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      PSA

      

      Pirates are only good if they are found in fictional novels and movies.

      The ebook is available exclusively on all reputable retailers. If you obtained it by any other means, you have a pirated copy. Pirated books hurt everyone, except perhaps the thief who stole them.

      Please be mindful of where you purchase your electronic book copies. Thank you.

      . . . and in case you really are a pirate . . .

      Yarrr, matey, don’t be stealin’ my booty. She’s a fine treasure she be . . . a trade is fair if ye be swappin’ yer gold for the pages.

      

      Blurb:

      What is a royal hunt without the crowned prince? Not nearly as exciting. This year, however, I refuse to let my brothers upstage me. It is my year to prove myself. After all, they’ve had enough accolades awarded to them over the years.

      A visit from the Oracle changes things, though, and now it isn’t the biggest animal we’re vying for. A treasure hidden on our hunt needs protection, and something strong calls to me to do just that. Too bad this treasure is not exactly what I expected . . .

      Now, it is up to my best friend Zaren and I to deliver the treasure to the Fire Keepers. The catch? We have to keep it away from the Sorceress and her minions at all costs. Easier said than done, especially when we find ourselves kidnapped.

      These captors might just be the companions we need to see this quest through. There’s just one more complication . . .

      The treasure ends up more attached to me than I realized.

      

      Back Cover:

      

      Join the Elven Prince on an adventure to take the Oracle’s treasure to The Fire Keepers— a journey that will take him through unknown lands outside of his safely guarded kingdom. The realm, full of mischief and magic surrounding every living creature, will surprise you. Follow along his trek, taking you beyond your dreams to a place that amazes at every turn. Magic and myth will surround you, pushing the boundaries of what could be reality and fantastical but still no less real. The Elven Prince is ready for his epic adventure. Are you?

      

      It can be read as a standalone, as there is an HFN ending.

      

      
        
        Dedication

      

        

      
        This one is for my nieces and nephews, so they can read something thier Auntie has written without it being fully redacted beforehand. (This will probably be the only one.)

      

      

      

      
        
        The joys of being a romance writer. ;-)

      

      

      
        
        -K.

      

      

      

      Foreword from Author:

      

      If you notice any errors or typos while reading, I would love to know about them directly. While dozens of people, a few proofreaders, and professional editors have all read over this book thoroughly, some things inevitably sneak their way through. Just like that dandelion that pops up in the middle of a pristine golf course, it’s inevitable.

      Please don’t report them to the retailer. They have a feature to do so, but it hurts us, the authors, when you do. Take the extra minute and tell us directly: don’t use the button on your e-reader or kindle.

      Please report any errors with either chapter number, a good paragraph section, or a screenshot. I promise I will love you more if you do!

      You can use my Facebook Group K. Rose’s Garden of Mischief (https:// www.facebook.com/groups/krosesgardenofmischief) to find me, or you can email me directly at katrinapeterman@yahoo.com

      Thank you so much for all you do. I hope to have your continued support while I forge ahead along this journey as an author.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Sebastian

          

        

      

    

    
      Today is set to be grand. I awake to the bright, warm sun on my face, making me feel even more alive and ready for what will come. Today is the great royal hunt in King’s Forest. I have honed my skills to prepare for this day. Especially to prove that even though I am the fourth son, I still have what it takes to be considered the best, share in the royal name, and be recognized at court as more than just the king's youngest son.

      Once I rise from my bed and begin to gather all of the gear and leathers I will wear on the hunt, my excitement grows to nearly uncontainable levels. I can feel a tremble in all of my muscles with the power of the emotion coursing through my veins. Anticipation of the day ahead had barely allowed for any restful sleep.

      My room is comfortable, though smaller than most of the family’s, but I don't spend too much time inside when I am not sleeping, so I don’t mind it.

      I made sure to restring my bow and shoot test rounds all week at the target to ensure I wouldn’t miss when the ultimate shot counts. This year, I will be successful in bringing down the largest beast. I am confident of it. I planned this hunt meticulously. There is no way that I would not come home with the prized animal this time.

      

      Gathering all of the gear, I look out in the hallway and see one of the stable boys there, awaiting the beck and call of those participating in the hunt. "You there, come and carry some of this gear for me," I command.

      

      He does as I ask without a reply, just a shallow bow followed by jumping to action.

      The hallways are bustling with the surplus of distinguished guests in the palace participating in the royal hunt. They are loading gear and having stable hands ready their horses all the same.

      “Highness? Would you like me to prepare your horse while you meet with the royal party in the dining area for breakfast?” He almost looks timid and shy with his questions.

      “I wasn’t aware there was a meeting this morning . . .” I look at him expectantly.

      “Brasden, Highness, Sebastian,” he says with a slightly lower bow than before, “Your brothers have already left and asked the other stable hands to prepare their horses for the hunt. Seems there is an announcement from the oracle, Ariella.”

      I knew I shouldn’t have stayed up so late oiling my leathers again, but best to be comfortable and silent when on one of the most important hunts of one’s life. Perhaps sleeping until the warmth of the sun shining on my face was a bit lackadaisical on my part. But once I actually hit the point of sleep, I was truly exhausted.

      “Yes, Brasden. Please get Lady ready. Ask for aid from another if she’s too tall for you. She stands at sixteen hands now that she is in her prime. Absolutely stunning creature that she is, she is particular about how the saddle is laced, so be careful with it. Take care of her, please.” With a nod, I solidify my statement. Lady is not only my steed, but I consider her a close friend and confidant. We have been together most of my life already.

      Brasden bows again, tries to grab the last few things from my arms and heads away toward the stables and my mount to prepare her for the day. We have ridden the trail so many times recently, I bet she could make the trek on her own and hit every spot we baited even without my help in getting her there.

      “Oh, Brasden . . .” I wait until he turns to look back at me before continuing. “Thank you for informing me of the meeting and for your assistance.” I may be royalty, but I don’t have to be entitled and pompous like other royals and lords are toward the castle staff. I should make it a point to learn more of the staff’s names too. That could’ve been far less awkward earlier had I already known what to call him—rather than saying, ‘you there.’

      I trail behind with my arms still holding a few items, not wanting to pile everything on Brasden’s arms. Once we arrive at the stall with my girl, I set everything on the stool just outside it.

      “You have everything from here, Brasden?” I turn to make certain that he does, looking him directly in the eye to judge his response.

      “Yes, highness. Lady will be ready for you when the commencement ceremony begins. Don’t worry about a thing.” Brasden has an eager smile on his face.

      I trust his words and part ways with a simple nod in his direction, stopping only to rub the nose of Lady as she peers over the lower stable door. She is always friendly and wants affection that I don’t mind sharing.

      Leaving the stables, I head off toward the kitchen entrance. It is much closer than any other entrance to get to the chambers where I think the announcement will commence from the oracle. This way, I can bypass the steward, who always feels the need to announce my entry to the room as though it is a chore to do so. To this day, I still don’t know what I could have possibly done to make him feel this way. Each time I am introduced, he speaks in a monotone voice with a huff of air at the end; it literally grates on my nerves.

      I walk in through the open kitchen door to find a bustle of staff still preparing things, both for the impromptu meal currently being served and for the saddlebags for all of those participating in the royal hunt today.

      Making sure to drop my satchel on top of the pile nearest the prepared foods, I smile, knowing I will get first choice of all of the best supplies being packed. Perhaps being last to arrive does have its benefits after all.

      I grab an apple on the way by and shine it on my shirt sleeve as I push open the doorway to the larger dining chambers. No surprise when I look up from entering that my entire family is already perched on the edges of their seats, awaiting the word from the king and the oracle—  who are conveniently not present in the room.

      They are few and far between, the visits from Oracle, Ariella. She mainly stays in her oasis in the highlands nearest the coast on the farthest reaches of our kingdom. She only deigns to appear when a dream or a calling comes to her. I can count on one hand the times she has made her way to our home since I have been old enough to remember. Each of those times was just in passing on her way elsewhere to deliver her message, but she would always make it a point to stop here and say hello before continuing on to a faraway kingdom in need of her visions of the future.

      Her bloodline has carried this great power for as far back as their history has been recorded, and perhaps longer. Not once has an oracle’s proclamation failed to pass. Each one reported to be a life-altering or realm-changing calling. There hasn’t been one specifically for us, as far as I know at least, and now of all days, she is here with what will undoubtedly change someone’s life . . . forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Sebastian

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ah, there you are, Sebastian. Come now, sit, sit. Your father and the Oracle, Ariella, should be joining us soon. Until they arrive, have your fill of this wonderful feast. You need to be strong for the hunt today, my son,” my mother coos to me as she crosses the dining hall in my direction. Her arms are outstretched, and her hands wave me in toward her bosom for a motherly hug. As her youngest, I suppose I will always bear the brunt of the affection that is left from my brothers shunning it after they grew too old to ‘allow’ it any longer. Joke’s on them because mom hugs are the best!

      “Yes, thank you, mother. I would love to join you.” I put the freshly shined apple into one of my pockets and move in to squeeze my mother back in a show of affection that I know she appreciates. I don’t think I will ever grow too old to show my mother the love she deserves for raising me and caring for me all these years. Shame on my brothers for not caring enough to show it themselves. You only get one mother, and she should be coveted.

      The seat next to her is supposed to be for my father, but I take it anyway. I know for a fact once he and the oracle arrive, he won’t be sitting here and eating with the rest of us. No, there’s no doubt he’s already been told whatever this mystical fortune is before coming to us with the knowledge.

      A low murmur of voices carries around the room, all speculation as to why or what the oracle could bring as news. Members of the court, participants for the royal hunt, of all ages and sizes, mill about the room, making their guesses with each other. I think I even see a couple taking bets.

      “It could be a warning of the sorceress coming to take over our kingdom.” One of the generals in the room suggests to one of his men.

      “She could be telling of good fortune and a high yield on the crops.” Bolsters a man carrying in a heaping tray of croissants and scones. He sets them atop the fabric-covered center of the long table.

      Moving quickly, I help myself to one of the steaming hot scones and make quick work of slathering it with jam and cream, tossing a couple of the patties of meat and a heaping scoop of the scrambled egg and veggies alongside. I pour a glass of hot tea for myself on the way by, my hands now full as I walk casually back over to my mother and take the empty seat beside her.

      While I try not to eavesdrop on conversations, some are more loudly spoken, and it’s hard not to hear what is said.

      “Maybe she is here to tell of the prince’s betrothed,” one of my mother’s handmaidens says loudly but then makes a show of covering her mouth and blushing as though she didn’t mean for it to be so obviously directed at me.

      I will have no such thing—a betrothed. As the fourth prince in line, the likelihood of me ever taking the throne would be a million to one. No lord in our kingdom or any other would want to make an arrangement for his daughter to wed me. Not when all three of my older brothers are still eligible bachelors.

      We were each born only a short time apart, as though mother and father wanted to make certain that there was minimal time between births. Or perhaps they just wanted to make sure that we each grew up with a friend in each other, being so close in age. Though I think by the time I arrived, the gap in age between my oldest brother and myself would always be too great. Only time will tell.

      Lost in my thoughts, I look back at the still blushing handmaiden fanning herself at my mother’s side. She clearly winks at me when I make eye contact. While she isn’t ugly by any stretch of the imagination, she’s just not the one for me. She has an elongated face, and all I can picture now is Lady’s head on her body. I can barely contain the amusement from my own thoughts escaping to my expression. I splutter a bit on my large bite of food at the mental image but carry on eating. I do need fuel to make this a great hunt. I plan to best my brothers this year, and being hungry in the forest will not help.

      Taking the last piece of my scone and swiping it across the plate to make sure I hadn’t missed any of the delectable meat drippings, I then pop it in my mouth and finish chewing, savoring the last bite. Washing it all down with a big gulp of the tea that has had plenty of time to cool enough that I don’t scald my tongue, I hum with appreciation at the satiated feeling.

      Just as I lean back in the chair with enough of an angle to kick it off of the front two legs, I can hear the commotion in the room die down to silence. That could only mean one thing—the king is here. I allow the chair to drop forward and rest back on all four legs while standing to watch the procession. It is customary to rise when in the presence of the king, regardless of your own station.

      “Presenting, King Broderick and Oracle Ariella to the realm,” the doorman states plainly in a voice raised loud enough for everyone to hear. Though his voice has none of the anguish of when he does my introduction.

      I spot my father walking through the larger entryway from the main palace hallways. He has his arm extended with Ariella’s tiny hand nestled into the crook, walking alongside him at a regal pace.

      He is such a stark contrast to her. His overly large size and opulent garb draw all the attention from the plain and dainty woman trailing alongside him, struggling to keep up with his long legs and powerful gait. He, with his dark hair braided back and away from his face, woven around the crown he wears elegantly. He walks proudly with perfect posture, a knowing smug look upon his face.

      Her, with her light, pale pink and orange hair cascading down her back in waves and surrounding her cherubic face perfectly. She wears a simple white dress that is both loose and form-fitting all at the same time, obviously made just for her. She has an ethereal beauty about her that flows out in waves, making those in her presence feel warm and welcomed. Her smile graces us and radiates her genuine caring persona reflecting her pure aura.

      She catches my gaze with her own, and I stare intently into her glacial gray eyes. Then she nods in my direction. I almost see a blush spread across her face, but she dips her head, and the waves of her hair fall forward slightly to cover anything that may have been there. I wonder what that was all about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            Ariella

          

        

      

    

    
      Entering into the formal dining room, which has far more people present than I expected, is a bit daunting. I am normally a very private and shy person. To be around this many people is not the norm for me and has me on edge. I still manage to keep the small smile on my face and walk along, step for step with the king as he approaches the crowd in the room, and then further in toward his queen.

      The king and I have already discussed my visions over the last few months and assured me I wouldn’t have to address the court. A weight was lifted from my shoulders when he announced as much. Never much for public speaking, I had a knot in my stomach over making this speech to the gathered crowd of all manner of upper societals.

      As we stop in front of the queen, I bow slightly in greeting, and she does much the same.

      “Hello, my queen, you look well.” Not used to pleasantries, I say the first thing that comes to mind. I was not raised in court society, so my visits here and to the other kingdoms when needed are where I learned the rules. Hopefully, I don’t get them too confused and respond appropriately.

      “Thank you, dear, and you yourself are positively glowing! You must have good news for the kingdom!” Her announcement is loud enough for those surrounding us to overhear, and whoops and cheers erupt from the gathered crowd of royals, lords, and trusted staff.

      “Go on! Tell us!”

      “Out with it!”

      “We’re dying to know!”

      Shouts from the room in different directions make it hard to tell where they come from or who is speaking. They aren’t afraid to speak out of turn, so this must be a slightly less formal meeting.

      I suppose I will just have to face the music as they say and make the announcement myself. I look to the king to save me from this, but all I receive is applause and the wide smile he is offering. It would seem I have been handed back the honor of telling everyone here the news.

      In a small voice, which is all I can muster at the moment, “As you all know,” I pause to swallow hard, clearing the growing lump in my throat, “the kingdom is going to be involved in a great hunt today.”

      Most of the crowd nods in understanding; well, at least those that could hear me speak do. The others seem to lean in or walk closer so as to not be rude in asking me to speak louder. I owe them thanks for not embarrassing me further.

      “In my more recent visions, which have all been the same thus far, a hunter will find something of great significance to the realm. So important that it may end the centuries-long war against the evil Sorceress, Vespyria. She has been in search of something of great power for so long that no one even knows what they seek any longer. But, this . . . this treasure that will be found today will change everything.”

      Another great cheer and applause erupt throughout the room, startling me with the sheer volume of it. Such a small crowd can sure be loud and rowdy with their excitement. Leave it to the highland elves to make a ruckus over a simple speech.

      When the noise settles down, I continue. “The details of the visions have only been shared with the king himself.” I hold my hand out palm up and gesture in his direction. “I do not wish to spoil the hunt, nor do I wish to change what or who finds this treasure. I feel sharing too many details now could do just that.”

      It is true; sharing too much ahead of the act could alter the path to the future I have been shown. Luckily, my ancestors trained me well in how and when to share the information, so it will minimize the chances of variations or damage happening. Changing this future could be detrimental to life in the realm as we all know it.

      While the crowd is turning to one another with their suspicions of what could happen or what treasures will be found, I slide soundlessly behind the larger chairs of the royal party and stand silently, hoping that any further questions would be directed away from me and toward the king.

      I find myself side by side with the youngest prince, Sebastian. He is quite tall compared to me but doesn’t move to speak or ask any other questions, so I feel rather comfortable in his presence. I nod in his direction but do not make eye contact or move closer. I think he understands my need to shy away at this moment.

      He is very attractive, with his dark hair and tanned skin. His hazel eyes look like they contain the perfect complement of green, blue, gold, and gray. I wish I would have the time to get to know him more while I visit—as I try each time I am here—but today, I know he is going to leave soon. Such is the way of things.

      Just as I think he is going to say something to me, the king begins to speak to the room. I dodged an anxiety attack with that stroke of luck. I want Sebastian to know me, and I wish to know him more than that which I learn in my visions of us.

      “If anyone finds this treasure, they are to bring it back to me immediately to discuss the next course of action. It is imperative that all necessary precautions are taken to prevent it from falling into the dark sorceress’s grasp. We will need to send a party to another part of the realm with its finder and make doubly sure the treasure is protected until it arrives safely where it belongs!”

      He says this with such enthusiasm that I feel excited to find it myself, and I am not even going out on the hunt. Though, after the last few visions, I feel like I have already been on this hunt, so perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad to learn how for the future.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            Sebastian

          

        

      

    

    
      I feel invigorated now that I have eaten such a large meal. Plenty of energy to see me through today’s hunt. The room slowly empties after the announcement of the so-called treasure to be discovered today. While everyone else is distracted with finding the mystery instead, I will only be concerned with my original plan of hunting the largest buck, with the biggest rack for my trophy.

      This should actually make it easier for me to claim what I know I can this year and best my brothers’ hauls.

      I waltz through the kitchen doors toward the stables with my filled saddlebags in hand. I’m more than ready to mount my mare and take the paths that I plotted out over the last few weeks, baiting the animals along the way to have them return and seek more food when I need them the most.

      I hope to snag a buck, but a boar will do nicely as well, full of meat and with tusks that jut out from the bottom jaw to stand nearly in front of their eyes. A feast beast if ever there was one.

      Yet to come, there will be the official commencement speech from father before we all depart, but it is usually over quickly, so no one should be able to get a head start by sneaking off ahead of time anyway.

      “Thank you, Brasden, for preparing my girl here for our hunt today,” I say casually while patting my large mare’s neck, puffing some dust from her coat as I do so. Remembering I have the apple in my pocket, I take it and hold it in the palm of my hand for her. “Here you are, ol’ girl, enjoy this little treat before our journey into the woods today,” I whisper into her large twitching ear. She eagerly accepts the gift and crunches it down in a few chews, seeds and all.

      “If there is anything else I can get for you before you depart, highness, do let me know,” Brasden squeaks out before walking around one of the stable walls to ready another lord’s horse.

      Mounting Lady has always been a bit tough, being as she’s so tall, but as I grew older, so did my own height and ability to jump higher. Now—and for quite some time already—I no longer need the aid of a step. Though you have to commit yourself completely, or when you miss your mark, you would end up flat on your back wondering what happened. I have no intention of missing that mark today. No, today is going well. Better than I could have even planned so far. Today is really turning out to be a grand day.

      Riding out of the stables rather than walking as most would, I have to lay my body flat to Lady’s back to get through the doors without being knocked from the saddle. But it beats having to navigate the other riders—since they move out of our way easily enough.

      The staging area for the hunt in the courtyard is nearly full. Dogs are baying, and horses neigh and shuffle on their hooves. The tension in the air is thick and growing with each passing moment. Each participant is eager for the day's hunt and the celebration that follows.

      “Thank you all for attending this year’s royal hunt!” My father announces loudly as he strolls in on his own horse, ready to supervise more than anything. He used to participate when he was still a prince, but as king, he awards the winner his prize now, and it wouldn’t be fair to participate in and judge the contest.

      He continues on, “there will be two prizes this year! One for the largest rack as per usual, and one for the oracle’s treasure! As always, be safe and return by the time the sun hits the horizon. May the fates forever be in your favor and the gods on your side!”

      With that, a cheer erupts, and the horns blow, signaling that we can all begin our hunts. Some attack with such vigor that they literally kick up a dust cloud as they leave toward the forest. I leisurely walk Lady to the slightly overgrown path. It will give me good coverage and allow me a bit more privacy on the hunt.

      There is no need to have another in the same vicinity to poach my beast when the time comes. We walk languidly, and I listen carefully to all the sounds in the forest. With the commotion of the other hunters, they have likely scared most of the animals into either hiding or running. The older and smarter animals will hide and wait out the initial push. Those that run first will be chased until they can’t run any farther and will likely lose the battle between beast and hunter.

      Those younger animals are not the ones I am after; I am after the older, smarter, and much larger males. Though a buck will shed its antlers each year, they grow back larger each time, so the older the buck, the larger the rack. In theory, I am looking for the oldest one I can find.

      I follow the smaller pathway that is clearly a game trail. I took this path for over a fortnight, committing the terrain to memory and laying a few baiting traps along the way to call to the animals. Getting closer to the spot where I want to post up for the afternoon and await my trophy. Best to have him come to me rather than the other way around.

      There is a distinct smell of char in the air, burning its way into my nostrils. This definitely wasn’t here yesterday when I took one final ride through. I ease back on the reins a bit to slow Lady’s gait to a crawling speed. Scoping the terrain in all directions, looking for something amiss.

      I almost wouldn’t have seen it if it wasn’t for that little wisp of gray smoke—or is that ash still trailing through the underbrush? There . . .  directly ahead on the same path I am traveling, a fallen and smoldering tree.

      “Let’s get up there, Lady, and investigate. This is something out of place, and we should be careful.” Saying this more for my own benefit than anything, I dig in a bit on the kick to get her moving faster once more.

    



OEBPS/images/image-192203203_342491767292707_2830771545240912784_n.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/elven-prince---rebrand-ebook.jpg






