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      This is the third and final installment in the Invasive Species Trilogy. From the depths of my black heart, I want to thank you for taking this bizarre journey with me. I highly recommend reading the first two volumes (Song of a Lost Child, and Stomping Grounds) to fully comprehend and enjoy this one. Okay, enough prattle, the witch is eager to play …
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      Dark clouds marched across the summer sky, a parade of contusions, foot soldiers to the invading battalion of thunderheads forging their way.

      Clyde Boyd ushered Jerry Harris along the trail, back toward the homes of Poisonwood Estates. As they walked along like a two-person cortége under the funereal clouds above, a legion of insects performed a keening drone, saturating the muggy air with their somber dirge. Nerves humming, Jerry scanned the dense brush, fearing an ambush from the crazy Reed brothers despite the presence of an adult. He strained his ears, convinced the buzzing insects were camouflaging the twins slinking approach, the lowly bugs conspiring against him.

      On the hike back from the clearing, Jerry had informed Mr. Boyd of the twins’ stealthy appearance, and how the duo had chased him deep into the forest. He didn’t mention the giant knives the boys carried, or the certainty that they’d intended to use the blades on him; the thought alone scared him enough, but the thought of vocalizing that fear made him feel like he was going to—as Lewis would say—“shit bricks.”

      Jerry had envisioned Andy and Jason pinning him down, carving a crude “J” and “A” somewhere on his body (knowing the Reed brothers, it would most likely be an initial on each butt cheek). In his mind, he’d fully accepted this outcome during his frantic flight, praying his doctor could surgically change the child-like, crimson “A” into an “H”. That way, if anybody saw the scars, at least they’d be Jerry’s initials. As his mother would say, “When life hands you lemons, put a slice in your sweet tea.” This motherly aphorism has been the bright pearl of wisdom in the mucky, gooey shell of existence Jerry Harris called life. It has gotten him through many a miserable day.

      Wincing, Jerry rubbed the tender knot on his head, an unsolicited trophy from this morning’s battle, the result of a swamp potato and an unsportsmanlike throw; Jerry had already been officially knocked out of the Swamp Potato War when the illegal projectile had walloped him, sending him to his ass, and freeing tears from his eyes. Not to mention, the perpetrator of the illicit toss, Bill Keener, had been ejected earlier with a headshot from Jerry himself.

      I’m sure the jerk thinks it’s some sort of poetic justice. Actually, that’s giving him too much credit. Billy Keener is simply a grade-A gigantic asshole. Man, today had started out so perfect. Lewis chose me to be on his side, and, I nailed not one but two of the enemy. But, as usual, it all turned shitty pretty fast. Why did you have to cry in front of everyone, you big baby? Well, at least I didn’t run home to tattle this time. Lewis and the crew will be impressed by that, I hope.

      He grinned at the notion that his restraint to narc on his friends could gain him access to their world of adventure. Basically, a passive-aggressive form of blackmail. Another slice of sour lemon squeezed into a full glass of sugary tea. His smile faltered however, mutating into a pucker of fear, as rustling bushes to his left sounded above the din of crickets and cicadas. He halted on the trail, ready for the sting of the twins’ blades.

      “Keep moving, ya mulehead, it’s probably just a quail,” Mr. Boyd said, guiding Jerry with a hand on the boy’s scrawny shoulder, spurring him forward. “Don’t sweat those stupid twins.”

      Jerry nodded, released a nervous reedy giggle, and reached for his inhaler, more out of habit than necessity. He halted again and stared at his hand; a length of string sat coiled in his palm like a sun-bleached worm.

      “My inhaler!”

      “You all right, son? You breathing okay?”

      He nodded again. “I’m okay. I have another one at home.”

      “Well let’s get you back home then.”

      Jerry turned and looked up at the old man. “Thanks for walking me back, sir. But I have to ask, what were you doing way out there?”

      “Never you mind what I was doing. And never you mind what you saw.”

      Still staring at the old man, Jerry squinted as the sun found a gap in the encroaching storm clouds. “What did I see?”

      Mr. Boyd ruffled Jerry’s greasy hair. “Bingo. Let’s go.”

      When the pair reached the trailhead and grassy field, Mr. Boyd gave Jerry a gentle nudge. “You go straight home, ya hear. I don’t want to see you in these woods no more.”

      “Yessir.” He scanned his surroundings, brow wrinkled. “But … can’t you walk me home?”

      “Don’t worry, you’re safe now. Besides, I got things to do out here.”

      Jerry’s eyebrows lifted. “Like what?”

      Mr. Boyd spun Jerry around by the shoulders and pointed to the houses. “Go.”

      “Okay. Thanks again, Mr. Boyd. And watch out for the Reed twins. They’re probably still out there somewhere.”

      “I’ll be fine. Just get your butt going before the rain starts.”

      At that, Jerry waved goodbye and shuffled through the tall grass in the direction of his house. A shadow from a passing raincloud engulfed the frail boy momentarily before creeping along, leaving him in a halo of bright sunlight. A group of boys jogged over to Jerry, greeting him with high-fives and wide smiles. The old man recognized the boys: the Marsh kid and his older brother; and the young’un that lived across the street—Lewis Frazier.

      Mr. Boyd watched them go, thankful the little guy wouldn’t be by himself. He wanted to follow the gang to make sure they all made it to their homes safely, but like Jerry said, the Reed boys are still out there. He couldn’t risk the chance of those deviants stumbling upon the clearing. Even though the little asthmatic was out of the equation, he could sense danger still lurking with the twins, their presence tilting the balance back in the witch’s favor. Heaving a sigh, he turned and reentered the woods.

      

      Ever since the little Marsh kid had shown up on his doorstep two days ago—rambling like a raving castaway who’d been lost at sea for months—Clyde had been on vigilant watch duty, guarding the tree. He’d wanted to wait for the Harris kid (and/or the twin brothers) at the mouth of the trail so they wouldn’t know the location of the witch’s tree, but if they somehow found another way to the clearing he’d be screwed. Hell, after the Marsh kid’s shocking account, he believed they could all be screwed.

      At first, he’d thought the Marsh boy a complete loon when he’d pounded on his door and began spouting the tale of the witch and how she’d escaped her tree. But the intimate knowledge the boy possessed—facts Clyde had never shared with anyone—convinced him of the boy’s sincerity. It made sense when he mulled it over; he’d come across the book detailing the Druids and their rituals to manipulate time only a few days ago. And it appeared Clyde himself had discovered how to do just that—at least the version of himself from the Marsh kid’s timeline had figured out the incantation. The implications of it all were staggering.

      When the kid had stopped his crazy spiel and simply stood there like a lost child with amnesia, Clyde had known for certain, felt it in his old bones, that he’d been speaking to someone from a different reality—a world which would soon become his own if he didn’t do something.

      So, for the last two days Clyde guarded the clearing, watching and waiting, just in case the Marsh kid (Justin, his name was) had his days wrong; and sure enough, Jerry—the scrawny asthmatic—had come bursting through the wall of vines right on schedule. With all the recent findings from his personal collection of books, and along with Justin’s incredible story, the sight of the Harris boy entering the clearing had not been a surprise at all. In fact, it had seemed natural. He would’ve been more shocked if it hadn’t happened.

      

      Now, as he hiked back down the trail, he wished he’d also discovered the old shaman’s spell that warded the tree from interlopers. Strengthening the charm would make his job so much easier.

      “Oh well,” he said, his voice cleaving the eerie silence now shrouding the woods. “I guess I’ll just have to keep those dummies from finding her. Then I can get back to my books.” He wiped his forehead, staring at the sheen of sweat on his palm. “And get back to sipping a cold beer.”
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        * * *

      

      Halfway down the constricted left-hand path, Mr. Boyd froze when a scream floated to him on the damp breeze—a cry of terror and anguish.

      He slid the revolver from his belt, and ran as fast as his old legs would carry him. With every agonizing stride, more discouraging sounds reached his ears. Above the ruckus he made as he plowed through the brush, and over the wheezing from his tobacco-damaged lungs, Mr. Boyd heard the telltale sounds of struggle and pain. When he reached the wall of vines his fist tightened on the pistol’s grip and his stomach plummeted like a rock in a muddy creek. The wall stood agape, torn to shreds. The grunts, growls, and cries of agony leaked through the opening.

      Bursting into the clearing with gun drawn, Clyde Boyd froze at the sight before him. One of the Reed brothers (he could never tell the delinquents apart) lie with his back to the sand, his face striped with weeping slashes, one maimed and bloody arm thrust forward, his fist gripping a stained hunting knife. Fat globules and streamers of red decorated the turned-up sand around the fallen teen. And standing above the boy—wielding a similar knife—stood his twin.

      Both boys turned to Clyde Boyd with mirrored precision. The one on the ground pleaded in a croaking voice, “Help me.” The other growled through bloodstained teeth, and then charged Clyde with knife raised high.

      It’d been many a moon since Clyde had shot a man, and he’d never had to shoot a teenager before, but that didn’t stop his reflexes from taking over. Survival instinct kicking in, he pointed the revolver at the advancing youth and squeezed the trigger, the distinct pop of the .38 caliber echoing throughout the forest.

      The bullet entered Andy Reed’s chest, a perfect circular hole appearing on the boy’s savaged t-shirt. The shot slowed the maniac down for a brief second but didn’t stop him. Unfazed, Andy lurched through the puff of gun smoke. Clyde raised his aim, but before he could squeeze off another round, the charging youth tackled him like a linebacker.

      Clyde’s back hit the ground, gritty sand finding its way past his collar, scratching his neck. His skin fluttered with revulsion, like a thousand tiny spiders skittering over his flesh. Fending off the urge to clear away the repulsive sand, Clyde managed to focus on more pressing matters—namely, the murderous teenager now straddling him, brandishing an enormous bloodstained blade in a two-handed grip.

      As the knife started its deadly descent, Clyde raised the gun and fired another shot point-blank into the boy’s chest, sending the youth toppling backward.

      Panting, Clyde rolled over and struggled to his feet, spastically swiping the foul sand from his neck with his free hand, the horror of shooting the boy overshadowed by his disgust of the evil substance. Relief washed over him for a brief moment, until a feral growl caught his attention. Unbelievably, his attacker was still alive, and still clutching the knife. Andy clambered to his feet, and without hesitating, once again bolted Clyde’s way, matching holes dotting his chest, one directly over the heart. Clyde backpedaled, lifted the revolver, sighted the snarling face of his crazed attacker, and fired.

      This time the bullet peeled a hairy flap of bone and meat from the left side of the maniac’s skull, freeing an explosive puff of red mist to the humid air. Andy’s forward momentum propelled his lifeless body forward, belly-flopping at Clyde’s feet. Pink, black, and gray strands of brain tumbled from the ragged hole in the boy’s head, surfing a crimson wave onto the white sand.

      Clyde Boyd stood there in the clearing, his eyes darting from the boy he’d just killed, to the now unconscious—or possibly dead—twin. He then stared at the smoking barrel of the small gun as it quivered along with his hand. Lungs heaving, eyes and mouth stuck open, he weighed the gravity of the situation.

      “Shit on a shingle. You killed a kid, dummy.” Wait … did I? Or did I just send her back to the tree?

      Something moved in the corner of his vision. Still on edge, he spun with gun ready. A vibrant green leaf fluttered from the highest branches of the tree. It drifted on a gusting breeze and landed on the sand, cartwheeling toward the prone body of Andy Reed. It stopped within inches of the boy’s ruined head, and withered into dust before Clyde’s eyes. He turned his gaze to the blackened trunk of the tree, and then back to the dead teenager at his feet.

      He huffed a giant sigh. “I guess that answers that … It was definitely Her.” His voice trembled as he gasped for air, eyes still locked on the sand where the leaf had been. “Well, that didn’t go quite as planned, but at least I stopped you. But Clyde, my boy, you are still in some deep shit here. How you gonna explain this to the dang cops without sounding crazier than a shithouse rat?”

      Well, like they say. When you’re in deep shit, keep your chin up and your mouth shut.

      His lungs settled, the shock from the violent encounter fading, rage over his current predicament replacing it. Clyde whirled on the tree and waved the revolver. “I told you! Not on my watch! Now look what you’ve made me do!”

      The tree stood in the center of the clearing, silent, limbs reaching victoriously to the sky, relishing in the bloodbath it had created. Shoulders slumping, Clyde turned away and took in the muddled sand, the destroyed wall of vines, and finally the two bloody bodies.

      “Fuck a duck …”

      A grumble of thunder shook the sand beneath him. Steel wool clouds sailed the sheet metal sea of sky above, their forces gathering for an assault, the deluge mere minutes away.

      “… and screw a pigeon.”

      Don’t sit there like a bump on a stump. You need to fix this. Get your ass moving.

      Stowing the pistol, Clyde Boyd got his ass moving.

      He started with Andy, dragging the dead body down the trail to the fork in the path, leaving bits of glistening brain along the way. Thankfully, he didn’t have to worry about contaminating Andy’s weapon with fingerprints, didn’t even have to touch the knife at all; it stayed clutched in the dead boy’s fist the entire journey. Huffing, sweat stinging his eyes, he repeated the laborious process with Jason Reed, the boy’s delirious moans as he pulled him along assuring Clyde that the twin remained among the living.

      The rain began to fall when he reached the fork again, offering sweet relief from the heat. He frantically fluffed the brush and branches of the left-hand path, doing his best to make it appear undisturbed. He studied the scene, praying the warding spell would keep any prying authorities from entering the trail, and the rain would wash away evidence of his passage. At his feet, Jason released another weak groan.

      “Shit. What am I gonna do with you?”

      For a brief moment he thought about letting the boy die. He shook the thought away an instant later. “No. Can’t do that. I’m not a monster. Let’s just hope you can’t remember what happened, son.”

      Jason answered with a whimper.

      “All right, boy,” he said, the words spoken in gasps as he gripped Jason’s wrists and tugged, dragging the heavy teenager back toward the neighborhood, his heart kicking against his ribs. “I’ll get you to the hospital. But I’m thinking it’d be better for me if you just went and kicked the bucket. Hell, it’d probably be better for everybody.”

      If Clyde Boyd had realized the veracity of his last statement, he would’ve killed Jason Reed right then and there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
PART I


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            VIVUS

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            THURSDAY

          

          JULY 16TH, 1998

        

      

    

    
      The bell above the door sang its familiar tune, drawing the attention of Justin Marsh. A smile spread across his face at the sight of the young men framed in the doorway. They stumbled into the bar, laughing and slapping each other on the backs.

      An involuntary giggle burst from Justin as he placed a mug of beer in front of his only customer and came around the bar, his arms spread, inviting embraces.

      The trio of men belted his name and swooped in, returning the greeting. Justin took turns hugging each, before stepping back and taking them in. He’d seen his brother at Christmas, and besides maybe a few less hairs on his head, he looked the same. On the other hand, it had been at least three years since he’d seen the other two. “Wow, Lewis, I think you might’ve gotten even taller since I last saw you. And you’ve filled out a bit, Jerry.”

      Jerry Harris did his best muscle-man pose. “Four days a week at the gym.” He then patted his expanding belly. “And five days a week sitting behind a desk.”

      Clinton Marsh and Lewis Frazier rubbed Jerry’s stomach in a circular motion. “For luck,” Clinton said, laughing as Jerry swatted their hands away. Clinton turned to his little brother. “How’s business?”

      Justin swept the air with a comical flourish, displaying the empty room and the sole drinker at the bar. “I’m raking it in.” After the crew finished with slightly uncomfortable laughter, Justin added, “Actually, business is good. It only gets hopping around happy hour and late night. You guys showed up during morgue hour. Nobody comes in this time of day.”

      The lone patron spun on his bar stool, facing the young men with a scowl, pointing a twitching finger at Justin. “Who you calling nobody?”

      “Not you, Fingers. You know you’re my favorite customer.”

      Fingers returned to his beer, lifting it to his bearded face with a quaking hand, grumbling under his breath.

      Lewis glanced around the room with wonder. Nightrunners had been their bar of choice back in the day. In fact, until they’d all turned twenty-one, it had been their only choice. The proprietor, Stu Carpenter, had never been one to turn away underage drinkers. “Wow, Justin. You’ve really cleaned up the joint. If it weren’t for old Fingers over there, I wouldn’t even recognize the place. And it smells a million times better in here. ‘Eau de Puke’ is totally gone.”

      “Thanks. Yeah, crotchety Carpenter didn’t keep a clean house. I ripped out all the nasty carpets, repainted, updated the jukebox, and forked out for a brand-spanking-new pool table. And I did a complete overhaul of the restrooms.”

      “You mean no more pee trough filled with ice?” Jerry asked.

      Justin laughed. “Nope, we actually have a urinal now. And a door on the stall. And we even have hand soap—anti-bacterial, of course.”

      While the gang laughed, Fingers mumbled past his beer mug, “Buncha damn pansy yuppies.”

      

      As the night progressed and the watering hole filled with drinkers, the old friends caught up. Sitting in their favorite positions at the end of the bar, they talked about their jobs, their relationships, their eventual break-ups, and their adventures since leaving town. Justin checked in between customers, jumping into the conversation.

      He set a fresh pitcher of beer and a full basket of peanuts in front of the trio. “So how long you guys in town for?”

      Clinton set his mug down. “Just a few days. I gotta be back in Atlanta on Monday for my stupid job.”

      “Same here,” Lewis said.

      Jerry nodded. “Me too.”

      “That blows,” Justin said, sipping his own beer. “Maybe we can all do something tomorrow afternoon since you guys will be at the reunion all night.”

      “You should come,” Clinton said.

      “Yeah,” Lewis and Jerry said.

      “To the reunion? I can’t go. It’s not even my graduating class.”

      “Who cares,” Jerry said, practically shouting, obviously tipsy. “You were probably more a part of our class than your own. You can be my guest. We’ll tell everyone we’re a couple.”

      “You’re drunk, Jerry,” Justin said, making as if to grab Jerry’s beer.

      Jerry protected his drink. “Not yet, but after a couple more of these pitchers I will be.”  He let loose a glass-rattling belch followed by his famous wheezy laugh, then took a hit from his inhaler.

      Clinton pointed at his asthmatic buddy. “There it is. There’s Muttley.”

      Jerry let the medicine calm his lungs. “Fuck you, Clint. No, I’m serious, Justin, you should come. I’m one of the organizers so I can get you in no problem. Plus, Katy Lee responded, said she’ll be there, so there’s another reason to come.”

      Lewis and Clinton sang a chorus of oohs and blew smooches toward the red-faced Justin.

      “Yeah, yeah. Maybe. If I can get someone to cover for me, maybe I’ll go.”

      After the friends finished cheering and settled back down, Justin asked, “Have any of you seen her lately?” Besides wondering what Katy looked like, Justin also wanted to know if she was okay. His recent nightmares involving her and a young Lewis Frazier have been deeply troubling.

      Lewis shook his head. “My mom still keeps in touch with her folks, though. I know she lives in Orlando. She got divorced a little over a year ago. No kids. I’m not sure if she’s seeing anyone, but old Muttley over here says she doesn’t have a guest listed.”

      Jerry nodded as he swallowed more beer. “Just her.”

      Justin wiped the already clean bar with a rag. “She probably won’t want to see me after how I ended things. But it would be nice to say hey to her.”

      Clinton: “So you’ll come?”

      Justin finished his nervous cleaning and exchanged glances with his brother and best friends. Shrugging, he said, “Yeah, I’ll go if I can.”

      Their hoots of joy mingled with the bustling noise of the growing crowd and the rock song blaring from the new sound system. However, even above the ruckus, the bell above the door reached their ears when the old man walked into the bar. The four friends fell dead silent at the sight of the man.

      “Holy shit,” Clinton finally sputtered, beer spraying from his lips. “Is that Old Man Boyd?”

      Jerry’s face paled, recalling the Reed brothers and his flight into the woods all those years ago, and how the man had helped him. Not to mention the news of Mr. Boyd shooting Andy Reed mere moments after he’d been alone with the man. “Holy shit is right. He must be what, eighty-years-old by now? He should be in bed.”

      Justin watched the man’s entrance, concern scrunching his features. “Yeah. He’s never been in this late before. He usually comes in during happy hour for a beer or two, once or twice a week. Never says much. Just asks how I’ve been, that sort of thing.”

      Mr. Boyd approached the bar, the cane in his right hand thumping on the hardwood floor with each slow step. He gave a single nod at the four staring men, the dim light glinting off his thick eyeglasses. They all lifted a hand in greeting. He took a seat on the only open stool at the opposite end of the bar.

      Justin fished a can of Busch from the cooler along with a frosted mug, and brought them to the man. The trio watched as Justin conversed with their old neighbor, wondering what the two could be talking about. After helping some more customers, Justin returned to his reunited group, a worried look shrouding his features.

      Clinton asked, “Everything okay, little bro?”

      “Yeah. He’s pretty much the same as usual. But he said something about bad dreams, not being able to sleep, and needing to get out of the neighborhood.”

      Clinton had been trying to find a way to broach the subject all night and figured now was his best opportunity. “And what about you? You have those night terrors anymore?”

      “No, I’m fine,” Justin lied, refusing to acknowledge the reoccurrence of his horrible nightmares and sleep paralysis in the past couple of weeks. He quickly shifted the subject away from himself. “But it’s not Old Man Boyd that I’m worried about. It’s someone else that usually comes in around this time.”

      Clinton shrugged. “Who?”

      Before Justin could answer, the bell called out once more. Two tough-looking young men—both wearing well-worn leather jackets as if in defiance of the hot weather—walked in like they owned the joint, followed by another adorned in black t-shirt and jeans. The group recognized the third man despite the many years since they’d seen him. Even though he’d put on more weight, there was no mistaking the thick raised scars traversing the round face.

      Justin sighed heavily. “Jason Reed.”

      Jason sauntered up to the bar, squeezing between Mr. Boyd and the young woman parked next to him. Justin, Lewis, Clinton, and Jerry froze along with the rest of the clientele. Hopkinsville is a small town; everybody knew the story of Clyde Boyd and Andy Reed.

      The air in Nightrunners turned heavy and still. The music seemed louder, the clink of glasses rang out as patrons set their drinks delicately upon the bar. Jason turned to Mr. Boyd and lifted his chin with a quick acknowledging nod. Mr. Boyd returned it with a slow nod of his own, his magnified eyes behind thick glasses boring into the young man without an ounce of fear.

      Jason turned to Justin and raised his index finger, the purple scars on his thick forearm standing out. “The usual.”

      Justin filled two pitchers with ale and set them, along with three chilled mugs, in front of one half of the dreaded Twins from Hell. Jason dug into his front pocket, tossed a wad of cash onto the bar, clutched his entire purchase in his meaty grips, and sauntered back to the pool table to meet his friends. The atmosphere reverted back to normal as the room filled with relieved sighs.

      “Holy shit,” Clinton whispered when Justin returned. “That was intense.”

      Justin watched the men as they racked their pool balls. Sweat shimmered on his forehead. “Yeah. I’ve worried about those two running into each other since I opened the place.”

      Jerry chimed in, his face flush with anger. “I can’t believe you let that asshole in here.”

      “He’s never caused any problems. He even always leaves a tip. I know he terrorized us as kids, but I like to give everyone the benefit of the doubt. Besides, I feel a little sorry for him. I can’t imagine what it’s like to lose your brother.”

      “And your twin at that,” Clinton added.

      Jerry chugged the dregs of his mug and set it on the bar. “Well, no offense, Justin, I love what you’ve done to the place, but I think we should change venues.”

      Justin shrugged. “Come on, guys. Don’t leave because of him. We’re not kids anymore, there’s no reason to be afraid of him. Trust me, he’s harmless.”

      Lewis finished his beer as well. “No, it’s not that. We were supposed to meet some more classmates at the bowling alley anyway.”

      “Oh shit,” Clinton said, checking his watch. “We were supposed to be there like a half hour ago. Justin, you should come over if you close in time.”

      “Nah, I’ll be here all night. But I got a girl that works Friday afternoon so I can hang with you guys all day tomorrow. And if I can’t get her to work the night shift, I’ll just close the place down and go to your stupid reunion. I mean I own the damn place. I can do what I want, right?”

      Jerry raised his fists in the air. “That’s my boy! You won’t regret it, Justin.”

      The three classmates rummaged for their wallets. Justin held up his hand. “Please, don’t even try it. It’s on the house.”

      After a round of goodbyes, the adult versions of his childhood friends filed through the exit. Justin watched them go, a huge grin stuck on his face despite knowing they were leaving to be away from Jason Reed. The smile wavered when he glanced over to the pool table. Jason stared at the vacated exit with an expression that made Justin shiver—clenched-jaw rage. Jason met eyes with Justin and quickly went back to his game.

      When Justin turned, he was met with a completely different look from Mr. Boyd; an expression that worried him much more than the one from his old neighborhood bully—a pleading glare hiding something terrifying.

      Justin didn’t want to know what could scare Old Man Boyd. And he had a sinking feeling that before the night ended, he would find out what that something might be.
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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.
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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
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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
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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