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      I pushed open the wood and glass door to what used to be my great-uncle’s dress shop. It connected with a thud to the wall, and I walked into a giant cobweb. I shrieked. Shaking my head, I ran a hand over my hair in case something with eight legs had dropped into it. Setting my tote bag on the wide window ledge, I stepped into the shadow-filled space. “It’ll take a miracle to get this place cleaned and ready to open by the first of next month.” I closed the door, shutting out the stiff March wind off the bay of the Atlantic Ocean, praying the heat would warm the place up fast.

      Rubbing my chilled hands together, I shoved them into my coat pockets, my fingers grazing my gloves, I pulled them out and laughed. That’s where they were. I hurried to where my mom said the office was. As much as I wanted to keep my hands warm, I patted the wall for a light switch and then the thermostat. “And action!” Not that I liked the sound of my voice, but the silence was already grating on my nerves. The medium-sized workroom was filled with light, pushing away the late morning shadows. I spotted a thermostat on the opposite wall near another door. I turned the dial and paused. Relief washed over me when I heard the rumble of the furnace. A thick layer of dust covered the sewing machines, a large table perfect for cutting fabrics, and a small desk in the corner. More cobwebs hung from the racks where bolts of fabric were stored. I groaned.

      “It’s not that bad.”

      I jumped back to the doorway and scanned the room. “Show yourself right now, or I’ll…”

      “What? Throw your gloves at me?” The deep voice sounded like it was coming from a poor phone connection.

      “I’ve got a gun and I’m not afraid to use it.” Hopefully, whoever was in my shop wouldn’t call my bluff.

      “Fat good that’ll do.”

      Before my eyes, an older man materialized behind the table. His white-silver hair curled around his face. He sported a tidy mustache and goatee and wore an old-fashioned brocade vest complete with a pocket watch on a gold chain. I narrowed my eyes. “You look vaguely familiar.”

      “I should. We’re family.” He grimaced. “About time someone showed up to help me.”

      I swallowed hard. “You look like a picture my grandmother has on her mantel, her brother-in-law, Herman. I went to his funeral.”

      His voice softened, “Erma has a picture of me?”

      “Um. My great-uncle is dead. So, who are you, and what are you doing in my dress shop?” I did my best to keep my voice on an even keel. A river of cold sweat ran down my back. My mouth was parched like an old, withered sponge.

      “Young lady, this is my dress shop. I opened this business over fifty years ago and have worked here ever since.” The man didn’t get up, which was a relief. I kept my hand in my pocket on my pretend gun.

      “No. My Uncle Herman owned this shop, and he died here after a tragic accident.” I shifted from one foot to the other, wishing I’d kept my cell phone in my pocket instead of my tote bag. I glanced over my shoulder. Could I escape out the door before the old man caught me, or worse, was he a ghost? I hated when this happened.

      With a snort, he asked, “Who said I died from an accident?”

      I sighed. Dang, he’s a ghost. I’d have to give him some information, and maybe he’d move on. “Five months ago, the police contacted my grandmother. We held the funeral shortly after, but it took time to wrap up my job in New York City before I could move to Drakes Bay.”

      “Why do you want to move to town if I’m not here?”

      “Look. Enough with the questions and no answers. Are you going to leave, or must I call the ghost police and have them escort you out?”

      He rubbed his hand over his head. More to himself than to me, he said, “I’m dead. You’re the only person who can see me.” He looked up, his blue eyes watery. “What’s your name?”

      Ignoring his comment, I tried to appear taller than five feet five inches. I pulled back my shoulders and thrust my chin up. “Claudia Grant.”

      “Your father was Alex Grant, and he was married to a sweet girl,” he said, shaking his finger. “Don’t tell me. I’ll remember. Dana. A beautiful girl.” He grinned and tapped his temple. “I’ve got the memory of an elephant.” His shoulders sagged. “Am I really dead? I don’t feel dead. You’re sure that Herman Grant, a dressmaker and all-around good guy, is pushing up daisies?”

      The poor man, was visibly distraught. Not making quick moves, I crept around the table. The closer I got, the more transparent the man seemed. I rounded the corner, and my hand flew to my mouth. His feet hovered six inches from the ground!

      Stumbling back, my foot hit the rolling stool, shooting it across the room. “Ghost.”

      He spun around—well, his torso and head spun— his legs stayed in the same space. “Where?”

      I pointed a trembling finger in his direction. “You’re the ghost.” Reminding myself there must be a simple explanation, I hurried from the room, flung the front door open, and gulped air into my lungs. I squeezed my eyes tight and muttered, “It’s just your overactive imagination. You don’t talk to ghosts; you just see them.” I glanced over my shoulder.  The apparition hovered in the center of the main room. I wasn’t about to refer to him as Herman. But if he was, why hadn’t he crossed over? Isn’t that what happened to most people when they passed on? I clenched and unclenched my hands before turning back to enter the store. I stared him down, and he drifted from the center of the room and perched on the edge of a low-slung chaise lounge, although I could see the entire furniture cushion through his form.

      I left the door ajar in case I needed to escape. I crossed my arms over my chest and moved closer to the chaise. “If you’re Herman Grant, as you claim, you’re dead. I attended your funeral, and there was an open casket. How can you be a ghost and why would you want to haunt the shop?”

      “Would you sit down? I can assure you I’m in no position to harm you, nor would I if I still breathed air.”

      I jerked a small side chair to where I was within two steps of the door and, more importantly, the street.

      He nodded. “That’s better. Now, we need to establish some facts. The first, my name is Herman Grant. You’re Claudia Grant, and we’re related. A little-known fact in our family is that we have had a long line of psychics with the ability to talk to spirits that haven’t crossed over. It’s not a stretch to surmise you’ve inherited that gift. Especially as you’re the first person I’ve talked to in months.”

      I wanted to protest that I was a normal person who wanted to create beautiful clothes, not talk to ghosts. When I didn’t respond, he continued.

      “That must be disconcerting, but tell me, haven’t you had a sixth sense about things or seen people others didn’t know were in the same room?”

      I shifted in my chair. “We don’t need to discuss my vivid imagination. What’s your story? If you are the ghost of my great-uncle Herman, which is possible by your looks, why are you here? Were you waiting for me to arrive? If that’s the case, you can go beyond the veil now. Or whatever happens.”

      “Claudia, that’s a lot of questions. If I’m earthbound, I have unfinished business.”

      “Is there a gown you need to finish?”

      He shook his head. “No, my dear. My death wasn’t an accident, and until I know what happened, I’m stuck here. At least now I’ve got company. You.”

      I rocked the chair on the back legs. “Are you saying someone murdered you?”

      A sharp rap on the door caused me to drop the chair on all fours and leap to my feet. A tall, thin woman about my age, with auburn hair and hazel eyes, dressed in crisp tan slacks and a pale green cable-knit sweater, stood at the door holding a fluffy cat close to her chest. The cat could be a Himalayan based on its dark face and crystal-blue eyes. The newcomer wasn’t wearing a coat; she must be chilled to the bone. I opened the door.

      “Hi, I’m Beth Stewart.” She bobbed her head to the cat in her arms. “This is Lola.”

      Herman glided across the room and stretched out his hand to the fur ball. “My Lola. I wondered what happened to her.”

      Since Beth didn’t react when he spoke, I was sure only I heard him, except Lola began to purr and stretched out a paw to him. “After Herman died, I kept Lola waiting for his family to arrive and reopen the store.” She smiled. “And here you are.” She handed the cat to me, who promptly wiggled from my arms and strutted through the shop to the back room.

      I stretched out my hand. “Claudia Grant. I was Herman’s great-niece on my father’s side.”

      She gave it a firm shake. “He said you were an up-and-coming designer and hoped to work with you one day. Of course, that was before the incident.”

      “Won’t you come in? Maybe you could fill me in on the missing puzzle pieces? I was told it was an accident, but the details are sketchy.”

      She shrugged. “I have time.” Closing the door, she gave a low whistle as she took in the dust and cobwebs everywhere. “Wow, you’ve got your work cut out for you. I can come by later and help with the cleaning.”

      “That’s very nice of you to offer, but I wouldn’t want to trouble you.”

      She cocked a brow. “You have help coming?”

      I looked over my shoulder. “No, but as you said, it’s a lot of work, and you must have better things to do.”

      She snapped her fingers. “I have the knitting shop diagonally across the street, Knit or Purl,. My dad comes in every day to help. He’s a closet knitter. My mom passed away a few years back and it keeps him occupied. It’s good for both of us, so I have time.”

      “Your dad knits?”

      “He sure does. He picked it up when Mom was in the hospital. It was something quiet he could do while she rested.” She strolled around the space. “Herman would be wringing his hands if he could see the dust bunnies.”

      Her offer was tempting. “I don’t have any supplies.”

      “That’s an easy fix. Polly’s Pantry is across and down the street a ways; you’ll find everything you need to make this store sparkle. I’ll just run home and change clothes. The sooner we get started, the sooner we’ll finish.”

      I wanted to refuse, but talking to someone other than my resident ghost was appealing. “If you can spare some time, I’d love the company. I don’t know anyone in town.”

      Beth’s smile was as bright as a lighthouse beacon drawing me in. “You know me now. And I have a feeling we’re going to become great friends. Give me a half hour. I’ll meet you back here.”

      “Make it an hour. I’ll need to get supplies. What kind of food should I pick up for Lola?”

      “I’ll bring her travel bag when I return, but I have plenty of food and litter. You’re covered for at least a week. You might want to drive over to the Pantry. I’m assuming the refrigerator in Herman’s apartment is empty.”

      I hadn’t thought about the upstairs apartment. “Would you, by chance, know where the key is?”

      A flash of worry crossed her face. “You haven’t been up there yet?”

      I frowned. “No. I just arrived. Is there a problem?” I was tired of asking so many questions. “I’ll bet that’s in a similar condition as down here.”

      She frowned. “We should look. Herman kept an extra key to the apartment in a cookie tin in the back room.”

      I gave her a sharp look. How did she know where the extra key was?

      “Herman was particular about Lola. If anything ever happened to him, he wanted to make sure I’d take care of her, so he told me where the extra key was as a precaution. Besides my dad and Herman were great friends.”

      We crossed the room and entered the work area. She pointed to a tin under the desk. “There it is.”

      I popped it open. A ring with several colored keys was on top.

      “It’s the leopard print key.”

      I laughed for the first time since I entered the shop. “You’re kidding.”

      Herman coughed. “Be nice.”

      Ignoring him, I said, “Do we go up the back stairs, or is there access inside the shop?”

      “He used the inside stairs for storage, so we’ll need to go in from outside.” She pushed open the back door and knelt to pick up Lola, who was doing her kitty best to evade her.

      “I’ll carry her.”

      The staircase was solid. Looking over my shoulder, I was pleased to discover Herman wasn’t behind us. Maybe he couldn’t come outside. Standing on a broad, covered porch with an incredible view of the bay, I drank in the crisp, salty air. To my right were two rocking chairs, a small table, and a gas grill. “This looks inviting. Maybe after a long day, we could relax with a glass of wine.”

      Beth grinned. “Count me in, and I’ll bring snacks.”

      “You’re on.” I slipped the key in the lock, and it turned. The door sprung open, and musty air hit me in the face.

      “Herman jerry-rigged the door so it would open easily since he was always carrying supplies upstairs from the shop.”

      “When was the last time someone was in the apartment?”

      Beth placed Lola on the wooden floor. She scampered inside and launched to the window seat, turned around a few times and settled in for a snooze. “Looks like someone’s happy to be home.”

      “Beth, is there something you’re not telling me I should know, or do you think I already know?”

      “Let’s go into the kitchen and have a seat.”

      She steered me to the right, and my feet froze on the threshold. There was black dust everywhere.

      “Dang it. I forgot about this mess.”

      I whirled around. “Is that mold?”

      “Claudia,” She placed a comforting hand on my arm. “I’m sorry to be the one to tell you, but Herman died under mysterious circumstances. The entire apartment was dusted for fingerprints.”

      I started to take a breath when the enormity of her words hit me. It was just as he had said. “Herman was…?”

      Beth took my hand and squeezed. “Yes, his death is considered murder, and they haven’t caught the killer.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      My knees buckled. Beth slipped her hands under my arms before I hit the floor. “That can’t be true. My grandmother was told he hit his head.”

      Beth helped me to a chair and knelt beside me, rubbing the warmth back into my hands. “I’m sorry I had to be the one to tell you. I thought you knew.”

      I shook my head. The words wouldn’t form. “Do you know what happened and who I can talk to?” I felt the hysteria rising inside of my throat. All I wanted to do was run. “If it’s not safe to stay here, I need to find a motel.”

      She pulled her cell phone from her slacks pocket. “I’ll call my dad.”

      As Beth stepped into the other room, I bit my cheek and swiveled in the chair. The tidy kitchen had a layer of gray dust and black grime on the countertops, cabinet and drawer pulls, and a door knob that led to an unknown space. I took a slow, deep breath. This was unreal. If Beth couldn’t help me, I’d march into the police station, as soon as I located it, and demand answers. Or ask. I wasn’t the demanding kind of person.

      Herman materialized near the door. “I had forgotten about the dust.” It looked like he was trying to rub the back of his head. With a grimace, if a ghost could, de said, “I’m sorry, Claudia. For this mess and that you weren’t told the truth. I’m surprised your grandmother wouldn’t have said something about my death being suspicious.”

      “You remember that now? Why couldn’t you have mentioned something when we were chatting downstairs?”

      He shrugged. “We were just getting to know each other, and this ghost thing is new to me. I’m not sure what’s real or what I’ve forgotten.”

      Beth breezed into the kitchen. “Good news. Dad will lock up the knitting shop and head right over. He’ll be able to fill in some of the blanks you have.”

      “Beth, not to be disrespectful, but how can your father help me?”

      “Right, you wouldn’t know. He’s a retired cop. He’s got his finger on the pulse of things in Drakes Bay. A lot of his cop buddies bounce stuff off him from time to time.”

      I stood on shaky legs. “Can you show me around before your dad arrives, and will he be able to tell me if it’s safe to stay here?”

      “All that and more.” She pointed to the door Herman had come through. “That’s the back stairs to the shop. Like I said, we’ll get that cleaned out tomorrow so you can use it. No sense going outside in the elements if you don’t have to.”

      We walked into the living room. Giving her a grateful smile, I said, “Thank you for being here. This would have been a lot if I had walked into this mess without any reference.” I scanned the space.

      “That’s what friends are for, even new ones.” She grinned. “This apartment is one of the best on the street. A few of the shop owners live above them, like me; others rent out the apartments.” She pointed out the front window and said, “See the colorful door across the street? That’s my place.”

      With a nod, I said, “Did you paint the door to look like a skein of variegated yarn?”

      “Exactly. Someone gets me.” Bobbing her head, she grinned again. Did the girl ever frown? “I knew the instant I saw you we were destined to be best friends.”

      And maybe she had said that too many times. But what did I know about having good friends? Being a geek for sewing had me on the outside of the social scene all through high school unless someone needed help hemming a dress or an alteration, or when I played softball. Design school was the only place I felt accepted, where everyone fought to stand out. Competitive didn’t begin to describe that experience.

      “You live above your store, that’s great. If I decide to stay, we’ll be neighbors.”

      “Come on, I’ll give you the rest of the nickel tour.” She opened a door near the hallway. “This is the bathroom, and the door straight ahead used to be Herman’s office. Once you see it, you might want that for your bedroom instead of using his room.”

      I felt a chill on my arm as Herman’s transparent form went ahead of us and disappeared behind a door to my right.

      Beth opened the door—it was a simple room with a chest of drawers, a double bed, nightstands, and a deep green upholstered chair. A small wood valet stood next to the chair. Draped over it was a pinstriped vest and a pair of black pants, as if waiting for someone to put them on. “This was Herman’s room. It looks out over Cade Street. I asked him why he wanted to listen to the street noise, but he said he loved the hustle and bustle. Between us, I think he missed Boston even after fifty years.”

      “I didn’t sleep much, so it never bothered me.” I glanced at Herman’s ghost perched on the windowsill studying his room. “More of the darn black dust in here, too.”

      I backed out of the room and stood in front of the final door. Beth leaned close. “You’re gonna love this room.”

      “His office?” I turned the doorknob and entered. The corner room was the store’s width overlooking the bay and Main Street. It was decorated with small floral wallpaper on one wall and pale yellow paint on the other three. The back wall of the windows was draped in pale yellow lace curtains that framed the expansive ocean view. “I was not expecting this; it’s beautiful.”

      “A few months before Herman died, he mentioned that one day soon, you’d move to town to learn the business. He wanted you to be comfortable so he converted his office to this. Your grandmother mentioned yellow was your favorite color.”

      “He told you?”

      She nodded. “Herman was a sweetheart, and he hoped you’d take over the shop when he retired.”

      “Grammie never told me any of this.” I perched on the corner of the luxurious bed. Despite the black dust on surfaces in this room, it was perfect, as if I’d decorated it myself. Herman floated into the room, and I looked at his filmy form. “Wherever you are, Uncle Herman, thank you.”

      “I’m glad you like it, Claudia.”

      A sharp rap on the door reverberated down the hall, and a male voice called out, “Beth?”

      “That’ll be my dad.” She paused in the doorway. “Are you coming?”

      I tipped my head and exhaled. “I need a minute.”

      “Whenever you’re ready. No rush.” With a tap on the door casing, she left.

      I waited until I heard the murmur of their voices before turning to Herman. “You did this for me?”

      “It’s not that big of a deal. Your grandmother kept me in the loop on your progress at school and with your internship. When I learned you decided to move to Drakes Bay as my apprentice, I wanted to ensure you were comfortable. You’re very talented and will do great things with Grants Gowns.”

      “I never wanted it like this.” Blinking away the tears that filled my eyes, I said, “Are you here because the murder is unsolved?” We had already discussed the possibility, but I had to ask again.

      “Maybe. But I don’t want you poking around looking for answers. Leave it to the police.”

      “They haven’t done a good job so far. Your killer is still walking the streets. It’s curious why someone would want to get you out of the way. An unhappy customer?”

      “Never.” If a ghost could be haughty, my uncle’s was. He narrowed his eyes. “Why aren’t you afraid of talking to me?”

      “Do you want to know the truth? I’ve been avoiding ghosts my entire life. I’d see them occasionally, but I pretended I didn’t. This way, I didn’t have to get involved with why they were hanging around, and I never talked to them. It’s different this time. You’re family.” I needed to understand what happened and why. “Now, to discover the reason behind your untimely death. Finding out what happened might prevent me from becoming your apprentice in the afterlife. What can you tell me about the day you died?”

      “I don’t know what day I became this.” He swiped his hand from his feet to his head. “If you could get your hands on my date book, we might find a clue. But it’s only to tell the police, understood? I can’t impress upon you enough, you’re not to take matters into your own hands.”

      “Why on earth would I want to track down someone who harmed you?” I crossed my fingers behind my back. I’d always wondered what it would be like to channel Nancy Drew. I wasn’t going to tell Herman that childhood dream.

      “Good.” He bobbed his head in the direction of the hall. “Go meet Ethan. He’s a good person, and you can trust him and Beth.”

      I shook my head as I walked down the short hall. Taking advice from a ghost was a new experience for me. The fundamental part of seeing a ghost wasn’t my issue—I’d gotten used to that—it was more about conversing with one.

      Beth swept the black dust from the counter with a whisk brush in one hand and held a small garbage can in the other. A tall man who was her mirror image except for the salt and pepper strands running through his hair wiped them down with cleaner and a paper towel. I would have known he was Beth’s dad if I had seen him on the street.

      I crossed the space and stuck out my hand. “Claudia Grant, and you’re Mr. Stewart.”

      Giving my hand a firm up-and-down pump, he said, “Ethan. It’s nice to meet you. I’m sorry you walked into all of this. I should have remembered to check the apartment once the police released the scene.”

      He sounded like a cop. I guessed old habits didn’t fade even in retirement. “I see Beth’s already hard at work.” I half turned to the living room. “Could we sit a minute? There are so many questions about Herman’s death and I wasn’t aware foul play was involved. My grandmother impression he had fallen, hit his head, and passed due to his injuries.”

      He gestured to the living room. “We should get comfortable.”

      I sat on the sofa. Lola dropped to the floor from the window seat, hopped into my lap, and purred. Ethan perched on the edge of the recliner next to me. Beth joined us. I looked between them, and a vise tightened around my stomach. I had never seen two people look so grim.

      “A few weeks before Herman died, he mentioned in passing that a man, Colton Prescott, visited the shop. He said Herman didn’t legally own the store but he’d buy it off him at a fair price. They quarreled, and Herman told him to visit the Registry of Deeds if he needed proof. After that, he didn’t see Prescott again. Being an inquisitive fellow, Herman went to the Town Hall. He made a copy of the mortgage discharge page and gave me a copy for safekeeping.”

      My brow furrowed. “He believed this man was trying to claim the dress shop?”

      Ethan clasped his hands together. “I don’t think he gave it a serious thought, but he wanted proof in case anyone tried to cause trouble. Of course, records are now computerized, so even if someone had tried to steal the physical information, there would be a digital copy. It was more to reassure Hermanhe was a prudent man.”

      “That I understand. It must be a family trait to err on the side of caution. Do you know how he was killed?

      “Herman was found at the bottom of the stairs in the workroom. It was a blow to the head. The police believe it was staged to look like he had fallen down the stairs. I think that’s how the confusion happened. If he had fallen and hit his head, it could have caused death.”

      Perched on the arm of the sofa, Herman said, “Ask Ethan about the man who said I didn’t own the shop.”

      “Did the police question Prescott about Herman’s fall?”

      “I’m not sure. I mentioned the meeting and the man’s name but never heard they followed up with that lead.”

      That made no sense. I knew he had an appointment book. “What about his date book or a calendar? I’m sure he kept detailed notes. To be successful in any business, his records had to be organized. Maybe they had another meeting the day Herman died.”

      “That’s it, Claudia. Ethan will know where to look for my book.”

      I heard the excitement in Herman’s voice as I crossed my legs and prayed I appeared casual. “Would you happen to know if he kept one and where?”

      Ethan leveled his gaze at me. “He did. It wasn’t found either in the shop or in the apartment. To my way of thinking, he hid it on the premises, but I don’t know where.”

      “Why wasn’t the dress shop covered with fingerprint dust?”

      His eyes widened. “It was. I had it cleaned when they had gathered all the evidence. The shop was a busy place, and there wasn’t anything that pointed to his attacker.” He gave me a thoughtful look. “They took longer releasing the apartment and I overlooked it. Beth and I’ll help you clean, and you can move in tonight.”

      I bit my lower lip and hesitated. “Is it safe?”

      “I’ve changed the lock to the apartment.” He withdrew a ring with a key dangling from it. “This goes to the internal stairs from the shop. I can change the locks on the shop’s front and back doors and the exterior apartment door if you’d like. This way, you can be confident you’re the only person with keys.”

      Herman bobbed his head. “Trust Ethan, he was an honest cop.”

      Was that one of the only comments he felt needed to be said on repeat? I’d have to circle back when I was alone or relatively alone since it appeared my resident
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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1. Town Hall 8. Police Department
2. Lillith Park 9. Knit or Purl
3. Grants Gowns 10. 5 Cents a Dance
4. Whistlers Inn 11. Polly’s Pantry

5. Twice Loved 12. Brewed Bliss
6. DB Pharmacy 13. Blossoms on the Bay
7. Drakes Bay Bank  14. Scoop-a-licious





