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        This year sees the seventy-fifth anniversary of D-Day. We owe an enormous debt of gratitude to those brave American boys who went to fight on French beaches for our freedom.

        No one can overestimate the impact of thousands of GIs arriving on our shores. Rumour has it that, even in our little town, several babies were the result of this friendly invasion and this reporter knows of at least one marriage!

        This year the invasion is happening all over again. Berecombe is playing host to our American allies once more. All surviving soldiers who were billeted in the town and who went to Omaha Beach have been invited. New museum director Noah Lydden is co-ordinating the commemorations and says it will be a year-long feast for mind and body and, most importantly, a whole lot of fun. Street parties, special-event films, a D-Day Parade, a black-tie ball at The Henville and much, much more will be organized in and around the town.

        So, come along, get dressed up and join in the fun!
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      ‘You can’t argue with the view.’ With reluctance, Ashley Lydden turned her back on the sun-soaked vista of sea and sky that was Lyme Bay and observed the tiny office instead. She smiled at her cousin fondly. Oblivious to the glorious late February day outside, Noah was hunched over his computer, his hair tousled and his brow furrowed in a look she knew well: preoccupation mixed in with a smattering of frustration. She waited patiently until he’d finished whatever it was he was doing.

      Eventually he swung around on his chair. ‘Ash, it’s so good of you to come down and help me out with this. I’m swamped, to be honest.’ He shot her a grateful look.

      Ashley shrugged. ‘Hey, being stuck in Ludlow with the parents or a few months sunning myself in Berecombe. It’s a no-brainer.’ She flicked a long, dark lock of hair away from her face. ‘And in between helping you organize this madly epic extravaganza, I shall attempt to do some painting. Unless I’ve forgotten how to do it. What on earth made you make it so complicated when you’ve only been in the job for five minutes?’ She made her way gingerly through the muddle of papers and piles of books and sat down on the only other chair.

      ‘I didn’t. I had in mind a fairly simple verbal history project. Then the Friends of the Museum group got hold of me and put me right.’ Noah grimaced. ‘Apparently Berecombe is a town that likes to celebrate and the seventy-fifth anniversary of D-Day wasn’t something they were going to let slip by. There’s one,’ he frowned, ‘Biddy I think her name is – she terrifies me. I’ve been holed up in this office twenty-four/seven since I started the job in September. I thought it would be far too little time to organize anything big, but Biddy put me right on that. Says the town rallies. She might be right; it’s got a fabulous sense of community.’

      Ashley laughed. ‘At least the view from your window is good. I can think of worse places to be holed up in.’ She nodded to the panoramic view of the town’s promenade and beach. A fresh breeze blew in and made the blind-pull flutter. It brought with it the intoxicating scent of salt-laden air.

      ‘One advantage of being slightly up the hill and three floors up. I reckon this place has arguably the best view of any museum in the UK.’ Noah winced. ‘I suppose the other advantage is my thigh muscles have never been so honed.’

      ‘No need for the gym then.’

      ‘No time.’ He groaned. ‘Speaking of which, I’d better get my skates on. I’m holding an introductory memory session in twenty minutes.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘I’m going to have to jog.’

      ‘Where are you headed to?’

      ‘A café at the far end of the prom. Millie Vanilla’s, I think it’s called. Been in a few times. Fabulous place.’

      ‘I know the one. Next to that fantastic bookshop.’ Ashley raised her eyebrows. ‘You’ll have to run. It’s at least half a mile. I’d jog with you, but…’ She let the sentence trail.

      Noah was busy collecting his handheld recorder and notebooks. ‘But you can’t keep up with me. Slowcoach,’ he teased. Then, realizing what he’d said, he turned back to her, stricken. ‘Ash, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean—’

      ‘Will you take that look off your face! It’s fine, honestly. I just have to take life at a slightly more sedate pace these days.’

      ‘Oh lordy, Ash. I feel awful.’

      ‘Stop it,’ she said sternly. ‘I developed an extremely thick skin very soon after the accident.’

      ‘Well, look, meet me in the café later, then. I’ll treat you to a coffee and an unseemly large cake to make up for my appalling lack of tact. It does the most wonderful food – one reason I chose to base the memory project there.’ He came to her and dropped a kiss on the top of her head.

      ‘And there won’t be a memory project unless you go.’ She pushed him playfully. ‘Go!’

      ‘See you later?’

      ‘See you later, coz. Bye.’

      Ashley didn’t move. She was in no hurry to leave. She sat enjoying the view and the salty air whipping in through the window. Marshmallow clouds, the sort found in children’s picture books, scurried across the pale-blue sky. Sky met sea at an almost indistinguishable horizon and everything seemed huge and open. Humbling. Since coming to Berecombe, she’d become fascinated by the sea. Its moods swung from sullen to angry and back to serenely calm, sometimes in less than an hour. She’d never tire of it. Her fingers began to itch; she wanted to get out there and paint.

      She gathered her bag and straw hat and got to her feet. Although her injuries were well on the way to being healed, everything had to be done at a slower pace these days and her balance still wasn’t perfect. Thinking of the stone spiral staircase which led down from Noah’s office into the museum proper, she cursed. It would take her an age to negotiate it. But she was determined to do it.

      Collecting her rucksack from reception, she heaved it onto her back and made her way out into the sunshine. The museum was tucked behind the town’s little theatre on a main road leading out of Berecombe, and she had to concentrate to navigate the narrow pavement thronging with tourists and too near the buses, which thundered through belching diesel. As she reached the beginning of the promenade that ran parallel to the sea and eventually led to the harbour at the other end of town, she stopped for a second and breathed a sigh of relief that she’d made it. As she did so, a man behind knocked into her.

      ‘Oi! Watch out! Mind where you’re going!’ Then he passed her and caught sight of the stick. ‘Oh, sorry love. Didn’t see that you were…’ His face shut down in embarrassment and he strode off.

      Ashley steadied herself, found her balance, adjusted her rucksack’s weight to the middle of her back and walked on. Since the accident there had been a shift in how people treated her. Many were kind but a few displayed impatience. They’d tut as she held them up in shops, barge past her as she took up too much room on the pavement. Sometimes they even verbally abused her. For a while she’d stopped venturing out alone. Eventually, though, pride and frustration conquered the fear and she began going solo again.

      Her parents hated it, terrified she was vulnerable to attack, or that she would fall and be unable to get help. Their concern, although she knew it came from a place of love, was suffocating. It was what had driven her to accept Noah’s request. That and the offer of the self-contained flat in the house he was renting near the centre of town, which had reasonable bus links and the promise of, if not paid work at the museum, then something to keep her mind occupied.

      Her parents, reluctantly agreeing to the plan, had driven her down in a car stuffed with belongings. She’d tried not to laugh; it was a sad parody of when they’d driven her to teacher training college a decade ago. Her father had sniffed around the flat, grudgingly agreed it would do, being on one level, and then had examined it for trip hazards. Her mother, having stocked up the freezer with Tupperware boxes of home-cooked meals, had fretted about whether her daughter would cope. Ashley had squeezed her tight, reassured her she’d be fine and reminded her that she had Noah on the floor above just in case. They’d eventually got into the Jag and disappeared. They were breaking the journey back at a country hotel and Ashley hoped they’d have a chance to relax. Since the accident everything had been full-on and she knew they were exhausted. She loved her parents and was deeply grateful to them for the care they’d taken of her while she recuperated, but living with them had been teeth-gnashingly awful. She’d reverted to being a moody teenager – only worse. She wasn’t proud of how she’d behaved and her parents hadn’t deserved it. After waving the car off, she’d shut her own private front door, leaned against it and breathed in sea air and freedom.

      And now, scanning Berecombe promenade for an empty bench facing out to sea, she spied one in the distance. Trying not to hurry before it was taken, she concentrated on walking properly, as the physios had taught her. Back straight, consciously feeling the concrete beneath each part of her foot as it made contact and making sure she had both feet facing forwards. Her shattered pelvic girdle had meant she had needed to learn to walk again and, even now, when she was tired, her left leg dragged a little. Not today though. Unless you were looking closely, you wouldn’t notice anything amiss. Apart from the stick, of course, and Ashley hoped she’d be able to ditch that soon. By some miracle, seeing as the town was busy with spring sunshine-seeking tourists, the bench was still vacant when she got to it. She collapsed onto it gratefully. It was the furthest she’d walked since arriving in Berecombe. Lifting her head to the sky, she drank in the warm sunshine and relished being alive.
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      Ashley began her routine. Putting her rucksack on the bench beside her, she took off her straw hat, wedging the brim under her bag so it wouldn’t blow away. She tied a scarf around her hair. The whisper of bluey-green silk stopped it blowing into her eyes while she worked and, along with giant sunglasses, hid the scar which ran livid behind her ear. She rested her watercolour pad on her lap and took out her travelling paint tin. She regretted not being able to bring an easel but just couldn’t carry it along with her rucksack and stick, needing her hands free should she fall. The little tin of Windsor and Newton paints, her plastic jar of water and pad did the job until she could get home to paint on something larger. It was like taking visual notes before working them into the final piece and worked well for her. Stowing the stick inside the rucksack, she thanked the heavens that the latest incumbent was collapsible. Her little ritual performed, she surveyed the coastline with pleasure, taking in the solemn grey Blue Lias cliffs and the fossil hunters scrabbling over the rocks in an attempt to find a scrap of ammonite or belemnite. The Lias bled into the fiery red of the sandstone at West Bay which then, in turn, seeped into the blinding white of Portland. She made a mental note to look up what buses could get her there; she’d love to visit but driving was out of the equation at the moment. Ashley had become entranced by this stretch of coastline.

      Aware someone had sat at the other end of the bench, she shifted her body away and towards the view. She hoped the signal was clear: Do not disturb. Meeting new people could be fraught, as she was forced to explain yet again why she walked with a stick. It could be exhausting. Today she simply wanted to concentrate on painting. Too few people took heed of body language, but to her relief, this particular person took the hint.

      She began to work, ignoring the tourists walking past on the promenade and the traffic on the road which ran parallel. For a while she used pencil and made some rapid-fire marks, enjoying the rasp of pencil on paper. She’d discovered she attracted less attention when drawing. For some reason a vividly painted watercolour drew a crowd and she was still getting used to the attention. A cloud drifted over the sun, transforming the scene into something with softer shades, something more subtle, and she worked even quicker to capture the change in light. The breeze got up, making the cloud blow off to the east. Immediately everything became bright yellow and turquoise again. It was too much of a temptation. Flicking over to a new page, she dipped her brush into water and began to paint.

      Eventually, as her back was getting stiff, she stopped. She was just about to put away her kit when a car horn split the peace. It was followed by the sickening crunch of metal grinding on metal. Shouts. Aggressive swearing. Ashley flinched so violently, her pad slipped from her fingers and the water jar rolled to the ground, scattering brushes. Concentrating on her breathing, she screwed her eyes shut. Counting backwards in her head, she became aware of a voice to her right. A man. An American accent.

      ‘Aw jeez, you’ve dropped your things. Here, let me.’

      Ashley opened her eyes to see a man crouching on the sandy concrete, gathering up her painting things in his big hands. He rose to sit beside her. Too traumatized to take much in, she caught a flash of humorous eyes in a friendly face.

      ‘Shall I put them in your bag?’

      ‘No!’ The response came out sharper than intended. Softening, she explained, ‘It has to go in a certain way or it won’t all fit.’

      ‘Okay.’

      He sat patiently while she opened the rucksack. He made no comment on her trembling, clumsy hands or the stick which she took out, extended and laid on the bench between them.

      ‘Just tell me what you need first,’ he said equably. Handing things over in the order she requested, he kept up a running commentary about the accident behind them. ‘Looks like just a shunt,’ he said. ‘No real damage except to the trunk. Two young guys, by the look of things. Got to the stage of exchanging numbers now. All calmed down.’ He handed her the now empty water jar, having first screwed on the lid. ‘Sounded worse than it is, I guess. Often does when cars hit one another.’

      ‘Not always.’ Ashley took the watercolour pad from him and slid it into its slot. She zipped up the rucksack but made no attempt to move. She didn’t trust her legs quite yet.

      ‘You know, you look very pale. Can I get someone for you? Or take you for a coffee?’ He spread his hands. ‘Look, this isn’t a pick-up line, I promise. I was headed for one anyway.’

      Ashley shook her head. ‘No, I’m fine.’

      ‘You sure?’

      ‘I am absolutely all right. I just want to sit here for a minute.’

      ‘Well, okay, but I hate leaving you like this.’ He rose and went to go, then stopped and turned back to her. ‘You got a cell?’

      ‘A what?’ she blinked up at him, wishing he would go away and leave her in peace. He was very tall and his bulk was silhouetted against the light.

      ‘A phone. A mobile.’

      ‘Oh, yes.’

      ‘And you’re sure I can’t call someone for you?’

      She shook her head. ‘No thank you. I’m meeting someone soon. I’ll just sit here for a while and enjoy the sun.’

      He was obviously reluctant to leave. ‘Well, if you’re sure.’

      ‘I am. Thank you. You’ve been most kind.’ Even to her ears it came out ridiculously prim and middle-class English. She just wanted him gone.

      ‘Right. Have a good day then. I’ll maybe see you around. I’m discovering Berecombe is a small town. Everyone seems to know one another.’

      ‘Quite possibly.’

      He gave a nod, turned on his heel and left.

      Ashley couldn’t hide her relief that she was alone. Closing her eyes, she leaned back on the bench and soaked up the sun’s warmth. Eventually her breathing became regulated and she felt a semblance of normality return.
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      She was going to be late. Slipping on her rucksack, she got up, stretched her stiff left leg and began to make her way towards the café where Noah suggested they should meet.

      The sun was slipping down in the sky and, with the heat gone out of the day, it felt more like normal February temperatures. She’d be glad of a coffee or hot chocolate. The promenade curved round and, just before the harbour proper began, the café and its adjoining bookshop hove into view, with its wide-open space stretching in front and jutting out into the beach. A low wall separated the seating area from the beach, and tables and benches were crowded with customers.

      Ashley had visited the bookshop already. She’d enjoyed browsing the art section and the books on display to celebrate the upcoming film festival at the local theatre. Resisting the very tempting but incredibly expensive coffee-table tome on Jean Cocteau, she’d settled on a fat best-selling paperback. One of the positive things about her new life was having the time to read. She paused for a second before going into the café. New situations, new people, weren’t as easy to navigate as they once were. Then, taking a deep breath, she walked through the bifold doors and into the café proper.

      It was crowded. The air, heavy with the seductive scent of vanilla, coffee and sugar, was somehow reminiscent of childhood days baking with her mother. There was a low hum of happy chatter from the customers sitting at tables painted in mismatched pastel ice-cream colours. Clashing with the colour scheme was the mass of red, white and blue bunting strung from the walls and abundant across the ceiling. ‘Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree’, jaunty and in close harmony, sang out from the sound system. Someone was embracing all things 1940s. It added up to being warm and welcoming and felt like walking into the best kind of hug from a very good friend.

      ‘Ashley, we’re over here.’ It was Noah. ‘I’ve saved you a seat.’ As she squeezed her way through the jumble of chairs and tables, he added, ‘You’re late, but just in time for a second round of coffee and cake. Sit down and I’ll order, and then introduce you to everyone. Petra,’ he called to a petite woman with a blonde-bombshell hairdo tied up in a red spotted scarf, ‘can we get another round of what we had before, plus lemon drizzle and a latte for my darling coz.’

      Petra grinned, nodded and then disappeared through the swing door, which was complete with a porthole window, and into what Ashley assumed was the kitchen.

      Once she’d settled into her seat, she sent a nervous smile round to everyone. Noah took the cue. ‘This is Biddy,’ he said. It was only because she knew her cousin well that she detected the briefest of winks. So this was the woman who was causing him so much trouble. ‘Hello,’ she said, taking in an impression of iron-grey hair flattened by a purple beret, and a pair of fearsome black eyebrows.

      Biddy nodded back. ‘Pleased to meet you, I’m sure.’ She hoisted a tiny black dog onto her lap. ‘And this is Elvis, my deaf-assistance dog. I’m hard of hearing, you see.’

      Ashley liked dogs and wanted to pat the scrap of black poodle but wasn’t sure if it was allowed.

      Biddy read her mind. ‘It’s acceptable to stroke a deaf-assistance dog even when working. It’s different with guide dogs. That’s not allowed under any circumstances,’ she added, as Ashley reached out a hand for the poodle to sniff. ‘But I’d rather you didn’t. He is working, after all.’

      Ashley snatched her hand back. That told her. Aware that Noah was stifling a laugh, she said sharply, ‘And please introduce me to your other friends, Noah.’

      ‘Of course.’ Sobering, he said, ‘This is Beryl. A Friend of the Museum, as is Biddy.’

      ‘Hello my lovely,’ said a woman in, perhaps, her seventies. She was much more approachable-looking with her cropped silver hair, vivid yellow linen smock and dangly earrings.

      ‘And this is Ken Tizzard,’ Noah continued. ‘He runs Berecombe Arts Workshop. You’ll have to take a look, Ash. Ashley is an art teacher and paints,’ he explained to the middle-aged man sitting next to Beryl.

      ‘Well, I used to teach art,’ Ashley explained quickly. ‘Not any longer, but I still like to paint.’

      ‘Once the art gets you, that’s it. That’s my experience,’ Ken said. He had a strong Devon accent with soft, rolling ‘r’s. ‘You’d be welcome any time. We’re just beyond the tennis courts. Not the prettiest part of town but not far from the centre. Come and have a look.’

      ‘Thank you, I will.’ Biddy aside, they seemed friendly. ‘How has the first session gone?’

      ‘Bit of a disaster,’ Noah admitted. ‘We had a Mr Senior telling us all about his allotment, and Katrina Chilcombe went on about how miserable Berecombe was when she was a teenager growing up in the seventies and how she couldn’t wait to escape. It wasn’t quite what I had in mind.’

      ‘Ennis Senior could bore for England,’ Biddy put in. ‘And Katrina Chilcombe only came for the free coffee and cake. She’s Amy’s mother,’ she explained to Ashley. ‘Amy runs the bookshop but is definitely cut from different cloth to her mother. Chalk and cheese, those two.’

      ‘Oh Biddy, be kind,’ said Beryl. ‘Ennis is lonely since he lost his wife and Katrina has had her disappointments. I find them both charming.’

      Biddy sniffed. ‘You’d find Hitler charming if he made you a sandwich.’

      ‘Well,’ Noah began, obviously unsure of what to say. ‘Oh look,’ he added, relieved. ‘Here comes our cake order.’ Standing up, he beamed at a frazzled Petra. ‘Can I do anything to help?’

      ‘Cool, thanks Noah. You’re a star. I’m run off my feet this afternoon. Could you hand round the cakes while I serve the teas and coffees?’

      He did so, getting everyone’s order wrong. No one seemed to mind, not even Biddy. Noah had that scarce but highly prized quality of likeability. Ashley observed with amusement as he handed Beryl some coffee and walnut cake, only for her to swap it for Ken’s buttered teabread slice. If her cousin had one failing, if you could even call it such, he suffered from an over-abundance of enthusiasm. It could get quite exhausting keeping up with him sometimes. Once everyone had finally received their correct order and the drinks had been served, Ashley watched as he and Petra exchanged looks and Petra blushed a little. That was Noah’s other talent; he had effortless charm.

      Petra put the empty tray under her arm and rushed off.

      ‘Is Petra the owner of the café?’ Ashley asked, as she took a sip of her latte, needing its warmth and the caffeine kick.

      ‘Of course not,’ Biddy answered. ‘That’s Millie Fudge, or should I say Millie Henville now, since she got married. She got married right here on the beach. As my darling Arthur and I did. Winter weddings both. It was perfect. And then it snowed and made it even more perfect.’

      ‘When’s the baby due?’ Beryl asked, nibbling at an edge of teabread.

      For a bizarre second Ashley thought Beryl meant Biddy’s baby. The woman must be well into her seventies.

      ‘Late June, I was told,’ Biddy answered. ‘Although you can never tell with first babies. They like to hang on a bit.’

      ‘Going to be such a pretty baby, what with Millie and Jed as parents. Are they still living in that lovely old cottage in the valley? The Greys’s old place.’

      ‘They are,’ Biddy went on importantly. ‘Went over to have afternoon tea last week. Wonderful little spot. And your Emma’s still in the flat above the caff, isn’t she, Ken?’

      ‘That’s my niece,’ he explained to Ashley. ‘You’ll find everyone in Berecombe is either related or knows one another.’

      As if to prove his point, a familiar American voiced sounded. ‘Hi there,’ he called. ‘Glad you found your friends and got that coffee.’

      Ashley looked up. It was the man from the bench. This time he was facing into the light so she could see him better. Swept-back golden-brown hair, a strong chin and jaw, eyes lit with an easy humour. Handsome. Confident. Maybe overly so.

      ‘You two know one another?’ Noah said, sizing him up. ‘Pray do tell.’ He stood up.

      Ashley, sensing Noah was out to cause mischief, said hurriedly, ‘I spilled my painting kit all over the prom and this kind person helped me pick it all up.’ She stopped, wondering if the stranger was going to embarrass her and regale them all with the tale of her panic attack.

      ‘Eddie. Eddie McQueen.’ He offered Noah his hand and they shook.

      ‘Not the Eddie McQueen? From Southwestern University? The social history expert?’

      ‘The very same.’

      ‘I’m Noah Lydden. I run the museum here. Good to meet you.’

      ‘Ah, great to meet you too, Noah. I’ve been meaning to mosey over to the museum and introduce myself.’

      ‘Please do. We’d be honoured to have you.’

      Ashley was intrigued. Noah looked starstruck. Whoever this Eddie McQueen was, he must be someone important.

      Eddie turned to her. ‘I was only too glad to be of service.’ His gaze was penetrating. ‘I couldn’t help but admire your work, Miss… erm…?’

      ‘Ashley. I’m Ashley Lydden. Hello again.’

      ‘Well, hi there, Ashley.’ Eddie smiled, showing perfect American teeth. ‘Delighted to meet you properly.’ There was a beat between them before he added, ‘I’m on my way for a takeout. Best coffee in town. Best I’ve had this side of the Atlantic, even.’

      ‘It’s certainly good.’ Ashley felt her face flame and cursed herself. What was she? Fourteen?

      Noah sat down again. ‘Eddie, would you like to join us?’ He spread his hands as an introduction to the rest of the group.

      ‘Thank you for the kind invitation, but I’m heading off for my train. Another time maybe?’

      ‘Another time,’ Noah said on a grin, casting a sly look Ashley’s way. ‘I’m sure you’d be very welcome. And don

      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/omc-logo-bw.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Thank you for reading…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Georgia Hill
      


      		
        One More Chapter...
      


      		
        About the Publisher
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Georgia Hill


    


  


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/the-great-summer-street-party-1-cover.jpg
M;EORGIA HILVL\\‘







