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        When impulsive and imperfect Beatrice Wolfe is ripped from her post-high school life and plunged into a treacherous magical world with no mercy and even fewer chances of surviving, she knows her childhood is over.

      

      

      

      
        
        When the hidden world of Eflorencia comes crashing into her life, Bea grabs onto the only people she can trust—the family who has lied to her for nineteen years. With her beloved Uncle Rafe bloodied and missing, the once-orphaned Bea finds her worst fear has become her reality. Driven by terror and fierce loyalty, Bea embarks on a wild hunt to find the one person who has always loved her without trying to change the quirks of her wild imagination, her ADHD, and her unpredictable neurodivergent ways.

      

      

      

      
        
        Bea’s only help and hope is Nic—a dangerously handsome outcast from Eflorencia with a vendetta against the bounty hunters who abducted Rafe. Nic is always one step behind the danger but one step ahead of Bea’s family when he reveals what’s been kept secret from her—everything from an entire hidden realm to her formidable identity.

      

      

      

      
        
        Once Bea learns who she really is, she knows nothing will never be the same, with or without Uncle Rafe by her side.

      

      

      

      
        
        "Dead Princess" is book one in The Tales of Eflorencia. This coming-of-age story is for fantasy readers who devour first kiss butterflies only when tangled in scandalous secrets. Enjoy the entire series, written by USA Today bestselling paranormal romance author Mary E. Twomey.
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            CLIMBING WITH UNCLE CROWLY

          

        

      

    

    
      I like to pretend I can’t hear Uncle Crowly when he shouts up to me in his gravelly baritone, “Beatrice Vera Wolfe, you know I’m not going to catch you when you fall.”

      “If,” I correct him, climbing higher still. “And since when are you allowed to middle-name me for climbing my own trees? I do this every day, and you’re not usually this uptight about it. Isn’t there a quiche that needs baking? A bar that’s begging for your attention?” I pause only to frown down at his grumpy mug through the tangle of leaves.

      “I’ll middle-name you anytime you’re acting reckless, which is exactly what you’re doing right now. The last thing we need this week is a broken bone.” He sighs, his arms flinging out with exasperation. His black brows are bunched, his mouth drawn in a scowl, which is really nothing new. Uncle Crowly was born on the wrong side of the bed. He’s always grouchy about something, so I’ve learned to selectively pay attention to his lectures when they’re aimed my way. “I came home on my break to remind you that Rafe is supposed to be resting his knee, so you’re covering his tables and yours tonight.” He harrumphs, his fists migrating to his hips. “This feels nothing like a break, by the way.”

      I’m grateful he didn’t end his rant with a disapproving “young lady.” Now that I’m an adult with a high school diploma and in the throes of my last teenaged year, I get to have fun without being called “young lady.”

      The perks of adulthood.

      I peer down at him from between the branches, noting how funny it is when my Hulk of an uncle looks tiny on these rare occasions of perched perspective. I like it when he’s situationally small. I get to pretend his lectures are mere suggestions. I also get to use my pointer finger and thumb to frame his face, so I can silently crush his cute head using the awesome power of my imagination.

      Crowly pauses his carrying on to guffaw up at me. “Are you… Stop crushing my head, Bea. You know it drives me nuts when you’re clearly tuning me out. You could at least be a little less obvious about it.”

      He’s so funny when he’s all worked up. My grumpy little bunny. I draw little ears on him using my finger, which I pretend is a pen.

      He hates it when I call him the nickname I gave him when I was a little girl, so I make a mental note to work it into conversation later tonight at family dinner, in repayment for him being particularly insufferable today.

      I know how to climb a tree. Jeez. Crowly and I have climbed just about every single one in our backyard forest together, so he has no reason to work himself into a lather, simply because I’m going higher than he can tolerate.

      Is Uncle Crowly freaking out because he saw me talking to my imaginary squirrel friend today before he left for work? Possibly. The rule is that I can have an imaginary friend, but when I speak to her aloud, it worries him. Something about me losing my hold on reality. I don’t know. I wasn’t totally listening to his lecture this morning when my imaginary squirrel and I were baking a cake together.

      Ginger has been with me since I was a little girl. She’s a fantastic tree climber, and today, she’s been skittering up to the higher branches.

      It would have been rude not to join her.

      Besides, I read up here all the time before my shift starts at the bar my family runs. In fact, that’s what I was doing today before my book took a turn I didn’t like. I abandoned it in the steel box that’s stashed in one of the Y-shaped branch clusters four trees over. That thing has held my contraband up here ever since I was strong enough to climb trees by myself. My treasure box holds my books for me when I’m afraid of how the ending might unfold.

      It also holds the two rag dolls I fashioned to act as my pretend siblings. I have a fake brother and sister, and we get along great. Their names are “Brother” and “Angelina Appletart”. They didn’t feel like climbing this afternoon when they saw the adventurous gleam in Ginger’s beady, darting little eyes.

      It’s not hard to reach for the next highest tree branch and test its strength before leaping off my perch and swinging like a clumsy trapeze artist.

      Which, incidentally, is my favorite kind of trapeze artist. It’s the kind that freaks Crowly out the most.

      “Great. I was hoping my blood pressure medication would get a workout today,” Uncle Crowly gripes.

      Ginger flicks her reddish-blond tail at me, congratulating my limber acrobatics. Then she nods to a branch just out of reach, encouraging me to swing my legs up and hook them around the thing, so I can hang upside-down.

      “I set up Rafe with the heating pad on his sore knee, and made sure he took his medicine,” I assure Crowly. He knows Rafe and I take good care of each other; Crowly is just a worry wart who can’t turn it off. “He’s asleep in his recliner. I know I’m taking his tables tonight. I was listening.”

      Well, I heard that part, at least.

      I don’t like seeing Rafe in pain. I hover too much, so he sent me to play in the woods to keep me from driving him crazy by bringing him too many pillows and freaking out every time he sighed.

      I can barely spot the top of our bungalow from this distance. I guess I ventured out further than I meant to. If Rafe calls for me, I’m not sure I will be able to hear him from here. I didn’t mean for that to be the case.

      That’s the thing about having too much on your mind. You need air and space, but no matter how much you get, it’s never enough when your soul feels itchy.

      The urge to climb higher than I usually venture in the forest behind our family’s two homes is more acute than can be ignored. If I keep going, maybe I won’t have to admit to myself that Rafe sometimes gets hurt, and I can’t do anything to stop that.

      Maybe if I climb a little higher, I won’t feel the sting of Granny’s death.

      Granny’s passing. They all call it the sanitized version of what it actually was—a heart attack taking out one of the best women in the world. Of course it would be her heart. Everyone knows that’s her most vulnerable spot. She never turned away anyone who needed a hug. Granny always had a kind word, even in the moments when all I could manage was a middle finger.

      I don’t blame the family for phrasing her death how they need. Everyone has to puzzle out their own path that gets them out of bed. It’s a much harder task now, without her smile to greet us every morning.

      Granny’s death hit us all at different angles. Uncle Crowly has become more overprotective, while I have turned my recklessness up a notch.

      Not a great combination.

      I took to the trees today because if one more barfly gives me a piteous look during my shift tonight and ladles out condolences on “Foxy’s passing,” I’m going to blow.

      Today it’s that cursed word that chases me through the branches, pushing me to scale skyward, so the word doesn’t coil its claws around my throat.

      We buried Granny two months ago. I wonder when it’ll stop feeling like yesterday. She was “Foxy” to everyone at the bar, “Mom” to Uncle Rafe, Aunt Tessa, and Uncle Crowly, and “Sweetheart” to Papa, but she was “Granny” only to me.

      Nope, don’t want to think about that.

      I can’t manage to swing my legs up to wrap around the branch Ginger suggests, so I go for one just below it instead. When the branch I select after that isn’t as sturdy as I guessed, I cling to the nearest one, in case something snaps.

      After the week I’ve had, I am certain it’ll be me who snaps if I don’t get my fill of the woods that have always welcomed me on my best and worst of days. The greenery fills my lungs, pushing out the events that didn’t go so well last night. Being a waitress at a biker bar requires a fair amount of flexibility and thinking quick on my feet, but that’s never been my issue. It’s sticking to the rules at all that generally gets me stuck.

      It’s not my fault Papa’s friends drink too much. Watering down their beers is standard practice when they start hitting the table too hard and laughing too loud at every dumb joke that’s told.

      It’s also not my fault that I pickpocketed two of them to take their keys and discreetly hand them over to Aunt Tessa for safekeeping. They’re all knuckleheads, but they’re my knuckleheads. I don’t want the people who’ve known me since I was a toddler, carried around the bar on Rafe’s hip, to get into motorcycle wrecks that crush us all.

      It’s a little bit my fault that I challenged my drunk buddies to a game of darts. It was easy money on an even easier game. How was I to know one of their darts would launch wide and peg someone with absolutely no sense of humor and thin skin? How was I supposed to predict a harmless game would end in bloodshed and an impromptu appointment with Aunt Tessa’s first aid kit in the backroom?

      Uncle Crowly’s barking command brings me back to the present. “Did you hear me at all? Do you want to spend the last of the summer in a cast? You’re going to fall.”

      “I can’t hear you,” I lie in a singsong voice. I jump to my favorite tree and open my metal treasure box. I lift out my pretend siblings and give them both a hug.

      Today I think I’ll play with Brother. I’ll let Ginger have a tea party with Angelina Appletart.

      I make a face at the bedraggled poppet I crafted out of twigs and old socks years ago. I like to think Brother shares my irritation at being constantly told to slow down, exercise caution, and in general be more adult.

      I’ve had my pretend brother to pal around with since I was in pigtails. I have yet to see a need to outgrow him. He always likes my ideas.

      Crowly’s threat is annoying, but not unusual. He jumps at a low branch and pulls himself up. “That’s it. I’m coming up there.” This is how I get him to play—a skill he was born without.

      He’s so lucky to have me here to teach him the important things in life.

      “You’ll have to catch me first!” Trapping Brother’s twig hand between my teeth, I leap out from my perch so I can twist on the far branch and hang upside down. My arms dangle as gravity pulls at them, giving my torso a good stretch.

      It’s then I recall I don’t have a plan for where to climb next.

      If I had a nickel for every time I leapt into something without completely thinking it through, I would be able to pay all Rafe’s bills, and then some. That’s the dream, I suppose. I don’t like when he’s worried.

      Crowly grumbles up at me. “You can’t use my body as a net to catch you when you fall,” he reminds me.

      “If I fall,” I correct him. “That like, rarely happens.”

      “It happens enough.” My uncle’s scowl etches deeper. He’s about to start up another rant, so I tune out, humming the I Love Lucy theme song. We both know I’m a lost cause when it comes to slowing down, settling down, or anything that involves a long-term plan.

      Hence the whole barely graduating from high school thing that nearly turned Rafe and Crowly gray in their thirties.

      Whatever. Ds get you across the graduate platform in the cap and gown just as well as straight As do. Just give me the diploma and let me get on with the next thing.

      I believe I said something to that effect on graduation day.

      Crowly was not amused.

      ADHD is fun. Well, I think it’s fun. Uncle Crowly is acting like every twist and turn is going to introduce an aneurism. He scowls even at the breeze when it ruffles his inch-and-a-half of black hair. He worries about so much; I’m sure I’m not the only thing that’s going to push him toward an early receding hairline. Crowly is the planner. He’s the serious one of us who makes sure we do boring things, like enroll for summer school on time, clean out the freezer quarterly, and have a bulky savings that aligns with our (ahem, his) master plan for best fiscal return (yes, he actually talks like that, the weirdo).

      I’m the one of us who makes sure we breathe, climb trees, and try anything outside of his master plan, so we have fun on our way to whichever future makes the most sense to him.

      That’s the thing about being raised by two uncles, an aunt, and two grandparents who are more your best friends than actual authority figures. Crowly knows me too well to let me become consumed by my own chaos, and I love him too much to let him hide himself away from the world just because occasionally the stove is hot and might burn us.

      Or whatever the metaphor is that makes sense. English literature wasn’t my best subject. Reading for fun is so much better than reading for a grade. High school nearly ruined that simple pleasure for me. Thank goodness I got out when I did (one year later than my peers, but whatever).

      “Ah!” I cry out as I leap forward, leaving the not-so-sturdy perch for one that hopefully has a little more stability to it.

      I mean, I’m pretty sure it’s strong enough to hold me. At least, that’s what I tell myself as I hang from the branch, my fingers feeling the bite from the brittle bark.

      “Be careful!”

      Oh, sweet Crowly. By now, he should know that those two words are a gauntlet thrown. It’s a challenge, pushing me to be that much more reckless.

      A laugh escapes me. “I’m only kidding. You’re so fun to freak out.” I swing my legs to get a little momentum going and launch my lower half toward a branch that is painfully out of reach. Another few swings, and I let go of the safety branch I’ve been dangling from and hoist myself up to sitting. It’s fun to wobble on a slightly less sturdy branch. It groans while I catch my balance. My arms flail wildly—partially out of necessity, so I don’t fall, and partially because it freaks out Crowly, which is the height of fun for me.

      Ginger rolls on her back, holding her tummy while she cackles at Crowly’s look of horror.

      Totally worth it.

      “Knock it off, Bea. I don’t want to spend the night in the Emergency Room. Get yourself ready for work. Your shift is going to start soon.”

      Crowly has high anxiety, and I have ADHD. We make quite the pair.

      I sigh at my precious fun-killer. “I know, I know.”

      It works best for us when I pretend I’m going to comply, and Crowly pretends to believe me. Uncle Crowly’s anxiety can only take so much, so a little bit of pretending is necessary.

      I lean on the thick trunk, loving the rapid thrumming of my heart. It reminds me that my best days are still ahead of me. I’m not slowing down just because I’m technically an adult. It’s totally fine that words like “sunscreen, insurance, and budgeting” regularly pop up on my text chains and smartphone reminders. I don’t have to slow down for the summer. I don’t have to slow down for anything.

      I can be like Rafe—the man who has been most instrumental in raising me. Uncle Rafe is still body-slamming out of control drunks at the bar, even though words like “joint cream, morning coffee, and cholesterol medication” are making more frequent appearances in our conversations. My uncle Rafe is my best friend, and favorite person in the world. He hasn’t slowed down one bit since he inherited me as a wide-eyed, copper-headed baby goofball after my mother died, leaving no hint of my birth father’s identity. Rafe had no idea what to do with a freshly orphaned me, and I had no idea what structure was, or how it might be a necessary thing.

      That one still eludes me sometimes.

      Crowly harrumphs up at me. “I don’t see you even trying to come down. Seriously, Bea. I have to get back to the bar to help out Tessa. I need to put the bread bowls in the oven before they over-prove.”

      “So responsible,” I grumble. “We were supposed to climb this tree together, if you recall.” I lean on the trunk as if it’s a sturdy wall, with my hands shoved into the pockets of my jean shorts. “In fact, I don’t think I can get down until you make good on your word.” I feign a yawn just to irritate my uncle and hopefully push him out of his tight stance. “Keeping your promises is important, Crowly. It’s what responsible people do.”

      Crowly throws his head back. “You don’t remember to wash your apron between shifts, but you remember that? You always forget the wrong things.”

      “Or I remember the important ones.” I tap my worn running shoe to the bark, then straighten a twist on the hem of my purple t-shirt. “You said you were going to climb this tree with me today, yet you’ve barely touched a single branch.” I motion around us. “Are you afraid a yeti is going to pop out of the woods and snatch at you? Because last I heard, yetis are totally tame. They only eat scaredy cats.” I give him a dramatic grimace from my perch. “Oh, I guess that means only I’m safe.”

      Uncle Crowly rolls his eyes at me. “Hilarious. Fine, Bea. Fine. But I’m not climbing up that high. And after this, I’m going back to the bar and you’re going to get ready for work. I know you don’t like to leave Rafe when he’s laid up, but we need you at the bar tonight. Rafe is fine.”

      “Yeah, yeah.” I keep my snickering to a minimum when it takes Crowly several false starts before he picks a branch that is barely five feet from the grass. He wobbles atop it like a tightrope water. Poor kitten. He’s afraid the lack of solid ground is going to prove fatal the second his worn black boots leave the safety net of the lower branches. I bought him hiking shoes, but he always “forgets” to put them on when we go out together on his break before my shift starts. I very much enjoy our early evenings spent tormenting each other in the wooded backyard.

      Gotta love him. It’s either that or strangle him.

      I watch Crowly with a small smile as he manages to stand on the branch, leaning on the trunk with a winded expression. I can tell he’s proud of himself for being so daring. I don’t make fun of him or point out that he’s barely off the ground. The look on his face is too precious for teasing. I love that look. It’s the same one I get when he forces me to finish a task I lost interest in hours ago.

      For how very different we are, I know how lucky I am to have the family I do. They are the necessary structure, and I am their necessary chaos. It works.

      Because he’s at least trying to keep up his end of the bargain, I let Crowly off the hook and don’t force him to climb any higher. It’s cute to watch him smile at the wild accomplishment. That’s worth every callous on my fingers. It feels even better than the rush I receive from my own daring. I love it when Crowly surprises himself with greatness and a good mood.

      He’s always great, but he’s rarely in a good mood.

      After a few beats of looking around and appreciating the world from a slightly different angle, Crowly speaks just loud enough for his words to carry to me. “Dad wants you and Rafe to host family dinner this weekend. Says it’s too much without Mom. I know you don’t want to hear this, but he’s not up for the birthday party tomorrow morning, either.”

      I don’t like that. Granny and Papa always host family dinner on Sunday nights. They’ve never not made a big spread so the six of us can glut ourselves and talk through our plans for the upcoming week.

      And since when has an August sixth passed that we didn’t celebrate Lucille Ball’s birthday? I spent my morning baking a cake, as I always do for my favorite redheaded heroine. I get all dressed up and even pin my hair the way she has it in some of her more glamourous photos.

      Maybe Crowly’s trying to cancel the party because I always make him dress up like the cranky Fred Mertz.

      I mean, he’s already got the cranky look down. He’s a natural.

      I open my mouth but close it before anything selfish tumbles out. “That works,” I reply succinctly.

      It felt strange baking Lucille Ball’s birthday cake for the first time without Granny by my side. We’re all trying to fake normal in her absence as much as possible, but it’s hard. Perhaps forcing a birthday celebration for a woman who’s been dead for many a decade isn’t the cure-all we need right now.

      Crowly nods at me. “Dad’s not sure he will come for the first few family dinners, but eventually we’ll get him back into the swing of things. It’s all too much for him right now. It’s a miracle Tessa convinced him to go to the bar today to hang with his friends. It’ll be good for him.”

      “I can understand that.” My stomach churns with angst. I don’t want to think about the first family dinner without Granny, so I don’t. We’ve been putting off family dinners since her death.

      Her passing.

      I climb higher, finding another semi-sturdy branch. I need to put more space between myself and thoughts of never hugging Granny again.

      Are my limbs trembling? Sure, but that’s nothing. I can pretend that isn’t a problem.

      I’m very good at pretending. Not so good at doing anything without every piece of my family in place. They are my safety net. They’re the reason I can take as many risks as I do. They’re the reason I have a job in the first place. They’re the reason I…

      They’re my reason.

      I don’t have many friends, and I’ve never had a serious boyfriend. I like to blame it on my impulsive personality, but we all know it’s because the left side of my face is scarred from the fiery car crash that murdered my mother when I was not even a year old yet. Half of me looks normal, and the other half makes people recoil and grimace. Then they look anywhere other than at me.

      My family doesn’t do that. They love me without caveats, and without the beauty pageant blue ribbon status I will never achieve.

      And now there is one less person in the world who truly loves me, who listens to me when I go off on tangents brought about by too much daydreaming and a general resistance to structure.

      Granny never got to send me off on a real date. At least, not one that wasn’t part of some cruel joke the popular kids were playing to make me believe any man might be interested in loopy, ugly me.

      Still, I dream of something romantic and fairytale-ish to happen to me one day.

      Ginger starts waltzing on the edge of the branch, humming a cartoon song about waiting for my prince to come.

      When I hear Uncle Crowly calling up to me, I don’t stop. I keep climbing until I’ve run out of branches, and I truly scare myself. That’s the only thing that gets me to slow down. Dancing on the edge of danger calms my internal restlessness, which is never silent for long. I can barely see Crowly through the greenery, but I can tell by his tenor that he’s not buying my totally chill vibe. He knows me too well not to see right through my breezy smile.

      It takes me five more minutes to acquiesce and begin my descent toward my uncle, who has both feet planted stalwartly on firm ground. I end my climb by jumping square into Crowly’s arms, which are always outstretched for me. He’s never dropped me once, but it makes me laugh when he pretends he’s going to.

      “Whoa!” He staggers to the side, holding onto me while my arms and legs wrap around his torso like a baby animal clinging to her family. Crowly fakes that I’m too heavy to hold, hefting me dramatically. “Can’t… lift… such ridiculousness!”

      I’m one of the few people in the world who gets to enjoy the sound of Crowly’s laughter. I’m careful to keep the precious sound within the confines of the trees, so no one knows his secret identity of being a true goofball. I kiss his cheek three times, and then he gently sets my feet on the forest floor.

      “Did you already bake the cake for tomorrow?” he asks quietly, pausing for my nod. “I’ll come over in the morning in costume and we’ll sing Happy Birthday to Lucille. But that means I get the biggest slice of cake, got it?”

      Happiness lifts me onto my toes. “You mean it?”

      He plants a kiss on my forehead, smirking because he knows he’s made me the happiest girl in the world.

      We don’t talk the entire way back to our homes. Instead, we fall into the habit we established whenever life goes too far sideways for words. Our hips take turns trying to knock the other off the path—two people who don’t know how to feel things without running from them or holding too tight to unpromised futures. We stick close, so we don’t get lost in life’s messes.

      Crowly brings me in for a side hug, sinking my nose smack in the middle of his sweaty armpit. “Foxy would be upset if we didn’t celebrate your favorite actress, but we’ll let your grandpa sit this one out. I know it’s hard without your grandma, kiddo. One day at a time, right?”

      I nod into his stained white t-shirt but say nothing in response. I’m content to sink into my mind, living in the recesses of my imagination where Granny isn’t dead, and family dinner will be super normal this weekend.

      Luckily, I have a sturdy imagination that can handle such things.

      Uncle Crowly motions to my house. “Go check on Rafe and then head to the bar. I mean it, Bea.” Crowly trots to his motorcycle, so he can get back to the bar and shove those bread bowls in the oven.

      I jog home, entering through the sliding back door. “Rafe? I’m taking off in a few. Can I get you anything before I go?”

      I don’t make it further than the blue rug before a scream forms in my throat but never makes it out into the open air.

      The brown leather recliner where I left Rafe is broken.

      There’s blood on the walls and the rug.

      The dining room table has been toppled onto its side.

      My laptop is on the floor, smashed so the screen is off one of the hinges.

      Someone broke into our home.

      My fingers tremble when I spot a smear of blood on the wall that’s left a perfect handprint. My stomach roils when I clock that it belongs to Uncle Rafe, who just so happens to be my best friend in the world.

      “Rafe?” I spread my fingers and align my palm with the bloody print to measure just to be sure.

      His fingers are so long that the top knuckles can bend completely over mine.

      Agony and anxiety fight for first place before sheer terror kicks in. “Rafe?” I whisper, meaning to shout. I can’t find sanity or my volume, so I stumble through our three-bedroom bungalow, hoping there is anything Uncle Rafe can do or say that might put sense to this terrible mistake. This can’t be our home, bloodied and banged up.

      He can’t be hurt.

      I drop to my knees after roaming through the halls and finding no trace of him but macabre splatters of his blood. My mouth tastes like sulfur—gross and unclean, as it always does when horrors happen. My hands start flapping uncontrollably while I rock back and forth in the hallway. That’s the sure sign my body is freaking out because my brain has hit its limit.

      The drywall is busted up, splattered with red and something that resembles claw marks. I was only joking about there being a rogue yeti in the woods, but now I question the power of my imagination’s suggestion.

      When the front door creaks, I finally find my voice, mousy though it sounds. “Crowly, be careful. Something’s happened.”

      As if he can’t tell by the blood everywhere.

      But it’s not Uncle Crowly’s footsteps that echo down the hall. I know the heavy tread of his boots, and that’s not it.

      When I turn my chin, fear courses through my veins and quickly turns to rage. “Get out of my house! Did you do this?” Before the tall, menacing stranger clad in torn jeans and an Army-green button-up shirt can answer me, I shout, “Where is Rafe?”

      I expect the grimace when the man who looks to be in his twenties takes in the full scope of the scarring on my face, but it doesn’t sting me through the thick panic of having an intruder in the house. When he regards me without an explanation as to his unwelcome presence, I collect whatever bearings I still have and leap to my feet. My flapping hands turn to fists as I charge him, guessing he must be the reason Uncle Rafe is missing.

      I should turn around and run out the back door to get away, but once again, I don’t think things through. Instead, I take a swing at the stranger who doesn’t belong in my space, socking him hard across his steely jaw.

      I don’t know who this dummy is, but if he hurt Rafe, then he just walked into a fight I fully intend to finish.

    

  


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.



