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      Steph Reid, Heather Hill’s best friend, flung open the doors on her large guest room closet, turned to Heather, and said, “Well, what do you think?”

      After months of Steph trying to convince Heather to attend a medieval reenactment event by the local Society for Creative Anachronism group, Heather finally had a full weekend off and had agreed to attend. The timing was good, because this coming weekend there would be a special three-day medieval event which included a wedding and two feasts, instead of one.

      Now the rush was on.

      Heather needed to borrow several medieval dresses.

      Friday morning Steph would arrive early to help set up the kitchen and start the food prep before the event officially began.

      But Heather couldn’t go with Steph because she had to work one last shift at the shoe store, before her weekend could start. It was an early shift ending at 4:00, and then she had the rest of the weekend off, to play at being a medieval lady. She didn’t have to be back to work until Monday evening.

      It had been so long since she’d had this many days off in a row, that she’d forgotten what it felt like. They’d finally hired another employee, so she wasn’t having to work extra hours.

      Hopefully this new employee would last, and not quit after the first week, like the last two had done.

      She was ready for a fairytale-like weekend. Ready to step away from the mundane world of work and job stress.

      Heather’s jaw dropped at the sight of the visual richness inside the closet. Though she knew Steph had been a member of the local medieval group for many years, and was always sewing something, the deep colors and vast number of dresses in the closet surprised her.

      They were stunning.

      For a moment, she couldn’t speak, and then she breathed out, “Wow.”

      Steph laughed and beamed from ear to ear. “Thanks.”

      “I’ll bet you could dress an entire movie cast in these dresses,” Heather said.

      Her friend laughed again. “Maybe.”

      “Or rent them out for Halloween costumes.”

      “No,” Steph shook her head. “I’ve got too much invested in fabrics, and then there’s the workmanship. Most are hand sewn and time intensive.”

      “You’re kidding,” Heather said. “These are all hand sewn?”

      “Nope, not kidding,” Steph said. “In our medieval group, authenticity is the goal. We research what people in the period we are portraying wore, and then we design similar clothing to fit the person and the period.”

      “Wow,” Heather said.

      “I have a few off-the-rack dresses that I picked up at a Renaissance Faire when I was brand new. Before I found the SCA group, which is different from a Red Faire.”

      “How are they different?” Heather asked.

      “Renaissance Faires are open to the general public and people pay to get in and to be entertained. It’s more performative. At an SCA group, you become part of the medieval event, wearing the clothes, eating the food, and anything else you do, you are part of the group, not there to watch and be entertained.”

      “Oh, I see.” Heather nodded. “That’s a big difference.”

      “Yes. I had fun at the Renaissance Faire, but once I found the SCA, this was it for me. Then I found I loved making the dresses and well, as you can see, have since made many of them.”

      “Indeed you have!” Heather laughed. Then she fingered one of the gowns, the rich fabric soft against her fingers. “This must be a very expensive hobby.”

      “Yes,” Steph said. “It can be.”

      Heather wanted to fit in at her first event and didn’t want to do anything to embarrass herself or Steph.

      For over a year, Steph had been bugging her to go to an event, but Heather hadn’t agreed to until today. Once Heather said yes, Steph hadn’t wasted a moment.

      “I’ll be helping cook the feast the first night, so I have to make sure you have everything you need today, before I leave on Friday morning,” Steph said. “Otherwise, I’d bring a bunch of tubbys. Then we’d figure it out there, in my tent.”

      “Tubbys?” Heather asked.

      “Yes. We store our garb in tubbys to keep the rain and bugs out,” Steph said. “Keeps everything nice. Inside the tents, you may see modern things like these tubbys to protect our garb, but we try to keep modern things out of sight if we aren’t inside our tents.”

      “I see,” Heather said. And she did, as she’d noticed a tubby tower where they were stacked against the wall and wondered what was inside them. With only two bedrooms in Steph’s condo, this room appeared overcrowded. She pointed to the tubby wall. “So all those are filled with more garb?”

      “Yes.” Steph nodded. “Lots of my older stuff is in those.” She reached into the closet and pulled out a crimson velvet dress. “This one I think,” she mused as she held it up. “The colors will be good on you.”

      Gold trim against crimson velvet made the fancy dress look like something a queen would wear.

      “Oh, that’s much too fancy for me,” Heather said. “Too queenly.”

      “It’s Elizabethan,” Steph said. “And this was the style for ladies in that period.”

      “I don’t think I’d be comfortable wearing one of your more expensive gowns.” Heather shook her head. “What if I spill something on it?”

      “You’ll have to wear a fine gown because that’s the chosen period for the wedding party, and for guests, so we will all be wearing our finest,” Steph said. “The bride wants as much pomp and circumstance as possible and, like everyone else, I want to make the bride happy.”

      “So, all the ladies will be wearing these fancy Elizabethan gowns?”

      “If they can,” Steph said. “Some of the newer ones can’t afford to make this kind of dress, so you’ll see everything from elegant Elizabethan gowns to simple cotton gowns of an earlier period. Those are easier on the budget, and on people who are learning how to sew.”

      “I see,” Heather said. “Well, this gown is stunning. Thank you for letting me wear it.”

      “You’re welcome,” Steph said. “Now you’re going to need garb for Friday night, Saturday, and Saturday night, and then something simple for Sunday morning,” Steph said. “Sunday, we take all the tents down and pack everything back out by 4:00 p.m. This one can be your Friday night dress, for the rehearsal dinner feast.”

      She’d taken the dress off the hanger as she was talking, and now held it out to Heather. “Try it on.”

      Heather slid out of her jeans and T-shirt.

      “No bra,” Steph said. “It won’t work with this dress and for most of the gowns, you won’t need one. They didn’t have them back then, and we try to be as authentic as possible.”

      Heather slipped her bra off and then pulled the gown over her head.

      Steph helped her get her arms into the sleeves and then pulled the heavy dress down for her, before moving around Heather to lace the dress.

      After she finished with the lacings, she stepped back, smiled, and said, “Perfect.”

      Gazing into the full-length mirror, Heather had to agree. The gown fit her like a glove and surprisingly the dress gave her better lift than a bra.

      She looked down. “Are you sure this dress fits me?”

      “As if it were made for you,” Steph said. “Women showed cleavage back then.”

      “I guess so,” Heather said. “This will take some getting used to.”

      Steph nodded. “You’ll adjust. Once you get used to it, and figure out how much more comfortable these dresses are, you won’t want to go back to mundane clothing,” Steph said. “Now about mundane clothing and other things. You’ll want to use as little as possible. From your dress, shoes, and even your jewelry, anything you wear needs to be as authentic as possible.” She smiled. “Look at you.” She pointed to the mirror. “The men won’t be able to resist you.”

      “I don’t know about that,” Heather said. She couldn’t see men being unable to resist her. But even if that were true, she wasn’t going to the event to find a man, no matter how much Steph kept trying to fix her up. “I just want to have a fun weekend,” she said, “Not pick up men.”

      “This is not like going to a bar. Everyone at the event must either be a member or a guest of a member. So, it’s safe to flirt. But you won’t have to pick up any of our guys.” Steph giggled. “They will all love you. And they’ll be such gentlemen you’ll naturally be swept away.”

      The last thing Heather wanted was to be ‘Swept away.’

      “Are there any rivers nearby?”

      “No.” Steph wrinkled her forehead, then relaxed it again, suddenly, as her eyes lit. “I see what you’ve done there. No, no rivers to worry about. Just handsome knights ready to escort you anywhere you want to go. Our men make sure our ladies don’t walk alone at night, so there’s nothing for you to worry about.”

      Worry about? We’ll be out in the woods, not the city, where it isn’t safe to be out alone.

      Steph pointed to Heather’s white tennis shoes. “Those have to stay home,” she said. “No tennis shoes, no smart phones out, and don’t think like a tourist. This is not a Ren faire for the public, where you can walk in wearing street clothes and start taking pictures of everything and everyone. This is a private member only event, even more so this weekend, with the rehearsal dinner Friday and the wedding and reception dinner on Saturday.”

      “Tell me about the wedding,” Heather said. “I understand I must look the part to be allowed in.”

      “Exactly,” Steph nodded. “You can’t go to the feast unless you’re wearing garb. It doesn’t have to be Elizabethan, but it cannot be modern mundane clothing.”

      “Will the feast hall be decorated?”

      “Oh yes. With flowers and candles. Very romantic. You’ll dine by candlelight.”

      “That sounds wonderful,” Heather said. “And thank you for letting me share your tent. Do I need to bring a sleeping bag or a cot?”

      “If you have your own, bring them.” Steph shrugged. “Otherwise, I’ll just borrow some.”

      “My brother gave me his sleeping bag, after he bought his new camping rig.”

      Her brother, Hank, was always buying the newest and greatest thing and now had an SUV with a tent that mounted on top, along with a thick pad to sleep on, and a new sleeping bag.

      She always got his hand-me-downs, some of which were very nice. She’d never had a chance to use the camping gear he’d given her. Now she would.

      “Great,” Heather said. “Many will sleep in primitive tents made of canvas, and you’ll get a taste of that when you stay with me. It’s like stepping back in time.”

      “That’s the part I’m going to enjoy,” Heather said. “That, plus hanging out with you.”

      “Now, remember, I’ll be in the kitchen a lot,” Steph said.

      “Yes, I know. I could help you,” Heather said.

      “No, I don’t want you to work, so don’t volunteer for anything this time. I’ll make sure there’s someone to keep you company, explain things, and answer questions.” Steph smiled. “I want you to just enjoy your first event, with the magic of it all.”

      “A little bit of magic sounds fun,” Heather said. “I’ve been working too many hours, and I’m ready for some magic.”

      “All that overtime is crazy, girlfriend,” Steph said. “I’m glad you finally got a weekend off to play.”

      “I’m more than glad,” Heather said.

      “We’re going to have so much fun,” Steph said.

      “We are,” Heather agreed with a smile. It was easy to get excited when her best friend was excited, and they always had a good time together.

      “Now remember, my name in the society is not Steph, it’s Lady Flossie of the Isles,” Steph said.

      Heather started giggling. “Flossie.” She burst into giggles again.

      “I’ll have you know that Flossie is from the Latin and means flourishing,” Steph said with a grin.

      “It’s going to be hard to think of you as Flossie,” Heather said with a giggle.

      “Well, I won’t answer to Steph, unless we’re in my tent, and Flossie is what everyone there calls me. Everyone in the society takes on a name which fits their period.”

      “Do I have to take on a different name?” Heather asked.

      “Not at your first event, but you might want to start thinking of one,” Steph said. “We can talk about that later.”

      “Okay. I’ll look up old names on the internet before Friday,” Heather said.

      “Since I’m cooking at the event, I can tell you all about the feasts,” Steph said. “Friday night is the first feast, which kicks off the weekend, and the couple who are getting married will have their rehearsal dinner combined with that feast. Then the wedding is on Saturday, after the fighting, followed by the second feast and reception that evening. Sunday is more laid-back, but we’ll serve breakfast and a traveler’s lunch, and of course everyone must pack up for home.”

      “How many are you cooking for Friday night, lady Flossie?” Heather asked with a grin as she practiced the new name.

      “Sixty or more,” Steph said. “I need to call the feastocrat to get a final head count. But there’s usually at least sixty for a feast with this group.”

      “That’s a lot of people,” Heather said.

      “It is, but wait until you experience your first feast,” Steph said. “When everyone is wearing medieval garb, and using their old style dinnerware, while dining by candlelight, you’ll feel like you’ve stepped back in time.”

      “What kind of food will it be?” Heather asked.

      “Authentic to the time period,” Steph said. “Usually there’s only one big feast at an event, and then a smaller supper, or everyone eats on their own. But with the wedding, we’re having two feasts. The bride consulted on all the food, with the feastocrat, which is also unusual. These are going to be grand feasts both nights.”

      “What kind of food did they eat back then? Was it all turkey legs like at the Renaissance Faires?”

      “There was much more variety than you’ll find at a modern Renaissance Faire.” Steph laughed. “Remember those are public entertainments. We could hardly ask everyone to carry around their own utensils to eat with, and plates and cups.”

      Heather laughed. “That’s true.”

      “With our group, we look for old ways of cooking, so even foods you know may be prepared in a different way, or served with herbs you’re not familiar with. Friday feast for instance, will be a first course of homemade bread and fresh herbed butter accompanied with a selection of cheeses. The second course is a whole trout poached in salt and ale, served with a sauce.”

      Heather wrinkled her nose at the fish.

      Steph laughed and continued. “The third course is roasted chicken, with herbed carrots and potatoes. We would have served parsnips, but the groom cannot abide them and prefers potatoes. Noblemen would have eaten duck or pheasant, but the bride thinks duck is greasy and doesn’t want to try pheasant for the first time at their wedding weekend, so she opted for chicken. Best of all, is the last course which will be rosewater cakes halved with strawberries and blueberries, since this is the rehearsal dinner.”

      “Wow,” Heather said.

      Steph continued. “For the wedding reception feast Saturday night, the main course will be wild boar. Not regular pork like peasants would have eaten. Noblemen would hunt and bring in a wild boar, so this is what the groom wanted, and his best man Sir Reginald, being a hunter, made that happen for him when he brought one in. He will be roasting the boar, since he has experience with that kind of thing.”

      “It all sounds like something out of a dream,” Heather said. “I’m starting to get excited about this weekend.”

      “You’re going to love it,” Steph said.

      “I hope so,” Heather said.

      “Now let’s pick out some more relaxing garb for when you want to rest in-between.”

      “Okay,” Heather said. “That sounds good to me.”

      “For that, you can pick any period. But you’ll need Elizabethan for the second feast.”

      “Okay,” Heather said.

      They went back to selecting dresses, with Heather trying them on, until she had five dresses piled up, along with one cloak, in case the evenings were cool. She couldn’t help but be excited about wearing all the beautiful clothing.

      This weekend is going to be magical.

      As she carried an armload of beautiful garb to her car , she wondered why she’d waited so long to say yes.
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        * * *

      

      Army Staff Sergeant Rylan Ransom, aka Sir Roland in the medieval society, glanced around at the other five men on the special forces team as they listened to the latest Pied Piper report.

      Named for the urban myth that had been going around, the Pied Piper report was updated weekly as the enemy spread into new territories and the scouts brought back new information on their movements.

      The myth stated that the Pied Piper was back, but this time he wasn’t using a flute to lure children away. This time he was abducting beautiful young women, for purposes unknown. And he wasn’t using a flute to do it.

      Though Rylan preferred dealing with facts, there were often truths in myths, and this was no exception.

      Abductions were happening, and they had yet to recover any of the young women alive.

      As the old pirate saying went, ‘Dead men told no tales.’ Neither did dead women.

      Every man on the special team was determined to put a stop to the young women’s disappearances.

      The numbers had climbed from three, over the last four months, to six just within the last two weeks.

      Whatever was behind it, the problem was escalating.

      “We’ve got activity in the city, near the forest you’re at next weekend,” Specialist Taylor Flint said. “So far, only in the city. But we know they’ll be creating tunnels.”

      Creating tunnels was one thing the creatures did. Complex tunnel systems beneath cities, and long tunnels to connect them.

      “Pretty women in medieval dresses could be a big lure,” Sargent Scott Miller said.

      He’d started attending the weekend events with Rylan, though he arrived separately. He told no one that he too was a Ranger. “I’ll join you Saturday. Have another thing going on Friday night.”

      Sir Roland had one hobby, medieval fighting, where he fought with a bamboo weapon, and shot a primitive bow.

      The change of pace from modern warfare to the pure simplicity of drawing a bow, and hearing the thwack of an arrow hitting a target, gave him a specific kind of satisfaction he couldn’t find elsewhere.

      And now the creatures were close to entering his world, which pissed him off.

      He thought of all the members of the society, families with small children, and the innocent young women. None of them were prepared for the evil that was likely headed their way.

      “Good,” he nodded to Miller. “Find me once you arrive.”

      “Will do,” Sargent Miller said.

      The meeting continued as Rylan tried to keep his mind off the innocents in the camp, so he could concentrate.
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        * * *

      

      “Lost, out in the middle of nowhere. Great,” Heather muttered as she gripped the steering wheel of her light-blue Volkswagen with both hands and made a quick U-turn.

      She backtracked the way she’d driven, on a road with large trees with golden leaves along each side that she ordinarily would have enjoyed. Yet she couldn’t because she was lost. She hated feeling lost. It was on her top ten list of things she detested, right at number three.

      If you were lost, you could be anywhere. Anything might happen. Something dangerous.

      Frowning, she glanced down at Steph’s handwritten directions, then at her cell phone which only displayed one bar. She was unlikely to reach Steph now.

      The cheery message on Heather’s phone, early this morning, from Steph, before she’d headed to the event to start cooking, was one Heather had slept through. So, they hadn’t spoken to each other today.

      Heather was nervous about her first event, and about finding the site before dark. Her stomach was currently doing flips. Making that U-turn hadn’t helped. She refocused on the directions, trying to see where she’d gone wrong.

      The directions read:

      Pass the racetrack. Go three or four miles. Turn left at the gas station that sells watermelons. Keep on till you see the country store with the Friday night steak special and live bluegrass band.

      “Steph, couldn’t you for once use normal direction, like route numbers and street names?” she yelled. Though, even with her windows down, there was no one out here on this country road to hear her.

      Steph’s vague directions had gotten Heather lost again, and she needed to yell, even if Steph wasn’t here to hear it.

      “What if there are no damn watermelons, because it’s fall, and there’s only pumpkins? What if I need the name of the gas station or the country store?”

      Feeling some of the stress relieved, because she’d let that all out, she dropped her voice to a normal level, and continued, talking to herself. “I really do not want to have to stop to ask directions while wearing a princess dress. It isn’t even Halloween yet. I can’t believe I let her talk me into wearing this dress.”

      In the crimson and gold Elizabethan gown, Heather would be the picture of a damsel in distress if she had to get out of her car. She’d been having second thoughts about the dress ever since she drove away from her apartment.

      Crimson, was that a color for prostitutes in medieval times? Hopefully this looks more purplish than red.

      It was a sort of purplish red.

      She’s gotten me lost again. How many times now? The big old oak tree—that was the best. The look on her face when I asked if she had any idea how many big old oak trees were on Mulberry Street.

      There’d been no point discussing it.

      Steph didn’t get the reference to Dr. Seuss’s And to Think That I Saw It on Mulberry Street, or the sarcasm, and didn’t even know the name of the street they were talking about, which was Malvern.

      Steph never picked up on Heather’s sarcasm.

      Heather only got sarcastic when she was frustrated, which wasn’t all that often.

      There was no point yelling at Steph, or raising her voice, because that would only make Steph cry.

      Here in the car, she could yell all she wanted, without making Steph cry.

      GPS was no help. According to it, she was off the map. Off the grid. Off to the woods and hundreds of oak trees—in a princess dress.

      All I need now is Prince Charming to come rescue me. Where is a prince when I need one? Likely someone gave my prince bad directions, and he’s lost too. On the other side of the world. Which is why he never shows up when I need him.

      Heather sighed. No, she couldn’t wait on a prince; she had to find the way by herself. As usual. There was no prince in sight.

      Darn it, Steph. You and your vague directions.

      Precise, Stephanie wasn’t. If asked whether it was closer to two, three, or four miles, she’d shrug and say, “Something like that.”

      This time she’d said, “You’ll know it when you get there.”

      That was about as helpful as: You’ll know the big oak tree when you see it.

      And to think that Steph somehow only remembered one tree out of all the other big oak trees on Malvern Street, which ran the whole length of town. If Dr. Seuss’s book had been written about her best friend, they would’ve had to title it: And to Think That She Did Not See It on Malvern Street.

      Heather wondered what Dr. Seuss would’ve done with that one.

      Hitting another rut, which made her old car bounce, Heather cursed as she drove down the road, a road her GPS said didn’t exist. The tires spit up dust in places where gravel had worn off, raising clouds behind her clean car. It hadn’t rained in weeks and was the driest fall Heather could remember.

      Yesterday, she’d taken her car to the car wash. Which was probably why she was getting dirt and dust all over it now.

      And she was out in the middle of nowhere without a soul or a building in sight.

      Finally, there it was: a sign that said Smitty’s Steak and Foot-Stompin’ Music Friday Night.

      The wooden sign appeared hand painted. Someone had been in a hurry, unless the two white drips beneath the T and P were an artistic choice.

      Seven cars and two vans filled the gravel parking lot around the rustic wooden building, which was decorated in front with hay bales and pumpkins.

      One van’s magnetic sign with an image of a banjo beneath the wording said: Bluebell and the Blue Heel Players.

      Friday night. Heather sighed. The foot stomping would be starting soon.

      She pulled in and waited for dust clouds to settle before getting out.

      Thirsty and wanting better directions, she went inside for a bottle of root beer, enduring stares, and a couple of low whistles as she entered.

      Taking a cold root beer from the cooler, she went to the counter to pay for her drink.

      As the man behind the register rang her up, she asked, “Is Smitty here?”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He nodded and answered in a low, gravelly voice. “Standing right here in front of you.”

      Smitty wore wide red suspenders, a blue plaid shirt over his big chest and belly, and a large gap-toothed smile.

      She smiled back.

      Maybe one of these cowboys can tell me how to get to the medieval reenactment site.

      She paid Smitty and then said, “I’m hoping you can tell me how to get to Forest Park.”

      “Sure can,” Smitty said. “You’ll be wanting to turn right, past my place, to get onto Possum Road, then take that about a mile, until you get to a stop sign, and then turn left. Your people usually have signs once you get on Possum. It won’t be hard to find.”

      “Thank you. I’m wanting to get there before dark.”

      “You’re smart not to be out alone, after dark, out here.”

      The bell over the door jingled.

      Smitty had an old-fashioned security system. Bells on the door, an old hound dog, and a shotgun leaning against the wall in the corner behind the register. She noted all this as he glanced over at the door.

      A tall, thin man in a black leather jacket, with a dark hat pulled down over his eyes, and long, dark, stringy hair, opened the door and stepped inside. His mustache twitched once, then his shoulder twitched.

      What a strange-looking man, she thought. So twitchy.

      He headed down an aisle, and she pushed him out of her mind.

      Smitty glanced back at her. “Best get on down the road now, before the sun sets,” he said.

      “Thanks again,” she said.

      “Any time, milady,” he said.

      Her face and chest heated as he referred to her as a lady. She gave what she estimated was a curtsy, gathered her cold root beer, and headed out the door for her car.

      Who, who, who… who, who.

      She heard an owl hoot, but as she turned to look for it, the bell on the door jingled again, and she felt the tall man behind her, knew it was him, without looking.

      In that brief intuitive way women often have, she felt a chill on the back of her neck, and goosebumps, as if something about the man behind her, moving closer, wasn’t right.

      Heather headed to her car, trying to ignore the feeling that something wasn’t right, but then a thought struck her.

      The man had just walked in, so why would he turn so soon, and follow me out? He couldn’t have gotten whatever he went in there for that fast.

      Another van had pulled in behind the band’s van which would likely be there until after they played. But the van taking that second spot would make it more difficult for her to back out of the parking lot, as it was a tighter squeeze.

      The tall, thin man approached her as she went to unlock her car door with one hand, the other holding the cold root beer.

      If only she had one of those automatic key fobs to unlock the door.

      His thin, dark mustache spread across his face in a slim line, beneath a thin nose which twitched again. Scraggly dark hair crept out beneath his black hat.

      There was something creepy about the twitchy man.

      “You are lost, lady?” He kept his hat brim low.

      She didn’t see his eyes until he stepped closer.

      Good thing he didn’t hear me ask for directions. He sounds foreign, and there’s something about his dark, shiny eyes—intensity and a weird sort of light. Are they yellowish?

      No, people’s eyes aren’t yellow.

      “No, I’m good,” she said. “Have to go.”

      The light in his eyes appeared more amber with yellow flecks now, rather than yellow as he stepped too close.

      “Where do you go?” He pressed her for information she wasn’t about to give.

      Refusing to look him in the eyes, as she fumbled with the key, she noted he wore black snakeskin boots with shiny silver toes.

      The man gave her a bad feeling, but she couldn’t have explained why. It was more than what he looked like, more of an intuitive thing that she felt.

      She wouldn’t look directly into his eyes. Those weird eyes freaked her out more than a little.

      “Not far,” she said, the key finally in the car door, she turned it to unlock the car.

      No way am I telling him where I’m going.

      “What is your name?” He pressed again, leaning closer.

      The bell over the door jangled again as the shopkeeper pushed the door open and stepped out.

      They both looked over at him where he stood in the doorway holding his shotgun.

      “No loitering in the parking lot,” he said, his gaze intense on the twitchy thin man, clearly speaking to him.

      A flash of anger flared in the thin man’s eyes as he narrowed them at the shopkeeper, and his nose twitched again, sharp this time, as if agitated. “Loitering,” he muttered.

      The shopkeeper raised his gun, aiming it at the thin man.

      Her eyes widened and she startled, spilling root beer onto her hand.

      Oh my God, is he going to shoot?
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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.
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