

[image: Cover for A Gilded Age Getaway]



A Gilded Age Getaway



A Gilded Age Getaway


The Back Inn Time Series
Book Five

Stephenia H. McGee



[image: Vine Press Logo]


A Gilded Age Getaway


Copyright © 2023 by Stephenia H. McGee

EPUB Edition

www.StepheniaMcGee.com

This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, incidents and dialogue are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the author’s intent.

All rights reserved. This book is copyrighted work and no part of it may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photographic, audio recording, or any information storage and retrieval system) without the author’s written permission. The scanning, uploading and distribution of this book via the Internet or any other means without the author’s permission is illegal and punishable by law. Thank you for supporting the author’s rights by purchasing only the authorized editions.

Cover design: Roseanna White Designs

Model photography: Period Stock, LLC

Other images used under license from Shutterstock.com.

Library Cataloging Data

Names: McGee, Stephenia H. (Stephenia H. McGee) 1983–

Title: A Gilded Age Getaway / Stephenia H. McGee

240p. 5 in. × 8 in.

Description: By The Vine Press digital eBook edition | By The Vine Press Trade paperback edition | Mississippi: By The Vine Press, 2023

Summary: Can one magical night of glamour in the past save their future?

Identifiers: ISBN-13: 978-1-63564-070-0 (trade) | 978-1-63564-067-0 (ebk.)

1. Christian Fiction 2. Time Travel Romance 3. Historical Romance 4. Clean and Wholesome Romance 5. Time Travel 6. Religious Fiction 7. Inspirational Romance

Copyright © 2023 Stephenia H. McGee

All rights reserved


Table of Contents


Cover

Half-Title

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dear Reader

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Epilogue

Author’s Note

Books by Stephenia H. McGee

About the Author


Dear reader,


As a historical fiction writer, I’ve always wondered what it would be like if I could travel back in time and get a firsthand glimpse of the eras I love to read about. Thus, the idea for this series was born. It’s a fun way to imagine the impossible.

Please keep in mind, dear reader, that a story is all this is meant to be. It is not meant to spark a theological debate on whether God would allow the miracle of time travel. The Bible tells us “Man’s days are determined; You [God] have decreed the number of his months and have set limits he cannot exceed” (Job 14:5) and “My times are in your hands” (Psalm 31:15).

Several of the things regarding the time travel in this story are not possible, but it allows us to suspend what we know to be true to simply enjoy the fictional freedom of the what if…? So, come with me, imaginative reader, and together let’s go see what it might be like to “step back inn time and leave our troubles behind”!

Happy reading!

Stephenia


One


When had her life become so stale? And when—Fiona Robinson tugged at the skin next to her eye, leaning close to the bathroom mirror—had she started to get old? She groaned. Another wrinkle trying to set in. Yep. Old and boring.

The fiery woman with dreams of becoming an international food blogger no longer existed. Somewhere along the way she’d traded thoughts of jet-setting around the world for sixteen hundred square feet of suburban seclusion and a wardrobe containing more spit-up-stained shirts and worn jeans than skirts and high heels.

At least this morning she’d showered and put on a new outfit in honor of her mom’s thoughtful gift of a weekend getaway for her and Tyler. But somehow, even this attempt at a romantic anniversary felt more like a chore than a present. She craved tingles of exhilaration. A burst of energy and excitement. Instead, she felt…tired.

When they’d wed, her husband had promised her that all Robinsons were adventurers. Swiss Family Robinson, Robinson Crusoe, even the space family—the one with the robot saying “danger, Will Robinson” were all destined for excitement. It was in the name, Tyler had said. A name she now shared with him. Tyler had promised an amazing adventure. She’d been caught up in the vision.

Yet ten years in and that sensation had grown cold.

These days her biggest adventures were trying to make it through the grocery store without someone having a tantrum. And ignoring the audacity of random strangers offering advice on how she could get her son to stop screaming if she bought him the candy bar he wanted. Most shot her a snarky side-eye like they could do better.

She swiped on mascara to bring life to her tired eyes and studied her reflection. Purplish rings on her pale skin evidenced all those busy hours spent with two rambunctious boys under five. One of whom seemed to think waking up at two o’clock this morning was a great game his mother and little brother needed to join in. Because Tyler had let the boys have a chocolaty dessert too late in the evening.

“Hey, love?” Tyler’s voice drifted through the open double doors to their bedroom.

She still stood scowling at herself in the mirror. When had she changed from the fun-loving woman who jumped headfirst into marriage at twenty-three to the exhausted creature who could scarcely remember why she’d wanted this life in the first place?

“Where did you put my shoes?” Tyler’s voice came closer. “You know, the brown ones?”

She leaned away from the mirror. “They are in the closet, right next to the—”

“Momma!” A little voice screeched from the kitchen, the wail carrying the distinct sound of sibling rivalry.

Fiona skirted past her husband and through the bedroom until her foot landed on something moist. Yuck! Who had left a half-eaten apple from breakfast on the carpet? She scooped up the fruit as her older son continued to howl. Then she stepped through the doorway and met a display that undid the hours of housework she’d accomplished last night after getting the boys tucked into bed.

Oh no.

With chocolate syrup smeared all over his face, Noah pointed at his little brother. “He did it!”

Why had she thought she could take a shower and get dressed while either of them were awake? Even with Tyler home. The man had a way of being here without, well, being here. A surge of frustration at her husband for not keeping an eye on them sent heat through her center. Pain throbbed at her temple. Why couldn’t Tyler watch them for half an hour? She should have stayed up and taken a shower while they’d slept instead of trying to sneak in an hour of sleep. Then she could have been present to guard her clean house against toddler shenanigans.

Ethan sat on the tile floor, his two-year-old cherub face hosting wide eyes. Brown liquid smattered his pajamas and the entire space around him. He beamed. “Yummy!”

Despite the word, his face didn’t bear evidence he’d partaken.

“Who got the syrup out of the pantry?” She frowned. “Wait. How did you even get to it?” She always kept risky items like sugar and syrups on the higher shelves, out of the reach of tiny hands.

Ethan used the chocolate as finger paint, creating a design across the tile floor. She hurried past the bar separating the living and dining space from the kitchen and snagged a roll of paper towels. Noah followed her, still whining that Ethan had somehow caused the trouble.

She wiped at the mess, which only gathered in the grout. She groaned. “Noah, how did you get the syrup?”

Big brown eyes stared at her. “I climbed.”

“You what?” She whirled to look at the open pantry door, searching for how he’d managed the feat. And here she’d been lamenting about adventurers. “How?”

He puffed out his chest in his cowboy pajamas and tugged on her arm. A little brown handprint soiled her white blouse. “Here, Momma.”

Grinning, he pointed at the industrial-sized box of cheese crackers she’d purchased when her mother-in-law had taken them to Sam’s Club. How had the cardboard even held the boy up?

Noah scrambled onto the box, the feet on his one-piece pajamas marking a chocolate trail. “See?” He reached chest-level to one of the shelves. “I climbed, Momma. Got it here.”

“I see.” Except that was not the shelf for chocolate syrup. She cut an annoyed glance at the bedroom. Tyler must’ve put it there last night after he’d made the boys sundaes past bedtime.

She forced her lips into a semblance of serenity. “Noah, sweetie, we don’t climb, okay? You can fall and get hurt.”

His little chin trembled, brown eyes sorrowful. “I was gonna make you a treat.”

“A treat?” She put her hands under his arms and scooped him from the box.

His nod flopped bangs she’d let grow to tame the cowlick that curled into his eyes. His lower lip poked out. “So you would want to stay here wif me.”

Her heart wrenched. Maybe they shouldn’t go. The boys were still so little. Noah tended to have separation anxiety, and Ethan…Uh-oh. Where was Ethan? He’d been quiet too long. Pulse ratcheting, she set Noah down and leaned over the bar to where she’d last seen the toddler in a pile of chocolate syrup and half-used paper towels.

Gone.

Tyler strolled out of the bedroom, phone to his head. He lifted his eyebrows at the mess, but never paused his conversation. He nodded toward the back door, telling her he would take the call outside. Where it was quieter.

It was their anniversary. He couldn’t leave that phone for one day?

“Ethan?” With a growing sense of dread, she followed brown tracks from the dining space, through her bedroom doorway, and into her bathroom. Ethan sat on the floor, grinning as he painted a series of lines on the bathroom cabinets. Lovely artistic theme he had going. Mighty Chocolate versus Unsuspecting White Cabinets.

She’d warned Tyler that white trim was a bad idea. White anything was for people without kids. This was why she never wanted to have people over. She had one job caring for her home and boys. And she couldn’t even do that well. How did those other moms look fit and styled all the time? Their homes probably looked like something out of a magazine. Even those career moms at church who always looked down on the stay-at-home types had to be doing a better job of wrangling their family’s chaos.

Frustration mounting, she hefted her son from the bath mat, which earned an earsplitting howl and flailing arms. “No, Momma! Not done!”

And…so much for her white shirt. There should’ve been a soundtrack with a song about irony playing in the background. She settled the boy on her hip, headache blooming into a full-fledged pounding behind her right eye.

Then the doorbell rang. Ethan continued to cry while she bypassed the mound of chocolate-soaked paper towels and made her way to the front door.

Mom’s eyes widened as Fiona flung back the stained oak. “Good morn—oh. Are you all right?”

Tears threatened, but Fiona pushed them back and forced an upturn to her lips. “Tyler left the chocolate syrup on a lower shelf. The boys thought it made good paint for my cabinets.”

Little arms encircled her leg, and she looked down at Noah, who joined his voice with his brother’s.

Mom’s eyes glistened with sympathy. Dressed in practical jeans and a tee, she’d gathered her sunset-red curls into a cute updo somehow both fashionable and casual. How had she accomplished that when Fiona could barely keep her own red mane under control?

“Maybe this isn’t a good idea.” Fiona stepped aside, granting Mom a front-row view of this morning’s disaster. “The boys are upset, and it will only get worse if I go. Besides, I have to clean all this up, and Tyler is…” She shook her head. “We should reschedule.”

Mom gathered Ethan on her hip while she bent to free Noah’s grip from Fiona’s leg. The boy wouldn’t budge. “Nonsense. This morning proves why I booked the room in the first place.”

Right. Because Fiona was an utter failure at motherhood and her stagnant marriage had prompted her mother to make the four-hour trip to keep the boys and book a weekend retreat for Fiona and Tyler’s tenth anniversary. Something neither of them would have done for themselves.

Tears burned again, and she swallowed them down. She did need a break. She glanced toward the glass patio door beyond the combined dining and living room space where she could see Tyler pacing in the backyard, hand moving around as he talked on the phone.

Mom followed her gaze but said nothing about her son-in-law. She focused on her grandchildren. “We are going to have so much fun! I brought crafts, and this afternoon, we are going to make our own snow cones!”

The last pronouncement caused Noah to let go of Fiona’s leg. She shot Mom a grateful look. “Let me get this mess.”

Fiona sponged up the chocolate syrup, then scrubbed the last of the stain from the grout. While she worked, Mom got both boys cleaned and dressed and began teaching them some type of game to get them to brush their teeth.

How did she do it? Fiona had to fight with Ethan to get the toothbrush in his mouth most days, and Noah barely tolerated the ritual, too concerned with returning to whatever he’d been playing with before she corralled him.

She dumped the last of the soiled paper towels into the garbage and headed back into her bathroom to remove Ethan’s latest masterpiece. Finished, she washed her hands.

“There you are.” Tyler shoved his phone into his back pocket as he rounded the corner. His smile slipped when he noticed her dishevelment. “What happened?”

She clamped her lips tight to keep from snapping that he had left the syrup within the boys’ reach—after he had given them sugar right before bed. He, of course, had slept soundly while she’d tried to get two wired children to go back to sleep in the middle of the night.

“Were you going for the full ogre look?” he teased.

Heat erupted in her center and rocketed into her face. She was in no mood for the joke today. Her parents had decided that naming her after her fifth-something Irish great-grandmother was a beautifully unique idea. And maybe it would have been, if not for the fact that a movie came out when she was in middle school featuring a redheaded ogre princess named Fiona. A movie that became a franchise and left her with a joke that still hadn’t gone away.

Tyler sobered and placed a hand on her shoulder. “What can I do to help?”

He meant it, and he was trying to be helpful. But stuffed-down resentment snarled feral fangs and wanted to bite. What could he do? He could have actually taken the day off. Like not answering the phone to deal with work calls kind of day off. Not just the kind where he basically worked from home. He could have been watching the boys. He could have cleaned up the mess, or—

“I got it.” She stepped away from him before untamed thoughts became loose words. “Mom’s here. But we need to tell her we can’t go. You still have work calls, and the boys…”

“I had to take one call. But I’m finished.” He flashed the grin that ten years ago had made her heart sputter. “Promise.”

She wanted to believe him. Really she did. But experience had taught her that his company had no boundaries when it came to “work emergencies” on supposed vacation days. Tyler would answer if they called again, if only by sheer sense of duty. She understood—she did. His job provided for their family. But sometimes…sometimes, she wished she felt as important to him as that phone.

Laughter sounded from the kitchen, and she hung her head. Mom did such a great job with them.

Tyler’s phone rang again. He gave her a pained look. “Won’t take five minutes. I’ve got the boys while you change.” He winked at her. “Then we’ll hit the road.”

He had the boys? Mom had the boys. He would be pacing around again outside. She gritted her teeth and turned toward the closet to find a clean outfit.

Anniversary trip, her foot. While Tyler worked—in all likelihood he’d packed his computer, too—she would bring a stack of books and find a place by herself on the beach. Just her, the waves, and the sand. Not bad, now that she thought of it.

Spending hours without anyone touching her, climbing on her, or demanding anything of her? Maybe this weekend was what she needed after all.


Two


Not again. Without being asked, Tyler’s mother-in-law plucked Ethan from his arms with a rueful tip of her lips. Rebecca considered him a cad for taking calls on his anniversary. But she didn’t understand what it meant to have the families of a hundred employees depending on him. He couldn’t be completely unavailable. Not if he wanted to keep the company running and people employed. His father’s retirement last year had left everything to him and his brother, John. The transition had been difficult, but he was getting a handle on things.

He put his wireless earbuds in and connected the call as he stepped through the front door to fetch Fiona’s traveling pillow.

Rick didn’t waste time on small talk. “Boss, I swear. He drove through the barrier. Not around it. Through it. Ain’t our fault.”

Tyler paused with his fingers on the minivan door handle. “What?”

“Then he smashed in his hood trying to drive onto bridge B. Fool didn’t see the foot height difference in the concrete, I reckon. Now he’s out here shouting at my guys about suing us.”

Just what he needed. Some idiot totaling his car on the jobsite and trying to blame the company. “Has anyone called the police?”

“They should be coming.”

Tyler wrenched open the minivan door and eyed the piles of toys, books, and… Was that a kitchen bowl? Good thing they were taking his truck and leaving Rebecca the van. “Make sure the officer sees where the guy ran past the road-closed barriers and puts that in the report.”

“Not past them, Boss. Through them. He’s gotta have scratches down both sides of that Mustang. Ain’t no way he don’t.” Voices rose in the background, men shouting obscenities.

There. He plucked her pillow from the floorboard. “Get your crew away from him. Right now, all we have is an idiot who didn’t obey construction signs and got himself into a mess. You let anyone on the crew flair his temper, and we’ll—”

“Hey! Boss says get your—”

Tyler closed his eyes and shook his head. Rick’s choice of words must have worked, however, because a second later he spoke back into the phone.

“Cop’s here. I’ll call you back when he’s done.”

“Make sure the report says the man drove through the barriers. Therefore, we aren’t liable for any damage he sustained to his vehicle.”

“You got it, Boss.” The line went dead.

Fiona still hadn’t come out. While he had a moment, Tyler stacked toys and books, then rolled out the shop vac. Cheerios, lost french fries, and who knew what else disappeared up the tube with a satisfying tumble. After he’d scrubbed every crumb from the carpet, he grabbed Fiona’s back pillow and placed it in his pickup. He checked his watch. She should have had plenty of time to change by now. They needed to get on the road.

He opened the front door to his older son shouting. “No, Momma! Stay!”

In the kitchen, Noah clung to Fiona’s legs. She looked up at the ceiling and drew a long breath. If he didn’t swoop in to save the day, their chance at blissful days alone would go out the window.

He knelt and put a hand on the boy’s small shoulder. “Hey, buddy. It’s okay. Momma and I will only be gone for a bit. We will be home soon, and you’ll have lots of fun with Nanna.”

Tears rolled down the boy’s round cheeks. “You go. Like always. Momma stay.”

The words sliced through him. “That’s because Daddy has to work. This time, he’s taking Momma to do something fun. Don’t you want Momma to have fun?”

Noah’s eyes rounded, and he loosened his grasp. Tyler smiled at his progress. Before the sense of satisfaction could take hold, however, Noah flailed. “I wanna have fun too!”

Uh-oh. “You will. You’ll be having fun with Nanna. Momma is going with me.”

“No. I’m going with Momma too.”

Tyler wasn’t getting anywhere with this. He tugged Noah from Fiona’s legs and lifted him. “Buddy. You’re not going with us.” His firm but gentle tone did nothing but make his son’s lip poke out.

“Maybe we shouldn’t go.” Fiona frowned.

They needed this trip. The past year had been hard.

“Noah’s my big boy.” Time for a different tactic. “He’s going to take good care of Nanna while we’re gone.” He spoke to Fiona. “You don’t have to worry about leaving Nanna. We can trust Noah to take good care of her.”

Noah looked at his grandmother in the kitchen, Ethan propped on her hip with his pudgy hands tangled in her hair.

“You’ll take good care of Nanna for us, won’t you?”

His gaze darted between his mother and grandmother. His chin dipped in a reluctant nod.

Crisis averted. “That’s my boy. I knew I could count on you.” Tyler swung Noah into the air and elicited a giggle before placing him on the floor.

Determined feet padded across the tile as he rounded the barstools. “Nanna, my daddy says I have to take care of you.”

Tyler winked at Fiona and gestured toward the door. When she hesitated, a line forming between her brows, he leaned close. “Let’s go while they’re distracted.”

“Without telling them goodbye?”

Her sharp whisper drew Rebecca’s notice. His mother-in-law gave them a nod toward the door. She continued to hold Noah’s attention with talk about snow cones and crafts while swaying Ethan on her hip.

Tyler took his wife’s hand and urged her to uproot from the tile. After a few heartbeats and a look of guilt toward Rebecca, she followed him outside.

As soon as he shut the door, she stopped to stare at it. “Are you sure about this? Won’t they be even more upset when they realize we snuck out?”

Rebecca could handle it. “They’ll be fine.”

Her lips scrunched, and her features clouded. If she went back now, they might as well cancel. He waited. Then she sucked in a breath and marched to the minivan.

“I already got your pillow.”

“Oh. Thanks.” She slid open the van door and stopped. “But I’m looking for Ethan’s… Did you vacuum?”

At least he could do something right. “Sure did.”

Her brows pinched together. “I haven’t had time. I spent most of the night trying to clean the house.”

She’d been up cleaning the house? Why in the…? Never mind. He’d leave that one alone. He knew she hadn’t had time to clean the van. That’s why he’d done the job for her. “I did it while I was waiting on you to change. Didn’t take long.”

Her body stiffened. “I’m sure. Especially when someone else has the children.”

What did she mean by that? He held his tongue, not wanting to get into an argument about vacuuming the van. Not like that time he’d made the mistake of starting a load of his laundry when he’d run out of boxers. Somehow, doing so had meant he thought his wife was a failure. He still hadn’t quite figured that out.

“I need to give Mom Ethan’s blankie. He won’t nap without it.”

Hadn’t the boy slept all night just fine with the blanket still in the van? “Then leave it hanging on the doorknob and text her where it is.”

She headed toward the front door. “And I forgot my books.”

“Why do you need books?”

A glint flickered in her eyes before it faded. “So I’ll have something to do.”

He shrugged off the barb. “We’ll have plenty to do. If you go back in, you might not get back out.”

After what had to be a full minute, she hung the blanket on the doorknob and then opened the passenger door without a word. Tyler hopped in, cranked the engine, and backed out of the driveway before she could change her mind. His phone rang before they made it out of the neighborhood.

Anger radiated off his wife in acidic waves. The muscle in his jaw twitched. He should let it go to voicemail. Someone else could handle whatever crisis came next.

“Just take it.” Her resigned words landed like an uppercut.

The screen on the dash showed Rick’s contact again. Probably telling him about the police report. But he might need to make sure Rick didn’t let Mustang Guy do anything else stupid. “Some of the field guys don’t know I’m out today. They call straight to me instead of into the office.”

She faced the window and mumbled something about how she should have gone back for the books. His phone continued to play the factory-set tune he’d never bothered changing. She’d be mad at him either way. He needed to make sure he put this situation to bed so he wouldn’t be worrying about it the rest of the day. He’d make it up to her.

With a huff, he connected the call. “This is Tyler.”

“What do you want me to do with this report?” Rick shouted something at one of the crew about unloading a pipe in the wrong place. Good thing he still had one of his earbuds in.

“Take it to Kelly. That way we’ll have a copy on file at the office if he tries to make any claims on us.”

Fiona had picked up her phone, ignoring him. So, for the next twenty minutes, Tyler went over the delayed rebar shipment and the grades for the bridge end abutments and promised to get in touch with the concrete supplier on Monday to schedule a pour for next week. “If you need anything else today, call John. I’m out of the office.”

“Sure thing, Boss.”

They ended the call, and Tyler slid the button to vibrate. “Sorry about that. We had a guy drive his car through the road-closure signs. Then he hit the end of the bridge and wants to blame us for it.”

She looked up from scrolling Pinterest. “He hit the end of the















OEBPS/i/i1.png





Copyright 2014 Pria Ravichandran (pria.ravichandran@gmail.com)

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/cover.jpg
STEPHENIA H. MCGEE





