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      Rommy sat on the floor of Little Owl’s home and watched the fire cast mesmerizing shadows on the walls. So many things had gone wrong, and now this impossible quest. If only…

      “What do you think, Rommy?” Finn’s voice startled her, and she twisted in his direction.

      He sat crossed-legged on the floor on the other side of the fire, his back against Little Owl’s rocking chair.

      “What do I think of what?” she asked.

      Finn tossed a small pebble at her, and it bounced off her shin. “Don’t tell me you were sleeping,” he said, grinning at her.

      A smile tugged at her mouth. “I wasn’t,” she said and threw the pebble back at him. She rubbed at her forehead. “My thoughts—they just won’t stay in order.”

      Finn’s expression softened. “That’s no big surprise. If you’re half as tired as I am, you could sleep standing up. But, as much as I’d like to conk out for a month of Sundays, we’ve gotta move fast.”

      “I know, but…” Rommy’s eyes slid to Alice. The little girl leaned into Little Owl’s embrace, her grief over Lobo evident in her red eyes and splotchy face. The wolf who had helped them through the jungle had died protecting them. During their trip, Alice had bonded deeply with him, and his loss had hit her hard. It had hit all of them hard.

      Regret flickered over Finn’s face even as he spoke. “We need to get that key, and the sooner the better. Now that Pan knows what we’re up to, he’s not gonna just sit back and do nothing. I wouldn’t put it past him to use your friend Francie to keep us here.”

      Rommy pulled her eyes away from Nissa, who perched on Alice’s shoulder, stroking the younger girl’s hair. “I think you’re probably right, but my head feels fuzzy.” She turned to the older woman. “Do you truly think Tinkerbell has the key?”

      Little Owl frowned. “She seems the most likely,” she said. “If the key is not with Tinkerbell, I do not know where it could be hidden.” She tapped her mouth with a forefinger. “It is possible that the fairy queen might have it in her own nest. Tell me again what Unilisi showed you.”

      Rommy closed her eyes and thought back to the vision Unilisi had flashed into her mind. The ancient tree-being grew in the heart of the jungle and was the source of Neverland’s magic. Rommy was just glad that the Tree Mother had decided to tell them what they needed to know.

      Rommy described the place Unilisi had shown her. It had reminded her of a rook’s nest, with so many shiny little pieces. It appeared to be inside a tree, the bark an odd copper color.

      “Did you see any other nests?” Little Owl asked.

      Rommy shook her head. “It was huge and messy, but there was just one. I’m sure of that.”

      “That does not sound like the fairy queen’s royal home, and the fairies live in a community. Even the queen has ladies-in-waiting nearby. Plus, the color of the bark—the fairy tree has silver bark. I think it must be Tinkerbell’s nest.”

      Nissa buzzed up from Alice’s shoulder to hover near Rommy. “She will be dangerous to approach, after spending all this time alone. Her mind will be most unwell.”

      Rommy wrinkled her nose. “Why does being alone cause such problems for fairies?” she asked.

      Balo, crossing his arms across his tiny chest, said, “Our magic must flow through all of us.” When Rommy still looked confused, he rolled his eyes. “When it doesn’t flow out, the magic backs up and poisons the user. Magic is meant to move in and out, not get stopped up like a cork in a bottle. Too much pressure and things tend to…” He gestured with his hands, miming an explosion.

      Little Owl nodded. “It’s true,” she said. “Lone fairies become… feral.”

      “But even if she is feral, what can she do to us? Surely, we can overpower one small fairy if we have to,” said Rommy.

      Balo flung out his hands. “I can’t believe I agreed to go on this harebrained trip with someone who knows so little. What can she do, you ask?” He spluttered to a stop and shook his head.

      Nissa glared at him and then turned to Rommy. “Fairies have strong magic, even ones that have gone feral,” she said. “If Tinkerbell’s magic has built up, it could be quite… violent. She can do much more damage than mere size would suggest.”

      Kalen and Talen, the brother and sister warrior-fairies, had been quietly sitting on either side of the door. Both of them straightened. “Someone is coming,” said Talen.

      Before any of them could respond, the door flap opened and Chief Hawk Eye stepped inside. He straightened, his long sheet of black hair falling past his shoulders. He narrowed his eyes at the group arranged around his mother. One black eyebrow lifted.

      Instead of getting flustered, Little Owl smiled. “Son, I am so glad you are here,” she said, motioning for him to join them.

      “Mother, I told you we must not be involved in this,” said the Chief. “Captain Hook and our people have agreed to a truce. If he finds we’ve helped his daughter on one dangerous quest and are now sheltering her, I fear that our peace will no longer hold against his anger.”

      Little Owl stood up and walked over to the tall man. “Nonsense,” she said, tapping his arm with a forefinger. “If these children complete their quest, Captain Hook will leave here, and he should be grateful, too.”

      Chief Hawk Eye gaze swept over the ragtag group sitting in his mother’s home and he frowned. “I doubt his first feeling will be gratitude, but I suppose we will see. I came to tell you he is on his way here now. If you are still here when he arrives, I will not lie for you.” His eyes searched each face.

      Rommy shot to her feet. “Papa’s coming here? Now?” She twisted her hands together. She hadn’t seen her father since she and Alice had sneaked off his boat so he couldn’t take her back to London. “He mustn’t find us, not yet. If he does, this quest won’t even get started.” Rommy looked at Little Owl with wide eyes.

      Before the old woman could say anything, there was a commotion outside. Everyone froze, their eyes fixed on the door of the tent.

      “Chief Hawk Eye, I want to know where my daughter is. If you do not tell me right this instant, you will be more sorry than you can imagine. Do you hear me?” The voice bellowed through the fabric of the tent.

      The Chief strode toward the door. “I will go talk to him,” he said. His dark gaze met Rommy’s. “I suggest you find another place to be.” He winked before he ducked outside.

      Little Owl motioned Finn, Alice, and Rommy toward the back wall. “Hurry, children,” she said. “You must hide so that he doesn’t find you.”

      Pulling up a wooden stake, she lifted one section of her tent. Alice wiggled through first, followed by Finn. Rommy squeezed Little Owl’s hand.

      “Thank you,” she whispered before dropping to her knees to follow the others.  The woman let go of the material and turned toward the door, her body blocking Rommy’s legs as she slithered outside.

      Rommy heard the swish of the door, and then her father’s voice boomed into the space.  “Don’t try to fool me, old woman. I know you know where they are.”
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      Finn and Alice were waiting for Rommy when she pulled herself to her feet. Finn nodded his head toward a group of rocks some distance away.

      “We should get away from here,” he said, his voice soft.

      Rommy tipped her head toward the voices.

      Both Finn’s eyebrows disappeared under the fringe of his shaggy hair. “Are you daft?” he hissed.

      “You go,” Rommy said. “I want to hear what Papa has to say.”

      Alice tugged at her hand and pulled Rommy down until she could whisper in Rommy’s ear. “Don’t be a git. If yer old man catches us, we’re done for.”

      Rommy shook her head again and pushed Alice toward Finn. “You hide. I’ll follow in a minute.”

      Finn huffed, paused, but took Alice’s hand and moved away. The lamplight clearly outlined her father’s and Little Owl’s silhouettes.

      Rommy crouched down and put her ear closer to the side of the tent. While she had to strain to hear Little Owl’s soft voice, her father’s came through loud and clear.

      “Captain, Captain,” said Little Owl, “you must calm yourself.”

      “Calm myself? Calm myself? My daughter just disappeared off my ship, and I have no idea where she is. I don’t know if that brat Peter Pan has her, or if she is lost somewhere, but I have a feeling you know exactly where I can find her.” Her father’s voice had risen to shouting level.

      “You do not give your daughter credit. She is more clever and capable than you realize,” she said.

      “My daughter is a child, and she doesn’t know this place, how dangerous it is. Yet, you… you keep helping her. Every time something happens, I find YOU in the vicinity. Can you tell me why that is?” A loud thunk meant her father had dug his hook into something.

      Amazingly, Little Owl chuckled. “Fathers do not want to let their daughters grow up, but it is like trying to stop the tide. Rommy has a destiny, and not even you can stop it.”

      “I can bloody well try,” her father said. “She can’t continually put herself into danger. I won’t allow it!” His voice faltered and became choked. “I can’t lose her. I just can’t. You don’t understand.”

      Was her father crying? In front of Little Owl? Guilt speared through Rommy. She wanted to tell him she was fine, but she pressed her lips together to keep the words locked away.

      “I understand more than you think,” said Little Owl. “You’ve known great loss, but holding onto your daughter so tightly will not keep her close. Like water, she will spill out of your grasp. Water can only be held in an open, cupped hand.”

      Her father cleared his throat. She imagined him straightening his shoulders, pushing his black hair back. When he spoke again, his voice was hard. There was no sign of the emotion from the moment before.

      “Water needs to be restrained, or it will just dribble away. I don’t plan on letting that happen to Rommy. Now, tell me where she is. So help me, if that boy is with her…” Something hit the ground.

      Little Owl’s voice lost some of its gentleness. “I understand you’re upset, Captain, but you will not destroy my home. As you can see, neither your daughter nor her friends are here. Breaking my things will not change that.”

      Her father let out a loud harrumph. “But you know where I can find them, don’t you?”

      Her father’s tone made Rommy feel nervous for Little Owl. Her father wouldn’t hurt an old woman, would he? The truth was, while once she would have said no with confidence, she wasn’t sure anymore. Since coming to Neverland, her father was different. As if in answer to her thoughts, Little Owl cried out. Rommy clapped a hand over her own mouth to stop her gasp.

      Another deep voice rang out. “Take your hands off my mother, Captain.” It was Chief Hawk Eye. Rommy bit her lip. This was all her fault. She was causing all this trouble for these people, who had been nothing but kind to her. But what could she do?

      If she revealed herself now, there would be no quest. Her father would lock her up on his ship and set a round-the-clock watch on her. She’d never get away. Pan would continue to kidnap children, and her father would never end his fruitless quest for revenge.

      “I’ll unhand her when she tells me where my child is.” Her father’s voice snarled through the darkness.

      “You will unhand her now.” Chief Hawk Eye’s voice was implacable.

      “It is all right, son,” said Little Owl. “The Captain is not himself. I do not know your daughter’s whereabouts, and that is the truth.”

      There was a crashing sound inside. Rommy gasped, the sound loud in the silence.

      “Ha! I knew she was here.”

      Rommy darted away from the tent and into the darkness beyond. The lavender moon was just a sliver in the sky, and its illumination wasn’t enough to keep her from stumbling. She tripped over a root and sprawled into a patch of tall grass. She had barely gotten her breath back when an arc of light flashed over her head.

      “Andromeda? I know you’re out here,” said Hook, his voice a shout. “It’s time to stop this nonsense and come back with me.”

      Her cheek pressed into the dirt, a broken blade of grass scratching at her nose. Her father was holding up a lantern, shining its light into the night. If he looked down, he’d see her.  She held still, hardly daring to breathe in case he heard her. After an endless moment, the light moved away from her, and she lifted her head. The rocks where Finn and Alice were hiding were a few yards away. A tangle of bushes sat at their base. The leafy foliage was packed densely enough that she thought she could hide in them. If she could just get there.

      “Rommy? Darling?” Her father’s voice softened, a note of persuasion tingeing his tone. “Come now, my dear, we can settle this together.”

      She bit her lip and pressed herself into the ground. His footsteps moved away, as he continued calling her name. Glancing over her shoulder, she could see he was walking around the back of the tent. His back was toward her, but for how long?

      An owl hooted in the darkness, and she slithered forward about a foot. Another call echoed into the night, and she pushed herself forward again. She was almost to the bushes. Suddenly, there was the sound of something hitting a tree on the other side of Little Owl’s tent. Her father’s footsteps hurried in that direction.

      Rommy scrambled toward the bushes, pushing into their center. She ignored the branches that scratched at her face and pulled at her hair, and just kept pushing until her back was against the rock and a tangle of leaves closed in front of her. She rolled herself into a tight ball, squeezed her eyes shut, and prayed.

      A moment later, footsteps moved her way. Light hit the back of her eyelids and she opened her eyes a sliver. Her father’s boots stood not two feet away from her. She held her breath and waited, every muscle tensed. Hopefully, Finn and Alice wouldn’t get caught. She hated to think of how her father might treat them.

      “Where are you, Rommy?” There was a pause. “Please, I’m not angry with you. I need to know you’re safe.”

      Rommy pushed her fist against her mouth, and tears pricked her eyes. Finally, the boots moved off in a different direction. She let out the breath she was holding.

      “Oh, Papa,” she whispered into the darkness, “if only I could trust you.”
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      Over an hour later, Rommy determined it was safe to crawl out from her hiding spot. She had a cramp in her left calf and a crick in her neck. Alice and Finn were waiting for her as she straightened.

      “I thought he’d never leave,” said Alice. “I’ll say this for yer old man, he’s as stubborn as a mule.”

      Rommy gave a half-smile. “Yes, James Cavendish is nothing if not persistent.” She motioned with her hand. “Come on, we need to talk to Little Owl.”

      The trio trooped back into Little Owl’s home. Rommy found she could hardly look at the older woman, remembering how her father had behaved. Little Owl seemed to read her mind and slipped over to where Rommy stood.

      “Do not worry, child. I am well,” she said. She smoothed a hand over Rommy’s hair, pulling several leaves from it. “I see you have been communing with nature.” She chuckled.

      Rommy’s cheeks reddened, but she smiled back. “Yes, I did spend some quality time with some brush tonight.”

      Finn straightened from where he had been slouching by the door. “I know everyone’s tired, but we need to figure out how to get that key.”

      Little Owl shooed them toward the fire. “Sit. You all look like you are ready to fall over,” she said. She pulled a jar from a shelf and poured liquid into several wooden cups. “Here, drink this and refresh yourselves. Then we will plan.”

      The three sat down on the soft blankets with their drinks. Rommy sipped hers and found it cool with a minty flavor. After several swallows, a bit of energy seeped back into her body, and she was grateful.

      Alice leaned against her and yawned. “I’m so knackered, I could sleep standing up in a broom closet,” she said. Rommy understood how Alice felt, but she pushed her own exhaustion away. They couldn’t wait to begin this quest, and none of them would get much rest until they finished it.

      She looked up at Little Owl, who was in her rocking chair. The fairies had scattered when Hook and his men had arrived, but they settled around the older woman now. Each glowed with their individual tints of color—amber, lavender, ice blue, and palest green.

      “I believe you will find Tinkerbell on the far west side of the island,” said Little Owl.

      Alice scrunched up her nose. “If nobody’s seen this fairy, how do you know where she is?”

      Little Owl smiled. “That is a good question. When Rommy described the nest, she said the bark was the color of copper.  There is only one tree on the island with that kind of bark, and that is the Old Willow. It is on the far west side of the island on a finger of land that juts out of the seas called the Salt Marshes.”

      Finn grimaced. “That’s not good news,” he said.

      “What do you mean?” asked Rommy.

      Finn pushed to his feet and began to pace, his drink forgotten on the ground. “The Salt Marshes are dangerous,” he said. “Not only are there boggy areas where people just disappear, but that’s where the grommins live.”

      “Grommins?” Alice lifted her head from Rommy’s shoulder and stared at Finn. “Don’t tell me it’s some plant thing that’ll try to eat us!”

      One side of Finn’s mouth lifted. “No, they aren’t killer plants.” The smile slid from his face. “But they are just as dangerous.”

      “Well, what are they?” Rommy asked.

      “They’re swamp cats,” said Finn. “They’re not big, but they have poison in their claws and their teeth. It makes you hallucinate, and if they get you, you’re a goner out there in the marshes.”

      Balo let out a huff. “As usual, you are uninformed, Boy,” he said. “Grommins are only dangerous if you bother them. In fact, they can be quite useful, if they’re of a mind. They can sense where the bogs are, and they can chase off will-o-wisps.”

      Rommy let out a strangled sound. “Will-o-wisps—what in the world are those? They don’t sound very dangerous.”

      “How you have not died yet is a mystery,” said the small fairy, shaking his head. “Will-o-wisps lead the unsuspecting into the bogs where they are swallowed up. Every marsh has them. They’re how it feeds itself.”

      Rommy made a face. “That’s… that’s horrible.” She shivered. “I never knew something like a marsh could be so… so… bloodthirsty.”

      Balo rolled his eyes. “And I suppose you never eat meat?” He huffed out a breath. “Humans! They conveniently forget they are carnivores, too.”

      Heat climbed up Rommy’s neck. She’d never thought of it that way before. Alice poked Rommy’s arm.

      “This ain’t helping us find that key, and I can’t knock off till we figure things out.”

      “You’re right,” said Rommy. She turned toward Little Owl. “So, this Old Willow is in the Salt Marshes? If Tinkerbell has the key, and she’s as crazy and dangerous as everyone thinks she is, how in the world do we get her to give it to us?”

      “Tinkerbell left her fairy community because her heart was broken,” said Little Owl. “Peter Pan chose a human girl over Tinkerbell, and fairies can become very...” She glanced at the four fairies. “...attached.”

      Nissa spoke up from her perch on the back of Little Owl’s chair. “Sometimes, a fairy will form a heart bond with a human. I believe this is what happened between Tinkerbell and Peter Pan. When Peter chose someone else over her, he broke that bond. This is a very serious injury to a fairy, one that can be healed, but only within the fairy community.” Nissa shook her head, sending her silvery-lavender hair flying around her tiny face. “I fear what we will find in the Old Willow.”

      Rommy leaned toward the tiny creature. “How can we get Tinkerbell to help us? Or, if she won’t help us, how can we get the key away from her?”

      “It is a difficult task,” said Nissa. Her face creased in a frown. She looked toward Balo. “Do you have any ideas?”

      Balo shrugged. “Crazy fairies aren’t my speciality,” he said.

      Little Owl rose from her chair and went to a shelf on the far side of the room. She pulled down a box, rummaged around, and then pulled out something. When she had seated herself again, she opened her hand. In her palm were several sparkling beads in a rainbow of colors. “Perhaps Tinkerbell will be willing to trade,” she said.

      Little Owl dropped the sparkling stones into Rommy’s hand, who turned them over several times before pushing them into her pocket. As she shoved them down, her fingers brushed something crinkly. Frowning, she wiggled her hand a little deeper and touched what felt like leaves.

      Confusion clouded Rommy’s mind until suddenly, an icy wave of realization washed over her. They were the leaves Unilisi had given her when Rommy had been in the grove. When she ran from the grove, she must have been so focused on sharing with the others that Unilisi had helped them that she just shoved the leaves into her pocket. She hadn’t thought of them since.

      The room wavered in front of her, and she closed her eyes. Lobo’s last moments of life flashed in front of her. She could have used one of those leaves to save him, and she hadn’t.

      Her forgetfulness had cost Lobo his life.
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      Rommy felt a touch on her arm, and her eyes flew open. Finn was looking at her with concern.

      “Are you all right?” he asked.

      Rommy jerked her hand out of her pocket and dropped her eyes, afraid he would see her secret.

      “Um, no, I’m fine,” she said. She pushed her lips into a small smile. “I guess I’m just tired.”

      Finn squeezed her shoulder. “We’ll be able to rest soon,” he said.

      He gestured toward Little Owl, who had drawn a map that would show them where the Old Willow was located. They decided to leave at dawn after they all got some much needed sleep.

      It didn’t take long until Little Owl had brought out more blankets for them and banked the fire. Alice’s head barely touched the pillow before she was asleep. Finn’s soft snores weren’t far behind.

      But despite the exhaustion that seemed like a physical weight, Rommy’s eyes were wide open because every time she closed them, she saw Lobo dying. Her hand strayed back to her pocket, and she fingered the leaves again. A tear leaked out and traced a slow path down her cheek.

      My fault. Lobo is dead because of me. That thought kept running through her mind on an endless loop.

      In the dim light, she could see Little Owl moving around. She forced her eyes closed but her thoughts wouldn’t stop whirring. Her eyes opened again, and she let out a sigh.

      “Can’t you find sleep, child?” Little Owl asked.

      “No,” said Rommy, sitting up, careful not to disturb Alice or Finn.

      “You carry a heavy burden on your shoulders. It is not surprising that sleep flees from you. Come, sit by me for a little while.”

      Little Owl sat on her own bed and patted a spot next to her. Rommy rose to her feet, tiptoed over, and plopped down. Little Owl put an arm around Rommy, drawing her head onto her bony shoulder, her hand smoothing the girl’s brown-sugar-colored hair.

      “Now, what is weighing on you?” said Little Owl after a moment of silence.

      For a moment, Rommy was tempted to tell the older woman her secret. Surely, if anyone would understand, it would be Little Owl. But a lump rose in her throat and closed off the words.

      Rommy shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said. “I suppose it’s a lot of things, and I’m just so tired.” That, at least, was the truth. She looked into Little Owl’s kind eyes, and words flooded out. “When I came to Neverland, I just wanted to find my father. I didn’t expect all this.” She swept her arm in a wide arc. “Now we must do this dangerous thing, and I can’t help but worry about Francie. If anything happens to her… or any of the others… I’ll never forgive myself.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “What if

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        1. Problems Already
      


      		
        2. Daughter Guilt
      


      		
        3. Making Plans
      


      		
        4. Nighttime Conversations
      


      		
        5. On Their Way
      


      		
        6. Into the Marsh
      


      		
        7. Grommins and Will-o-Wisps
      


      		
        8. Under the Earth
      


      		
        9. Out of the Marsh, Into the Frying Pan
      


      		
        10. Key to the Kingdom
      


      		
        11. Steps to a Successful Quest
      


      		
        12. Anticlimax
      


      		
        13. Regroup
      


      		
        14. No Wrath Like a Fairy Scorned
      


      		
        15. Pan’s Brush with Death
      


      		
        16. To Stay or Not to Stay
      


      		
        17. Everybody’s Got a Story
      


      		
        18. To Do or Not to Do
      


      		
        19. The Green-Eyed Monster
      


      		
        20. When You Need a Little Advice
      


      		
        21. Every Beginning Starts with an Ending
      


      		
        22. Plans, Plans, and More Plans
      


      		
        23. Death by Plant
      


      		
        24. Like a Bad Penny
      


      		
        25. Friends Reunited
      


      		
        26. Truth If You Dare
      


      		
        27. Going Home Just Got Complicated
      


      		
        28. Papa Shows Them the Money
      


      		
        29. Fooling the Crew
      


      		
        30. Deception in Motion
      


      		
        31. Fool Me Once
      


      		
        32. Everyone Has an Agenda
      


      		
        33. Pride Goes Before the Fall
      


      		
        34. This is Happily Ever After?
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Looking for more R.V. Bowman?
      


      		
        Want more book news?
      


      		
        Other books by R.V. Bowman
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Looking for more R.V. Bowman?


      		Other books by R.V. Bowman


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/image-03pp-bowman-neverlands-key-cover.jpg
APirate Princess's Last Chance

R.V. BOWMAN








