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      Silence. I love silence, and the silence that rested on my store in the few minutes before opening was my favorite type. It was a heavy quiet, resting on the shelves of books that filled the small space. The books seemed to like the peace too. It’s what they were made for. Just like me.

      I wasn’t in the best mood and didn’t feel like dealing with customers. I wrapped one hand around my warm coffee cup, looking at the clock, the other hand absentmindedly stroking the silver snake charm that I’d worn around my neck since I was sixteen. With one minute to opening, I wondered if there was some kind of spell I could do to pause time so I could bask in the quiet for another few moments. A time-looping charm—there probably was one, but that was beyond any of my skills of witchcraft, and if I tried, I would probably just end up exploding the clock, or myself.

      It was another chilly morning in Blackthorn Springs, the only type I had experienced in the months since I’d moved from Loreton. Though summer was just around the corner, cold clung tight to the quiet mountain village, and I could think of nothing I’d rather do than hide away, alone with my coffee, my books, and my cat, Hemlock, for the rest of the day. Especially after the argument I’d just come away from with my neighbor, Kenny Langdel.

      Kenny Langdel ran BrewHaHa, the coffee shop next door to my bookstore. BrewHaHa made the most incredible coffee I had ever tasted and wholesome comfort food that would leave any five-star city restaurant to shame. The freshly roasted coffee was so special, I often wondered if it might have actually been magical. Kenny Langdel himself, however, was another matter entirely.

      Kenny was gruff to put it politely, I guessed not much older than my thirty-six, but with an arrogance that made him act like the wise town elder. He always wore black pants and checked shirts, which, together with his ridiculous little soul patch beard, I assumed was his attempt at joining the hipster brigade. He wasn’t married and didn’t have a partner.

      I was in there first thing to get a coffee to go before work, a tradition I’d started when I’d first taken over Blackthorn Book Nook. I was supposed to be saving money these days, my accounts not looking as healthy as I had dreamed they would, and only drinking coffee from home. And I was doing that, but there was something about the ritual of going out to buy a real coffee that I just couldn’t let go of.

      Kenny shoved my reusable travel cup across the counter and slammed my change down next to it.

      “Do me a favor, Belinda. Move your trash cans to where I can’t see them,” he said.

      “I did it two weeks ago, just like you asked me to,” I said, trying my best not to swear.

      Two weeks before, he’d jumped down my throat about where I kept my trash cans, and not wanting to cause any trouble, I’d done as he’d asked.

      “Well, now I can see them from my back window,” he snarled. “I don’t like looking onto a vista of garbage every morning when I’m trying to have my breakfast.”

      “Sorry, Kenny. I didn’t realize. I’ll put them on the other side of the house after work this afternoon.”

      “And can you do something about that cat of yours? I know it’s been prowling my yard. I can smell piss all over the place.”

      “Sure.” I smiled through gritted teeth, clutching my cup with white-knuckled tension. I knew for a fact it couldn’t be Hemlock spraying. He had higher standards than that.

      Kenny pressed his hands to his hips and rolled his eyes. “Maybe next week will be the week where you don’t do anything to annoy me,” he said.

      I left the cafe, my mouth shut tight in case what I really wanted to say slipped out. Something like a spell to turn my jackass neighbor into a stinking pile of trash. If only.

      If I’d known what kind of jerk I was going to end up living next door to, I might have thought twice, three times or more before moving to Blackthorn when I did and taking over the bookshop. But then again, all of that was out of my control too.

      Overall, I liked living in Blackthorn Springs. It was a tourist town trading in quaint, cute, and artsy, so Main street was lined with boutiques, galleries, cafes, and curios—sugar and spice and everything nice. But that was just the surface. I didn’t know if it was a gut instinct about the place and the locals I’d met so far, or something I could pick up being a witch and all (though a not very good one), but there was something weird about Blackthorn Springs. I hadn’t quite figured out if it was a good weird or a bad weird.

      I had bought the store when I still lived in the city, having seen the place only once before, on my first and only visit, which was only supposed to have been a Sunday hiking trip. I’d fallen in love with the village and the shop, and when I’d seen the business and the two-bedroom apartment above it for sale, I’d known it was destiny.

      I’d quit my job without notice—walking away from a night job at the 24-7 QuixMart wasn’t difficult—loaded what was left of my life into my lime-green 1974 Mini, and moved up into the mountains, looking back only to make sure I wasn’t being followed.

      My new home was nestled underneath a great oak tree, so close it was as if the building were a part of its trunk. With a view to the whole of Main Street and the depths of the woods surrounding the town, the place was instant home for Hemlock and me. It was when I started going through the store’s inventory and saw how many books on the occult and magic I now owned that I suspected there might be something more to the town I’d simply thought would be a nice, quaint place to live, away from the city and the big pile of crap my life had turned into there.

      So here I was, running a new and used bookstore without knowing the first thing about owning a business, but not doing a terrible job of it. I even had an online store. Still, I could have stood to earn a bit more lately (what store owner couldn’t?), but I wasn’t in the red yet, so I didn’t think I needed to worry.

      Hemlock, who was more gray than black these days, nestled into his favorite spot behind the counter, purring himself to sleep. He hadn’t spoken since just before we’d moved from Loreton, after everything that happened. I was hoping once we settled in properly, once all of the darkness was far behind us, he would find his voice again. He was still a good listener, even if our conversations were one-sided these days.

      The clock ticked over to nine a.m., and I drained the last of my coffee and moved to open the door.

      Lila was supposed to be at work by now, but she was late, as usual. I didn’t really mind, I enjoyed the extra bit of alone time. Besides, my assistant would likely arrive in a fluster, apologizing profusely for her lateness, as she had done most mornings since I had taken over the shop.

      As predicted, Lilavati Silva, Lila for short, met me at the door in a flurry of loose black hair and flapping colorful knitted scarves. Lila was stunning, with her brown skin and blue eyes so vivid they looked like they were set with gems, and yet the girl seemed to have no idea of her beauty.

      I didn’t really need an assistant. The store was slow, especially during the months before the summer tourist boom. Lila had worked for the former owners, Susan and Brian Irving, and I had planned to let her go. But at first I had found it too awkward and avoided bringing it up, and after a few weeks, I hadn’t had the heart to tell her “thanks but no thanks.”

      “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Lila gasped. “Here.” She shoved a small white box into my hand, the gold insignia of April’s Chocolate shining like an alluring talisman on the top. “To make up for being late. I got stuck in a conversation with Sean, that’s why it took longer.”

      I smiled, and not only because she had a fresh box of April’s sweets. “So, you’re late because you stopped to buy me chocolates to say sorry for being late?”

      “Yep.” Lila beamed.

      I opened the gold ribbon, offering the box to Lila and sticking a cashew praline quickly into my mouth. April Bryn’s chocolates, handmade right there in Blackthorn Springs, were another thing I’d fallen in love with in this little town. Hey, there are a lot worse things to be addicted to.

      “And Sean Bryn had nothing to do with your early-morning stop?” I said.

      Lila looked everywhere except for at me, tugging at her ear in her habitual tell of embarrassment. It was no secret that Lila and Sean, April’s son and apprentice, were an item, or at least they would be if either of them could get it together to actually take the next step past their mutual moon eyes. Like April’s chocolates, Lila and Sean were deliciously sweet in a sickly kind of way, and I enjoyed teasing Lila about her crush whenever it came up.

      Lila perched on the tall wooden stool behind the counter and took out her knitting. She was always knitting or crocheting.

      “What are you making now?” I asked.

      “A scarf,” she said. I smirked. Almost everyone in town, myself included, had been gifted one or ten of Lila’s scarves or a throw, and in the tourist season, she made a decent side income from selling them.

      “So, I finally met Iain Richter when I was coming out of April’s,” Lila said.

      I looked at her blankly, not knowing who she was talking about.

      “Henry hired him a few weeks ago. I wouldn’t have thought the classical music business would be going so well that he would need an assistant.”

      “Maybe it’s like the book business,” I added with a sly smile. Lila didn’t seem to catch my joke.

      “You should totally get up there and meet him. He’s super nice and even nicer to look at. About your age too.”

      “Lila, can we go maybe one day without you trying to set me up with someone in town?”

      “Sorry, but this is the first time in ages anyone has popped up on my radar. Though there’s a chance he’s gay.”

      I sighed and shook my head. It was perfectly fine for me to tease Lila about her not-quite-lover, but it was a different game when the tables turned on me. “And what about John or James or whatever his name was? Your dad’s gardener you couldn’t stop talking about last week?”

      “Oh, him? Yeah, don’t bother about him. I found out he’s married.”

      “What a shame,” I said flatly.

      “Don’t worry, we’ll find someone for you soon,” she said.

      “Can you just concentrate on your own romance and leave my lack thereof alone? I can be unlucky in love just fine without any interference, thank you.”

      I was resigned to being alone. Even if there were any eligible bachelors in Blackthorn Springs, there was no way a nice small-town guy would ever be interested in someone like me. It didn’t matter. I was doing fine with my cat and books. Yes, I know full well how that makes me sound.

      The front doorbell chimed, blessedly bringing the conversation about my absent love life to an abrupt end.

      Abbi Flannagan shuffled into the shop, her fingers fidgeting in front of her.

      “Good morning, Abbi,” I said, doing my best “I like to talk to people” smile even though Abbi Flannagan was one of my least favorite people.

      Abbi smiled back, peering at Lila and me through thick glasses that made her look like a bug-eyed lizard.

      “I’ve already read this one,” she said, slamming a paperback mystery down on the counter.

      Here we go again, I thought.

      “Maybe you should keep a customer log of some kind so you know who buys what and stop them from doubling up. I can’t keep up with all these books, the new covers they’re always coming out with. Authors don’t even keep the same name half the time,” Abbi said.

      “Not really part of the service, Abbi. Though it would be easy for you to do yourself,” I said.

      Abbi squinted at me as if she was trying to figure out if I was being rude, which I sort of was.

      “Well, I need something else to read.”

      Abbi was another part of Blackthorn Book Nook that had come with the transaction. One of only a handful of the shop’s regular walk-in customers, Abbi was always looking for new mystery novels, the more complicated the better. Her constant quest for books might have been infuriating if I myself wasn’t a hopeless mystery geek, just like Abbi. It was a shame Abbi was an infuriating malcontent. Otherwise, we might have gotten along.

      “I think I have just what you’re after in back,” I said.

      I closed the door of the cramped storage room in the back of the shop. It was really just a large closet where I kept surplus stock, and also where I sometimes went when I needed a few minutes of peace.

      I took a box from the shelf and pulled out a book at random. It was some cheap thriller I’d never heard of with a sexy-looking woman wielding a gun and wearing ridiculous heeled boots that would surely prove deadlier than the pistol. Totally not the kind of thing Abbi Flannagan, or I, would read in a million years.

      Lila and Abbi made small talk out in front, and when I was certain they were occupied, I took a deep breath. I’d had this idea the week before and couldn’t believe I was actually going to try it out. My stomach fluttered with what could have been butterflies, or maybe I was about to spew. It was stupid even thinking of doing a spell with other people so close, especially when I was so bad at magic. I put the book down again. No, I couldn’t. A witch as untrained as me had no right to magic. But, maybe, if I just tried it…

      I picked up the book again. Chocolate wasn’t the only thing I lacked willpower over these days.

      “Love me,” I said. I waved my hand, clicking my fingers three times over the book. A simple charm, though it wasn’t beyond my skills to screw up even the easiest of spells. I wasn’t even sure if it was a real spell, but when the tingle of power slipped through the tips of my fingers and the blank space parted my thoughts, I knew something was happening.

      I had always been able to do a few tiny tricks. I didn’t think of it as magic, merely little things I could do, like reheat a cup of coffee with my finger. I knew I would never be a real witch without the bonds of a coven to learn within, and since that wasn’t happening anytime soon, I was resigned to fiddle around with the occasional fun little trick like this one. The weird thing was, since I had arrived in Blackthorn, my little tricks came all the more easily and worked more often than they didn’t.

      I looked down at the book. This impromptu spell would either do nothing or make this the best book Abbi had ever read. Or make it burst into flames in her hands.

      I handed the book to Abbi, tentatively watching for any signs of smoldering.

      Abbi looked at it skeptically.

      “Trust me,” I said. “It’s one of my all-time favorites.”

      “I assume I can swap this for the other I purchased,” Abbi said. I pointed to the sign reading No Refunds. Partial Credit for Exchange Only.

      Abbi didn’t hide her annoyance as she pushed her money across the counter. I rang up the transaction with a hint of guilt about the lies and chicanery I had just pulled over the older woman, but it wasn’t enough to make me believe I wouldn’t do it again if it ended up working out in my favor.

      “So, when are you going to come to one of my board game nights, Belinda? You keep saying you will, but you never do. The Irvings used to come to every one,” Abbi said.

      “Oh, I’m just swamped. You know how it is. I promise I’ll come soon.”

      “I know you play chess and Scrabble with Henry Walton from time to time. Josie told me.”

      “Well, yes, Henry invited me to a few rounds,” I said, embarrassed I’d been caught out. “But, it’s hardly ever and⁠—”

      “You’ve got a bit of a reputation already, you know, so I’m really not surprised,” Abbi said.

      “A reputation? As what?”

      “Standoffish, they say. Antisocial. Neville says that’s why you never show up to any maze committee meetings.”

      “I see,” I said dryly. It was true enough, but I didn’t want people to be actually saying it about me.

      “I’m hosting a small shuffleboard tournament next Saturday,” Abbi said as if she were announcing a solution to my apparently already marred local reputation.

      “Sounds great!” I lied. My chest gripped in anxiety just thinking about so much socialization. I was running out of excuses not to go, though, and maybe it wouldn’t be too bad to play for a short while.

      “So you’ll come, then?”

      “Of course,” I said, already trying to conjure a plausible excuse. Perhaps I could figure out some kind of spell for a harmless rash or something to make it look convincing.

      Abbi left, and I hoped I wouldn’t see the woman for at least another week, when she would probably return the book as the piece of trash it looked like, or, if the spell worked, come back looking for its sequel.

      I plucked a ten-dollar bill from the register. The magic had drained me and that third cup of coffee couldn’t wait any longer, even if Kenny Langdel was the last person I wanted to see.

      “Do you want anything from BrewHaHa?” I asked Lila.

      “Half-caf soy turmeric latte with whipped cream and caramel drizzle, one and a half sugars,” Lila said. “Please.”

      “Oh, I’m sure Kenny will love making that. I doubt he’d even put such a concoction on the menu.”

      “Ask him anyway,” Lila said with a sly grin. “Just to mess with him. Not like he doesn’t deserve it. Ask him to dust some cinnamon on top too.”

      It wasn’t only me. As far as I knew, in Kenny’s five years of business, he’d managed to annoy a large percentage of Blackthorn Springs’s twelve hundred residents.

      I’d once heard Abbi complain about the time he’d banned her from the cafe for a week because she said the coffee was too hot and the milk burned. I had listened to Elsie Norton, who ran the craft store up the road, tell of his rage when she’d asked him to mix half and half decaf and regular into the same cup. Lila, who I thought had never said more than five harsh words about anyone in her life, complained about how he had screamed at her for leaning her bicycle up against the side of his shop.

      “Next to a sign that said bike parking,” Lila had added in furious disbelief.

      Kenny Langdel was not a likeable person at all, but since his coffee and food was something close to manna from heaven, he’d earned a steady business from most of the town.

      I opened my door and had only taken one step before a scream tore through Main Street.

      Abbi stood at the top of the cobbled thoroughfare running between my place and BrewHaHa. She screamed again.

      I raced out of the store, my long skirt flapping around my ankles. When I reached Abbi, I saw what was so upsetting.

      Kenny Langdel lay on the ground, twisted and still.

      “He’s dead!” Abbi wailed.

      I knelt down and placed two fingers on Kenny’s neck.

      He certainly was dead.
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      It didn’t take long for a small crowd of shocked onlookers to gather around Kenny’s body. Lila and I were among them, Lila sniffing soft, quiet tears. A few in the group gasped, covering their mouths with their hands. Others cried, though I wondered, given that Kenny was a man the whole town loved to hate, if that was more the effect of a dead body in the street than whose body it actually was. Most people just stood there staring. Like I did.

      Kenny was faceup, his back bent into a wooden arch. His arms were twisted, his hands curled into hooks, his legs sprawled. His eyes were open, frozen and terror-filled, with a stream of red flowing from each as though he were crying blood. His mouth was agape, locked as tight as the rest of him. His skin was mottled with dark purple splotches.

      My throat constricted and I wrung my hands, unable to look away from the ghoulish vision. Those marks, the bloody eyes, the stiff bends in his body—I recognized what this was. I knew how Kenny had died, and I knew he had been murdered.

      A dark shadow of the life I’d thought I had left behind enveloped me like a death shroud, and I stroked my snake pendant.

      “What a terrible business.”

      I cleared my throat, blinking quickly to bat away the sting of tears I hadn’t expected. I turned to see Henry Walton beside me. Even with half of his face covered in his thick grey beard, my friend looked pale.

      “Hi, Henry.” I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

      Did anyone else in the crowd realize what they were witnessing? Everyone looked shocked, but was it the shock of seeing a corpse or seeing a murder victim?

      A coldness gripped my soul. What if I was the only person who could see this heinous scene for the crime it actually was? The only person besides the killer, that was.

      As if sensing the turmoil twisting around my insides, Henry put his arm around me. I tensed. I appreciated the gesture, but the closeness made me uncomfortable. I wanted to step away, but I also didn’t want to be rude to him when he was only trying to help.

      “Kenny wasn’t sick or anything, was he?” Henry said.

      “I have no idea,” I said. It wouldn’t matter if Kenny had been sick. This was a Mortis curse, and there was only one end once the victim had been targeted.

      The officials arrived. Sheriff Dalton Bonney—a small man who always reminded me of a boy playing dress-up in a sheriff’s uniform—shifted his hat back off his brow, surveying the scene with the same grim look everyone else wore. Deputy Margie Garon, was making notes in a flip-top pad and ordering people to move away.

      In the short time I had lived in Blackthorn Springs, the only crimes I had heard about were the occasional traffic violations, a bit of teenage graffiti, and an ownership argument about a ram who liked to wander between houses on the other side of town.

      Had either Bonney or Garon ever come up against an actual first-degree crime? Would they even know what they were seeing? I doubted it, but at least that morning, they looked like they were trying to play the part of serious law enforcement.

      Blackthorn Springs’ only ambulance, an old box-like truck leftover from the 1970s, pulled up to the curb, its lights flashing but its sirens silent.

      Abbi Flannagan stood toward the front of the crowd, still shaking, talking to Garon. She was wrapped in a blanket given to her by one of the two EMTs. Tom Jenkins approached Abbi and placed a tentative arm over her shoulders in an attempt at comfort her.

      Tom Jenkins had opened the new Blackthorn Springs diner not long before I had moved in. I had only been there a couple of times, preferring BrewHaHa even with its questionable service, but it was good to have another place in town to eat besides Kenny’s and the local bar, Bar Armadillo. I had seen Tom’s wife, Helen, and Abbi together often. Tom stared with a look equaling the horror on the face of the woman who had found the body.

      I pulled my coat around me tighter against the cold bite of the morning that had just been made all the more chilling.

      Henry removed his arm from my shoulders. “I can’t watch this,” he said. “I’m sorry, Belinda, I have to go.”

      “Are you alright?” I said. If Henry ever smiled or frowned, it was hidden in the depths of his beard, but his silver eyes, lined with crow’s-feet, expressed in the most honest way. His eyes that morning betrayed a deep worry.

      “Come see me at the shop later?” he said, trying and failing to put a chipper tone on his voice. “I haven’t forgotten about the Scrabble rematch we said we’d have later this week, either.”

      “Sure,” I said. I couldn’t blame him for wanting to get out of there. I turned back to the scene.

      A man, tall and broad with serious eyes, chestnut hair, and a short shaggy beard of the same color, moved through the crowd near me. He carried the same BrewHaHa travel coffee mug that I owned. He glanced at the body as if it were nothing more than an idle curiosity, stood for a few seconds and then moved away quickly. I watched him get into an old white truck and rattle off down the road.

      “Who was that? He was certainly in a hurry to leave,” I whispered to Lila. She’d been too caught up in the commotion to have noticed who I was talking about.

      “Maybe he just didn’t want to gawk,” she said.

      It was a reasonable assumption.

      “Looks like a heart attack,” Elsie Norton said from behind me.

      “Or a stroke,” Elsie’s husband, Neville, replied. I knew it was neither.

      The ambulance officers loaded the body, now covered in a white sheet, into the back of the ambulance.

      Margie Garon looked my way and nodded, jotting something down in her notebook before walking over to me. My heart leaped into a tumble. Was I about to be questioned? Did they see this for what this was? Did they know I was a witch?

      “Morning, Ms. Drake,” the deputy said. She was all business.

      “What an awful thing, Margie… I mean, Deputy Garon.”

      “It’s okay, Belinda. Let’s skip the formalities. It’s easy to slip into that mode when faced with something like this, right?”

      “Can I help you with something?” I prompted, not wanting to waste any more time on idle chitchat if I was about to be called out as a witch, responsible for the most heinous spell known to witchkind.

      “I just wanted to ask you if you’d noticed anything off about Kenny this morning, or in the last few days. You lived next door to him, probably saw him more than most since he didn’t have any family in town.”

      “I didn’t,” I said. “I mean, I bought a coffee from him this morning, like always, but we hardly said anything. We’re not really on speaking terms.” I thought it best to leave out the fact he’d abused me only hours before his death.

      “You didn’t like each other?” Margie said, her interest piqued. I swallowed hard. I had made myself look like an enemy of a murder victim without even trying.

      “No, no. I mean, I didn’t know him. We didn’t know each other, it was just a normal business transaction. I like to keep to myself and haven’t made friends with many people yet,” I said. Was I talking too fast? Did she think I was a weird loner?

      “Fair enough,” Margie said. She smiled, and I relaxed.

      “We’re likely calling this natural causes for now. We just want to know if he seemed unwell or anything. Do you know if he was on anything? Any health conditions?”

      I shook my head and shrugged. “I’m sorry. I don’t know much about anyone.”

      Margie smiled. “Well, that’ll change. Live in this place for long enough, you get to know just about everything about just about everyone. And they do the same to you.”

      Great. Precisely what I needed.

      What remained of the lingering crowd disappeared as the sheriff packed away and drove off. Abbi stayed, Tom still beside her. Abbi had stopped shaking and sobbing, but her face was still ashen.

      “Would you like to come back to the shop?” Lila offered. “A cup of tea and something sweet, maybe? Sweets are good for shock.”

      Abbi shook her head, and I was secretly relieved. “No, no, I’m fine. Did I hear

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/sylvan-star-press-logo-with-text-banner-1000-x-300-px.jpg
=
Svevax Stax Press





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Start the Next Witch Against Wicked Book Now
      


      		
        A Mask of Chaos
      


      		
        Reviews
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Books By Kate Krake
      


      		
        Want to hear when the next magical adventure is released?
      


      		
        Copyright Information
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Books By Kate Krake


      		Copyright Information


    


  


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-1-front-cover---a-maze-of-magic-2025.jpg





