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      Ivy hated change with a passion, and these days that meant she was shit out of luck.

      Mystic Springs was growing and changing day by day, bit by bit. Everyone but Ivy seemed to be happy about the shift, but then they were all getting married and having babies and starting new businesses. It was like life had been stalled, and now it was on the move again. For everyone but her.

      There were only two empty spaces on Main Street, when not so long ago there had been more storefronts vacant than occupied. Fewer homes were for sale in her small town that was suddenly not quite as small as it had once been. For Sale signs had come down; lawns were mowed regularly. There was a sense of life that had been missing for a very long time, in the air and in the people all around her. For this school year, more kids had been enrolled in the K-12 school. She’d heard they’d had to hire two new teachers.

      On occasion Ivy wondered if someone had managed to cast a spell on the sly, but all indications were that this was a completely natural shift in the makeup and atmosphere of the town. Natural. Bah!

      Her twin, Eve, was not only married and disgustingly happy, but newly pregnant.

      Quite a few Springers who’d moved away over the last several years had come back. Returnees included a candy maker, one of the new teachers, and a doctor, as well as a couple of retirees. Elaine Forrester’s niece Molly had come back in the middle of summer and had been renovating the bed and breakfast, which was due to reopen in a matter of weeks. Molly was a sweet girl, energetic and friendly and full of life, nothing at all like her old biddy aunt who’d tried to kill the new town librarian. After she’d killed the old one. Naturally Molly knew nothing of her aunt’s misdeeds. If she did she’d be shocked. It would break her naive heart.

      It was hard to like Molly Duncan. She was everything Ivy Franklin was not.

      A couple times a month two or three more people—not a Non-Springer among them—returned. With each new resident, it was as if the magic in the little town grew stronger. It was almost tangible, the sensation of magic, of power old and new. Ivy felt more and more out of sync with every day that passed; with every new resident or business. Once she’d truly belonged here. Now… she wasn’t so sure.

      Was it too late to get on the bandwagon to cast a spell to isolate this town? That would stop the growth here and now. No one in, no one out…

      She was tied to Mystic Springs by magic and by blood. Leaving town would break her. Right out of high school she’d given it a try. She’d moved to Georgia, where she’d attended college for a full year. It had been the worst year of her life, and that was saying something. She’d lost her mother at the age of thirteen, then her father less than ten months later. An aneurysm had claimed her mother. It had happened so fast, too fast. That entire year had been a nightmare. They said her father had a heart attack, but she’d always believed it had simply been broken by the loss of his wife. She still believed that.

      You’d think in a town lousy with magic every resident would be blessed with good health and a long life. Sometimes that was the case, but for the most part Springers were just like ordinary people. They got sick, they had accidents, they suffered from devastating bouts of bad luck. Some had great genetics, others not so much.

      She and Eve had never had to worry about a place to live, a roof over their heads and food on the table. An elderly aunt had taken them in and loved them with all her witch’s heart. That had been a terrible time, a hellish year, and still, her time away from Mystic Springs had been worse in some ways. Every day, a part of her had faded away. Every day, every hour, she’d felt… less. Smaller, weaker. She’d wasted away. Being apart from Eve had only made things worse. She might as well have cut off a limb and left it behind.

      If she left town for good she’d not only lose her magic, she’d lose her twin. She’d lose Eve forever, because if she ever left she wouldn’t come back.

      So here she stayed, always at loose ends, never satisfied with her life though she did her best to convince herself she was completely satisfied, thank you very much. As much as she hated to admit it, she was fading away as surely as she had when she’d left town all those years ago.

      The door to her shop opened, and in walked Levi Redmon. Doctor Levi, some of his patients called him. He was in his early thirties, blond-haired and blue-eyed and ridiculously fit. Every morning before his office opened he jogged past her front window, making a loop through town. Show off. Every afternoon, usually after his lunch break, he stopped by her bakery for something sweet. Since her baked goods had no calories, he was in no danger of ruining his hard-won physique.

      She wasn’t familiar with the Redmon family’s history; she wasn’t sure what his magic was, and she didn’t ask. Seems like there might’ve been a healer in his family a few generations ago, but she hadn’t seen any extraordinary powers from him as he treated his patients. He was a good doctor, at least he seemed to be, but there was nothing mystical in his methods.

      As with many Springer families, the Redmons had mingled magics through marriage over the years. Even that didn’t mean anything. Some Springers possessed great magic;  others just a touch. Even though Ivy’s gifts were a part of her, they only came alive when she was in the kitchen, baking. In spite of the growth of power in the town, she remained the same. A great baker who was able to produce decadent treats that would never cause those who consumed them to gain so much as an ounce. That was it. In the scheme of things, it didn’t seem like anything special.

      Levi Redmon had already asked her on a date. Four times. She’d rebuffed him firmly each time. Asking for personal details about his family, his past, his magic, if he had any of consequence, might give him the wrong impression. She was not interested.

      He smiled brilliantly as he ordered two cupcakes and a bear claw and placed the correct change on the counter. Oh, God, he had that look again. A little nervous, a little excited. His nose twitched. He was going to ask her out.

      While everyone else in town seemed perfectly happy to pair up and reproduce, Ivy was having none of it. She’d been happy once, thank you very much, and it hadn’t ended well. Why tempt fate?

      Sure enough, Redmon caught her eye over the counter. “Next weekend…”

      Silas burst through the front door, red-faced and sweating even though the early October weather was temperate. Judge, the bloodhound, was at his heels.

      “We dragged a man out of the river,” Silas said, directing the news to the town’s new doctor. “We’ve moved him to your office. Susan has a key, and to be honest I didn’t know what else to do with the poor guy. He’s in pretty bad shape.”

      Levi followed Silas onto the street, where they both broke into a jog. Judge led the way.

      Ivy breathed a sigh of relief as they disappeared from sight. Saved by the bell! Well, saved by the town dog-whisperer. Then she realized Levi had paid but not taken his purchases, which meant he’d be back.

      It was hours later when her brother-in-law Travis, the town’s one and only lawman, walked into the bakery. He had a look of real concern on his face. That was odd for him. He was an even-tempered guy, hard to rattle, easy to read. It was rare to see him without a happy-go-lucky smile on his face. Eve, Ivy’s twin, was part of the reason he smiled so often.

      He made his wife happy. She made him happy. Gag.

      “Can you come to the doc’s office with me? You could close a little early, right?”

      She often did. Her bakery was open when she felt like being here, closed when she did not. What now? Ivy knew there wasn’t anything wrong with Eve. If there was, she’d know it. She’d feel it.

      “Why?” The question was blunt. Unfriendly, maybe, but she never beat around the bush. Some might call her blunt. She preferred the description direct.

      “I’d like you to have a look at the fella that washed up on the riverbank this morning.”

      “Again, why?”

      Travis was obviously uncomfortable. It was a good thing he’d never be called on to go undercover, because every thought, every emotion, was clearly displayed on his pretty face. “I think I recognize the guy, but he’s in bad shape and it’s been a long time since I saw him.”

      “If you can’t identify him what makes you think…” She stopped speaking suddenly, as a chill washed over her. It couldn’t be. Impossible. “Grant?”

      “I think so,” Travis said in a low voice.

      Ivy didn’t move from her spot behind the counter. “That’s not possible. I took him to the edge of town and gave him enough amnesia punch to wipe Mystic Springs from the minds of a dozen men.” Not just Mystic Springs, but her. That had been the point, right? Allow him to follow his dream. Send the man she loved away so he could have the life he wanted and deserved. He’d worked so hard all his life. She wouldn’t…

      “It’s been more than five years!” She snapped. Five years and four months, to be exact.

      “Maybe I’m wrong,” Travis said. “Just… have a look.”

      Still, she didn’t make a move. “Why don’t you just ask him his name?”

      “He doesn’t remember anything right now.”

      “Surely he has some kind of ID on him.”

      “Nope.”

      “Ask anyone!” Ivy snapped. “He’s a freaking star shortstop, any baseball fan can tell you…”

      “His face is bruised and swollen so I can’t be sure,” Travis argued, “but there’s something about him that’s familiar. You knew him best. If anyone can identify him, it’s you.”

      “Put out the word!” Ivy argued. “There are a dozen people in town who could identify Grant, if that’s who it is.” Bruised or not, battered beyond recognition? Her heart skipped a beat. Was it Grant? How badly was he injured? Was he… dead or dying? She didn’t want to know, didn’t want to see him that way. “Find someone else.” Please.

      “I’m trying to keep this low profile, if I can,” Travis said. “The man, whoever he is, he didn’t just fall out of a boat or slip and fall off a bridge upriver.” He sighed, indicating that this entire situation was a big pain in his ass. “He was shot.”
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      Ivy refused to run, but her heart was beating a mile a minute. As she walked quickly down the sidewalk toward the new doctor’s office, which was just past the grocery store, she developed tunnel vision. Nothing existed but the path directly ahead. Everything to the side was gray, indistinct. Travis was talking, but she couldn’t understand a word he said. It was all gibberish.

      Grant Whitlock had stumbled into Mystic Springs on a particularly warm May day more than five years ago. He’d gotten lost and taken a wrong turn. That didn’t happen often, and when it did there was usually a reason. Non-Springers didn’t end up in Mystic Springs accidentally. If they found their way in, they were meant to be here. After a week, Ivy had convinced herself that Grant’s reason for being here was her.

      He’d graduated from Vanderbilt, played triple-A ball for a couple of years, and after a minor injury had been summarily cut from the team. The club had recruited a bevy of young talent, new blood, and had let a few of those who’d been around more than a year loose. Grant’s injury had been the straw that broke the camel’s back, to hear him tell it.

      After a lifetime of a focus on baseball, when it was gone he’d felt at loose ends. Rudderless. Not knowing what might come next, he hit the road. A road trip to clear his head, he’d said, to take time to think about what might come next for him. The road had led him to Mystic Springs. To her.

      She’d never known anyone like him, had never imagined that any man could make her feel the way he did. Grant had made her laugh. Even as a child, she hadn’t been one to laugh often. She wasn’t easily entertained. Eve had laughed and smiled enough for both of them.

      Grant had sauntered into her bakery looking for something sweet, and instead he’d found her. If there was such a thing as love at first sight, that would be proof. He’d been wandering, but once he’d found her he’d stayed. They’d been drawn together quickly and completely, and she had to admit, the sex had been stellar. She’d fallen in love. So had he. That love was everything she’d ever dreamed love could be; it was perfection. She’d been deliriously happy, for a while. They’d been together for a little more than a month. If she really wanted to torture herself she could count the days.

      A lot had happened during those days…

      Then he’d gotten the call. A different AAA team was in need of a shortstop thanks to a few injuries of their own. One of the assistant coaches had been at Vanderbilt and remembered Grant. This coach had been impressed by Grant’s abilities, and assured him there was a strong possibility he’d be in the Major Leagues by the following year, maybe even in September if he did the work and luck was on his side. It had to happen fast; Grant was expected to report to his new team in a matter of days.

      He’d been over the moon; he’d asked her to go with him.

      She’d said no.

      It had broken her heart, but after her year in college she’d realized she could never leave Mystic Springs. It was home. It was a part of her body and soul. Without this blessed or cursed place, she had no magic. Maybe she wasn’t a powerful witch. She couldn’t make it snow like Jordan, or help people realize what they needed like the Benedicts. She didn’t change with the moon or like Clint Maxwell shift into a powerful creature whenever the spirit moved him. She didn’t control fire or water, or talk to animals, or cast powerful spells.

      Still, without her magic, unimpressive as it was, she was nothing.

      Grant had told her he didn’t need baseball, that he’d turn down the offer and stay with her. There was no guarantee of success in his sport, he knew that. He could wash out in a matter of weeks, months, maybe a year or two. Making it to the Major Leagues was still nothing more than a dream.

      Wherever you are, that’s where I want to be.

      He’d believed those words as he’d spoken them, she’d seen that much. She’d also seen the heartbreak that came with the death of a lifelong dream. Maybe success wasn’t guaranteed, but not to even try…

      She’d lied to him and told him she’d changed her mind; she’d go with him. Anywhere, any time. All she asked for was a couple of days to get things in order, to say goodbye to her twin.

      Was it coincidence that the call had come so soon after they’d done something incredibly impulsive? Only two very young, idealistic people could’ve been so foolish. She tried not to think about that night, tried not to dwell on what ifs.

      He’d agreed to her two days, and they’d spent them well. She’d made love to him at every opportunity; she’d searched her heart for answers she knew she wouldn’t find. And when the time came she’d made love to him one last time, driven him to the edge of town, and given him a healthy dose of amnesia punch.

      Grant Whitlock had not washed out, after all. He’d gone on to have an impressive career, at least until he’d been injured again last year, late in the season.

      As she’d watched him leave, she’d been sure another man would come along, that she’d find what she’d had with Grant with someone else. Next time she’d be sure to fall for a Springer, someone who would truly understand her and why Mystic Springs was so important to her. She’d almost convinced herself that Grant had just been a chapter in her life, not the entire story, and she’d soon be able to move on. But that had never happened. She’d lost a part of herself when she’d sent him away.

      Five plus years was a long time. She’d been little more than a child, when she and Grant had been together. Her bakery had been opened less than six months, and she’d made her home on the second floor, in a small apartment. She’d made her life in that building, upstairs at night, downstairs during the day. Grant was a couple of years older than she, but back then had he been more than a child himself? Not by much. He’d stayed with her in that room above the bakery, for a while. The space had been too small for one, much less for two, but neither of them had cared. Does anyone love as enthusiastically as the young? She thought not.

      Redmon’s office wasn’t often busy. The people of Mystic Springs were healthy, for the most part. There were exceptions, of course. Her parents; Clint’s, too. But the elderly needed some extra attention, and there was the occasional broken bone or mysterious rash. And of course, pregnancies. So many pregnancies…

      A small waiting room faced the street. The chairs were uncomfortable, and the large front window let in too much afternoon light. At the far end of the room was an unmanned receptionist’s desk which held a sign-in sheet and a potted plant that wasn’t thriving. Beyond the single door just past that desk, a hallway opened onto four rooms. Three examining rooms and the doctor’s office.

      The man who’d been shot was in the first room on the right. He reclined on the examining table, eyes closed. His dark brown hair was mussed; his face was indeed bruised and swollen, as Travis had said. A sheet covered the lower half of his body;  she could see the thick bandage that had been well-taped to his right side. Maybe that was where he’d been shot.

      Ivy wanted to rip the sheet away and examine every inch of his body for more injuries, for more signs of violence. She didn’t. Instead she stepped to his side and covered him to the neck with the thin sheet.

      “He’s cold,” she explained, glancing up at Travis.

      “Is it Grant?”

      Ivy didn’t answer, not right away. She looked her fill, noted the changes. He was bigger, more muscular than she remembered. He wore his hair differently, she could tell even though it was wet and messy with a streak of river mud on one side. The changes were no surprise. She was pretty sure he’d cut his own hair with a pair of clippers back in the day, and these days he could afford the best stylists. There were a few lines on his face that hadn’t been there five years ago. She had a few new lines of her own, at the ripe old age of twenty-nine.

      “It’s him,” she whispered, not taking her eyes from the face of the man she’d once loved to distraction.

      “Who would’ve shot him?” Travis mused.

      Why did he ask her? She wasn’t psychic, and she knew nothing about Grant’s personal life these days.

      Well, she only knew what she read on the internet. She tried not to obsess, not to look often, but some days she couldn’t help herself. Grant Whitlock had been one of the best shortstops in the game, for a while. Watching him was like watching a ballet dancer, tight white pants and all. He made moves no mortal should be able to make. Jumping, twisting, all but flying through the air as he made plays that had the announcers gasping and the fans screaming. All that was before the ACL injury a little more than a year ago. A dirty slide had taken him out as he covered second base. She’d watched the video over and over again, cringing every time she watched his leg buckle unnaturally.

      She’d given way too much thought to revenge on the opposing player who’d hurt Grant, but of course she never followed through. That would mean leaving Mystic Springs. Besides, what could she do? Not much.

      He’d spent the past year recovering, resting for a while then in intensive rehab. A couple of months ago he’d returned to the field. His moves were not the same; announcers liked to say, again and again, that he’d “lost a step.” His team hadn’t advanced to the playoffs this season. She’d purposely not done an internet search to find out if Grant would be returning to the sport, or if the dirty slide had cost him his career.

      Whenever she surrendered to insomnia and went to the computer with Grant on her mind, she regretted it later. The pictures of him broke her heart. It never got easier. He’d been engaged for a while, but it hadn’t worked out. The engagement, with a popular but really annoying TV actress, hadn’t lasted a full six months.

      The actress was a redhead. Coincidence? Probably. No, definitely. He would have no memory of her at all. As she’d intended.

      Who would’ve shot him? That was the kicker here. Grant had been paid well, very well, especially in the past three years. Money might’ve been a motive. Fans could be crazy. She knew damn well that he could drive a woman crazy…

      “Someone in town will be able to suss it out,” she said too sharply. “Eventually.” It would be nice if there was a reliable psychic in town who saw everything they needed and wanted. Life wasn’t that simple, not even in Mystic Springs. Not ever, not anywhere. Magic was a part of their lives but it didn’t mean they didn’t suffer from loss, pain, indecision. No one, psychic or not, could save them from the pain of life.

      No psychic was capable of solving all their mysteries.

      At the moment the most powerful psychics in town were in the old folks’ home and the K-12 school. None of them were entirely reliable.

      Grant’s eyes fluttered open. With hooded eyes he stared at her. He wouldn’t know her, couldn’t. Amnesia punch did its job too well. The flicker of recognition she thought she saw in his green eyes was nothing more than a product of her imagination.

      Travis seemed to be asking questions. Ivy ignored him. So did Grant.

      Then the man she had once loved whispered, “Ivy?”
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      Red hair, thick and long and luxurious, fell toward him. Blue-green eyes the color of a Caribbean sea captivated him. He said something, but he wasn’t sure what or why. The darkness he’d been swimming in claimed him again and he drifted down and down, into a sleep so deep it was like death. Maybe it was death.

      His eyes opened again. He had no way of knowing how much time had passed. Might’ve been minutes, or several hours. Days? No, he didn’t think it had been that long. The red-haired woman was still here, looking as if she was both concerned and angry, along with two other men who leaned over him. Frowning. Talking. A doctor and a lawman; he could tell by their clothing. The lawman wore a khaki uniform. The doc wore a traditional white coat.

      He hurt all over, but wasn’t sure why. He didn’t know where he was, and as he searched for some focus, a bit of clarity, he realized he also didn’t know who he was. His breath caught in his throat; his heart raced. For a moment he felt as if he were drowning; as if all the answers he searched for were above the surface, but the surface was too far away. A name, his name, danced just out of reach. He couldn’t quite grasp it.

      The people taking care of him would know. She would know.

      The two men were closer than the redhead was, but his eyes stayed on her. Something about her made him feel more in control, not quite so lost. The expression on her face was not at all welcoming, but he felt a strange sort of peace when he looked at her. A calm, even though she appeared anything but calm. He knew her. He had to know her. Why else would he feel this way? The sight of a stranger wouldn’t soothe him.

      The lawman was talking, asking questions he barely understood. He should concentrate but it was difficult. If only his head would clear; if only he could grasp where and why and who he was.

      Finally, a snippet of a question—shot you—made its way to his brain, and he turned his gaze up at the lawman.

      The man—a small brass name tag read Chief Benedict—asked his question again.

      “Who shot you?”

      I’ve been shot? The words were there, but didn’t make it out of his mouth. The ache at his side intensified and again, he felt as if he were underwater, sinking fast. He lifted a hand and rested it on a thick bandage, looked to the redhead for a dose of comfort, and finally managed to say the words, garbled as they were. “I was shot?”

      He glanced around the room. This looked to be a doctor’s office, not a hospital. He wasn’t in a bed, he was lying on a padded but hard examining table. There was a calendar on one wall, near a drawing of the heart with its elements marked as if for a classroom. A generic landscape hung on the other wall, just on the other side of the redhead.

      The doctor’s name was on his chest. No brass nameplate for this one. His name was embroidered, dark blue on the white lab coat. Doctor Redmon.

      “Do you know where you are?” Redmon asked.

      “No.”

      “Can you tell me your name?”

      He tried again to grasp the name that danced just out of reach. It was frustrating that he couldn’t quite manage but the panic was fading. He was no longer drowning. “No.”

      The two men looked at one another, exchanging a private, silent message of concern.

      “We should hand him over to the county sheriff, maybe transport him to the hospital in Eufaula,” Redmon said.

      “No.” The chief’s response was immediate and firm.

      He was just lucid enough to find that response concerning. Maybe he didn’t know who or where he was, but he was clearheaded enough to understand that in normal circumstances a hospital would be a good place for someone who’d been shot.

      “Why not?” the doctor asked, clearly frustrated.

      Benedict hesitated, looked down at the patient on the table, and frowned. “I don’t think it’s what he needs. Let me ask around.”

      As odd as that statement was, neither the doctor nor the redhead seemed concerned by it.
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      Ivy nudged Travis out of the way. A year ago she would’ve found his words alarming, since the Benedict family gift of knowing what people needed seemed to have skipped him entirely. Until now. Until everything had started to change. His ability, inconsistent as it was, was coming to life. Slowly, but unmistakably.

      “We can’t leave Grant here until you decide what to do with him,” she said. The examining room was insufficient, the table he was laying on too uncomfortable. “Where is he going to stay?”

      She almost offered her house. There was a spare bedroom, after all. But the idea of having the man she’d once loved living under her roof was too much to take.

      “Grant?” he said. “Is that my name?”

      Ivy sighed. She should’ve been more careful, but then what difference did it make if he knew his own name?

      “Did I have a driver’s license?” he asked.

      She could hear the confusion in his voice, as well as the desperation to know the truth.

      The truth. I loved you. I married you. I sent you away so your dreams could come true, because that’s what you do when you love someone to the depths of your soul. She couldn’t say any of that. No one but the preacher in Eufaula knew about the wedding, and he’d died two years ago. Maybe the preacher’s wife would remember, but she was ninety if she was a day and she’d served as witness at a lot of ceremonies.

      It didn’t matter. The marriage wasn’t even legal; they’d not filed any papers at the county courthouse. That didn’t mean the words had been any less real. To her, anyway.

      “No ID,” she said. “You passed through town several years ago. I have a bakery, and you were a regular customer for a while. I remembered your name.”

      “You must have a great memory.”

      “I do.” And it wasn’t always a blessing.

      “What town?” he asked.

      “Mystic Springs,” Travis said, saving Ivy the trouble. “Alabama,” he added.

      Grant grunted. “Never heard of it. I don’t remember…” He smiled, a little. “Okay, I don’t remember much of anything at the moment, so I guess that’s no surprise.” He looked up at Redmon. “When will my memory come back?”

      The doctor patted Grant’s hand in a way that was probably meant to be comforting. “You’ve been through a traumatic experience. Give yourself time.”

      Grant frowned. “I’m not feeling particularly patient at the moment. I need answers. Who would’ve shot me? Why?”

      “That’s the million dollar question,” Travis grumbled.

      “Where is he going to stay?” Ivy asked again. “Someone’s going to have to keep an eye on him, clean his bandage, and maybe even protect him if whoever tried to kill him shows up to finish the job. I work, you and Eve work and she’s pregnant and tired all the time. She doesn’t need anything else to worry about. Who’s going to have the time to care for him until you decide what to do?”

      Travis smiled, that crooked grin that was so often on his face. That smile was probably one of the reasons Eve had fallen in love with him. Even Ivy found it occasionally charming. “There are a couple of vacant rooms at The Egg.”

      “The egg?” Grant repeated, confused.

      “Perfect,” Redmon said. “I’m there several afternoons a week anyway, so it won’t raise any eyebrows if I’m in and out more than usual. Staff can take care of Grant, when I’m not around.”

      “The egg?” Grant said again, more insistently this time.

      “The Mystic Springs Retirement Home for the Exceptionally Gifted,” Ivy said. “Once upon a time it was called the Alabama Home for the Exceptionally Gifted, but once they put up the Mystic Springs Retirement Village sign that changed. Anyway, the Exceptionally Gifted part stuck, so it’s The Egg for short.”

      “You’re putting me in an old folk’s home for what, gifted artists?” He touched a hand to his stubbled cheek. “Am I? Old?”

      If only. No, Grant was still young, fit, and handsome. Pity. If he was an old man, maybe she wouldn’t be so tempted to insist that he come home with her.

      A look of concern passed over Grant’s battered face. “Do you think whoever shot me will be back? I don’t want to put a bunch of old people in danger by being there.”

      “You should be safe,” Travis said calmly. “Until we know why you were shot, and by whom, there’s no need to worry.” He shrugged. “Might’ve been an accident, for all we know.”

      An accident. Ivy wasn’t at all psychic, but she didn’t think so…
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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
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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
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4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
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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,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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