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      A few days before Halloween, a new shop opened on the high street in Little Cemetery. Tom Midd and Pete Night went immediately to investigate. It was a gloomy Saturday morning: grey clouds scudded low over the little town and shoppers hurried by, hunched inside their coats. Another long winter was on the way. The boys stood outside Pumpkins Forever and stared up at the sign. They gazed in through the window at an impressive array of pumpkins, large and small.

      “I never heard of a pumpkin shop before,” Tom said. “It must be the only one in the whole world.”

      Pete nodded and they went inside. The shop was cool and quiet and festooned with pumpkins and nothing else. There was a huge collection heaped in one corner as if the wind had blown it there (some were as big as beach balls); there were boxes of pumpkins piled high all around the shop on shelving and upon the floor, and still more rested on the counter.

      A bell over the door jingled as they entered and a rather small and certainly very old man promptly scooted through some bead curtains and took up position behind the counter. He was munching his way through a pack of seeds.

      “Good morning!” he said, surprisingly brightly. “Welcome to Pumpkins Forever! We’ve got everything – big pumpkins, small pumpkins, fat pumpkins, thin pumpkins, good pumpkins, bad pumpkins, pumpkin seeds and pumpkin pie. We’ve got pumpkin puzzles, jigsaws and crosswords, pumpkin pizza…”

      “Did you say bad pumpkins?” Tom asked.

      “I did indeed!”

      “As in rotten?” Pete enquired.

      “As in devious, wicked, misbegotten and up to no good,” the shopkeeper declared. He leaned forward and the boys observed a rather malicious gleam in his eyes behind his thin spectacles. “Would you care to see?”

      They nodded, wide-eyed. The old man gestured toward the back of the shop. “Follow me.”

      The room he led them to was rather bare compared with the shop itself. A few stray pumpkins lay about but most, it seemed, were on display out front. There was a table laden down with empty cardboard boxes, a notice board stuffed with receipts and other paperwork, and a very large, much-worn armchair. The old man drew back a curtain in one corner to reveal an alcove in which stood a metal cabinet on four legs. The cabinet had a glass front and inside lurked a very large pumpkin. It was darker than all the others and Pete immediately thought that it looked like it was in a very bad mood.

      “Behold the bad pumpkin!” the shopkeeper said softly. He gazed at the fruit behind the glass quite dreamily. “There are many bad people in the world, boys, but only a handful of bad pumpkins. Which is fortunate, I suppose, because bad pumpkins are really bad! Nasty, noxious, nocturnal and naughty. Very, very naughty.”

      Tom and Pete glanced at each other. The old man threw them a suspicious look. “I hope you two aren’t naughty,” he said. They shook their heads. “Too bad. Well, let me assure you, this bad boy is.”

      “So, how is it naughty?” Tom asked.

      “Oh, it’s pure filth, rotten to the core with a heart as dark as a dark, dark night. Observe.” He tapped on the glass frontage and the pumpkin jerked forward and struck the glass. It turned a still more ominous colour and growled like an angry dog. Tom and Pete jumped back and stared in fascination.

      “Can it talk?” asked Pete. The old man dissolved in a series of high-pitched chuckles.

      “Pumpkins can’t talk!” he snorted. “Don’t they teach you anything in school nowadays? But this one more than makes up for lack of verbal dexterity with sheer unadulterated unpleasantness. It would gobble you up and spit you out just as soon as look at you.”

      The boys leaned closer. The pumpkin kept growling. “It hasn’t got a mouth,” Tom pointed out. “How does it growl?”

      “It hasn’t got a brain either,” replied the old man, “but it can clearly think and it evidently doesn’t like the look of you two.” The bell rang in the shop. “Customer! Be right back!” He hurried through the bead curtains, leaving the boys to study the captive fruit.

      “I think he’s a bit mad if you ask me,” Tom muttered. “And I bet this thing works by remote control or something.” He tapped the glass with a grin and the pumpkin barked loudly. “Here, good doggy! Do you want a bone?”

      By now the pumpkin had turned a dangerous shade of crimson. Pete shook his head. “It thinks it’s a dog!” He walked around the cabinet, inspecting it for wires or cables. There appeared to be none. “It is all pretty weird,” he admitted.

      “In this town, what else is new?” Tom frowned. “Do we know any good pumpkin jokes?”

      “Uh… I’d have to think.”

      “I know one,” Tom continued cheerfully. “What do you call a pumpkin in a glass box?” Pete shrugged. “Anything you like: he hasn’t got a brain and he can’t hear you!”

      The boys chuckled together. The pumpkin was clearly unamused. By now it was virtually black and Tom decided that he could actually see it scowling. “On second thoughts, maybe we shouldn’t taunt it.”

      “Nah, let’s!” Pete said. “After all, it will be Halloween in a few days and this fellow here will be cut up, hollowed out and stuck on a fencepost with a candle in him!”

      The pumpkin hurled itself against the glass and the front cracked right across. Both boys jumped back in fright. “Better say something nice, quick!” Tom urged.

      “Uh…” Pete scratched his head anxiously. “Good pumpkin, nice pumpkin…!”

      It was too late. The pumpkin launched itself forward, smashed its way from captivity in a cloud of smithereens and landed on the floor, growling and barking like an enraged Alsatian. Tom and Pete looked on in disbelief as spindly arms and legs suddenly erupted from its thick skin! They in turn sprouted rudimentary hands and feet. Its guttural barks now dissolving into maniacal peals of laughter, the newly liberated fruit dashed across the floor and through the bead curtain into the shop. Somebody screamed, the shopkeeper shouted, “Stop that pumpkin!” and a moment later there was the sound of more glass breaking. Tom and Pete ran in to discover Mrs Hughes from Sneeker Street in a dead faint on the floor and the old man frantically dialling the phone. There was a large hole in the bottom of the glass front door.

      “Police?” the shopkeeper cried. “There’s a pumpkin on the loose in the high street and you can take it from me it’s a bad one! Consider it malicious, suspicious and above all ferocious!” He rounded on the two boys. “Tom and Pete aided and abetted in its escape, I saw them! If you ask me, and I’m sure you will, they’re the real culprits!”

      The boys gasped in dismay. How did he know their names? “How do I know your names?” he said. A sly little smile played on his lips. “Everyone in Little Cemetery knows your names!” He put down the phone and glared at the prostrate woman on the floor. “Get up, will you! There’s nothing wrong with you!”

      Tom and Pete heard further cries and shrieks from the street and hurried outside. It had begun to rain and through a curtain of drizzle they observed people hurrying left and right to dodge the sinister fleeing fruit. It was just visible, racing down the high street, legs a blur.

      “Come on, quick!” Tom cried. “Let’s get after the wretched thing!” Pete nodded and they pursued the pumpkin, which was headed in the general direction of the town hall. It was moving rapidly, but by the time it drew level with the Fat Pratt Public House, the boys were gaining fast. People stopped and stared in amazement at the dashing pumpkin and others were forced to leap aside as it pelted toward them, laughing and barking at the same time and waving its orange hands in the air in jubilation. As Tom and Pete got within ten metres it turned abruptly to the left and skidded up the narrow alleyway between the bank and the closed-down supermarket.

      “Where does that lead?” Pete gasped. Tom shrugged and they gave chase through the narrow entrance. It was quite dim and dark in the alley but it was also protected from the rain. The pumpkin was visible perhaps thirty seconds in front; its raving chortles echoed off the walls and it still emitted an occasional bark that resounded down the alley.

      “It set itself loose!” Pete panted. “We had nothing to do with it!”

      “Accident waiting to happen!”

      There was a wooden gate down at the end; the pumpkin headed toward it. To the boys’ incredulity, it vaulted clean over with a triumphant wail and vanished. Tom and Pete quickly arrived and were forced to stop. The gate was unlocked, however, and hurrying through, they found themselves at the bottom of a narrow street surrounded by old, dark-brick houses. The pumpkin had opened up a considerable distance and was far ahead: it showed no sign of slowing down.

      “This is Midnight Lane,” Tom said, clutching his side and wincing. “It leads up to Gothic Manor.”

      “You think it’s heading there?”

      “Only one way to find out.”

      They ran on, back in the rain after the shelter of the alley. The day grew darker. They could no longer see their quarry, but its peculiar, distinctive sounds continued to echo back down Midnight Lane, and so they knew they were still on its trail. The old, dark houses loomed over them on either side, as if disapproving of the boys’ presence.

      A further five-minute dash brought Tom and Pete up to the huge gates of Gothic Manor. Here they finally stopped, exhausted.

      “Lost it!” cursed Tom. “Beaten by a pumpkin!”

      Pete surveyed the area thoughtfully. The road ended at the mansion entrance and there were no other exits. He turned to study the gates. They were high and formidable. There was, however, an intercom set in the wall to one side. He raised his eyebrows at Tom and pressed the button.

      “Hello?” a tiny voice squawked.

      “Is Lord Randlebury there?” Pete asked politely.

      “Who might be calling, please?”

      “Erm – it’s Tom and Pete,” Pete said, as if that explained everything.

      There was a brief silence. “Tell him about the pumpkin,” Tom muttered.

      “We have reason to believe you may have an intruder in the grounds,” Pete said. “It’s a marauding pumpkin.”

      “That sounds serious,” the voice said. “You’d better come in.”

      The gates swung open with a low electronic whine to reveal a long, winding driveway surrounded by neatly cut lawns. It led up to the mansion, which looked oppressive and forbidding in the grey light. It had a great many large windows, lots of tall spires, and a profusion of enormous gargoyles perched on every roof-edge and corner.

      “No wonder the kids call it Gargoyle Gardens,” said Tom.

      “We are kids,” Pete remarked. “We don’t call it that.”

      “You know what I mean! Come on.”

      They hurried up the driveway toward the main entrance, looking all around but failing to catch so much as a glimpse of the pumpkin. As they arrived in the front porch, which was half the size of the average house, the left-hand door swung open and a tall, thin man in a posh velvet jacket, black trousers, and extremely shiny shoes appeared. His hair was slicked back and there was a pipe in his mouth. He removed the pipe and looked down at the boys.

      “Tom and Pete,” he grinned. “The famous pair who saved Little Cemetery from the evil witch Evangeline Poppard and subsequently from the Mouth of Hell.” The boys nodded. “Well, come in, come in! Delighted to have you as my guests. I’ve got that wretched fruit of yours trussed up in the kitchen.”

      

      
        
        II

      

      

      Lord Randlebury’s kitchen was as enormous as the rest of his house. As he led the boys down a long, wide corridor toward it, a variety of delicious smells wafted up to greet them. Lord Randlebury sniffed them appreciatively and beamed. “You two are just in time for a spot of food tasting,” he announced. “Of course, as I’m sure you know, it’s the Little Cemetery Halloween Ball this very evening and once again I am the proud host.”

      “How exactly did you manage to catch the pumpkin?” asked Tom.

      “Well, I was just heading out for a round of golf with Mayor Mercer when that thing came scooting up as if it owned the place, all arms and legs and screeching like a banshee. I whipped my grandfather’s fishing net off the wall and pow!” He clapped his hands together. “Pinned it down like a mosquito!”

      Tom and Pete once more exchanged dubious glances. Could it really be over so easily? Their host swept into the kitchens, where a dozen cooks were busy labouring over many hot stoves and ovens, chopping and stirring, mixing and tasting. Furnaces roared, pots and pans clattered; it was as hot and steamy as a sauna.

      “Ah, nothing like a good banquet,” Lord Randlebury enthused.

      “So, where’s the pumpkin?” asked Pete.

      His Lordship pointed to a nearby table. “On there – oh.” He faltered. “At least, it was…” He glanced about, evidently somewhat confused.

      “Don’t worry about the pumpkin,” a very tubby cook nearby said. He gestured at the large bubbling pot he was stirring. “We managed to get the whole thing in, right down to the feet.”

      “Right. I see.” Lord Randlebury peered into the pot, sniffed warily, and glanced a trifle anxiously at Tom and Pete, who in turn looked unhappily at each other. Then he grinned and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I reckon that’s the end of that, then.”

      “So, you just left the pumpkin sitting on the table?”

      Their host looked at Tom and pursed his lips. “Well, yes.”

      “What was it doing – swinging its legs and whistling?” Pete muttered.

      “Yes, actually – that was exactly what it was doing.”

      “Not any more,” Tom sighed. “Now it’s soup.”

      “Damn good soup!” the chef announced. He waved a ladle in front of them. “Care to try it?”

      “I strongly advise against that,” Tom warned. But Lord Randlebury ignored him, stuck the ladle in the pot and, briefly removing his pipe, slurped it into his mouth. He smacked his lips appreciatively.

      “That,” he promptly declared, “is first-rate stuff. The perfect starter for the Halloween Ball! Commendable, commendable.” He returned the ladle, slapped the chef on the back, and looked at his watch. “Just gone twelve. How would you two like to attend tonight’s event?”

      Tom and Pete were still trying to decide whether the pumpkin being turned into soup was a good thing or not. “I think perhaps that might be a wise move,” Tom said. “I also think you should tip that soup down the drain.” Pete nodded vigorously.

      “Nonsense, nonsense. Let’s get you both kitted out with the proper gear, eh?” said the Lord. “You have to dress to impress at my shindigs.”

      Half an hour later, Tom and Pete were being measured and fitted with smart black suits by a couple of stern-faced assistants, while Lord Randlebury leaned against the wall puffing on his pipe. Suddenly, he burped quite loudly – one of the assistants looked momentarily appalled – and rubbed his stomach.

      “That stuff is rather strong,” he said. “Perhaps it needs a dose of salt or something.” He pulled a large handkerchief from his pocket, mopped his brow and sat down. The boys watched him anxiously.

      “Are you all right, Lord Randlebury?” Tom asked.

      Their host’s face had turned very pale, but now it just as quickly went dark and peculiarly orange. He burped again, frowned, and puffed frantically on the pipe. In the meantime, the two assistants finished dressing the boys, muttered a few excuses, and hurried out of the room. Pete noticed with growing alarm that the smoke rising from His Lordship’s pipe had turned jet black.

      Suddenly Lord Randlebury’s hair stood on end and a sinister look entered his eye. He jumped to his feet and glared around. “By God, by the time I’m done every misbegotten soul in this loathsome little town is going to taste my soup!” he announced. “Then we shall see who holds sway! Up with the pumpkin! Down with the human!” He barked suddenly, clapped a hand over his mouth, and giggled hysterically. “Pumpkins forever!” He pushed rudely past the boys and swept out of the door.

      “I was afraid something like this would happen,” Pete said. “That soup is lethal.”

      “First we have to get rid of it,” said Tom. “Then we have to stop Lord Randlebury, whatever he is planning to get up to.”

      “Agreed!”

      “Agreed!”

      Clad in their smart suits, the boys rushed down three flights of stairs to the kitchens. But when they got there, they found the ovens and stoves unattended. All the cooks had turned the same strange dark orange colour as their employer; they had cleared a space in the middle of the floor and were on their knees chanting like monks in a low, funereal monotone: “Up with the pumpkin, pumpkins forever, up with the pumpkin, pumpkins forever…” over and over.

      Tom and Pete looked in the bubbling pot of pumpkin soup. It had gone down quite a lot. “Help me get this thing to the sink,” Tom said.

      But Pete hesitated. “Do you think it’s safe to even pour it down the sink? Maybe we should flush it down the toilet.”

      “Maybe we should drop it down a well.”

      “Or set fire to it.”

      “Yes, let’s blow it up!”

      “Pumpkins forever, up with the pumpkin,” the cooks chanted.

      Lord Randlebury appeared in the doorway. Tom and Pete ducked down out of sight. “Bring forth the soup!” he cried. “The time has come!”

      Immediately, the chanting chefs sprang to their feet. Three of them lifted the soup pot from the stove and carried it reverently toward the exit; the other chefs walked, three in front and four behind, with Lord Randlebury himself leading the way like a priest. Keeping up their dirge, they slowly exited the kitchen. Tom and Pete followed at a safe distance, down the huge echoing hallway toward the front door. His Lordship opened both doors and walked outside, holding his arms out with palms turned up to the lowering grey sky. His face was solemn and composed; black smoke poured from his pipe as he strode across the grass toward a large truck that was parked there.

      “What is he up to?” Pete muttered.

      As His Lordship approached the waiting vehicle, two chefs at the rear of the procession suddenly exploded in a great shower of tiny particles that flew up in the air and scattered in all directions. Their clothes fell to the ground, empty. Tom and Pete stifled gasps of shock and dismay. Lord Randlebury seemed undeterred. He unlocked the truck and climbed up on to the roof of the vehicle. The boys peered more closely. The back of the truck appeared to carry an enormous tank of some kind.

      “Quickly, quickly!” His Lordship motioned for the team to hoist the soup up toward him; two further chefs promptly exploded into smithereens. The remaining members of the team manoeuvred their cargo into position as Lord Randlebury spun a hatch on the roof and raised it up on a great hinge. He nodded, and the chefs tipped up the pot of soup and poured its contents into the tank. When every last drop had gone, he slammed the hatch down and spun it tight. As the hapless chefs exploded in quick succession, he jumped down and got into the driver’s cabin. Tom and Pete, still observing from the porch, heard the engine start up with a deep, throaty growl. The vehicle now turned slowly in a wide arc and trundled across the grass toward the driveway.

      “I don’t quite know what he’s doing,” Tom said, “but you can bet it’s bad. Really bad.”

      “As bad as bad can be,” agreed Pete. “And as usual it’s left to us to stop him.”

      They hurried across the grass as the truck headed down the drive toward the gates, and stared at the remains of the party of chefs. The grass was strewn with the strange particles. The boys knelt down warily and examined them.

      “They look like seeds…”

      Tom nodded. “Pumpkin seeds.” He turned one over in his hand. “Can you imagine what would happen if these things took root?”

      “You’d have one gigantic pumpkin patch!” Pete gasped.

      “Worse,” Tom said grimly, “one huge bad pumpkin patch.”

      Together they looked down the drive as the big gates swung open and Lord Randlebury drove off his estate and away down Midnight Lane.

      “He hasn’t really got that much soup, has he?” Tom mused doubtfully.

      “If one sip each is enough to cause all this,” Pete answered, gesturing at the grass, “I reckon he’s got enough to mess up half the town!”

      They ran down the drive in pursuit.

      

      
        
        III

      

      

      It had stopped raining as the boys dashed through the rapidly closing gates of Gothic Manor and down Midnight Lane. His Lordship’s truck was some way ahead: it gathered speed rapidly. The roar of its powerful engine could clearly be heard, echoing between the houses. A jet of dirty blue smoke issued from its exhaust. Tom and Pete ran flat out after it, but now the vehicle accelerated and vanished into the distance.

      “It’s hopeless!” Tom gasped. “We’ll never catch him now!”

      They slowed down and stopped running. Pete thought hard. “Where does Midnight Lane lead to, do you know?”

      “Uh…it runs down behind the park and joins the high street, I think.” Tom closed his eyes, trying to visualise. “Yes, opposite Shiny Suits.”

      “Let’s cut back through the alley,” Pete suggested. They swiftly retraced their steps to emerge beside the old supermarket. All seemed calm; pedestrians strolled unhurriedly past, no longer troubled by rainfall; the only reminder that all was far from well was the police car parked outside Pumpkins Forever.

      The boys turned and ran up the street, making for the town hall. Not far beyond that lay the junction with Midnight Lane. They quickly approached the town hall and discovered a small crowd gathered there. The rotund figure of Mayor Mercer was visible over the heads: he stood on the steps making another speech.

      “Great – just what we don’t need right now,” Tom groaned.

      “Now, I know Halloween is popular with the children and has been around a long time, and dates back to pagan times if not before, and I used to enjoy a spot of apple-bobbing myself as a youngster and dressing up as a wizard and saying boo,” the mayor boomed into his microphone. “But I really am most concerned that in recent years the whole thing has become much too scary and rather too serious, what with children pretending to be skeletons and goblins and evil witches and corpses. That is why I hope this year we can all start being nice to each other on All Hallows’ Eve and to this end I propose that we in Little Cemetery rename it All Happy Eve instead.”

      He paused for breath and sipped some coffee. In the distance an engine roared and someone screamed. The mayor appeared mildly irritated. “Now, that brings me to the second item on my agenda: noise pollution…”

      Tom and Pete stared in the direction of the disturbance and saw Lord Randlebury’s truck driving down the middle of the high street toward them. It was moving quite slowly. A section of roof above the driver’s cabin had rolled back to reveal a large piece of hose mounted on a frame: from this a powerful jet of liquid now spewed left and right, showering anyone within a five-metre radius.

      “It’s a water cannon!” gasped Tom.

      “No, it’s a soup cannon!” cried Pete. “He just watered it down, that’s all!”

      “What in tarnation is going on here?” the mayor blustered.

      The crowd scattered as the soup cannon approached. People dodged out of the way, but plenty got caught in the crossfire. The water splashed in their faces, and all affected got down on their knees and began to chant, “Down with the human, up with the pumpkin! Down with the human, up with the pumpkin!”

      “This is outrageous, preposterous, contemptible!” the mayor raged. Then some water splashed in his coffee without him noticing, and within seconds he too was chanting into his mike. Meanwhile, the truck continued on its way down the street, blasting dilute pumpkin soup in all directions.

      “Half the town is going to be turned into seeds!” Pete shrieked. “Little Cemetery is going to become Little Pumpkin!”

      But Tom did not respond. He was staring thoughtfully back down the street toward Pumpkins Forever. The police car had gone; Lord Randlebury’s truck drew level with the shop as the little old shopkeeper watched the proceedings from his doorway. Now he went back inside, closing the door.

      “I think it’s time we went and had another chat with the pumpkin man,” Tom said.

      Half the people formerly on the high street had run for their lives, and the other half were down on their knees chanting, and already some of the first affected, up past the town hall, were exploding into showers of seeds. Tom and Pete entered the pumpkin shop and found it empty. They went cautiously through the bead curtains and discovered the shopkeeper relaxing in his armchair. He jumped up, startled, as they entered.

      “What are you two doing here?” he demanded. “I’m on my lunch break!”

      “The question is, what are you doing here?” Tom replied. “You’ve seen what’s going on, I presume?”

      “Indeed I have,” the old man said. He smiled thinly. “The good mayor is right: Halloween is such a troublesome time of year.”

      “You started all this, not us,” Pete said. “You deliberately showed us the bad pumpkin, knowing what would happen. You knew it would escape; you knew also that sooner or later it would be captured again and all hell would break loose.”

      The shopkeeper sat back down slowly and folded his arms. “It is the nature of the good to pursue the wicked,” he said softly. “And for the wicked to bite back!” He paused. “The trouble with bad pumpkins is that they are impossible to dispose of without causing harm. You can chop them up, blow them up, incinerate them or even nuke them, but one way or another they always bite back.”

      “How about we bite back?” Tom challenged, but his words somehow rang hollow. The shopkeeper sat in his chair and chuckled and wheezed.

      Pete and Tom gave up on him and went back into the front, where the piles of pumpkins remained untouched. Outside, they could see unfortunate pumpkin-worshippers chanting on their knees and exploding into seeds. Their clothes fell limply to the ground. The boys hesitated. Pete glanced around the shop. “…Only a handful of bad pumpkins…”

      “Eh?”

      “The old man said, ‘There are many bad people in the world, but only a handful of bad pumpkins.’ That means that these are probably all good pumpkins.”

      “I’m with you so far,” Tom said.

      “So…”

      “So, we mulch all these good pumpkins up and spray the high street with ‘em! Brilliant!” Tom snapped his fingers.

      “We’re going to need some help…”

      “Help is always at hand,” Tom said confidently.

      Four doors down stood Michael Vinegar’s Cider Shop. Despite the pandemonium outside, it remained defiantly open for business. The boys enlisted Michael’s help, and together they trundled wheelbarrow after wheelbarrow of pumpkins from the old man’s shop down to Michael’s back room where he kept a large cider press. They quickly set about chopping the fruit up and throwing it into the press. It went up and down on hydraulics and reduced the fruit to mulch while squeezing copious amounts of pumpkin juice out of the bottom. They filled many buckets to the brim.

      When there was enough to fill a small swimming pool (or at least a very large pond), they went in search of Lord Randlebury. They found his truck stopped in the market square at the bottom of the high street; it had evidently run dry at last. There was a large pile of seeds on the driver’s seat.

      “Gives new meaning to the phrase ‘gone to seed’,” Michael quipped.

      Tom gathered them up, taking care not to miss any, and put them in his coat pocket. Then they all climbed into the cabin and Michael swung the truck around and drove back towards his shop. By now the street was deserted, the pavements ankle-deep in seeds in many places. Tom stood on the back of the truck and opened the hatch; Michael and Pete swung buckets of fresh pumpkin juice up to him, and Tom poured them into the enormous tank. When all the buckets were empty, he spun the hatch shut and once again everyone got into the driver’s cabin. Michael flipped some switches experimentally until a loud motor kicked in and juice erupted from the hose above their heads.

      “The moment of truth, boys,” Michael Vinegar said.

      “Go all the way up to the top of the street where it meets Midnight Lane,” Tom instructed. “I’m pretty sure that’s where he started spraying.”

      Michael nodded and put the truck in gear. With an abrupt jerk, it began rolling up the high street, past the Fat Pratt Public House, the closed-down supermarket and the town hall, and on toward Shiny Suits. When it drew level with Midnight Lane, Michael turned around and prepared to drive back.
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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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