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        The grove was hungry.

        Aisling felt it in the soles of her bare feet — a slow pulse rising through damp earth and tangled root, a heartbeat not her own. She had served the Bloodroot Grove since girlhood, the way her mother had before her, and her mother before that. She knew what the land wanted. She knew what it had already taken. And when the grove whispered completion and showed her a grey-eyed stranger at its border, she knew something old and terrible was about to be asked of her.

        Cael of Ashvale was meant to be his father’s weapon — a hostage in name, a spy in fact, sent north under a peace-truce to find how the sacred forest his clan had warred against for three generations could finally be broken. He was not meant to fall in love with its keeper. He was not meant to hear the earth speak his name. He was not meant to choose her people over his own.

        Their love is forbidden in every language they share. Their clans will never forgive it. The grove does not care. It has waited longer than memory for blood freely given — a union to satisfy a hunger older than the first oath ever sworn. What Aisling and Cael offer will end a war. What it costs will bind every descendant who follows them to a grove that will never stop asking, an oath they never chose, and a love that rooted itself into the bones of the world.

        This is the story that started the Bloodroot legend.

        The land remembers. The oaths endure.
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      The grove was hungry.

      Aisling felt it in the soles of her bare feet, that slow pulse rising through damp earth and tangled root — a heartbeat not her own. She stood at the threshold where the ordinary forest ended and the bloodroot trees began, their pale bark scarred with veins of deep crimson, and she listened the way her mother had taught her. Not with her ears, but with the hollow place beneath her ribs where breath became something older than language.

      Come, the land murmured. Come down. Come in.

      She stepped forward.

      The canopy closed above her like clasped hands. Bloodroot trees did not grow like other trees. They curved inward, their branches weaving together overhead until the sky became a lattice of bark and dark leaves, and the light that filtered through took on a reddish cast, as though the air itself had been stained. Beneath her feet, the roots broke the surface in thick arterial ridges, and she walked along them like paths, balancing with the ease of long practice.

      She had been walking these roots since she was five years old, trailing behind her mother’s sure-footed steps, learning to read the grove’s moods the way fishermen read the sea. Her mother, Aderyn, had been the grove’s keeper before her — the one who spoke to the land and translated its demands for the clan. Aderyn had walked barefoot here in all seasons; when frost made the roots treacherous, when the autumn rains turned the earth to red mud that looked uncomfortably like blood.

      Aderyn had died here, too.

      Aisling pressed that thought down beneath the others, as she always did, and kept walking.

      The deeper paths were older, the roots thicker, the red veins in the bark darker and more prominent. Sap beaded on the trunks like sweat, catching the dim light. She could feel the trees’ awareness brush against her mind — curious, assessing. Recognizing. She was Aderyn’s daughter, and the grove remembered Aderyn. It remembered everything.

      At the center of the grove stood the mother-tree.

      It was ancient beyond reckoning, wider than a roundhouse, its trunk split into a cathedral of pale wood with a hollow heart large enough for a dozen people to stand inside. Its roots spread outward in every direction, diving deep into the earth, and Aisling had always imagined them reaching down past stone and clay to whatever slept beneath the world. The other bloodroot trees were its children, sprung from those far-reaching roots, but the mother-tree was something else entirely. It was the grove’s voice. Its appetite.

      Today, that appetite had been fed.

      The hart lay at the base of the mother-tree, curled on its side as though sleeping. A young male, its first antlers just beginning to branch. There was no wound that Aisling could see, no sign of predator or trap. It had simply walked here and laid down and died, and already the roots were doing their work — thin tendrils of white had pushed up through the soil and wound around the hart’s legs, drawing it down, pulling it into the earth. The animal’s flank had begun to sink into the ground, like a body settling into a warm bed.

      The blood was gone. The earth beneath the hart was dark, almost black, but there was no red pooling, no stain spreading outward. The grove had drunk it all.

      Aisling knelt and placed her palm flat on the soil beside the animal. The earth was warm.

      Good, the grove whispered. But not enough.

      A shiver traced down her spine that had nothing to do with the morning cold. She closed her eyes and pushed her awareness down, the way her mother had taught her — through root and stone, through the tangled web of living wood that connected every tree in the grove to the mother-tree and the mother-tree to the deep earth. She felt the grove’s vast, slow consciousness wrap around her own mind like a hand closing gently around a small bird.

      The grove showed her what it showed her. Red earth. Running water. Steel. A face she did not know — a man’s face, hard-jawed and grey-eyed, with a scar that cut through one brow. He stood at the grove’s edge, and the roots reached toward him like fingers, and the earth whispered his blood-name in a tongue older than her people’s oldest songs.

      He comes, the grove said. The other half. The completion.

      Aisling pulled her hand from the soil as though burned. She stood, breathing hard, her heart slamming against her ribs. The vision clung to her like cobwebs — that man’s face, those grey eyes, the way the grove had leaned toward him with such terrible wanting.

      “No,” she said aloud. Her voice was thin in the cathedral hush.

      The grove did not argue. It did not need to. It simply pulsed beneath her feet — that slow, patient heartbeat — and waited, as it always waited, as it had waited for generations, for what it was owed.

      The closing ritual began with the stilling of her breath. Aisling drew three deliberate inhalations through her nose, each one tasting of earth, copper, and something ancient — something that lived in the dark places where roots drank deep. With each breath, she felt the grove’s attention shifting, turning inward, the vast intelligence that had held her in its grasp beginning to withdraw, to gather itself back into the spaces beneath the soil, the hollow chambers of heartwood, the secret language of sap and mycorrhizal thread.

      Her lips moved without conscious thought, the words rising from somewhere deeper than memory. They were old words, the words her mother had taught her by singing them during Aisling’s childhood communions, and before that, words that Aderyn herself had inherited from the keeper before her, and back through a chain of women whose names were written only in the growth rings of the oldest trees. The language was not quite the speech of men — it held no such confines, no such certainty. It was something liquid, something that could mean three things at once and all of them true.

      “I release you to your roots,” she whispered, and the grove trembled faintly — not from distress, but from the satisfaction of a hunger acknowledged and named. “I release you to your seasons. I release you to the dark that feeds you.”

      As she spoke, she felt the tether that bound her consciousness to the grove’s beginning to fray, to dissolve like spider silk in morning dew. It should have felt like loss. It should have felt like drowning. Instead, it was a gentle loosening, the way one’s hand finally unclenches after holding something precious and terrible for hours. The relief was almost sweet.

      Aisling’s feet were still rooted to the soft mulch of the inner sanctum, but her awareness was already beginning to narrow, to pull back from the far reaches of the grove where she had sensed the subtle pulse of a newly woken root, the distress of a tree that had pushed too much sap into a weakened branch, the drowsy contentment of the younger bloodroots still learning the language of soil. The grove did not release her grudgingly — she knew better than to imagine such pettiness — but there was something in the fading of its presence that felt almost like reluctance, like a mother’s hand lingering on her child’s cheek before the moment of necessary parting.

      She brought her forehead down against the mother-tree’s bark.

      The wood was warm — always warm, even in the deepest cold of winter — and rough beneath her skin in the way that had become familiar as her own heartbeat. There were grooves worn into the bark from years of this gesture, from decades, perhaps centuries, of keepers coming to perform this closing. She fitted her brow into one of these ancient channels and pressed hard enough to feel the grain pattern imprinting itself against her skin. In this last moment of joining, she tried to pour into the tree everything she carried within herself: gratitude, grief, the small bright thread of tomorrow’s joy, the weight of all the things the grove held back from the lands beyond its borders.

      The mother-tree’s response was subtle — a pulse that seemed to move through Aisling rather than from her. An acknowledgment. A blessing. A warning, perhaps, though warnings from the grove never came in words. They came in the instinctive sense of wrongness, in the knowledge that something was shifting in ways not yet visible.

      When Aisling finally stepped back, the severance was immediate and absolute. It was like stepping through a door that slammed shut the moment her heel cleared the threshold. The change was so sudden that she gasped, her fingers splaying involuntarily against the nearest trunk to steady herself. The grove was still there — she could see it, smell it, feel the ground beneath her bare feet — but it had become ordinary. A place of wood and leaf instead of a living conscious thing that breathed with her breathing, that knew her thoughts before she thought them.

      She waited for the usual steadying of her legs, for the ordinary world to stop sliding beneath her vision like a badly tethered boat.

      The boundary markers first. Always the boundary markers.

      The path that circled the inner grove was worn smooth by centuries of keepers’ feet, though few enough had walked it in the generation since Aderyn’s death. Aisling knew every twist of it, every place where a root had begun to crack the earth into unsettled ground. The bloodroots did not grow on this inner path — here, at the borders of the true sacred ground, only the ordinary trees held their stations: oak and elder, hawthorn and rowan, the species that kept the ancient peace between the human world and whatever it was that lived, thought, and hungered at the heart of the grove.

      Her mother’s marker stones were still there.

      Aisling knelt beside the first one — a piece of white quartz Aderyn had chosen and carved with symbols that might have been letters or something altogether older. The stone was cool beneath Aisling’s hand, and slightly slick with the moisture that rose from the forest floor even in dry seasons. She traced the carved symbols with her thumb, feeling for any change in the marks themselves, any subtle wearing or deepening that might indicate the grove’s judgment on the boundaries her mother had set.

      She moved along the perimeter, and in the space where her awareness had relinquished its hold on the grove’s true depths, she found herself relying on other senses. The smell of rich earth and growing things. The way certain sections of the path felt warmer or cooler beneath her bare feet. The particular quality of light that filtered through the bloodroots — for even at the boundaries, there was no escaping them. They rose above all other growth, their bark that terrible red-brown that reminded her too much of dried blood, their leaves dark as old bruises.

      They had grown. The largest of the bloodroots on the western margin had added at least a hand’s breadth to its girth since the last moon’s dark. That was not natural growth — that was the grove feeding on something, drawing something into itself. Aisling approached the tree slowly, laid her palm flat against the hot bark, and tried to sense what lay beneath. Hunger satisfied. Something lost from the outer lands. Something that had strayed too close. The knowing did not come with images or words, but with a feeling in her bones, a sensation like the phantom pain of an old injury.

      Aisling pulled her hand from the bark and continued the perimeter, noting the health of each section with the practiced eye of someone who had done this since childhood. The eastern margin where the roots had begun to push through the surface in long, seeking fingers — that section needed her attention. The northern zone where a sickness had taken hold of three smaller bloodroots last winter and had begun to spread, though she sensed that the mother-tree was containing it, holding it in isolation like poison in a closed chamber.

      The cairn was visible from the southern edge, just beyond where the bloodroots truly held dominion, in the space where the ordinary forest still reigned.

      Aisling’s breath came short. She rose with less grace than she would have wanted, and for a moment, the world seemed to tilt sideways. This happened sometimes, the transition from the grove’s awareness back to the limitations of mortal perception — but it usually passed more quickly.

      She walked to the cairn without letting herself think too carefully about the walking.

      Her mother’s burial place was not large. Aderyn had been a small woman, compact and precise in a way that Aisling had always found intimidating. The cairn was perhaps the height of Aisling’s knee, a modest pile of stones that had been placed with intention and care. Each stone had been chosen because it meant something. There were pebbles from the river where Aderyn had bathed as a child, stones from the path where she had first walked as the chieftain’s betrothed, a piece of worked slate that bore marks that might have been deliberate carving or the random work of time and water. At the very top, placed most recently by Aisling’s own hands, was a fragment of mother-of-pearl that Ewan had brought back from a trade expedition to the southern coast.

      Aisling sat in front of the cairn and pulled her knees up to her chest.

      The memory came unwanted, the way memories of that day always came — not smoothly, but in jagged shards that cut no matter how many times one encountered them. She had been fourteen winters old, and the grove had called her with an urgency that made her bones vibrate with tension. She had run from her father’s hall in the grey light of early morning, not bothering with shoes or the formal preparations, driven by a compulsion she did not understand.

      When she had reached the inner sanctum, she had found her mother.

      Aderyn was wound in the roots of the mother-tree like a lover’s embrace, her arms entwined with tendrils thick as a man’s wrist, her legs similarly bound. Her face was peaceful — Aisling would remember that most clearly, that impossible peace — and her eyes were open, staring upward at the canopy of bloodroot leaves as if she were seeing something beyond the material world. But her skin was grey, and when Aisling had reached out with shaking fingers to touch her mother’s cheek, it had been cold.

      The roots had not been draining her life the way a trap would. Instead, the roots had been pulling something from her, drawing something deep out of her bones, her blood, and her breath. And Aderyn — still alive, still conscious in those final moments, Aisling understood later — had been offering it willingly. Giving.

      The grove had taken her not in cruelty, but in hunger. And Aderyn had given herself to feed that hunger.

      “I felt you in the roots today,” Aisling whispered, though she had promised herself she would not speak aloud, would not blur the boundaries between here and there, between the living world and the spaces the grove held. “You were in the mother-tree. You wanted me to understand something about the hunger.”

      The stones did not answer. The grove, at least, kept the dignity of its silence when she was no longer truly joined to it.

      Aisling sat there until the muscles in her legs began to ache, until the peculiar coldness that came from the grave-ground began to seep into her bones. When she finally rose, her joints protested with sharp little aches that would fade by the time she reached the tree line. Her feet, when she looked down at them, were marked with the red soil of the grave-ground, and the marks looked disturbingly like blood in the dimming light.

      The transition from the grove to the ordinary world completed itself as she walked the final stretch. The ancient intelligence folded itself back into the spaces between trees, the hidden chambers where the oldest roots spoke their slow languages. And with that withdrawal came cold — it always came as something of a shock, though Aisling had experienced it countless times. The inner grove maintained its own warmth, a temperature that had nothing to do with seasons. But as she passed the outermost bloodroots, the cold rushed in like water. It came up through the earth into her bare feet, raising the flesh into small pebbled patterns. It bit at her exposed arms and shoulders.

      The quality of the earth beneath her feet changed too. In the grove, the soil was living, responsive, almost aware of where her weight fell. Out here, the ground was simply ground — hard-packed earth, stone, and the scattered debris of ordinary decay. The difference was like stepping from a warm bed into a cold room.

      The tree line appeared suddenly, and here — as if he had been waiting for exactly this moment — stood old Tam.

      He was thin as a winter branch himself, with skin the color of old leather and hair the color of snow. In his hands, wrapped in cloth that had been white once and was now the color of undyed wool, was something that made Aisling’s stomach clench with desperate gratitude.

      “You’ve been in there long,” Tam said. He did not ask it as a question.

      Aisling opened her mouth and found it working, though the sound came out thin and strange. “The grove demanded attention.”

      Tam nodded as if this explained everything. He had known her mother. He had been the one to find Aderyn’s body, though whether he had been hunting that day or had been sent by some understanding between the grove and the outer world was something Aisling had never quite discovered.

      He extended the cloth bundle wordlessly, and Aisling took it, her fingers closing around something warm. When she pulled back the cloth, she found oatcakes — three of them, still holding some of the heat from their baking. They smelled of honey and something medicinal. Tam’s honey cakes always contained things meant to restore: dried herbs, sometimes crushed nuts, sometimes the subtle warmth of spices that had come from far traders.

      Aisling bit into one of the cakes without answering. The warm sweetness spread across her tongue, and for a moment, the transition from the grove back to the ordinary world felt less like a death and more like a kind of grace.

      “Your father sent word that he wanted to see you before the evening fire,” Tam said, his voice gentle with the understanding of someone who knew transitions.

      Aisling swallowed and looked at the old man’s face. There were new lines there, or perhaps old lines that had deepened.

      “I’ll go,” she said. “Soon.”

      Tam nodded and turned to leave, then paused. He glanced back with something in his expression that might have been pity or the particular knowledge of someone who had lived long enough to understand that the grove never gave anything without taking something away.

      “Your mother used to eat my oatcakes too,” he said quietly. “Before.”

      Then he was gone, melting into the ordinary forest, leaving Aisling alone at the boundary with a half-eaten cake in her hand and the taste of honey and complexity on her tongue.
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      Aisling emerged from the tree line to find her world tilting on its axis.

      The Thornwood stronghold sat high on the mountain’s shoulder, a cluster of roundhouses and timber halls behind a palisade of sharpened oak. Smoke rose from cooking fires, and she could hear the familiar sounds of home — the ring of the smith’s hammer, children shouting, goats complaining. But there was something else today: horses in the yard that did not belong to Thornwood, voices she did not recognize, and her father’s hall doors thrown open despite the cold.

      Seren found her before she reached the gate. Her younger sister came running across the muddy track with her cloak half off her shoulders and her dark hair wild, all breathless excitement.

      “Aisling! Where have you been? Father’s been asking for you since dawn.”

      “The grove.” Aisling was already scanning the yard, counting the unfamiliar horses. Eight of them, well-fed and tall — Ashvale stock, bred in the rich river valleys of the east. Her stomach tightened. “Whose horses?”

      “Envoys.” Seren caught her arm and pulled her toward the hall. “Father received a messenger three days ago while you were at the high pastures. Aisling, they’re talking about peace.”

      The word landed strangely. Peace. She had been born into the war between Thornwood and Ashvale, as had her mother before her, and her mother’s mother before that. Three generations of blood feud, of raids and reprisals, of bodies carried home on shields. Peace was a children’s story, a thing old women wished for when the wind blew from the east and carried the smell of Ashvale cookfires.

      “What kind of peace?”

      “A hostage exchange. Or — not exactly. They’re offering one of Morran’s sons.”

      Aisling stopped walking. “Morran is sending us one of his sons?”

      Seren’s eyes were bright. She was seventeen and still young enough to find danger exciting rather than terrifying. “The second one. Cael. Father says it’s a gesture of good faith — Morran wants the war ended. He’s offering his own blood as surety.”

      He comes, the grove had said. The other half.

      Aisling pressed her hand against her sternum, where that hollow listening-place still hummed with the grove’s whisper. “When?”

      “Tomorrow. Aisling, Father truly needs you. He was in the hall with the envoys all morning and he looked—” Seren hesitated. “He looked tired.”

      Tired was Seren’s kind word for what their father had become. Ewan, Chieftain of Thornwood, had been a bear of a man in his youth — broad-chested, loud-voiced, the kind of leader who fought at the front of every charge. But the years had whittled him down. His beard had gone grey, then white. His shoulders had begun to curve inward. And there was a tremor in his hands now that no one spoke about, a cloudiness in his eyes that Aisling recognized as something more than age.

      The grove was claiming him. Slowly, the way tree roots split stone — imperceptibly, inevitably. She did not know what promise he had made to the land, or when, but she could feel it in the way the earth tugged at him, drawing him down with the same patient hunger that had swallowed the hart.

      She followed Seren through the gate and into the hall.
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      The Ashvale envoys were hard-faced men in good leather, wearing bronze torcs that marked them as oath-sworn warriors. They sat on the visitors’ bench with cups of mead they had barely touched, their eyes moving constantly, cataloguing exits and weapons, counting Thornwood fighters. Professional soldiers, Aisling thought. Morran had sent men who could defend themselves if things went wrong.

      Ewan sat in his chieftain’s chair at the head of the hall, his favourite hound curled at his feet. He looked up when Aisling entered, and she saw relief wash through his weathered features.

      “Daughter. Come.”

      She crossed the hall and took her place at his right hand, aware of the envoys’ eyes on her. She was still barefoot, her feet stained red from the grove’s soil. She saw one of the Ashvale men notice and look quickly away. Good. Let them be unnerved. The keeper of the grove was supposed to be a little frightening.

      “These men have brought terms from Warlord Morran,” Ewan said. His voice was steady, but she could see the effort it cost him. “A truce, sealed by hostage bond. His second son for our guarantee of peace.”

      “And what does Morran want in return?”

      The lead envoy — a silver-haired man with the careful diction of a practiced negotiator — spread his hands. “An end to the bleeding. We’ve fought long enough, Keeper. Both clans have paid more than any grievance warrants. Warlord Morran offers his own blood as proof of his sincerity.”

      Aisling studied the man’s face. He was practiced at honesty, which made her doubt him. “Morran wants access to the grove.”

      A flicker of something behind those diplomatic eyes. “The terms include provisions for shared stewardship of the borderlands, yes. The sacred grove falls within⁠—”

      “The grove falls within Thornwood’s keeping,” Aisling said quietly. “As it has since before either of our clans had names. That is not a term for negotiation.”

      “Aisling.” Ewan’s hand found her arm, his grip weak, but his intent clear. Not now. “The full terms will be discussed once the hostage arrives. For now, we have agreed in principle to receive Morran’s son as a guest and a pledge.”

      She held her father’s gaze. He was asking her to trust him, and she did — but she also trusted the grove, and the grove was hungry. It had shown her the face of a stranger, called him the other half, and she did not know what that meant except that it frightened her.

      “As you will, Father.”

      That night, she did not sleep. She sat on the palisade wall, watched the eastern darkness, and thought about what was coming. The wind carried the scent of bloodroot sap — sweet and metallic, like honey mixed with iron — and beneath her, through stone,  timber, and packed earth, the grove pulsed its patient, endless heartbeat.

      Tomorrow, it whispered.

      Tomorrow.
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      Cael of Ashvale had been told what to expect. A mountain stronghold. Hostile faces. The stink of sheep, woodsmoke, and the thin air of the heights that left easterners gasping. His father’s advisors had prepared him thoroughly, the way one prepares a weapon — with care, purpose, and the understanding that he might not come back whole.

      What they had not prepared him for was the silence.

      The Thornwood lands were wrapped in it. As the riding party climbed higher into the western mountains, the familiar sounds of the east fell away — the river noise, the birdsong, the constant human bustle of the Ashvale settlements. In their place, came wind,  stone, and the creak of ancient trees, and beneath it all, a silence so deep, it had weight. It pressed against his ears. It settled on his shoulders. It made his horse skittish, his sworn-men quiet, and Cael found himself gripping his reins too tightly and scanning the tree line with the alertness of a man expecting ambush.

      “Peaceful country,” said Niall from his left, his voice dripping with the particular irony he reserved for situations that might get them killed.

      Cael didn’t answer. He was watching the trees.

      They were wrong. Not wrong in any way he could name, exactly — they were trees, they had bark, branches, and leaves in the right places — but there was a quality to them that set his teeth on edge. The deeper they rode into Thornwood territory, the more the forest pressed
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/heading-swash-shirley-screen.png






OEBPS/images/image-0---before-root--ruin---ebook.jpg





