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      Sue

      I can barely see the road ahead of me for the tears I’m crying. I’ve been such a bloody fool. I really believed that there was something special between Jackson and me. After losing Elvis, I thought I’d always be on my own, and I swore away from having anything to do with bikers, but then I met Jackson. He gave my topsy-turvy world balance, a reason to get out of bed every morning, and then eventually my smile returned. I’ll always miss Elvis, but I know he’d have wanted me to move on.

      When Jackson mentioned he wanted to talk, I thought he was going to suggest us moving in together. I never expected he was going to destroy everything. He spouted a load of bullshit about doing this for me, and that I deserved better. I know deep down that he’s just scared of commitment, but how do I make him realize that?

      Even spending the day with Teresa and the baby over in Severed hasn’t helped lift the cloud that’s settled over me.

      Things had been so great between us these past few months, especially the last few weeks when Eve’s friends came over from England. I’d thought we were closer than ever, but turns out, Jackson was just looking for a way to let me down easily.

      “We need to talk.” How many relationships have those words destroyed? Four little words that carry so much weight, especially when you’re obviously a naïve fool like me and thought they meant something altogether different.

      I’ve been half listening to 3 Doors Down and as I hear the intro of the next song, it breaks my heart a little more - ‘What’s Left’. I used to joke that if I ever dumped Jackson, I’d do it by text and send him the link to this song. The lyrics rip my heart out every time I hear them, they’re so poignant. It’s all about after the break when you’re sorting out all the memories and trying to let them go. It’s a song that’s always had an effect on me, especially after losing Elvis so suddenly.

      I think Teresa was relieved about the split. She’s never come out and verbalized it, but she’s never really accepted how quickly I moved on from her father. It wasn’t intentional; I hadn’t planned on meeting someone; I hadn’t even wanted to.

      But Jackson came into my life, and as I got to know him, I knew I couldn’t let him go.

      Eve’s always been my advocate with Teresa, and as hard work as Teresa can be some days, thanks to her strong personality, I’ve always had a soft spot for her. The poor girl has lost both her parents, her mum to cancer back in England and then her dad was murdered here in Australia. She came so close to losing her husband as well; she’d gone into labor believing he was dead.

      She’s so strong. I wish I had a fraction of her strength. I was over the moon when she asked me to step up and help her with the new baby; I thought that after losing Elvis I’d lose all my friends I’d made through him in Severed as well. I should have known better. Bikers are all about family, well, these bikers are. We lost Elvis because not all MC’s feel like that; he was caught in the crossfire when they tried to kill Eve. It all sounds so complicated and far-fetched now. Eve had witnessed a murder, and Carnal MC believed the only good witness was a dead witness and did their best to achieve that outcome.

      Poor Eve had come over from England for her best friend’s wedding and ended up nearly losing her own life on more than one occasion. She was saved when Severed MC took her in and made her one of their own, the same way they took me in. Prez made it clear that as long as I was happy, and Jackson looked out for me, they had no problem with me seeing someone from another MC and wanted me to know that if I ever needed it, I’d always have a home with them in Severed. Looks like I may have to take them up on that now. The memories here are raw and new which makes them more painful than the memories I ran from in Severed.

      I moved away after Elvis was shot. The bad memories far outweighed the good. That’s how I met Jackson, along with a couple of his friends. He’d helped me carry the boxes from the truck to the house on the day I moved in. I’d chosen Maldon because it was close enough to stay in touch with my Severed family, but far enough away that I wouldn’t bump into them every day.

      I’m going to miss Rebel, Jackson’s daughter. The poor girl had been abandoned at the gates of Hellion MC as a baby and Jackson and the guys had raised her as their own. That’s the thing with a breakup. You don’t just lose the person you love; you lose their family and friends that you fell in love with too. As hard as it is to lose someone when they die, you don’t lose everyone around them as well.

      I give myself a shake; I need to pull myself out of this pity party. I’m fifty-two years old for God’s sake. I should know better than to be sitting here bawling like a teenager. I need to keep my focus on the road, not on what might have been.

      It’s a pleasant enough drive between Maldon and Severed, mainly back roads with some long open stretches and not too much traffic at this time of night. I haven’t seen another vehicle for the last fifteen minutes. Dusk has always been one of my favorite times of day, the glow of the setting sun turning the whole sky a hazy red, a good time to sit on my deck with a glass of wine and reflect on my day with Jackson. I stop myself. That’s not going to happen again, but there’s nothing to stop me sitting there with a glass of wine on my own.

      There’s an eighteen-wheeler coming towards me and I shudder. I’ve never been a fan of them, and I have this irrational fear that one of them is going to roll over and land on me as I drive past. It’s stupid, I know, but I can’t help it. I laugh when the line in the next track on the CD tells me ‘The long road awaits’. It’s almost as though this CD is reading my mood.

      As I near the oncoming truck, I press my foot a little harder on the accelerator. I’m not speeding, but I want to get past it as quickly as possible. As I come level with the cab, the driver, a slightly older guy, waves at me. Before I can pass him an explosion of noise fills the air, and a look of horror crosses his face. The cab of the truck veers onto my side of the road and I try to swerve away from him, but I’m too slow. There’s a horrendously loud grinding noise as metal hits metal and my car is pushed along the road. In what feels like slow motion, my car starts to tip over. This stretch of road may be lovely to drive along, but in a moment of clarity, I remember that my side of the road is the one with the drop off. The car seems to tumble over and over forever, before finally landing on its roof. The windscreen in front of me is shattered and half the height it is supposed to be. It’s not tears blinding my vision now, it’s blood. I can feel the warm sticky trail it’s leaving down my cheek.

      My last thought before everything goes dark is Jackson.
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      Jackson

      The guy in the filling station gives me an odd look as I hand over the cash for my gas and the flowers I’m taking to Rebel’s. I’m guessing he doesn’t get many leather clad bikers buying floral gifts. I nod my thanks as I accept my change, and I have to say I feel a little sad that something as simple as buying a woman flowers is seen as unusual these days. What happened to good old-fashioned courting?

      I stow the flowers in the pannier of my bike and take a moment to just enjoy the early evening. It’s been a hot day and thankfully it’s cooled off a touch. Rebel’s invited me over and is going to throw a couple of steaks on the grill and we’ll be able to enjoy them out on her deck. Unlike some of my brothers I won’t feel emasculated if she’s doing the grilling, instead I’ll appreciate the view and someone taking care of me.

      I ‘m pretty sure that Rebel is going to interrogate me about what happened with Sue, and why I broke up with her. I’m not sure if I can explain it to her, but I do know that she’ll give me grief. I’m not quite sure when Sue became a permanent feature in my life, it’s kind of just crept up on me I guess. One minute I was on my own, and the next she was there, slowly ingratiating herself into my daily routine. She never put me under any pressure to make what we had anything more than a casual affair and I appreciated that, after all these years I don’t think I’m cut out for settling down. I’m too accustomed to my ways to share a home with a woman, although not that old that I can’t appreciate a sleepover.

      Sue’s good company, we’re very compatible in bed and she tolerates me being part of the club, although I wouldn’t say she embraces it. She’s familiar with club life. It’s not the fact that I’m a biker that bothers her, just that violence seems to attract itself to an MC, even the good ones. It’s how she lost her man. He was shot when a rival MC were out for revenge. She moved here to get away from the biker life and then met me. She used to say that it was ironic, whereas I would say it was good luck on her part as she ended up with me. I was getting too comfortable with Sue, too set in my ways and for some reason that scared me. I could tell from the shock on her face that when I stated we needed to talk, she was expecting a totally different outcome. The week before she’d suggested moving in with her, we were spending so much time together it made more sense than keeping up two separate houses. That’s when the panic set in and I called an end to us. I miss her like crazy, but I did it for her. She deserves better than me.

      There’s a wail of sirens as a fire engine and ambulance race past, someone’s having a bad day. I shake the melancholy thoughts from my mind as I turn the key and feel the power of the bike rumble underneath me. Time to go face the Spanish Inquisition from my daughter.

      Looks like the emergency services are heading out of Maldon on the same road as me, and I slow down so as not to attract unwanted attention. As I get closer its apparent that I won’t be using this road this evening, there’s a huge red eighteen-wheeler skewed across the road blocking it. The cab is damaged and all along one side there are ugly scrapes where bare metal shows through.

      I pull the bike to a halt and put the kickstand down before approaching the nearest policeman to offer help. From the way the activity is centered around the drop off and the black skid marks on the road surface it looks like someone has gone over the edge. I take a sharp inhale of breath, that’s a steep drop and I just hope they’re in a decent vehicle to protect them.

      The officer welcomes my assistance, and I’m directed to help set up and secure the guide ropes with the fire crew so the medic and lead fireman can descend and see what the situation is below. It’s eerily quiet as they reach the bottom of the ropes. It seems like everyone around us is holding their breath, the silent flashing of the emergency lights casting a surreal blue and red glow over everything.

      A radio crackles into life and most of what I hear is coded or gibberish, but the call for the air ambulance is clear. Whoever is down there has survived the wreck, but barely. While we wait for the helicopter, we keep busy sending down medical equipment as a policeman starts measuring up the scene. It’s clear from the way he’s methodically working that they think this accident is going to result in a fatality.

      The truck driver is sat on the rear step of an ambulance, a blanket wrapped around his shoulders and shaking from shock. He has the odd contusion but other than that looks okay. He keeps muttering that he couldn’t stop the blow out, and something about not being able to help the lady. The paramedic is calming him and tells him that he called the emergency services quickly and that he couldn’t have done more. He doesn’t look like he believes her.

      The grinding noise of metal being cut fills the air and along with it comes the smell of burning metal. They’re obviously cutting her out. A stretcher with a backboard has been lowered down and it seems to take forever before we hear the shout ‘She’s out!”. The timing is perfect as the helicopter has arrived and is landing a little further down the road, blowing dust up everywhere and making our eyes water. I pull my bandana up from around my neck and cover my nose and mouth. A medic runs over and quickly descends over the edge of the drop.

      We all gather at the edge, ready to help pull up the ropes when we’re asked and one of the medics turns to me and asks if I’ll help carry the stretcher to the ambulance when it gets up. Apparently, there’s a risk of the car exploding from a fuel leak, so the fire brigade is going to concentrate on sorting that out. It’s been a dry summer and the woods down there are dry as anything. It would be like setting light to tinder if that car goes up.

      The medics make slow progress up the hill, pausing frequently to adjust equipment and ensure their patient is still breathing. It feels like it takes forever, but in reality, can only have been moments. The first helmet appears over the drop off and is closely followed by two more. I rush forward to assist with the stretcher, taking the weight as it comes into view.

      Whoever is on there is lucky to be alive, their facial features are obscured by blood pouring from a wound on the forehead. The chief medic moves to the head of the stretcher and indicates for me to move around the side. Once everyone is in place we move as quickly as we can towards the helicopter.

      I feel something move and look down; there’s a hand next to mine where I’m holding the stretcher. My heart drops when I recognize the bracelet around the wrist. It’s exactly like the one I bought Sue for her birthday.

      The stretcher is secured in the helicopter and its only when it’s taken off that I rush back to the edge of the drop and look over. The car beneath is barely recognizable, but the door that’s been cut off is visible, discarded to one side. All the way to the drop I prayed that I was wrong, that it would be a blue car, not a red car. The door lays there mocking me, scratched red paint on display.

      I pull my phone from my jeans and hit the speed dial, praying that she’ll pick up and tell me to fuck off. Over the sound of the bustle from the emergency services a ring tone is heard loud and clear. It’s her phone. We’d joked about the ringtone she’d recently chosen for me. Warrant’s Cherry Pie after we’d watched the male strippers from England perform a routine at the Severed MC clubhouse.

      I drop to my knees, staring at my phone as the voicemail kicks in and I hear her voice.

      It was Sue.
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      Jackson

      The waiting room is packed with the guys from Hellion and Severed MC’s. We’re not Sue’s legal family, even though she’s family to us, so they won’t let us in to see her but one of the nurses took sympathy on me and let me know that she’s in surgery, but she’s expected to be there for a long time. From the look on her face, it’s not good news.

      Rebel is sitting with Eve and Teresa, all of them looking absolutely shell shocked. We all are. Looking around the room I see all the family I don’t think she realizes she has, all concerned for her, all loving her. I feel like even more of a shit now for breaking things off between us. I wish I could take it back. I wish the words had never been spoken. I wish she hadn’t been on that road! It’s too late for wishes now though.

      The door to the waiting room opens and a guy I don’t immediately recognize walks in. When he sees all the leather cuts he visibly blanches, I can see his whole body goes tense and he looks like he’s seriously considering running. As he checks out the patches some of the tension eases from his shoulders and he moves over to one of the empty seats. When I look closer, I recognize him as the driver of the eighteen wheeler. Rushing over I pull him up with both hands using the collar of his shirt, my face practically touching his. He’s crying for fucks sake, as far as I’m concerned this is all on him, it’s all his fault. Rage fills me and I’m about to give him something to cry about, but I’m pulled off him as strong arms encircle me, forcing me back. It’s Wrath. I throw him a disgusted look but still step back, not too far though, meaning the truck driver still looks intimidated by me.

      “I’m sorry about your friend,” his voice is gentle and weak. “I tried… I couldn’t… I’m sorry.” With that the shock takes over and he collapses back into the chair. Rebel pushes me aside calling me a lot of names, ass being the tamest, and drops to her knees in front of him. She talks softly, reassuring him.

      “It’s okay, we know it wasn’t your fault.” I grunt when she says that and am rewarded with one of her looks. The ‘don’t mess with me’ look that I know too well, so I shut up and hover.

      “The tire blew out, I wasn’t speeding or anything, but I couldn’t control the truck. I’m so sorry.”

      “Have the police spoken to you?” I snap.

      He nods, “I gave them my statement, I couldn’t do anything. I don’t get it. I check my rig all the time. I keep my tires fresh; it shouldn’t have happened.” You can hear the confusion and disbelief in his voice. Part of me wants to understand, to comfort him, he’s right, he probably didn’t do anything wrong. The other part of me still sees Sue on that stretcher, unrecognizable. Right now, he’s the only person that I can hold responsible, that I can blame. I want to take this guy outside and beat him into the seventh circle of hell. This is his fault.

      “What are you doing here?” Anger seeps out with my words. Rebel snaps her head around at the harshness in my voice, but I ignore her.

      “I needed to make sure she’s okay,” he almost whispers. “I feel so guilty.”

      “So you fucking should, she’s probably going to die and it’s all on you!” I scream out. The room goes silent, they’re all staring at me and it’s obvious they’re startled by my loud outburst. Wrath moves in closer and places his hand on my shoulder.

      “I believe him.” Wrath is a man of few words, he used to be an enforcer for another MC till he lost someone close to him, someone close to all of us. He has a way of reading people, and I’ve never found him to be wrong. “There’s more to this story though, this wasn’t an accident.”

      The old guy looks up in horror when he hears Wrath’s words and there’s an expression on his face I can’t quite read.

      “No, they couldn’t. They wouldn’t.” He doesn’t get any more words out as he breaks down sobbing. Rebel places her hand on his knee and tries to comfort him, but his tears are heartfelt.

      It takes a good while for him to calm down, by which point I and several of my brothers have pulled up chairs to be close to him. We’ve formed a semi-circle in front of him and I’d be the first to admit it must be intimidating as hell to be surrounded by two MC’s all wanting answers.

      When he finally regains control of himself, I’m the first to talk.

      “I think you need to tell us what you mean by that last statement. What’s going on here?” My voice is still firm, but no longer as aggressive as it was.

      Rebel turns and gives me another dirty look. “I think we need to do introductions first. I’m Rebel and this is my dad, Jackson. We’re from Maldon. Sue, the lady in the car used to go out with my dad. She’s family to us, and these guys,” she indicates the guys from Severed, “are her other family from Severed.”

      I flinch when she uses the past tense, but she’s right. I dumped Sue, I should have been there for her.

      “I’m Bert,” the old trucker replies. “I don’t have a family anymore. I lost my wife Charlotte last year. We were never blessed with kids.” I harrumph as I’m not interested in hearing his life story and am impatient for him to tell us what happened, but he puts up a hand to stall me. “It’s relevant,” he explains. “All I have is my truck. I like to keep busy, and I work for myself. About a month ago some guys approached me, wanting me to carry a cargo for them and I refused, they’ve been hassling me ever since to change my mind. I don’t have any family for them to threaten, which is one of the reasons they picked me, if anything happened to me no one would come looking for me. They offered me a lot of money, too much money for it to be anything other than an illegal cargo but at my age and stage of life money doesn’t matter. I’ve got my truck and that’s all I need so it was easy to turn them down. They didn’t like that.”

      I can’t help myself; I can’t sit still any longer, so I stand and start pacing the floor. “Why do you think it’s them?”

      “Because I answered no, a lot. There’s no way I’m carrying that cargo for them. They told me that if I went to the police, they’d kill me, so I stayed quiet and kept my head down, but they kept hassling me. It can only be them, I can’t figure it out, but they must have done something to my rig to cause that blow out.”

      “Who? Who are you talking about?” I snap.

      “Carnal MC, they’ve been into all sorts of shady shit ever since their President got killed in that explosion last year and I want no part of it.”

      There’s a collective gasp from the Severed guys when they hear the name of the rival MC that almost destroyed them. Angel stands and punches the wall in anger. “Will this shit never end!” Eve tries to comfort him, but he pushes her away and starts pacing the room as well.

      I nod at Bert to continue his story, watching Angel from the corner of my eye to make sure he’s okay. I get it, Carnal MC almost wiped out everything he loved but I thought it had all been brought back under control now.

      “Carnal have always dealt in guns and drugs and that’s as far as the old President would let them go, but since he passed there’s been a lot of infighting and they’ve decided to go into a more profitable trade, human trafficking.”

      “What the hell!” Rebel stands suddenly, and we’re all just as shocked as she is.

      “I can’t do that. I can’t knowingly transport those poor girls in my truck. I’d rather die first, that’s what I told them. I think that’s why they did what they did somehow, they caused that blow out and now your friend is hurt and it’s all my fault.” Bert wrings his hands in his lap.

      “We’re here, we’ll help you!” Rebel exclaims, making promises on behalf of the rest of us that she can’t possibly keep. I’m not sure about Severed but Hellion certainly isn’t equipped to deal with an enemy the likes of Carnal. This is way out of our league.

      “Darlin’,” I try and appeal to her. “We can’t go up against Carnal. We’re not prepared for something like this.”

      Angel stands, “Alone we can’t,” he explains, “but I know a man. He helped us out last time we had a problem in Severed. I’m sure if we asked, he’d come back. He’s one of us now.”

      He’s told me about what happened last year, and I agree, if anyone can help us he can.

      Angel pulls out his phone and starts to leave the room, declaring “I’m calling Declan.”
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      Jackson

      As Angel leaves the room to call Declan a nurse comes in. She takes a sudden step back, a look of surprise on her face, when she sees just how many of us are in here waiting for news.

      Several voices clamor over each other asking how Sue is but the nurse uses her hands to signal that we need to shut up and listen to her. It takes a few moments but eventually the room goes silent.

      “Your friend is still in surgery, and I need to ask if any of you are O negative, she’s lost a lot of blood due to her injuries and we’re running low. I’m afraid that’s the only type your friend can accept.” She looks around the room quickly and is about to leave when both Rebel and Aaron stand and say “I am” at the same time.

      “Oh,” the nurse seems a little shocked. “That’s good. I didn’t expect to find two of you. Could you come with me please and we’ll get you set up.”

      “Is there anything the rest of us can do to help?” I voice what I know the rest of the room is thinking.

      “Well, if any of you would like to donate to help other patients we’ll never say no, but we need to get this donation sorted as a priority.” She turns to leave the room with Aaron and Rebel but pauses. “Your friend is a fighter; we didn’t expect her to make it through this far. We’ll let you know how she’s doing as soon as we can.” With that she’s gone and the tension in the room is back.

      I sit down in the chair nearest to me and put my head in my hands. I can’t even help Sue by donating my blood. I’m AB positive so can only donate to another AB positive recipient. I feel so bloody useless. I sense someone sit in the chair beside me and turn when Smokey places her hand on my arm.

      “You heard her, she’s a fighter. We’ve got to believe she’s going to be okay.” Smokey reassures me in her gentle voice.

      “I let her down,” my voice breaks. “I should have been there for her, but instead I quit on us.”

      She looks as though she’s about to say something else but is interrupted when Angel returns. He stands facing the room.

      “I’ve spoken to Declan and he and his guys will be here tomorrow. He was coming home in a few days anyway, now that his grandmother’s estate has been settled.” There are relieved sighs around the room from the Severed cohort. I’ve not met Declan as he was away when we visited Severed to meet up with Eve’s friends from England, but I’ve heard mention of him. He’s not a part of the club, but he’d bought the local pub. He’s ex-military and stepped up and offered to help when they were having problems with a drug cartel as he didn’t want that on his doorstep any more than the Severed guys did. Angel always speaks about him with respect and that’s good enough for me.

      “What can Hellion do?” I stand, offering the help of my club. I’m not sure what use we’ll be as we’re all almost double the age of the guys from Severed, but what we lack in agility we make up for in experience. Most of us are ex-military ourselves.

      Angel speaks, “We need to get as much intel together as we can for when Declan arrives.” He looks around the room. “Ladies, can you go sort out some refreshments?” Teresa harrumphs at his request, but he gives her a look that asks her to comply. Eve doesn’t even question it; she’s already gathering their bags and sweaters.

      Smokey comes over and tells me that while she’s here she’s going to go check in on James, he’s one of our prospects who was badly hurt in a fire that destroyed her house recently and he’s back in hospital receiving treatment for the side effect of his burns.

      Once the women have left the room all eyes turn to Bert. He looks a little intimidated but, all credit to the guy, he stands his ground.

      “What do you need to know?” He directs his question at Angel.

      “I think you should start at the beginning, tell us everything, even if you don’t think it’s important. It might be something you think is insignificant that is the key to all this.”

      Bert nods and takes a moment to compose his thoughts. He’s about to start speaking when Angel asks him if he’s okay with him recording this so he can play it back to Declan when he gets here. Bert agrees and Angel starts the recording app on his phone.

      “I guess it was about three months ago that I first noticed them, it was one of those things I just put down to coincidence. They seemed to be in the same truck stops as me when I was doing my run to the docks to pick up a load. You get used to seeing the same faces on the road, but these guys were new, and they stood out because they were bikers rather than truckers. I didn’t really think anything of it at the time. It was only later, after they’d contacted me that I figured out they must have been watching me.

      I do a run to the docks in Melbourne every couple of weeks and pick up a load then transport it to a warehouse for a motorcycle dealer in Bendigo. They collared me at the service center in Avenel. I often stop off there for breakfast on the way
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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/rebel-ornamental-break-and-chapter-head.jpg





OEBPS/images/regretsebook.jpg
AVA MANELLO '






OEBPS/images/rebel-ornamental-break-and-chapter-head-2.jpg





