bentonville to pick up a few things for dinner tonight. Can you hold down the fort for me while I’m gone? I’m expecting a delivery.”

      “Yes, ma’am. Is there anything else you need me to do while you’re gone?”

      Kat chewed the inside of her cheek for a moment and tapped her chin with an index finger, seeming to search her mind for an answer. “Apart from the delivery, there’s not much else going on today. You can just keep on serenading those babies.”

      Pete’s cheeks heated a degree or two. “You were listening?”

      A warm smile spread across Kat’s lips. “I’m always listening, darlin’.”

      Pete shuffled his feet in the sandy soil at the base of the stairs leading to the deck. Music had been his whole world before his father had passed away. And it was a world he’d only shared openly with one other person.  

      Penny—the one that got away—or rather, the one he’d let down and left behind.

      Since then, he hadn’t shared that part of his life with anyone. His music was personal. His solace. The salve to wounds in his heart that still hadn’t quite healed over yet.

      “You’ve got real talent, Pete,” said Kat. “That’s nothing to hide under a bushel. I, for one, am grateful for the music you’ve brought into this house.”

      Pete wrung the back of his neck and smiled. “Thank you, Mrs. Davenport.”

      Kat crossed her arms over her chest and furrowed her brows. “What did I tell you about all that missus business? My name is Kat. We’re family around here.”

      “Yes, ma’am—I mean, Kat.”

      The older woman chuckled. “That’s more like it. Now, I best go grab my purse and get going before it gets much later.” She hurried to the back door and pulled it open, but paused before stepping through. “On second thought, there is something you can do for me while I’m gone, if you wouldn’t mind.”

      “Name it.”

      “Play host to anyone who might happen to drop by, will you? We’re known far and wide for our hospitality around here, and I’d like to protect that reputation.”

      “Play host?”

      “You know, invite them to sit a spell. Offer them something to drink. Shoot the breeze for a bit. Just be friendly. That should be easy for a charming young man like you.”

      Pete couldn’t help but laugh. “I think that might be the first time anyone has ever called me charming, but you’ve got it.”

      “Oh, you’re a charmer all right.” She held up her left hand and wiggled her ring finger. “If I wasn’t engaged and forty years your senior, you’d be in real danger of breaking my heart.” She winked and shot him a mischievous grin. “Your charm is so natural you couldn’t turn it off if you wanted to.”

      Pete rolled his eyes and laughed. “Well, in that case, I promise to be my natural self and charm whomever happens to waltz through the door.”

      “That’s all I wanted to hear,” she said. A smile Pete couldn’t quite read played on Kat’s lips before she stepped into the house to gather her things. “Have fun,” she called from inside.

      He’d never had an employer as easygoing as the owner of the Wounded Warrior Rescue. Even so, it was strange to hear a boss utter the words have fun. But Pete didn’t have a chance to give her parting words a second thought.

      When he rounded the corner, the puppies welcomed him back to his seat next to their pen with bouncing and barking that morphed into a rough-and-tumble wrestling match. “All right you two. Take it easy.” He chuckled, picking up his guitar again and settling back into his seat.

      Time didn’t register in Pete’s brain when his fingers were on the strings of a guitar. Music flowed, bringing peace to every corner of his mind. When he was lost in his music, there was no time to think about the list he carried in his pocket everywhere he went.

      There were so many names on that list.

      People he’d disappointed, let down, or left behind without a word when his old addictions had gotten the better of him. A single piece of paper had never been so weighty.

      The sound of an unfamiliar engine rolling up the long gravel driveway caught Pete’s attention. “Looks like it’s time to go put on the charm, little buddies,” he said to the tired pups. “We’ve got company.” He hurried to put his guitar in its case and tucked the tiny dogs in the crook of his arm.

      The back door offered the quickest route that would allow him to deposit his instrument out of sight before greeting the new arrival at the front door. He’d just tucked the case safely behind the sofa when a knock sounded from the front of the rescue.

      Without time to lay the puppies in their bed for a nap, he hurried to the door with a yawning ball of fur under each arm. After a bit of shuffling pups around, he managed to open the door.

      “Sorry about the wait. I was—" His heart leapt into his throat, strangling his ability to speak when his eyes fell on the woman standing at the door.

      A pair of pale-blue eyes as cool as a clear winter’s day stared unblinking into his. Wavy, fiery-red hair was piled on top of her head, secured in place by a pair of miniature drumsticks.

      He remembered those drumsticks.

      His high school girlfriend had fallen in love with the hair accessories the moment she’d seen them next to the cash register of their favorite music supply store. He’d purchased them on the spot, spending his last dollar in the process. But it had been worth every penny to see her freckled cheeks pull into a bright smile when she put them in her hair.

      His muscles tightened, his back stiffened, and then he gulped down his nerves. “Penny… hey.”

      Penny Donahue—the most important person on his list—was looking up at him. He’d spent countless nights lying awake in the barracks, trying to conjure a mental image of those eyes. But now that they were looking into his, he had no idea what to say.

      “So, you do remember my name.” A weak smile played on her lips, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

      He shoved a hand into his pocket and toyed with the list he’d made during his counseling sessions with his chaplain. He fiddled with the dog-eared edges of the note like he always did when stress got the better of him.

      This was too soon. She was the one person on his list that he had no idea how to patch things up with.

      He wasn’t ready to see her.

      Would he ever really be ready?

      She lifted the stack of flat, square boxes she held. “Uh, you gonna let me in? Kat told me to leave these on the kitchen counter.”

      “Yeah. Sure. Sorry—" Pete forced the words past a racing heart that was still lodged firmly behind his Adam’s apple.

      Penny kept her thin smile pasted on her lips. “You said that already.”

      “What?”

      “Sorry,” she deadpanned.  “You already said that.”

      He had said sorry. But it wasn’t the apology he’d been struggling to figure out how to deliver ever since moving back to Liberty Cove more than two months ago.

      He fumbled with the latch for a moment, and then opened the screen door. “Come in.” Sparks of electricity came alive deep in the pit of his stomach when she crossed the threshold.

      Did Kat expect him to play host to Penny? While he could think of worse ways to wile away an afternoon than enjoying the company of his first love, he had no idea what to do. There was so much he needed to say to her—so much he had to say—that it made casual chit-chat almost unthinkable.  

      But she was here.

      Now.

      Whether he was ready or not.
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      Penny stood in the entryway of the rescue, frozen in place with her heart racing. Coming face to face with Pete had been a matter of inevitability ever since he moved back home, but no amount of mental preparation could have made her ready for the moment he opened the door. She’d sucked in a deep breath and held it, biting back the collection of barbed greetings she’d dreamed up in the two months since Pete had come home.

      Two months without so much as a howdy-do or a wave at her through the plate glass windows of the Lucky Penny, the diner her grandmother had named after her. Nearly every resident of this small seaside town visited the diner at least once a week—hers was the only eatery for miles.

      Yet somehow, Pete had managed to stay away. She let her breath out in a heavy sigh, supposing she shouldn’t have been all that surprised after four long years without hearing so much as a peep from him.

      “It’s good to see you, Penny.”

      His familiar baritone voice sent a surprising shock through Penny’s body. She schooled her expression and shrugged a single shoulder. “Is it?” She clutched the stacked boxes of pies in her hands, thankful for the barrier they provided, weak as it might be.

      Her stomach dipped as she gazed into the same pair of soft gray-blue eyes she’d once fallen head-over-heels for. They were clear and sharp. Not even a hint of red rimmed his irises. That was a good sign—for him. How he chose to live his life was no business of hers anymore.

      “I’ve been meaning to stop by the diner.” His words sounded strained.

      “Don’t worry about it. I hardly had time to notice. My plate is pretty full at the moment.”

      Translation: There’s no room in my life for someone who thinks nothing of dropping off the map without a word.

      Her own mother had done the same thing—abandoned her in Liberty Cove and then dropped back in one day out of the blue. Back then, she’d been naïve enough to believe that people could change. But her mother, a former service member herself, had proven her wrong when she disappeared from her life for the second time just as quickly as she’d reappeared.

      Her mother’s time in the military hadn’t fixed what was broken inside her, and there was no reason for Penny to think it had solved Pete’s problems either. She hoped his life was on the right track, but she wasn’t about to involve herself in whatever he had going on this time.

      Her life was not a revolving door for unreliable people to waltz in and out of at their convenience. She had her aging grandmother to think of, and the future she wanted to be able to provide for her.

      A wild brew of both sentiment and resentment had risen inside her the instant Pete invited her in. But she refused to allow sentiment to derail her life—and she’d do her best to keep the resentment from clouding her heart. Not so easy, but whoever said life was supposed to be easy?

      “Here, let me help you with those pies,” Pete said.

      Penny shrunk back from his outstretched hand, his familiar voice sending another shockwave through her body. “No, thanks. I’m fine. You’ve got your hands full already.” She nodded toward the squirmy puppies Pete wrangled with a single arm.

      “It’s no problem.” He stooped, set the puppies on the ground, and reached for the pie boxes.

      “You let puppies that age run around loose in here? Still living life on the edge, I see.”

      Pete chuckled, but his laughter died away when his stormy gaze met hers again. “No, those days are over for me.”

      Neither of them seemed to breathe as a heavy silence fell between them. A big part of her heart wanted to reach out and ask what he meant by that, but her head told her that was a topic better left untouched.

      People never changed as much as they thought they did, and she wasn’t dumb enough to play with fire a second time.

      “Penny—” His voice came out in a low rumble, filled with unspoken emotion.

      “I really should set these on the counter and go.”

      This was a delivery. Only a delivery. She had two jobs to do: drop the pies off and get out as fast as humanly possible. There would be no pouring out of hearts. No conversations deeper than the topic of the weather. And certainly, no bringing up the past.

      She shifted the stack of boxes in her hands. “I’ve got a million things to do before the dinner crowd shows up tonight. And then I’ve got a final paper to finish and submit before midnight.”

      “Final paper? Are you in college?”

      She nodded. “A full load.”

      “And running the diner?”

      “Granny’s getting too old. She still has the final say in a lot of things, but I run the day to day.”

      “Talk about busy. How do you get it all done?”

      She shrugged. “Hard work, I suppose. And speaking of work…” She nodded toward the boxes.

      Pete’s cheeks flushed. “Yeah. Of course. Don’t let me keep you. I’ll take those for you.”

      Before she knew what was happening, Pete was in her space, towering over her and relieving her of her sugar-laden load. His fingers brushed hers, sending a thrill down her spine that had no business teasing her senses in such a way.

      What she’d once had with Pete was gone. Over. Her body needed a good stern talking to in order to remember that.

      She took a step back, reclaiming some much-needed space. Glancing down at the floor, she noticed a sizable puddle. “You sure those puppies should be on the loose?”

      “They’re okay,” Pete said keeping his eyes trained on her. “They just came in from being outside for hours. They’ve got to be tired and empty by now.”

      She glanced down again, this time catching the taller puppy in the act of relieving himself in the middle of the floor. “You sure about that?” She nodded toward the pup.

      “Puddles! No, buddy. You’re not supposed to do that in here.” Pete’s head turned from side to side, as he seemed to look for somewhere to set the food.

      “Let me take those for you.” Penny took the pies back. “Looks like duty calls.”

      “Thanks. Doody is right,” Pete said, picking one pup up and waiting for the other to finish squatting.

      Penny laughed despite the tension coiling in her belly. “I’m sorry. That pun, and the look on your face when you said it—I couldn’t help myself.”

      Pete laughed right along with her. “I should have known better. Something’s always either going in or coming out with these two.”

      “Thus, the name Puddles?”

      “You guessed it,” Pete said, still laughing. It felt good to laugh with him.

      Too good.

      It was time to go. “I’ll just go set these in the kitchen and be on my way.”

      He rummaged around in the hall closet with the pups in hand and then pulled out some cleaning supplies. “I’m going to go put these two in their play area in the other room. I’ll be right back.”

      Make my delivery. Then make my escape.

      Penny scurried to the back of the house to deposit the pies on the counter, hoping to beat Pete back to the entry way so she could make a clean break for it. She’d call out her goodbyes, shut the door, and become the first person to manage to peel rubber racing down a gravel driveway. And she’d do it all before Pete could utter another word.

      “Penny ‘the sucker’ Donahue,” she muttered to herself as she arranged the boxes of pie, opening each lid and inspecting the pie’s condition. Agreeing to deliver a stack of Granny’s pies to the rescue had been one of the most boneheaded moves she’d made in a long time. Of course Pete would be there to answer the door. Should she have expected anything less from the famous town matchmaker, Kat Davenport?

      Kat had singlehandedly matched more veterans with their soul mates than socks on laundry day. Penny blew a sharp breath from her nostrils and shook her head. No doubt Kat had her sights set on matching her to Pete.

      Kat’s shenanigans were cute—funny even—when other people were involved. Not so much when she was the one with a target for Cupid’s arrow on her backside.

      “Sucker. Might as well print it on a t-shirt.” She fiddled with the lid of the chocolate coconut cream pie, the frustration building up inside making it impossible to work the annoying cardboard flaps.

      “Print what on a t-shirt?”

      Penny jumped so bad her knuckle smashed into one of the piped mounds of whipped cream that decorated the circumference of the pie. “Oh, no! I’ve ruined it.” She sucked the cream from the back of her knuckle. There wasn’t time to go back to the diner and ask Granny to make another pie. And there was no way she wanted to have to come to the rescue twice in one day.

      Her entire body tensed when she became aware of the fact that Pete was standing behind her, looking over her shoulder at the mess she’d just made. His hot breath teased the side of her neck.

      “It’s not ruined at all,” he said.

      She slid to the side, pretending to make room for him to see, but all she really wanted to do was slip away. Far away. “I completely smashed the piping on this side, and there’s no time to make another.”

      “Not a problem. I’ll eat that part.”

      “Are you serious?”

      “Yeah, why not? It’s my fault. I didn’t mean to startle you like that. But what about the t-shirt?”

      “It was nothing. Just complaining to myself, that’s all.”

      “You? Complain? Never.”

      She squirmed beneath his heavy gaze.

      “I’ve known you since we were kids and have yet to ever hear you complain, even when you had good reason to do it.” He paused for a moment, seeming to mull over his next words carefully. “And since we’re on the subject, you’re the most unselfish and kind person I’ve ever known. I never got the chance to tell you⁠—”

      Penny held up a hand to quiet Pete before he said something she’d regret. “I think I know where you’re heading with this, so, let me just stop you right there.”

      “I just want to talk, Pen.”

      “I think we’ve talked enough.” Her voice was clipped as memories of the past flooded back, threatening to sweep away any hope of squashing her resentment. She’d wanted to talk before he left for the Marines. She’d even have settled for any one of the 1,461 days he’d been gone.

      But he hadn’t wanted to talk any of those times.

      He put his hand in his pocket. “We haven’t talked at all.”

      “You catch on quick.” Anger she hardly understood flared in her chest. He didn’t get to ghost her for four years and then complain that they weren’t talking enough right then!

      She took a deep breath to dampen the flames of anger licking at her heart. “Look, it’s nothing personal. We had a good time while it lasted. I don’t think either of us love how it ended, but it’s over now.”

      “Penny—”

      “I have too much going on in my life right now to open old wounds.” An ache tore at her throat as she finished the words. “I should go,” she whispered. “I have other orders to deliver.”

      “I—I understand.” He seemed to shrink into himself when he said the words.

      Penny looked away, unable to bear the sadness pooling in his eyes. 

      “Let me walk you to the door,” he said.

      She wrapped her arms around her torso and nodded. They walked in silence to the front door, each step heavier than the last. She’d said what she needed to say. So, why did she feel so miserable? The seesaw of emotions she’d experienced since arriving at the rescue was just as confusing as it was exhausting.

      When they reached the front door, he held it open for her to step through. Sweet memories of the gentleman he’d been before his life had spiraled flashed in her mind. She paused on the porch and glanced back at him. “I’m not holding any grudges.” Saying she was trying not to hold any grudges would have probably been a more accurate statement. “Stop by the diner anytime. You’re a part of this community again, and everyone’s welcome.”

      Hope flashed in his eyes, and Penny’s stomach clenched. “You’ll be my customer,” she clarified. “Nothing more. Nothing less.”

      “I hear you loud and clear. You still sell Granny’s sweet tea by the gallon?”

      She snorted out a laugh. “I think we’d have a riot on our hands if we ever stopped selling the stuff.”

      He nodded. “I’ll stop by one day this week. I’m gonna need some of that tea.”

      “Great. See you then.” Penny hurried to her car and kicked up a billowing dust cloud with her tires as Pete stood on the porch, watching her go.

      See you then?

      What had she been thinking? That was the kind of thing people said after making plans to meet up.  That wasn’t what had just happened, was it?
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      Pete squared his shoulders and crossed Main Street with the green awnings of the Lucky Penny diner in sight. An uncomfortable mixture of nervous energy and excitement churned in his stomach as he approached his old teenage haunt.

      He’d practically lived at the diner when he was a kid—before he’d started hanging with the wrong crowd.  He’d found any excuse as a fourteen-year-old boy to sit in his favorite corner while Penny finished her after-school shifts. So many hours spent trying to work up the courage to ask her out. Until Granny had finally had enough of his moon-eyed gaze following her granddaughter around the diner.

      “Penny,” he could still hear her high-pitched voice drawl out the words, “this boy would like you to go for a walk with him down the beach. Isn’t that right, Pete?”

      He’d gulped and stammered a few moments before giving up and offering a simple nod of his head.

      Penny had crossed her arms and popped a hip. “I wondered how long it was going to take him to ask.”

      As they headed out the door, Granny’s voice had called out behind them. “Just a walk, mind you. Have fun, but not too much fun, you hear?”

      And that was how their first date had come about.

      Eight years had passed since that day, and he still found himself drying the palms of his hands on the front of his pants before stepping up to the door. He paused for a moment, surprised to see the sign in the window displaying sorry, we’re closed.

      The tension he’d carried in his body the entire walk from the rescue came out in a deep sigh. Three days. It had taken him three days to make his move and stop by the diner for his gallon of sweet tea. Trying to bring normalcy back into the strained relationship he’d created wasn’t a task for the faint of heart.

      He pulled his list out of his pocket and scanned the names on it. He’d hoped to check nice old Mrs. Jenkins off the list this afternoon. But without that gallon of sweet tea from the diner, those plans were shot.

      And so were his hopes of seeing Penny that day.

      Muffled shouting from inside the diner caught his attention as he turned to leave. His skin prickled. Something was off. It was weird enough that the diner was closed at three o’clock in the afternoon. No way should there have been shouting inside.

      Another round of sharp voices followed by a loud metallic clatter rose his hackles. It didn’t matter if the diner was closed—he was going in one way or another. He grabbed the handle and gave it a solid yank, prepared to do whatever it took to get inside if it didn’t give.

      It flew open and adrenaline filled his veins as he rushed to the back of the restaurant

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/mhw-print-title-page.jpg
NDING

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR

KRISTEN ITEN





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Become a VIP Today
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Become a VIP Today
      


      		
        Wounded Warrior Rescue Reading Order
      


      		
        Meet the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Wounded Warrior Rescue Reading Order


      		Meet the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/youre-invited-2.jpg
-





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-5-mhw-rebrand-final.jpg
KRISTEN
ITEN






