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            INTRODUCTION

          

          STEPHEN KING

        

      

    

    
      These stories are fucking great. They rule.

      Basically that’s all the introduction I Know a Place needs. But, sad to say, that won’t do. It’s not an introduction, it’s a blurb. It would look perfect on the cover, only then it would say These stories are f*cking great. Because bookstores are—theoretically, at least—places for the whole family, and These stories are fucking great might cause impressionable children to become degenerate serial killers.

      That might sound ridiculous, but it’s not as off-track as you might think, because most writers of terror and the supernatural started as impressionable children. Nat Cassidy didn’t grow up to become a degenerate serial killer, but I’m guessing that he loved tales of horror and the supernatural as a kid. As did many of the stars in the genre, such as Ray Bradbury, Robert Bloch, and Richard Matheson. As did I.

      In his excellent biography of Jerry Lee Lewis, Rick Bragg gives a perfect anecdote concerning the artist, not as a young man, but as a child. Jerry Lee and his parents walked up the road in their town of Faraday, Louisiana, to see their relatives, the more well-off Swaggarts. (Jimmy Swaggart, who would become a hellfire evangelist, was Jerry Lee’s cousin.) The Swaggarts had a piano. Jerry Lee told Bragg, “I didn’t know what it was, I just knew I had to get at it.”

      My guess is that Nat Cassidy felt the same way when he read his first scary story. Given his age (he was born in 1981), it might even have been—horrors!—one of mine. For sure something he read made him get at it.

      To turn the key to wonderland.

      The result, a few miles down the road we all travel, our talent carried on our backs or in snakeskin traveling bags, is this book. It’s full of stories that are fucking great. They rule. I’ll write a little bit more (“Play your harmonica, son,” as Lightnin’ Hopkins liked to say), but that’s really all it comes down to.

      Fucking great stories.

      They rule.

      Case closed.

      

      I’ve heard Nat Cassidy on Neil McRobert’s podcast, which is called Talking Scared. He’s a well-spoken, thoughtful critic with that rarity in well-spoken, thoughtful critics: an actual sense of humor. I picked up his third novel (fourth, if you count Steal the Stars, the novelization of a podcast), When the Wolf Comes Home, thinking I probably wouldn’t like it, because in my experience, well-spoken and thoughtful critics often make boring-as-shit storytellers. They have a tendency to think too much about what they are doing instead of just whaling away.

      To my surprise and delight, When the Wolf Comes Home was terrific, full of scares and good old-fashioned gory fun. The final-girl main character, Jess, is totally relatable, and there’s a scene involving Halloween display that blew my mind. It was a fine and scary novel.

      Mr. Cassidy wrote me an email, mentioning how one of my idols, John D. MacDonald, wrote an introduction to my first book of short stories, Night Shift. Nat didn’t come out and say “Why don’t you do me a solid and pay it forward,” but the implication was clear. Based on When the Wolf Comes Home, I agreed. Although as I have said, all the introduction needed to say was they’re fucking great, they rule. If they hadn’t been, I would have found an excuse. Possibly an inoperable brain tumor.

      Don’t expect me to summarize any of these tales, which Cassidy calls “dark detours.” Horror stories, suspense stories, tales of the outre, are fragile. They have a tendency to shatter under analysis, partly because the best of them have a sting in the tale but mostly because it’s like explaining a joke. When you do that, it’s no longer funny. (I think I just mixed a bunch of metaphors. Go on and sue me.)

      All such stories (maybe all fiction) are detours, I think—they diverge from the main-traveled roads. They all start with a What if. In “Rest Stop,” the longest story—and in my estimation, the most terrifying—starts with an Everyman named Abe who stops at the kind of convenience store we all know, the kind that sells gas outside, Slim Jims, Twizzlers, and discount cigarettes inside. Nat Cassidy asks What if there was a lunatic right out of a slasher movie lurking in that store. What if he killed everyone except for the unsuspecting Abe, who only stops because he’s having a snack attack. Oh, and What if there was a snake and spider house just down the road, one of those shirttail roadside attractions like the World’s Biggest Ball of String (Kansas) or the World’s Biggest Frying Pan (Iowa). What if the two things worked together to create hell for Abe and a compulsive page-turning thrill ride for the reader?

      What if a guitarist eking out a living in cover bands found a way to travel back in time. What if he kept John Lennon from meeting Paul McCartney in 1957? And What if this guitarist actually BECAME a superstar calling himself. . . wait for it. . . the Beatle?

      What if a little kid who loves Christmas was visited by a foul-mouthed elf from Santa’s workshop? And What if this elf, Twinklebottom by name, told the kid he could save Christmas by being naughty instead of nice? This one’s a story that would have been perfectly at home in a Tales from the Crypt mag from 1953, with art by Graham “Ghastly” Ingles or “Jolly” Jack Davis. Sicko that I am, I could easily visualize a Christmas tree looped with a garland of intestines, eyeballs for bulbs, and a dripping heart on top.

      As a young writer, I mourned the passing of the horror comics and so-called “shudder pulps” like Weird Tales, feeling those were markets I could have sold to. It’s possible that Nat Cassidy missed the passing of skin mags like Adam and Cavalier for the same reason. They published genre fiction between various thought-provoking pictorials of topless nuns and nurses who remembered their caps but somehow forgot the rest of their clothes.

      The shudder pulps are long gone. So are the horror comics. The skin mags have been replaced by Pornhub. None of the stories collected in I Know a Place appear to have been previously published in magazines. Some were published as chapbooks, others in anthologies (“Nice,” the story about the weirdo elf, was originally published in a book of winter-themed stories). Many are seeing publication in this book for the first time, and one (“A Fruiting Body”) has a previous (and current) life as a performance piece.

      Yet one thing is constant both in Cassidy’s stories and my Night Shift stories, many of which were published in the aforementioned skin mags: they have lead-ins so potent that you just about have to read on. The first line of my story, “Night Surf,” is this: “After the guy was dead and the smell of his burning flesh was off the air, we all went back down to the beach.” The first line of “Trucks” is, “The guy’s name was Snodgrass and I could see him getting ready to do something crazy.”

      The first line of Nat Cassidy’s “Rest Stop,” which is destined to become a classic, is “All is either darkness or chaos.” In “Run for Your Life,” the narrator (and future Beatle) begins by saying, “This is not a confession”. . . although it is. Of course it is. A page later, when the story really begins, he informs us that he started playing with the Beatles when he was ten. . . in 1998. What a perfect lead-in to a time travel story. Am I right or am I right?

      The most important thing about these stories isn’t the punchy first lines or the sharp characterizations. There is humor, twinkling stars in a mostly black firmament, and there are moments of writing so sharp you could shave with them. (In “Lunar Eclipse,” he writes. “Innocence is simply experience that hasn’t made up its mind yet.”)

      The most important thing about these stories is their sheer readability. If it was an album, it would be like CCR’s Cosmo’s Factory or AC/DC’s Highway to Hell (at least for me; your mileage may differ): not a bad track on either side. Nothing in I Know a Place goes clunk. It’s as good a book of fiction as you’d want. So enough of the bullshit.

      These stories are fucking great. They rule.

      So read them.
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          THE BIG BANG; LET THERE BE YACHT ROCK; BROKEN HEARTS; MOTHERFUCKING SNOBALLS

        

      

    

    
      All is darkness or chaos.

      The deep space obscurity of midnight or the careless incoherence of lights and colors speeding past, expanding, tumbling, destined only to wink out in the rearview. Barely any form, let alone any meaning.

      Until—

      Splat!

      A bug the size of an adult human thumb collides with his windshield, presenting its insides in a wet bouquet across the glass.

      “Sweet Jesus!” Abe exclaims.

      “What?” His older brother’s worried voice, coming from the phone plugged into the dashboard. “What happened?”

      “Nothing. Just a huge fucking dragonfly or something. Christ. Thing was big enough to have a social security number.”

      “Well, it’s summer,” his brother says, always helpful.

      “Yeah. Thanks.”

      Abe engages the wipers. The remnants of the bug smear across the windshield in stubborn, arcing streaks. He tries adding a little windshield fluid. The bug refuses to be forgotten.

      For the briefest of moments, Abe feels a touch of something like dread at the base of his spine, though he has no idea why.

      “Look,” he tells his brother, “can I get back to concentrating on driving? Or do you need to tell me another thirty times how I should’ve left earlier?”

      “Hey, you’re the one who decided to still be on the road at,” a pause while his brother looks at a clock somewhere, “one forty-five a.m.”

      “I’m also the one who explained I have a gig in a few days and had to cram in a rehearsal before I get stuck at somebody’s hospital bedside for the foreseeable future.”

      “It wasn’t Bobbe’s idea to have a stroke before your big gig, Abe.”

      “It’s not a ‘big gig,’ okay, it’s just a ‘gig.’ But thanks for the condescension.”

      “You’re welcome.”

      “And if anyone would purposefully time a stroke to fuck with my life, it’s Bobbe.”

      His brother declines to respond. He’s exhausted too; Abe can hear it.

      “I’m hanging up now,” Abe says at last. “The road is starting to look like the end of 2001, so I gotta focus.”

      “Please be safe. We don’t need you to die too.”

      “Bobbe would be furious about being upstaged. If she does die, which I still don’t think is possible.”

      “The doctors said⁠—”

      “I know.”

      “And mom really wants you here before that⁠—”

      “I know. Can I please hang up now?”

      “Lemme know when you’re like an hour away. You sure you’re okay to drive? You have me worried now.”

      “Yes. I’m only at risk of purposefully driving myself off a cliff.”

      “Abe.”

      “I’m fine!”

      “Fine. Just, one last thing⁠—”

      “What? Jesus!”

      “That. Can you cool it with the Jesuses and the Christs? You know how much she hates that. I don’t know if she can hear anything right now, but. . .”

      Abe snorts. “Hey. Maybe I can make her mad enough to snap out of her coma.”

      “Ha. She might wake up to yell at you for being a bad Jew.”

      “She’ll hop out of bed just to write me out of the will, like she did to Uncle Mike for being rude to her at that dinner once.”

      “And his kids too. Don’t forget she wrote his kids out. Just ’cause he asked her to stop being racist to the waiter.”

      “Hey, what if she wakes up and the stroke has made her an actually pleasant person?”

      “That’d be a miracle.”

      “I might start believing in God then.”

      The brothers fall into brief, guilt-tinged giggles, thinking of their own emotional infarctions with their not-so-beloved grandmother: Bobbe Meydl, their mother’s mother, the only grandparent they’ve ever known.

      Then they remember they’re grownups, not little kids sharing a bedroom. They repeat their goodbyes and disconnect, leaving Abe alone in silence.

      It was a long enough call that the playlist Abe had been blasting doesn’t automatically come back on, so for the moment, all he has is the sound of his wheels barreling over the mostly empty highway to underscore his thoughts.

      So many thoughts.

      He considers turning on the radio, or maybe listening to a podcast. He doesn’t do that, though—because it’s August, deep in the cursed year of 2016, and all anyone can talk about now is the upcoming election. The blonde, bloviating businessman versus the blonde, cackling e-mail lady. Abe takes a little comfort that E-mail Lady’s all but guaranteed to win, but still. What a shitshow. As if this year hasn’t been traumatic enough. Bowie dead. Prince dead. George Martin dead. Alan Rickman dead. Chyna dead. Abe fuckin’ Vigoda dead.

      And, of course, Abe’s own troubles. His tsuris, as Bobbe would call them, no doubt in her sneering, mocking way.

      “Splat,” he whispers, almost like an invocation. It’s hard not to stare at the base reduction left on the glass.

      He pulls up the playlist he’d been listening to earlier. Stabs ‘Play’ with a vengeance.

      The next song begins. The Doobie Brothers. “What a Fool Believes.”

      During the day, Abe, who is the bassist/vocalist for a death-metal-math-rock duo called Darwin’s Foëtus, hates—despises—loathes—shit like the Doobie Brothers. But alone in his car? Barreling down the open throat of midnight on a barely peopled highway in the middle of the country for a trip he desperately does not want to be taking? There’s only one proper response any mortal being can have to the smooth vocal stylings of Mr. Michael McDonald.

      “FUCK YESSSSS!” Abe punches the steering wheel in celebration and starts scream-singing along. As with all Michael McDonald songs, he only really knows the vowel sounds, but that doesn’t matter.

      What matters is he’s looking past the bug guts to the dark road beyond.
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        * * *

      

      He’d lied to his brother. There’d been no last-minute rehearsal. The main reason Abe hadn’t left the house until the last possible moment was because he frankly just didn’t want to go. So he’d puttered around his apartment, finding things to take his attention. A sock drawer that needed to be culled of socks with holes in them. A refrigerator that needed emptying. A beloved Ibanez BTB745 that needed new strings. He would’ve kept finding important tasks like that forever if his brother hadn’t called to ask how the trip was going.

      In fact, Abe’s bandmate Ty had begged Abe to rehearse, but Abe was ducking Ty’s phone calls and texts for weeks now. The only time they’d spoken since setting the gig up had been when Abe let Ty know he had to go out of town yesterday.

      That had freaked Ty out. He started whining, pleading—just a quick rehearsal, please, just to make sure we’re on top of our shit.

      Abe assured him he’d be back in time for the show, and then left him on read. Was, in fact, enjoying making Ty twist in the wind a little.

      Ty is always annoying before a show, even under normal circumstances. He likes to pretend each and every performance is that scene in the movie where the record exec sneaks into the back of the club and is so blown away by the talent onstage that a major label contract is offered on the spot. Abe doesn’t think record execs are even a thing anymore.

      But Abe knows why Ty is so concerned about this particular gig.

      Ty might say it’s because of their previous gig at Club Congress. That disaster. He’d say it’s because they need to prove themselves—to the venue and to each other, that their band is worth saving.

      But Abe knows what’s really on Ty’s mind.

      The Doobie Brothers are fading out now. He stops his scream-singing, says her name to his empty car with a mourner’s sigh.

      “Jenna.”

      Two soft syllables that slice like razor wire.

      Oh, Jenna.

      Beautiful, quixotic, intelligent-eyed Jenna.

      Smart, funny, passionate Jenna. Awesome fashion-sensed Jenna. Who always cheers loudly for their songs even when no one else is in the crowd, and who’s never afraid to call you on your bullshit when your lyrics are clichéd or problematic.

      Darwin’s Foëtus’s next gig is going to be Jenna and Ty’s first “official” gig as a couple. That’s what Ty really cares about. Impressing his new girlfriend. Making her proud. Making her want to be scooped up in his arms afterwards, so they can sneak away somewhere to celebrate and probably⁠—

      “Fuck,” Abe exhales, horrified to feel an actual tear leaking out of his eye. He wipes it away, embarrassed and furious. Christ, he has it bad for this girl.

      Don’t call me a ‘girl,’ he imagines Jenna saying. I’m thirty-one years old. Also, watch it with the C-word, remember?

      The next song on his yacht rock playlist begins. “Summer Breeze,” Seals and Croft. Abe turns the music up to try to drown out his thoughts.

      Two a.m. on the dot now; precisely the number of cars that are sharing the highway with him.

      Out of the deep-sea darkness, a billboard floats past. Wavy, kitschy letters proclaiming:

      
        
        Trumbull Farms: Snake And Spider House

        Visit . . . If You Dare

        NEXT EXIT

      

      

      Flanking the lettering are a few photos of—surprise, surprise—snakes and spiders. Truth in advertising. Always nice to see.

      That’d be a cool spot to visit during the day. Maybe on the drive back. Kill a little more time before showing up and relieving Ty’s anxieties. Plus, it’d be nice to visit some of nature's more pleasant creatures after being around his grandmother.

      Thinking of creepy crawlies, his gaze is drawn to the guts on the windshield again.

      Oh, Jenna. I’m the bug. You’re the windshield.

      He wants to roll his eyes at the sentiment, but refrains. The movement might cause more tears to spill out.

      What about Bobbe? What’s she in this metaphor?

      “The darkness,” he mutters, and gives a wet chuckle.

      Even stupid, golden retriever-brained Ty knows how Abe feels about his grandmother. One rehearsal, Ty had been reminiscing about his own perfect and cherished Nana, who baked cookies and still sent birthday cards with a ten-dollar bill tucked inside to her precious grandson.

      Abe had scoffed. “That’s wild. My grandmother’s one of the worst people I’ve ever met.”

      “Your grandmother?” As if grandmothers were some trusted brand. “Seriously?”

      “Seriously.” Abe started fiddling around on his bass. Minor key riffs and runs. “For just a taste: she tells me I’m a failure every time I see her. Those are her exact words. ‘Abraham, are you still wasting your life?’ That’s how she says hello.”

      “Damn.” Ty followed along on guitar.

      “And let’s see. . . She chased my mom with a hammer once for dating a Black guy in the ’70s. My mom ran away and lived in a park for a few weeks after that.”

      “Fuck!”

      “Oh, and she’s the worst whenever she meets any other immigrants. She’ll start quizzing them on where they’re from, and then start telling them how she had it worse as a child. That they should be glad they’re not her—which I’m sure they are. I’ve seen her spit at people. I’ve seen her flip them off to their face. She’s rude. She’s mean. And the only reason she’s not constantly being beaten with sticks is because she’s this tiny old lady.”

      “She sucks.”

      “She really sucks.”

      “Why is she like that?”

      Abe shrugged. “The war? She grew up in this tiny village in Poland that got sandwiched between the Nazis and the Commies and⁠—”

      “Oh, man, did she get sent to a camp?” Ty whispered it, the way he did whenever he spoke of something serious. Like he expected to get in trouble. Beautiful, dumb Ty.

      “Nah,” Abe replied. “Some extended family did, but she got to stay with some family friends. I guess things didn’t actually get bad for her until right after the war. I dunno. Trauma’s trauma, but I think some people are still just born assholes.”

      Suddenly—splat—he finds himself wondering: what would Jenna be like as a grandmother?

      Their whole impossible future flashes by in an instant. They have kids, grow old, watch their kids have kids. Jenna becomes one of those cool grandmas with tattoos and a record collection. She curses and makes naughty jokes and sips whiskey (but never too much). She has long, silver-blue hair—or maybe a wicked bob—and every time she looks at Abe she smiles a warm smile that says, look how far we’ve come. That says she’s never once regretted her decision to fall in love with a man who, sure, doesn’t look like your everyday romantic hero, but who has a heart of gold and fingers of⁠—

      “ABE!” He shouts at himself. “FUCKING STOP IT!” He whips his head back and forth.

      This is all way too depressing. Not even summer breezes blowing through jasmine can keep the midnight blues away. He’s also getting hungry. And thirsty. More than that, he wants sugar. Lots and lots of sugar.

      He should get gas, too—and maybe wipe off the bug guts from his windshield before the idea of driving off a cliff really does become tantalizing.

      As soon as he has that thought, a radiant green and white sign with the image of a gas pump emerges from the darkness.

      “And the Lord said let there be a gas station, and it was so. Hallelujah and amen.”

      Mouth watering at the thought of Icees and beef jerky and, holy shit, some Hostess motherfucking SnoBalls, Abe glides smoothly onto the exit ramp.
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          PARIAHS; BIGGEST PARTS; UNPLEASANT FRIENDS

        

      

    

    
      The parking lot isn’t empty. Two other cars sit next to each other near the entrance to the gas station’s convenience store. There’s also a powder blue VW Westfalia that’s as far away from those two cars as it can get while still being parked up at the front. It looks like some pariah animal at the local watering hole, not welcome to hang with the other gazelles or hippos.

      Abe pulls into his own spot, then sits for a moment.

      The song on his playlist has changed to “Biggest Part of Me,” by Ambrosia.

      Another legitimately good song Daytime Abe would never admit to liking, full of complex changes and interesting harmonies. It actually might make for a delightful (and safely ironic) cover. He can imagine singing it onstage, looking out into the crowd, making direct, unequivocal eye contact with Jenna. She’d probably laugh. Not a mocking laugh but a delighted one. A laugh that would settle into a warm, appreciative smile. It’d probably make her happy. It might make her blush.

      It might even make her think.

      He angrily turns off the engine, killing the song.

      Snacks first, then gas and windshield cleaning. Let that bug have a few moments longer to be memorialized in this cruel, stupid universe.

      He’s reaching to unplug his phone from the dash when a text comes in. His brother, who apparently doesn’t sleep. The message reads:

      All still good? Updated ETA?

      “Ugh! Leave me alone! Fuck everybody!” Abe snarls, flipping off the screen.

      He quickly gets out, leaving his phone in the car.
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        * * *

      

      As he sulkily trudges his way to the front door of the convenience store, he passes by the blue van. He’s already started to anthropomorphize it—poor loner van, probably too awesome for the other cars to appreciate. I feel you, Lonely Westfalia.

      A band he once knew called the Benson Ashe used to tour around in a green Westfalia, and that had always seemed like a fun time, so Abe gives this one an appraising look.

      All its windows are curtained from the inside. Totally private. Probably means they do a lot of drugs in there. Rock on, Lonely Westfalia; live your truth.

      Then he notices the license plate. A vanity plate. It takes him a moment to understand what it means, but as soon as he does a shudder ripples through him. Suddenly, not being able to see inside the van seems like a very bad thing.

      “Jesus,” he whispers.

      We’re not friends anymore, Lonely Westfalia.

      He hurries over to the store, now desperate to get inside. This parking lot has gotten too dark and it feels like that van, with its impenetrable windows, is swelling in size, blotting out what little light there is.

      When he reaches the front door, he turns back around, as if to double check what he just read.

      The front license plate is the same.

      CR8 H8

      Create Hate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THREE

          

          APPLE PIE; SILENT SCREAM; A QUICK BATHROOM DETOUR BEFORE HITTING THE ROAD

        

      

    

    
      Safe inside the store—so bright, so blissfully cool after even just a few moments of the muggy summer air—and he feels better. Sometimes capitalism knows how to hold you just right.

      Abe starts wandering up and down the aisles, idly scanning snacks, keeping his head down so as to not make eye contact with whatever psycho owns that van outside. Soon enough, he’s lost in his snack options and his thoughts.

      Maybe it’s because she’s dying, but Abe’s been thinking of his grandmother a lot lately. Thinking as his grandmother. Her accented, sneery voice will randomly buzzsaw into his brain, offering all sorts of unwelcome, unhelpful commentary. As he starts grabbing brightly colored treats off of the well-stocked shelves, here she comes again.

      No wonder this country is so fat and lazy. Look at all the poison they stuff into their faces. Disgusting.

      Abe shakes his head, not just at the sentiment (fuck you, Grannie, this food is dope), but at the implication. Because whenever she said something disparaging about “this country,” it carried the implication that Abe was among the fat and lazy too. That, in fact, Abe was an avatar of horrid Americanness. That’s me. Abraham Yehuda Neer, right up there with baseball and apple pie.

      He supposes he gets it. To an extent. Meydl always looked at Abe and, to a lesser extent, his brother, as not just creatures from another planet but as betrayers of their true faith and culture. After everything she and her family went through, it makes sense she’d be a little sensitive about stuff like that. But it’s called assimilation, Grandma. It doesn’t have to be a bad thing. Hell, their ancestors might’ve done well to do a little bit more of that over the millennia—maybe then they wouldn’t have been such a frequent target.

      And it’s not like Abe doesn’t want to be Jewish. There’s a lot he digs about the religion, the history. Contrary to what he joked to his brother earlier, he’s not necessarily against the idea of the existence of God, either—or at least a God-like Energy out there. It’s the arbitrary rituals he doesn’t care about. Being Jewish is cool and all, but who in their right mind ever volunteers for extra homework? Who doesn’t love the occasional pork chop or cheeseburger?

      Sometimes he wonders if maybe Bobbe’s unpleasantness isn’t actually more generational than religious. He has another friend, a metal bassist named Win, who’s half-Korean and has a similar relationship with his grandmother. Win’s halmoni lived through her own horrors during the war, courtesy of the Japanese, and Win thought the things she witnessed were a big reason why she’d never been, let’s say, interested in social niceties. “I mean, that entire generation’s gotta be so messed up, right?” Win said over post-show beers once. “That’s the thing about a world war. Everyone gets bit, no matter where they’re from.”

      Abe supposes that might be true. On the other hand, hadn’t he met plenty of nice old people with faint numbers tattooed on their forearms when he was a kid? People who radiated a love of life? Why should Bobbe’s travails give her license to be such a shit all the time? Why should anybody’s? We’re all in this mess together. We’re all just bugs against the windshield of time, right?

      Looking for an amen, he finally glances up at the other customers in the store and his thoughts cut off abruptly as if somebody screamed in his ear.

      No one screamed.

      Quite the opposite. Except for the crinkle of the bag of Corn Nuts in his hand, this place is silent as a tomb.

      Because there are no other customers.

      The store is completely empty. Abe’s been so wrapped up in his thoughts, it hadn’t registered until just this moment.

      “The hell?” he mutters.

      The Icee machines whir. The refrigerators hum. And yet. . . not a soul around to operate or browse through any of it. Not even someone at the counter.

      Weird. Especially considering the three cars in the lot. Where could everyone be?

      “Uhhh. . .” He gives a stupid, disbelieving laugh.

      He goes to the front door. Looks out into the night. The cars are still there. That van⁠—

      (create hate)

      —is practically leering at him.

      For the first time in his life, he actively wills the voice of his grandmother to come back into his head. Keep him company. Chide him for being silly.

      She’s totally silent too. Of course she is. When has she ever chosen to be helpful?

      He turns back to face the store. Scan it from this angle. Still no signs of anybody. Next to him, the newspaper stands blare headlines and photos about, what else, the election. Both candidates, frozen in mid-roar. Here in this gas station, even they’re rendered mute.

      “Okayyyyy. . .” He tries to shake off the unease, get back to his supply-gathering. Any second now, a clerk will emerge from the backroom and make things feel normal again.

      As he reaches the beverage section, something catches his attention. Something on the floor.

      He bends down to get a better look.

      It’s a small, plastic googly eye. The kind a kid might glue onto a craft project and then shake so the pupil rolls around.

      Huh.

      Much like the smeared guts of the insect against his windshield, for some reason this little plastic circle fills him with a heavy, unspeakable dread.

      I think I wanna get the fuck outta here.

      “Yeah,” he mutters. “Good idea.”

      Except, he really should pee. He has hours and hours left of his drive and, if this stop is spooking him so badly, maybe he should avoid stopping at any other middle-of-nowhere gas stations before the sun comes up. Don’t look a gift toilet in the mouth now.

      Fine. Peeing will be his final attempt at buying time. If he comes out of the bathroom and the place is still empty, he’ll grab his snacks, leave a ten-dollar bill on the counter, and make tracks. And if he just so happens to grab more than ten dollars’ worth? Well, you shoulda been better at your job, Check Out Guy.

      He crosses over to what’s clearly the bathroom: a plain white door on the opposite wall, in between a beverage case and a display of shirts and hats and a couple ice scrapers.

      There’s a sheet of printer paper taped to the door:

      
        
        No Key.

        If It’s Locked, It’s OCCUPADO

      

      

      Under which someone had handwritten:

      
        
        That means "someone’s pooping" in French

      

      

      Great. Buncha comedians run this joint.

      He puts his hand on the knob, then stops. What if everyone’s hiding in there right now? What if he walks in on an orgy-in-progress, three cars’ worth of naked weirdos, holding their breaths and their naughty bits, waiting for Abe to leave so they can resume their midnight game of Fill ’er Up? What if the Create Hate guy is their fuck maestro and this is how he goes about cr8ing?

      What if they ask him to join?

      Best excuse I’d have yet to keep Bobbe waiting, I guess.

      He turns the knob and pushes the door open.

      A completely empty and unremarkable bathroom stands before him. Just a single toilet; not even a stall to hide behind. Not occupado. No one pooping in French.

      Abe sighs, maybe in relief, maybe in disappointment, and steps inside.
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          THE POINT OF THE JOKE

        

      

    

    
      The dread recedes a little but doesn’t disappear. The sound of his peeing feels too loud, too exposed, so he starts humming the first yacht rock song that pops in his head while he finishes up.

      At least his body feels a little relief.

      Peeing is the best. Whoever invented peeing was a stand-up guy, hyuck hyuck.

      When he’s done, he steps to the sink to rinse off his hands. Studies his face in the mirror. An all-too-familiar thought:

      This is not the face of the guy who Gets the Girl.

      Gets her to laugh, maybe. Gets her a thoughtful present for her birthday, maybe. But outside a Woody Allen or Adam Sandler movie, where the point of the joke is that the nebbish somehow has sex appeal, no one’s throwing themselves at someone like Abe’s feet. With his wavy, thick hair that covers his head fully but doesn’t do anything interesting. With his skin, still faintly marked from a merciless bout of teenage acne. With his somehow simultaneously pudgy and scrawny frame. With his prominent, oh-so-semitic nose, which one particularly nasty bully in middle school had dubbed his “Jew Beak.” That had prompted Abe’s first—and, up until a few weeks ago, his only—fight.

      Hell, Abe barely even looks the part as a musician. He’ll never forget that one gig where the club owner asked him, “So, you’re the band’s manager, right?” That’s when Abe had decided to grow his hair out, no matter how awkward it looked.

      Despondency over his severely dented heart replaces his dread for the moment. He stares at his stupid, shmuck face in the spotty, streaky glass of the gas station bathroom. Examines every angle.

      It’s time to admit it. Jenna and Ty make sense. Jenna can have her pick of literally any human she wants, and Ty is a big, handsome, Übermensch rockstar with a jaw that doesn’t quit and a good boy sweetness. Abe can play the bassline of a death metal song in 9/8 time while screaming lyrics on top of it, and he’s pretty good at Super Smash Brothers, but he doesn’t have much else to recommend himself. Besides, what was that old Groucho Marx quote? “I wouldn’t want to belong to any club that had me as a member?” Something like that.

      Just like that, he decides he’s just going to be happy for Jenna and Ty. Hey, if Ty and Jenna make it work, at least Jenna will be around more. She’ll come to more rehearsals, more gigs, more afterparties. She can tell more of her corny jokes in her dry, wicked monotone. She can show Abe more panels of her sci-fi graphic novel-in-progress. They can get into more arguments about movies and books. Just friends, but still: friends.

      That’s right, Bobbe Meydl says. Be happy for them. She’s not one of us anyway, Abraham. Stick to your own kind.

      “Yeah,” he grumbles. “What I really want is someone who’ll turn into you in a few decades, Bobbe. That’s some hot shit.”

      Okay, so maybe he’s a little bitter. Know what the best cure for bitterness is, though?

      “I’m gonna get me an Icee and some SnoBalls and some goddamn motherfuckin’ Fruit Stripe gum if they have it,” he tells his reflection. Mirror Abe gives a resolute nod.

      He dries his hands on his pants and is planning the exact combo of flavors he’s going to dump into a single Icee cup when he bounces off the door and stumbles backwards into the room.

      “The fuck?”

      He tries the door again.

      It won’t open.

      The handle goes down, popping out the handle lock he’d depressed when he’d entered the bathroom, but when he pushes on the door, it sticks fast in its frame.

      Is he not pushing the handle down far enough? He puts his shoulder into it.

      Still no luck.

      Has he somehow. . . locked himself inside? He’s done a lot of clumsy, stupid shit in his life, but this would be pretty impressive. How would it even be possible? The only lock he can see is on the handle and he’d heard it diseng⁠—

      There are four holes a few inches above the handle. The faint outline of a box around them. A smaller, equally faint outline across the seam of the door. Like a deadbolt had once been there, and. . .

      . . . and what? Moved? To the other side of the door?

      “The fuck,” he says again. Quieter, but no less baffled.

      He presses on the door. It does feel like something at approximately that height on the other side was holding the door shut. Perhaps he’d been too busy reading the dumb jokes on that stupid sign to notice there’d been a deadbolt on the outside of the door?

      Maybe. But the thing about deadbolts is they don’t engage automatically. Someone’s gotta slide them in place. And that deadbolt obviously had to have been pulled back when he’d opened the door in the first place. Which means. . .

      A sick, churning feeling in his guts. His heart begins to pound.

      “Hello?” He shouts into the door. “Hello?” Then, stupidly: “Someone’s in here!”

      He continues to shake the handle. Surely, this has gotta be a mistake. Someone cleaning up for the night didn’t think to check if the room was occupado first. Or maybe a little kid wandered over and slid the lock shut while his mom was grabbing some late-night snacks? Maybe that’s where that weird fucking googly eye came from?

      Doesn’t seem likely. Then again, neither does a bathroom door with a deadbolt on the wrong side.

      Finally, he stops. Catches his breath. Tries not to let panic surge too high inside his chest.

      Pressing an ear to the metal, he listens carefully for any noise on the other side.

      The empty gas station convenience store—which he now knows can’t be empty—offers nothing in return.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIVE

          

          FEARLESS; WRITING ON THE WALL; NOISES IN THE CEILING

        

      

    

    
      A few more pounds on the door. A few more shouts.

      “Helloooo? Is anyone out there? This friggin’ door is locked or something! This isn’t funny!”

      He presses all over the door, as if there might be some sort of secret panel. Nothing.

      Finally, with a great roll of his eyes, he leans his forehead against the metal surface, weakly whacking the door with the bottom of his fist.

      “Come onnnnnnnn.”

      When his energy peters out, he peels himself away and begins pacing the room, taking stock of what’s in here with him.

      A toilet.

      A thin plastic brush and a plunger with a moderately thick wooden dowel.

      A sink. A soap dispenser. A mirror (Mirror Abe gives a sympathetic head shake: you believe this shit?).

      There’s also a vent in the ceiling towards the center of the room. The vent hangs down a little from its aperture. Maybe he can grab onto that and pull his way out through the ceiling? He files that thought away as a Worst-Case Scenario sort of idea.

      Other than that, there’s not much of note beyond a few random phrases scribbled onto the wall, mostly clustered by the toilet paper holder. Prime real estate for bored squatters. “Be fearless – fart as loud as your anus allows” and “Things I hate: 1. Graffiti 2. Lists 3. Irony” and “Trump 2016 MAGA,” under which someone else had scrawled “I just shit out a better president.”

      There’s also one sentence written on the wall opposite the mirror. Abe reads it carefully, in case it’s somehow a clue.

      
        
        sally sparrow duck now

      

      

      “Awesome,” he sighs. No idea what that means, but he’s pretty sure there are no indications anyone else has suffered his particular problem in this room before.

      Time to get drastic, then. Time to kick the fucker down.

      He stands in front of the door, sizing it up like a boxer trying to intimidate his opponent. Abe hasn’t been to the gym in a minute and leg flexibility isn’t one of his key selling points as a bassist. There’s also nothing to really hold onto for balance, so he’s just going to have to try to hammer kick this bitch from a freestanding position.

      “Piece of cake,” he huffs, already out of breath at the thought of it. Maybe he'll get one less sugary treat once he gets out of this mess.

      “Fuck that. When I get outta here, I’m eating every Twinkie in the place.” He swings his leg up and out, hitting the door with all his might.

      It shakes in its frame but, overall, seems pretty unimpressed with his efforts.

      He kicks again.

      He kicks a third time, as hard as he can—so hard he almost loses his balance and goes careening backwards, just barely managing to stay upright and not Crocodile Mile his way into the piss pool on the floor.

      The door remains unmoved. Either Abe is weaker than he likes to imagine, or the deadbolt on the other side of the door is screwed in mercilessly tight.

      Okay. Kicking isn’t going to work. Neither, he learns a few moments later, is ramming his shoulder against the door. All he gets is an ache along that side of his body, and some hot, private embarrassment for his troubles. That deadbolt must be pretty heavy-duty.

      Now what? Just wait for rescue? Chalk this up to bad luck and/or being careful what you wish for when he wished for an excuse to be late to his destination?

      A noise. Barely audible. A low rumblethunk in the ceiling.

      His mouth goes dry.

      “Hello?” He clears his throat. “Hello?”

      Another thump. The air conditioning coming on?

      Yeah, that must be it. Just the air conditioning.

      Definitely not the sound of someone crawling through the ceiling towards him.

      Definitely not the soft titter of someone giggling.

      Abe has a couple seconds where he’s able to convince himself he’s just being paranoid.

      Then the biggest spider he’s ever seen falls, as if pushed, out of the vent and drops to the floor.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SIX

          

          BORIS

        

      

    

    
      A prank.

      Some plastic gag toy. Has to be.

      No way are there real spiders that big. The size of his actual hand.

      The fake spider lays where it fell. Immobile. Inanimate. Which makes sense because the only other times Abe has seen a spider like this are for Halloween decorations, and thankfully, Halloween decorations aren’t⁠—

      The spider scrambles towards the wall. Very fucking alive. Very fucking real.

      Abe goes rigid. He’d piss his pants if he hadn’t already gone.

      “Is. . . somebody up there?” Abe asks the ceiling in a high, tremulous voice. Gentle. Almost absurdly soft. Not wanting to agitate his new companion. He listens hard for any movement above. The ceiling is low, maybe eight feet? Seven and a half? Abe could scrape it with his fingertips if he jumps, and the thought of someone crouched so close to the top of his head, quiet, listening, lurking, is beyond unsettling.

      Regardless, there’s no response.

      Back to the spider. It’s given up trying to crawl up the wall. Now it’s tucking itself into the corner, hopefully as scared as Abe is. Even from this distance, he can’t help but marvel how hairy and angular the thing is. Like a spider cobbled together with discarded rat parts.

      “Uhhhh, so where’d you come from?” Abe asks, putting on his best chill, go-along-to-get-along demeanor. He doesn’t know if spiders appreciate such things. “You, uh. . . from around here?”

      A sign flashes in Abe’s memory. Trumbull Farms.

      “An escaped convict, maybe?”

      The spider only glares at him. Abe can feel the multiple eyes sizing him up, breaking him down.

      “You’re a tarantula, right? You look scary but you’re pretty docile? You’ve just got a bad reputation? I can dig that.”

      If Abe ever had occasion to visit Trumbull Farms, he would have seen this particular specimen on display—not a tarantula, but a Sydney funnel-web spider. The signage would’ve informed him that the Sydney funnel-web spider isn’t deadly. Not usually, at least. But it is “a favorite here at the Farm, because, as you see, they’re not shy! In fact, they’re quite aggressive. And those fangs can bite down hard enough to break a mouse’s skull!”

      Now Abe raises his voice, again trying to reach the (maybe? possibly?) person in the ceiling. He feels like a supplicant, begging some remote, inimical deity.

      “Hey, this is really funny. Super funny bit. I dig it.” He listens for a moment. “Is this being filmed?” Another long pause. “Maybe I can help you out? I did theater in high school? And I did improv for a couple semesters in college? I could. . . y’know, help you with bits and. . . stuff?”

      The presence in the ceiling—if there is one—stays silent.

      Meanwhile, the spider raises two of its front legs. It makes Abe think of a magician preparing onlookers for a feat of wizardry. He doesn’t like it one bit.

      “Look, little guy,” Abe gulps. “I don’t want to hurt you. And I’m like four hundred times your size, so I probably could hurt you. So, just stay over there, okay? We’re just gonna be super chill roommates until someone comes and lets us out. Cool?”

      The spider’s other legs ripple; each one briefly lifting off the ground, testing its readiness.

      “I’m just gonna go. . . over here.” Abe backs towards the opposite wall, pressing himself into the most diametric corner possible. “Super chill roomies. No stress. All good. Do you know The Who? John Entwhistle? One of the greatest bassists of all time? He’s got a song called 'Boris the Spider.' Fucking dope song, it’s—although, he. . . he kills the spider with a book at the end, never mind, you don't need to hear it, it’s not very good. But the name’s cool, right? Boris?”

      The spider puts its legs down. It seems mollified.

      “Yeah. Boris. We’re cool, Boris. Best buds, me and Boris.”

      Meanwhile, Abe looks around for something to murder Boris with. Just in case.

      Nothing reveals itself. Neither the toilet bowl brush nor plunger look serious enough to deliver a killing blow. He could maybe trap Boris under the upturned trash can. But probably he’ll just have to resort to a good ole fashioned stomping—and for some reason stepping on something so big, so complex, as Boris the giant spider makes him wanna barf. He’ll feel the exoskeleton break. He’ll feel joints dislodge. He might have to do it multiple times.

      Fuuuuck.

      His grandmother pipes up. Pathetic. Your goyishe friend with the chin would never be so afraid to kill a little spider. . .

      Before he can assure his imagined grandmother that he’s not, in fact, afraid, Boris makes the first move.

      “Whoa, whoa, what are we doing?” Abe tries to back further into his corner.

      Boris has taken a few tentative steps forward, sticking close to the base of the wall. Now, a few more steps. And a few more. In no real hurry, which somehow makes it even worse, like watching the tide roll in while you’re buried up to your neck on the beach. Abe decides maybe the toilet bowl brush or the plunger don’t seem so useless after all. He circles around the room opposite Boris, a slow-motion pursuit.

      Of course, both the brush and the plunger are tucked behind the toilet, so when he finally reaches his destination, Abe has to turn his back on Boris to pick his weapon. He opts for the plunger, which then gets tangled up with the brush. He has to jimmy it out of its place for a precious second or two.

      When he turns back around, Boris is gone.

      The wall that Boris had been skimming against is empty. All the walls of the small square room, in fact.

      “Fuck. Where’d you go, Boris? Fuck! Where’d you g⁠—”

      The huge spider is already at his feet. Rearing back. Lifting its massive fangs, which Abe can see with horrible clarity.

      Boris means business.

      “NOPE!” Abe tries to do several things at once. He tries to swat Boris with the plunger. He tries to kick Boris with his shoe. He tries to run away.

      What he manages to do is flick the top of Boris with the plastic end of the weapon in his hand and also take a half step to the side with his right foot. His foot meets the puddle on the floor and then, in apocalyptic slow motion, Abe loses his balance and falls onto the tile.

      The graze with the plunger knocked Boris back a few inches and stunned the spider momentarily. But now Abe is laid out before him and Boris isn’t going to miss the opportunity.

      The spider rears up again. It’s grown somehow—at least the size of a small dog and its fangs are long, black daggers jutting from two thick extensions that look like a child’s drawing of bodybuilder biceps.

      Those fangs come straight for Abe’s face.

      Then, somehow, the next thing Abe knows: Boris is flattened against the floor and the heel of his left hand is radiating with ice-white numbness.

      Abe scrambles away, at first just relieved Boris doesn’t pursue. He starts to put together what happened. He’d swung his free fist down onto Boris’s back before Boris could strike. He’d done it out of pure panic, so hard and frantic that some of Boris’s guts had shot out of his spinnerets.

      Even though the thought of touching that hairy carapace still fills him with panic-barbed nausea, Abe reaches forward, picks up the still-twitching spider, and hurls it with all his might against the wall. As his hand grips Boris’s body, Abe thinks, this doesn't feel right, my hand doesn’t feel right, but his thirst for vengeance is stronger. Boris the Spider, the would-be face-biter, now lays upside down, legs curled, against the wall, fully shrunken to the size of an impressive—but real—spider.

      Abe staggers to his feet, breathing hard. The kind of breathing that brings with it low, gravelly vocalizations. Eventually he gathers enough grunts to form a sentence.

      “Fuck you, Boris! Never liked that song anyway.”

      He stares at the spider for about five full minutes.

      His hand won’t stop throbbing. His pinky and ring finger aren’t curling the way they should. But at least the crisis is over.

      Hoping some cold water will numb the pain a little, he heads over to the sink, and that’s when he remembers where Boris came from.

      “You fucking enjoying this, asshole?” He calls over his shoulder to the ceiling, running his hand under the tap. The water helps—but only a little. “Having fun? You dick? Super hilarious prank! I think I’ve got piss all over me. And I have a gig in a few days and I might’ve just broken my fucking h⁠—”

      Movement catches his eye in the mirror. His words cut off.

      He spins around, hoping that what he thinks he saw in the glass isn’t what’s actually coming out of the ceiling vent.

      It is.

      Oh God, it is.

      And it’s in this moment Abe realizes—perhaps belatedly—that none of this is a prank.

      It’s in this moment he realizes how fucked he truly is.

      He begins to scream.

      Louder than he’s ever screamed in his soon-to-be-ended life.
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          NAMELESS; WHAT A FOOL BELIEVES

        

      

    

    
      There are thirty-two different species of rattlesnake that can be found in the United States. The smallest species, the aptly named pygmy rattlesnake, averages around twelve to fourteen inches, boasts vibrant dorsal splotches, and is very rarely fatal to humans. Chances are, though, when someone imagines a rattlesnake, it’s the classic Western diamondback. Grayish brown scales the color of dirt, white lines outlining darker, hexagonal patches along its back, golden eyes in a permanent glare, venom easily capable of killing an adult human if left untreated. This breed tends to range from three feet to six feet in length and weighs about two to four pounds.

      However, there’s a breed of diamondback that can be found in the southeastern part of the country, and they’re often a foot longer and several pounds heavier than their Western cousins. In fact, the largest rattlesnake ever recorded in the United States was an Eastern diamondback: over eight feet long and close to fifteen pounds of coiled, scaly muscle.

      What begins to emerge, head first, from the bathroom ceiling vent isn’t that large. But it is an Eastern diamondback, and not a small one. It’s the sort of specimen a Snake and Spider House might display with special prominence, for children and adults alike to gasp at in fear.

      Abe is gasping. His initial screams have turned into ghosts of themselves.

      He’s also weeping. A helpless, awed kind of weeping. Shaking his head. Moaning, “No, no, no, no.”

      The snake ignores Abe’s refusals. It continues slowly and intractably outward. Not cautious, more like. . . skeptical. Maybe even annoyed.

      Its tongue flicks out.

      Scanning.

      Probing.

      Already, it’s the size of Abe’s hand and forearm, and there’s no sense that the end of its body is anywhere near. Somewhere in the ceiling, its rattle whirs, ghosts of cicadas on a summer day.

      In a few minutes, gravity will take over. Then, Abe understands, the snake will not be trapped in the room with him. He will be trapped in the room with it.

      He picks up the plunger from where it fell during his spill to the floor and backs away as far as he can go. His left hand throbs harder and harder. His eyes never leave the snake, but he can feel the locked bathroom door in his peripheral vision, taunting him, pressing down on him like the compactor of a garbage truck.

      His legs want to give out, but he wants as little of himself near the ground as possible.

      When the snake finally drops down onto the wet tile floor, it makes a thunderous noise.

      Like a heavy stone falling into a shallow puddle. Like a war drum played in the rain.
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        * * *

      

      The snake swirls into an enormous coil where it landed, close to the toilet. No cute name for it, like Boris. It’s too massive, too elemental for names. It stares back at Abe. Flickers its tongue at him.

      “Oh God,” Abe wheezes through a pinhole throat. He tries to appeal to the person in the ceiling once more. “Are you still up there? Please let me out? Please stop this? Please! Please, God, please!”

      Oh, Bobbe says with a luxuriant sigh, now you believe in God. Now you pray.

      He’s barely even aware of the voice in his head. He’s as close to actual disassociation as he’s ever been.

      Why is this happening?

      What did he do to deserve this?

      How can he hope to survive?

      He doesn’t know.

      He doesn’t know anything.

      The crushed and curled body of Boris lies near his feet. So small now. Trivial, even.

      Will he look the same way when he dies? After his blood congeals in his veins? Will he land face first into that piss puddle and taste piss as his lungs suck in their final breaths? Will he be eaten, or will he be left to rot, perhaps alongside the serpent that kills him? Do rattlesnakes eat their victims?

      He doesn’t know fucking anything!

      Another voice pipes up in his head.

      You don’t have to be afraid of a stupid snake, man. You’re a monster slayer! You defeated Boris the Spider with your bare hands! Even Frodo couldn’t do that shit.

      Usually Abe hates—or at least barely puts up with—Ty’s Boy Scout enthusiasm. Now he’s desperate for it. Even if he doesn’t believe a word of it
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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/ebook-dinkus.jpg






OEBPS/images/image-9798897320165-king.jpg
UUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU

NAT CASSIDY








