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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Ignorance is Bliss

          

        

      

    

    
      I glance up at the clock and slide into my office chair at 10:02 AM on the dot. I’m an hour late and know my boss will rip me a new one when he finds out.

      "How did I even get here?" I think. I have no recollection of the horrible traffic, but that’s just New York for you. My ears are perked for the sound of Mr. Stevenson. He’s a clever man, with a balding head, three teen girls, a nagging wife, and a gold-digging, brunette girlfriend. He had a keen business sense which had shot him to the top but lacked the people skills to make him likable.

      I peek over my cubicle to see if Mr. Stevenson is headed toward me to lay down the law, but he’s actively in conversation with his newest assistant, a tall, leggy woman named Joann with highlighted hair and a wide smile. With so many things buzzing through my mind, the morning has been a whirl. Driving, parking, people. All things I usually pay close attention to have passed me by.

      Maybe it was all the stress.

      My wife was right. I need a vacation. Hell, I don’t even remember getting up to shower. I glance at the clock again. 11:00 AM… damn, where was the time going? I log in to my computer, which isn’t responding to my credentials.

      Username: Davis_M90

      Password: LauraBEAR

      Incorrect username or password. I try again and again with the same login information. No go. I tried to reset my password, but it says I’m not authorized to do so.

      What the bloody hell is going on today? Mr. Stevenson walks by my cubicle, barely giving me a sideways glance as he sips from his coffee. I feel like I’m losing my mind.

      "Hey, Mr. Stevenson, my login isn’t working, can you help me out?" He doesn’t even acknowledge my existence. "Mr. Stevenson?" I say, speaking louder. He ignores me and continues walking. "Pretentious prick," I whisper low, hoping to emit some sort of angry response.

      Way to go, moron. You probably just got yourself fired—I brace myself for the abrupt turnaround and inevitable yelling. Only, he doesn’t skip a beat. Mr. Stevenson takes another swig from his still-steaming coffee and stops at James’s cubicle. I stand up, straining to hear the conversation.

      "Hey, Mr. Stevenson." I can hear the nervousness in James’s voice. It was understandable. Mr. Stevenson was intimidating and always angry. He had us all on edge all the time, unless you had long legs and longer hair and a pair of breasts to go with it.

      "Hey, James, glad to see you showed up for work today." Mr. Stevenson’s tone was neither condescending nor agitated; he sounded genuine.

      Had the Earth flipped on its axis?

      "Thanks. It’s been a rough few days. I just didn’t want to sit at home." James replies.

      What the FUCK was going on? James was my bro; if anything was going on, he would have told me first.

      "I know, James. Surprised you didn’t stay home to go to the funeral today." Mr. Stevenson replied, a hint of empathy in his tone.

      The funeral? WHO DIED? I immediately leave my cubicle and butt into their conversation. I had a right to know if something was going on with my best mate. "James, what the hell happened? Who died? Why didn’t you call me?"

      James and Mr. Stevenson exchange glances, but neither of them looks my way. Do they not want to tell me? Maybe I don’t want to know? "James? Are you okay? Who died?"

      He turns around on his office chair and sets back to typing on his computer, clearly ignoring me.

      "Great, everyone has turned into a bunch of assholes. That’s fine, I’ll just go back to work, pretending like I don’t exist, just like everyone else here, apparently." I head back to my desk, expecting James to stop me, to apologize for not opening up. To tell me who died, but he didn’t. Whoever died must have been very important to him.

      Maria?

      Had his sister died? They shared an apartment, but I know for a fact he would have called me if something had happened to her. We were practically family.

      The whole morning had taken on a surreal quality. I didn’t like it. I glance at the clock. It’s 3:00 PM. Shit. Something was seriously wrong. My head is throbbing. I need to go. I punch in my numbers to clock out, and the next minute I’m at my house.

      Home. How did I get here? I don’t even remember driving my car. The clock says 6:00 PM. Three more hours had gone by. How had I spaced out that much time?

      “Laura, girls, anyone?” The house is unusually quiet, which is disturbing. Laura usually has dinner started, and the girls are normally giggling and yelling at the dinner table while they finish up their homework.

      Only today feels different. The house creaks with silence so invasive it permeates every corner as if my presence doesn’t disturb it at all.

      The sound of a sliding lock clicking behind me causes me to jump. I turn around abruptly, watching as the solid wood front door groans open. My pulse begins to race; was someone breaking into my house? I grab the nearest weapon—an umbrella—and prepare to fight. I turn around, abruptly coming face to face with my wife and daughters.

      “Laura! You startled me; are you okay?” Her eyes are red and puffy, her hands gently rest on the backs of Liza and Esme. She glances up, her almond-shaped eyes brimming with tears she fights to hold back. I stare back at her, and as our eyes meet, it’s as if she’s looking through me. She shrugs her head and then whispers to the girls.

      “Go get ready, girls. We need to leave in less than an hour.” They nod in unison. “Are you hungry? I can make some sandwiches to hold you over until after the funeral.” Her calming voice fights to keep steady as she brushes a strand of hair from each of their faces.

      Neither of them says a word, as tears stream down their cheeks. Their heads and shoulders slumped.

      Laura takes their silence as an answer. “That’s okay, girls, go ahead and get ready.”  I watch her glance at the clock, “We don’t have much time.”

      “Who died?” I whisper to Laura as she ascends the stairs. She doesn’t glance back over her shoulder; she must not have heard me. I follow after her, noting at the moment she’s wearing a long, flowy spaghetti-strapped summer dress she wore on our first date ten years ago.

      We married the following year. “You haven’t worn that dress in a long time; you’re still as lovely in it as the first day I met you.” She turns around and looks through me again but doesn’t say anything. The look in her eyes haunts me, and I want so much to take away her pain.

      But as she shakes her head, and eyes drifting up the stairs, I know she doesn’t want me. I’ve done something to hurt her. I search my memories, but I have no recollection of what I could have said. Had we fought? I can’t remember.

      When we get to our room, she sits on the edge of the bed and breaks down in wracking sobs that shake her entire body along with the mattress. I carefully sit next to her, wrapping my arm around her shoulders, to pull her close. She won’t have it. Laura shivers under my touch, as she continues to cry.

      It had to be Marie, James’s sister. Who else could it have been? She and Laura were best friends. But when did she die? And where was I? Why was no one telling me anything?

      “How did Marie die?” I finally say out loud. “Can you tell me what happened?”

      She looks up at the pictures on the wall, pictures of all of us together, laughing. On picnics, boating, birthdays. Our house was full of happy memories.

      “Oh, Jaxon,” she breathes. “I feel like my heart is being ripped out of my chest. I just don’t know how I’m going to keep going. What’s the point? When it can all be taken so quickly, with no reason?” Laura sucks in a deep breath, and then releases it, wrapping her arms around herself, while silent tears trail down her perfect cheekbones.

      “Jesus, Laura? What happened? Was Marie in an accident?” New York traffic was ruthless, people acted as if the laws didn’t apply to them here.

      Laura gets up from the bed, grabbing tissues to blow her nose and more to wipe her face. She unzips her dress, the flowy fabric falling to her feet, revealing the black lace bra and underwear she’s wearing. Even after ten years, the curves of her body, light a fire in my stomach.

      “I know this is an inappropriate time, Laura, but you’re still so beautiful. I’m a lucky man,” I smile, offering a light-hearted chuckle. She doesn’t laugh back. “You’re right, I shouldn’t make a joke right now.” She’s changing into a black pencil skirt, and a puffy, short-sleeved black shirt I’ve never seen her wear before.

      Crossing to her vanity, she picks up some elegant dangly gold earrings I gave her for our anniversary. She reflects on her image in the mirror for a moment before leaving the room and heading back downstairs.

      “I guess a funeral isn’t the best time to compliment you?” I say with a smirk. The staircase steps creak as she descends the stairs. It’s probably not the right time to tease her, but I just wish she would acknowledge my presence. All I was trying to do was lighten the mood.
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CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Grieving is Always Difficult

          

        

      

    

    
      I shrug it off, and before I can blink, we’re driving into a parking garage. Laura gets out of the vehicle, and the girls follow. We take an escalator down to the dirty New York sidewalk and walk just a few blocks where a large church with a towering steeple welcomes us. Still convinced it's Marie, the unrest in my stomach grows as Laura and my girls give me the silent treatment.

      I don’t fight it.

      I know everyone grieves differently. My girls are hurting; they’re teenagers, but they’ve yet to deal with grieving and death. I can’t even imagine what’s going through their minds.

      Side-tracked I look down and note I’m wearing the most unflattering suit I have. When did I change into this? The whole day has been a whirl. The suit is light blue and fits me loosely. It’s why I never wear it. Laura likes things that emphasize my physique.

      The church has gorgeous cherry blossom trees outside the front. It was lovely; Marie would have loved it. James did a good job picking it out, though I still can’t figure out why he decided to go to work today instead of attending his own sister’s funeral.

      Everyone grieves in their own way. I have to remind myself again.

      I’d hit him up sometime this week to make sure he was okay. For now, I needed to be there for my wife and daughters. As we enter the church, I put my hand on the small of Laura’s back, and she shivers. “Do you want my jacket?” I ask her. The temperature feels normal. Oddly comfortable for this time of year when the humidity and heat were usually high. We make our way to a seat at the front, sliding onto the plush cushion.

      She doesn’t answer or even shake her head. Fine. We’re not talking. My sense of humor has put her in a bad mood, and a funeral was no time to try to resolve a fight. We could deal with it later.

      The casket is dark cherry wood, and a large picture stands near it, wreaths of flowers adorning the entire space behind the photo and the body. My eyes land on the picture, startled by the familiarity of the eyes staring back at me.

      So odd, why is there a picture of me at Marie’s funeral? My stomach drops, who could have made such a horrible mistake?

      “Laura! They made a mistake; we need to take that down!” I whisper loudly into her ear, but she’s not paying attention. She’s sobbing into her kerchief, her shoulders shaking. Esme and Liza lean into her, not paying attention to the picture either. No one seems to care the wrong picture is on display. Grief is a funny mistress.

      I stand up and clear my throat, attempting to get the attention of the minister who stands at the podium at the front of the church. His large eyes seem to be taking in the scene before him with great empathy. He shifts the mass of his body, eyebrows scrunched slightly. The wrinkles around his eyes and on his forehead tell me that he spends most of his life worrying. I feel for him.

      I place my hand on Laura’s knee and whisper, “Don’t worry I’ll get this taken care of right away.” She lifts her head slightly, eyes drifting to the casket and then to the picture of me that was placed there by mistake. Her face pales, and in the next moment, she is sobbing uncontrollably, shaking, and wailing, while my daughters cling tighter to her.

      Oh no! She’s finally seen it! I quickly stand. “It’s okay, I’m going to take care of this! I promise.” She doesn’t acknowledge me, but I understand why. I swear I’m going to sue whoever made such an egregious error. I storm towards the front of the church, right towards my picture, intent on taking it down. I don’t care how bad it looks; I’m ruining a funeral. The funeral isn’t about me; it’s about Marie, and someone majorly fucked up. As I pass the casket, I’m struck first by the length of Marie’s hair. I never remembered her wearing it so short, so boyishly short.

      Her face is hidden from my sight, as if blurred. But I notice Marie is also wearing a suit, and that strikes me as odd. What in the hell is going on?

      Then, slowly, like a freight train headed for me on a rusty track, the noise gets louder, and the realization of it all starts screaming into my face. I want to stop, but my feet keep going, one in front of the other as if propelled forward by some unnatural force.

      I can’t believe it.

      I won’t believe it.

      I’m being crazy. I would know… I would know if I was… dead?

      Wouldn’t I? I touch my body. Cool to the touch, but solid. I look down at the suit I’m wearing, the one I don’t remember putting on. Then I look towards the corpse in the casket. We match. I take a step forward, fighting myself. My stomach tightens, a knot forming so large I’m sure it will damage my internal organs.

      Then, a gruesome thought crosses my mind—do I even have internal organs anymore?

      I shake my head vigorously.

      This is crazy. I’m not dead.

      I’m not dead.

      I’m next to the coffin; all I have to do is look down to gaze upon the face of Maria. I know when I see her, I’ll realize I’ve lost my mind. Her wardrobe choice and hair choice were simply something her brother did out of— a family tradition. Right? I wasn’t sure. I wrack my brain, but there is no explanation for why my best friend would dress his sister in a suit and chop her hair.

      Inhaling deeply, I steel my nerves, and prepare myself to look down at her face and put this whole thing behind me, realizing I’ve simply had a momentary lapse in sanity.

      My head tilts down, and my eyes make out the clear, unmistakable truth. The person who has been laid to rest against a padded, pale blue, satin background, in the lovely cherrywood casket—is me. My stomach lurches, and the heat drains from my body. I raise my fingers to touch my cheeks and pinch my skin.

      I’m real.

      I’m real.

      So then, who the fuck is that? I stare into my lifeless, soulless eyes. The same suit I’m wearing now on the body in the casket. I reach out my hand to touch—my hand? What a weird sensation this was. It was like looking in the mirror and falling through to the other side, to meet my reflection.

      I started heaving and bend over holding my stomach wondering what exactly was going to come out. Maybe green ectoplasm, like in Ghostbusters? I would laugh, but I’m dry-heaving. Well, that’s bullshit. I’m dead, why am I dry-heaving?

      My wife’s sobbing cuts through my thoughts and immediately jerks me back to the present. Shit. My family. My girls. I wrack my brain, combing through my memories.

      What happened? What took me from them? And why am I still here, stuck in—what was this—purgatory? I thought once we died, we crossed over to the other side. Why was I stuck here to watch my wife and children suffer?

      Well, obviously I’m in hell. I think, still holding my stomach as the dry heaving subsides and I’m able to stand upright again.

      “Not exactly,” A low voice says behind me.

      I literally jump out of my skin at the closeness of the sound behind me.
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CHAPTER 3


          

          
            Friends on the Other Side

          

        

      

    

    
      “Excuse me?” I immediately whip around. Did I talk out loud? Was there someone here with me?

      “Two things—One; No, you didn’t say anything, but you didn’t have to. Two; I’m your spiritual liaison. Welcome to your afterlife.” The tanned, glorious face of the person staring back at me, obviously works out. He towers above me a solid six to eight inches, which puts him at over seven feet tall.

      “What the f…” I start to say, but the irritating tower of perfection interrupts me.

      He glares at me for a moment before motioning me to follow him. “Come on, let’s you and I take a little walk.” I look the man up and down before glancing back at my wife. Laura and my daughters have started to fade into the background a little as if just a dramatic, sad painting I looked at every day my entire life but had begun to forget.

      I don’t like the heaviness that descends over my entire being, at all.

      “No!” I emphasize. “I need to be here for my family.” I run towards them, but an invisible force halts me, and I abruptly stop, getting knocked on my ass.

      “Don’t worry, time works differently here. You can come back for them, I assure you.” The man promises. With a leather jacket pulled over his strong physique, bronzed skin, and golden-brown hair, he looks like a Greek god. I nearly spit in disgust. Just whose afterlife are we in, exactly?

      As if reading my thoughts, “Look, I only took this form to make you feel comfortable. I was told humans like beautiful things. Do you not find me beautiful?” His eyebrows raised quizzically, his mouth turning down slightly.

      I scratch my head and look him up and down again. “I mean, I suppose you’re beautiful in a conventional way? If I were gay or a woman.” I chuckle out loud, but the man quizzically raises an eyebrow. “I studied your humans, and this is what most find beautiful.” He gives himself a once-over, reminding me of a modern-day Hercules. I’m glad my wife can’t see him because I feel jealous just being in his presence, knowing how close she is to both of us.

      “I mean, don’t get me wrong, you’re a good-looking guy, just not my type, you know what I mean?” I awkwardly gesture with my hands, as if he’s supposed to understand what I’m trying to say is I’m more into women.

      He shakes his head. “What would you prefer?”

      “Umm, I thought you could read my mind? I prefer someone a little shorter, with longer hair, and breasts, you know? A woman.”

      “Ahhhh,” a dawning of realization comes over his face, and the next thing you know, he’s standing before me, body like Cindy Crawford, hair vibrant as rays of the sun, green eyes piercing through to my soul. Literal perfection. I don’t dare let my eyes wander below his neck, but the voluptuous bosoms heave just enough to catch my attention.

      Damn. Maybe I wasn’t in hell after all.

      “Is this better?” he continues in a deep musical voice.

      The voice shocks me, and I have a hard time reconciling the goddess of a woman I’m staring at with the tenor of the man who was before me moments ago.

      “So, what…” I pause, trying to wrap my mind around what just happened. “You can shapeshift or something?” I ask, trying not to stare at his ample breasts that had just appeared, realizing they’re just an illusion.

      Ben nods, “I can. I can be whatever or whoever you want me to be. It’s your afterlife. The only thing that matters is you figure out what is keeping you here, so I can help you move on.”

      Great body, shining blonde hair, and a ruggedly deep voice. Okay. Not exactly what I pictured when I die, but I guess I just have to roll with it. I shrug my shoulders in acceptance, “Do you have a name?” I ask.

      “Ben, just call me Ben.” He says matter of fact, flipping his gloriously radiant blonde hair over his shoulders.

      I laugh out loud, the absurdity of the situation hitting like a sledgehammer. I was dead and accompanied by a shapeshifting after-life liaison who looked like my dream woman but had the voice of Barry Manilow. What exactly had I smoked before I went to sleep?

      I had to believe I’d wake up and find that it was all a whacked-out, Kush-inspired dream, and I’ll be back with my wife and children and all will be well. I hope.

      “I’m afraid that’s not what’s going to happen. What is going to happen, is you are going to figure out how and why you died. Come to terms with it, and then I’m going to take you to the other side so I can do my job. I don’t have a lot of time, and right now you’re wasting it.”

      Ben’s breasts jiggle as he turns away from me, motioning me to follow him. I can’t help but let my eyes drift to the perfect curve of his ass and wonder how the hell I’m going to figure out anything with this guy being my liaison.

      He lets out a deep sigh of exasperation. “Then what would you prefer?” he asks. “Unicorn, mermaid, what?”

      “Can you just be yourself?” I press, wondering why the charade was necessary. He immediately busts out in a guffaw of laughter, hunching over to hold his stomach. I stand in his presence for at least five minutes, unable to comprehend what in the hell is happening, before he draws in deep breaths, and calms himself down.

      “Listen Jaxon, I don’t like you, and I don’t want to be here helping you figure out your mess of a life, or why you’re stuck here. However, I promise you that you are not even remotely ready to see what or who I really am.” Ben’s voice drops ominously low.

      “Who you really are?” I wonder, put off by his cockiness.

      “Ever heard of the angel of death?” he questions me, eyebrows half-raised.

      “Like the Grim Reaper? Hooded guy, carries a scythe to attach his victims?” This has got to be a joke.

      He slaps his perfectly shaped face, covering his almond emerald eyes, and high cheekbones. “No, no, Jaxon. Nothing close to that. Have you ever read about the biblical account of angels and their appearance?”

      I had to think back. I hadn’t been in Sunday school, or any church for that matter for a long time.

      “Something about wings and eyes all over their body.” I guessed, shrugging my shoulders.

      “Yes, something to that effect. So, imagine this—” he runs his hands over his perfect shape—"looking like that, with a mouth full of teeth, and four arms with inches of claws at the end. So, which do you prefer? A beautiful woman, man, creature, or a biblical angel?”

      I take a step back from him, glancing over my shoulder at my family once more. Watching as they sit through my funeral, the tears never ceasing. My daughters cling to their mother as they have nothing else to cling to in the whole world.

      “Well—” I say, wondering if what he says is true, before deciding I don’t want to know the answer. “No, the woman is good. Hell, the Greek god version of you is good. Whatever it takes so I can move on, I can’t take this,” I look to the ground, kicking at the floor with my feet, the image of my wife and children desperately clinging to each other haunting my mind.

      Ben nods his head of bouncy, glorious waves, “It’s understandable. Let’s put a pin in it, and you follow me to your next destination. I want to get this over with. I have other souls to deal with, you know what I’m saying?” he says gruffly, his woman form sashaying her hips as he talks, and I am unable to take my eyes off him.

      “Maybe the male version of you is better,” I finally say, unable to control my eyes.

      “Thought so,” he laughs, taking obvious joy in my discomfort. The next instant, his muscular form is back to towering over me, with perfect hair, rippled arms, and making me question my manhood again. I slap my face, resting in my palm as I shake my head in exasperation.

      I can’t win.

      “Where are we going? What happened to me?” I tug at his long-sleeved black shirt, noting the pleat in his dress slacks. He’s giving me Lucifer vibes.

      Ben smiles wide and gives me a wink. “Yeah, I was kind of going for that. I’m a big fan of the show.” He admits.

      “Not comforting to know my spirit guide watches human television,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck. My heart is racing and my stomach is still in knots. I just want to get off this ride.

      “Why, it doesn’t affect you if I watch human shows. Good point though, we really should be on with it. The sooner we get this over with, the sooner I can move on to the next ungrateful bag of bones.” He turns his back to me and starts to walk off. There is nothing on either side of us now. There is no church, no family, no pathways or bright, flashing billboards of New York. Just an endless void. A term I’d never understood until now.

      “Where are we going?” I tug at his leather jacket, and he stops abruptly.

      Staring down at me, his eyes blackened. “Tug at me again, and you’ll meet a different kind of fate altogether.”

      His words send a chill down my back, all the way to my feet and I’ve no doubt he means what he says the look in his eyes stops me dead still. If I was alive, his words would have stopped my heart.

      “Sorry, sir,” I take a step back, beads of sweat forming on my forehead. I wipe it away, looking at my hand. Beads of sweat? It’s perplexing I’m still human in most aspects.

      Ben glares at me, his head tilted slightly down, making me feel about two inches tall. “You haven’t figured it out yet, have you?”

      “Figured what out?” I look around as if there is a big billboard somewhere I’ve missed that will help me figure this all out. I feel something in the air shift, things feel heavier somehow. I glance over to Ben, not meeting his gaze but I feel his eyes on me, unblinking. His stance is rigid and unmoving.

      Leave it up to me to piss off the one being in the universe who may be able to help me.

      Ben doesn’t respond to my thoughts, instead jumps to my question, “You haven’t figured out you’re still you. To the living, you’re non-corporeal and no one can see you, but on this side, you are still you.”

      “Great, so what does that mean?” I ask, trying not to irritate him further. We are surrounded by nothing and no one; I don’t know what would happen if he struck my already dead body again. I don’t imagine there’s anything or anyone here who would stop him from causing me irrevocable pain if he wanted to torture me.

      “You’re still human.” He slaps his face with his palm, the sound resonating. “You know someday. You’ll really go far. I just hope for my sake, you’ll stay there.”

      My mouth drops open, “If you hate me so much why don’t you just use your celestial powers to make me disappear completely?”

      “I have better things to do than murder a lost soul—who is less than a man in the afterlife. I just want you to figure out your shit so I can move on to my next human. And step one, in case you can’t keep up, is finding out who killed you.”

      "Murder?" I shout obnoxiously loud, taken aback by the thought. "Who would do such a thing?" I argue. However, in the next second, I'm unconscious.
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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/ffb283c8-36c3-4903-8c3a-1f00f1249371.jpg
GEIOUE






OEBPS/images/ghostsinthishouse-cover.jpg
= ey
Y

- L P
ANGELITE §. ANDERSUNG) -
v il

“INCRHIS
I»{&\J&j -

Nt





