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      Beanie stared at his wife Noelle, a stunning West Indian beauty, and asked, “Babe … what do you think?”

      “Hmmm …” Noelle squeezed the mango she’d picked from a mountain of mangoes piled in a bin and peered at the greenish, reddish, orangish fruit. “Think about what?”

      “Think what!” Clapped little Evan, their two-year-old, sitting in the child seat of the grocery basket. “Think what!”

      Beanie tried not to roll his eyes. His wife became single-minded when she shopped for groceries. And she was very focused and compulsive when they shopped for food provisions for the upcoming week, which was their routine on Sundays following church—provided Beanie didn’t have to work at the last minute.

      As an investigative reporter for the Palmchat Gazette, the award-winning Caribbean publication that had chronicled island news for over a hundred years, Beanie was always on call.

      After changing from their Sundays best to more comfortable, casual wear, Beanie, Noelle, and the boys enjoyed an early family dinner and headed out. Normally, they visited different open-air and outdoor food markets, a chore that took several hours and left them exhausted. But since the grand opening of the new giant mega grocery store last month—Palm-Mart—they’d been able to do all of their shopping in a large warehouse on an expansive plot of land on the island's southeast side.

      Beanie wasn’t sure how he felt about the new Palm-Mart—an ambitious venture founded and developed by a member of the powerful Pourciau banking dynasty. Of course, he appreciated the benefits to the St. Killian economy. But the travel time bothered him. In Beanie's opinion, driving nearly three hours round trip was too labor intensive. And he found the atmosphere of the mega grocery store lacked warmth and personality. At smaller, locally owned markets, he knew the proprietors and enjoyed gossiping and catching up with them and their families.  Noelle loved the convenience and variety of Palm-Mart. It was one-stop shopping. Everything they needed was in one place. They didn’t have to trek from the meat market to the fish market to the vegetable farmer’s market while unsuccessfully trying to corral a sneaky, rambunctious four-year-old and a moody toddler who could go from happy and content to grumpy without warning or reason.

      “Can you grab me a plastic bag, babe?” requested Noelle.

      Beanie yanked one from the dispenser near a giant bin of oranges, used his index finger and thumb to open the thin plastic, and handed it to his wife. “So, what do you think about going?”

      “Going where?” asked Noelle, dropping a mango—one that had passed muster—into the bag.

      Sighing, Beanie said, “Going to⁠—”

      “Daddy, do we need bananas?” inquired four-year-old Ethan as he ran up to Beanie, cradling several bunches.

      Frowning slightly, Beanie glanced down at his oldest son. The last time he’d checked, Ethan had been sitting beneath the basket.

      Beanie resolved to keep a better eye on Ethan, a little escape artist prone to disappearing acts. The idea of Ethan getting lost in a giant grocery store sent a flurry of panic through Beanie. Not because he was afraid of losing sight of his son. He was used to Ethan running off. Beanie was more terrified of Noelle.

      The one thing she didn’t like about Palm-Mart was how easy it would be for someone to kidnap one of their kids without them realizing it. After all, Palm-Mart was huge, crowded, and had a complex, confusing maze-like layout. And the employees, primarily young island teenagers, didn’t seem to care or want to be bothered.

      “Yes, we need bananas but not that many,” said Beanie, extracting one of the bunches from his oldest son. “Go put the rest back.”

      “Are you sure, Daddy?” Ethan gave him a skeptical glare.

      “Yes, Bud, I’m sure,” said Beanie, fluffing his son’s curly fauxhawk. “Go put the rest of the bananas back where you got them.”

      “Okay, Daddy!” Ethan pivoted and took off.

      “Don’t run!” warned Beanie, doubtful his son heard him and knowing that even if he had, Ethan probably wouldn’t have complied with Beanie’s orders.

      “You do know that you have to tell him not to run before he starts running, right?” asked Noelle, putting the mango she held back on the pile and picking up another one.

      Beanie tried not to bristle at his wife’s know-it-all tone. He knew, just as well as she did, how rambunctious and recalcitrant Ethan could be. But, historically, he and Noelle adopted different parenting styles. Noelle was a disciplinarian and a “smother.” Beanie was more inclined to let the boys be boys, within reason, of course.

      “Okay, so what about the 4th of July party?” asked Beanie. “You want to go?”

      Grabbing another mango, Noelle glanced at him. “What 4th of July party?”

      Beanie pinched the bridge of his nose. “Larry’s new girlfriend⁠—”

      “What? Wait. Larry has a new girlfriend?” asked his wife, a hint of malicious glee in her tone. “What about his fiancée? What was her name? Deborah?”

      “Danielle.”

      “That’s right. Danielle,” said Noelle. “What happened to her? Was she cheating? Was he cheating? Did she keep the ring?”

      Beanie shrugged. “All I know is they broke up. Why, I have no idea.”

      “You have no idea?” asked Noelle, giving him a look. “Why am I not surprised?”

      “Not surprised!” Little Evan clapped his hands and rocked from side to side. “Not surprised!”

      “Well, it’s not like Larry, and I discussed it at length,” said Beanie. “I don’t think he told me. I found out from Robyn.”

      “I’ll bet your sister knows all the details about the breakup,” said Noelle, picking up a different mango and squeezing the flesh. “Not that she would tell me. Probably wouldn’t take my call. Not that I want to call her.”

      Beanie said nothing. No love was lost between his loving wife and his fraternal twin sister. Noelle and Robyn couldn’t stand each other for reasons Beanie didn’t want to think about at four o’clock on a lazy Sunday afternoon. Over the years, he’d tried to coax the women toward rapprochement, but they’d both resisted. His sister and his wife remained stubbornly reluctant to repair their relationship.

      “You want to go?”

      “When is it?” asked Noelle, meandering over to the next bin filled with kiwis.

      “Elle?” Beanie gave his wife a look. “It’s a 4th of July party.”

      “Oh, yeah, right,” said Noelle, tossing a kiwi up and down. “Um … where is the party going to be?”

      “Mommy!” Evan clapped and reached for the kiwi. “Mommy!”

      “At Mango Beach,” said Beanie. “Larry’s new girlfriend is throwing the party.”

      “Mango Beach …” echoed Noelle, waving a kiwi in front of Evan, who giggled and grasped at the fruit.

      “Yeah,” said Beanie.

      “Why does she want to have a party on the 4th of July?” asked Noelle, kissing Evan on his little nose.

      “She’s American,” said Beanie. “And a little homesick, so⁠—”

      “Daddy, do we need a broom?” Ethan ran toward Beanie, brandishing the broom like a little West Indian Harry Potter, albeit without the black specs.

      “A broom?” asked Beanie, bracing himself, worried Ethan might decide to wield the broom like a Light Saber. “Why would we need a broom?”

      Dragging the broom back and forth across the grocery store’s polished concrete floor, Ethan said, “Because Granny said we need a broom.”

      “Granny said we need a broom?” asked Noelle, a hint of annoyance in her tone.

      Granny was the boys’ grandmother, Noelle’s mom, Natalie.

      “She said the floors are always so dusty, and she told her friend, Ms. Judy, that Mommy don’t ever clean the house,” said Ethan as he twirled in a circle, swinging the broom around him. He ignored the shoppers nearby, many of whom hurried out of Ethan’s way and gave Beanie dirty looks.

      “Mommy don’t clean,” said little Evan, clapping his hands in delight. “Mommy don’t clean!”

      “Granny said me and Evan is going to get allergies!”

      Concerned that Ethan might hit an unsuspecting customer, Beanie grabbed the broom. “We don’t need this.”

      Ethan looked up at him. “Is that true, Daddy? Me and Evan going to get allergies?”

      “No, you’re not going to get allergies,” said Noelle, lips pursed as she slammed several kiwis into the plastic bag.

      “Are you sure, Mommy?” asked Ethan. “Because Granny said there is a lot of dust in the house.”

      Knowing that his wife was thisclose to exploding, Beanie took Ethan’s hand and said, “We’ll go put back this broom that we definitely don’t need.”

      “But, Daddy, Granny said⁠—”

      “C’mon, Buddy, let’s go.”
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      “Can you believe my mother said my house was dusty?” asked Noelle, taking a sip of her cocktail, a watermelon blueberry spritzer featuring white rum. Poured into a martini glass, it was garnished with strawberries and finished with salt around the rim.

      Sitting on their blanket spread over the powdery white sands of Mango Beach, Beanie sighed. He couldn’t believe that, two weeks later, Noelle was still upset about her mother’s assessment regarding the cleanliness of their modest home in Oyster Farms, a quiet, well-kept neighborhood of working-class St. Killians.

      The day after their shopping trip to Palm-Mart, Noelle confronted her mom. Natalie apologized and claimed Ethan had taken her words out of context. Noelle had forgiven her mother. Or, so Beanie had thought. Obviously, he’d been wrong. Obviously, Noelle was still nursing a grudge the way Beanie was nursing his spritzer. He didn’t like fruity drinks. And something about the combination of rum and watermelon didn’t work for him. What he wanted was a Felipe beer.

      “The house is not dusty,” insisted Noelle.

      Swaying to the sounds of steel drums vibrating from a radio, Beanie surveyed the beach.

      Twenty feet away, Larry’s new girlfriend’s 4th of July bash was still going strong hours after it had started. The fifty plus guests laughed, drank, ate, danced, and continued to have a great time as the sun sank into the horizon, leaving behind a coppery orange sky.

      Beanie and Noelle had arrived an hour after the festivities began. Their hostess, a petite blonde with a pixie hairstyle that reminded Beanie of Tinkerbell, squealed in delight upon meeting them. As he and Noelle filled paper plates with food, Beanie thought it was a nice day for a beach bash. The sun was hot and intense, but the ocean breezes tempered the heat, driving away the humidity. Ultra-white popcorn clouds dotted the intense blue sky. The smell of sizzling goat paired well with the fresh salty sea scent. The atmosphere was festive and upbeat. He’d been glad Noelle had agreed to join him.

      Now he wondered if his wife had really been in the mood to have a good time.

      “And then she had the audacity to imply that I would put my children’s health at risk.”

      Shielding his eyes from the late afternoon sun, Beanie scanned the buffet table—a makeshift wooden picnic table—and spotted a large cooler beneath it.

      “And she’s one to criticize,” continued Noelle, readjusting her straw sunhat, which sported a turquoise sash around the crown that matched her bathing suit. “There’s a reason she’s never gotten a World’s Best Mom mug from me.”

      Beanie didn’t want to encourage a discussion of the issues his wife had with her mother.

      Their problems stemmed from Natalie’s bad parenting skills. Noelle resented her mother’s lack of involvement in the formative years of her life. Natalie’s absentee mothering led to Noelle’s bad choices—including the disastrous decision she’d made to join the PC-5, a notorious island cartel responsible for most of the crime and corruption on the island. As a result, grudges lingered between mother and daughter. Disagreements escalated into fractious confrontations. His wife’s relationship with her mother was tricky, Beanie had learned. Things between them were great—until they weren’t.

      “Think I’m going to get a beer,” said Beanie. “You want anything?”

      Staring toward the ocean, Noelle shook her head.

      After giving his wife a quick kiss on her forehead, Beanie stood and headed toward the beach. He wondered if maybe he should get the beer to go. Give his apologies to Larry and then suggest to Noelle that they leave early and head home. Noelle would protest, but Beanie would insist. His wife didn’t seem to be in the mood for a party. Things would only get more festive as the night wore on, so⁠—

      “Excuse me …”

      Startled, Beanie turned.

      About four feet behind him, three men ambled around a sand dune and walked toward him. In the waning coppery glow of the St. Killian sunset, he could tell they were older guys. Not elderly. More his parents' age. Maybe in their mid-sixties. The guy in the middle, a grossly obese fair-skinned Palmchatter, was flanked on either side by smaller men. Slight and medium height, but not frail, they were West Indian, also. The guy on the left wore a Panama hat while the man on the right had on a T-shirt with the logo of the Aerie Islands Starfish—the Palmchat Islands' main rival in the sport of cricket.

      “Yes …?” asked Beanie as the men slowed to stop a few feet away.

      “You know the Mango Cove neighborhood?” asked the man in the Panama hat. “Can we get there from this beach?”

      “Why are you bothering this man?” demanded the obese guy.

      Shaking his head, Beanie said, “Actually, it’s no bother⁠—”

      “I’m trying to make sure we’re going the right way,” answered the Panama hat guy.

      “I told you I know the way,” snapped the old coot in the Aerie Islands Starfish T-shirt.

      “We been walking for a long time, and we ain’t got there yet,” said the man in the Panama hat.

      “We’re going the right way,” said the obese man.

      The old guy in the T-shirt cursed under his breath, waved a dismissive hand, and then walked off, passing Beanie, who glanced over his shoulder and saw the man disappear into a narrow path between clusters of tall beach grass.

      “Now look what you gone and done, Dennis,” said the obese man. “You upset him.”

      “I don’t care,” said Dennis, the Panama hat guy. “I don’t want to get lost out here. Going to be dark soon. I don’t want to be out here at night.”

      “Your friend was going the right way,” said Beanie. “If you follow that path he took, you should get to one of the paved roads, and you’ll be in Mango Cove.”

      “Thank you very much,” said Dennis.

      “No worries,” said Beanie.

      “Sorry to have bothered you,” said the fat man.

      Chuckling to himself, Beanie watched the two men lumber onto the path, grumbling, and snipping at each other as they headed between the tall beach grass.

      Moments later, Beanie reached the picnic table on the beach, where his cousin Larry and several friends gathered around a large plastic box.

      “What’s going on?” Beanie asked as he crouched next to the cooler and grabbed a Felipe beer.

      “Fireworks!” someone yelled, which set off a chain reaction of raucous cheers, joyous whoops, and enthusiastic clapping.

      “You want to help light some?” asked Larry. “We’re setting them off as soon as the sun goes down.”

      Beanie glanced toward the horizon. The sun had already dipped below the water. Wouldn’t be long—maybe another fifteen or twenty minutes—before it set.

      “Yeah, I think I’ll pass,” said Beanie, taking a sip of his beer. Larry and his friends removed the firecrackers from the box with an excited glee that reminded Beanie of his boys opening their presents on Christmas morning.

      “C’mon, man!” cajoled a few of Larry’s friends. “Don’t you want to light up the night sky?”

      “Rockets red glare, dude!” said another guy, howling his delight, which prompted Larry’s girlfriend and her friends to dance in a circle. Holding sparklers in one hand and a cocktail in the other, the bikini-clad women twirled around, singing off-key to the latest song by CoCo, the superstar recording artist and Palmchat Island native.

      “I don’t think so,” said Beanie, sensing that their excitement was fueled more by the alcohol they’d consumed than any enthusiasm for fireworks. “Noelle would kill me if a firecracker exploded in my face.”

      Larry laughed, punching Beanie’s shoulder. “Man, is that what marriage is like? Avoiding stuff that your wife doesn’t want you to do?”

      Beanie chuckled and took a sip of beer. “It’s more like doing what your wife tells you to do … or else.”

      Larry cackled. “Or else, it’s the couch for you, right? Man, I’m glad I got a girlfriend.”

      “Well, I’m glad I got somebody to take care of me when I get old,” countered Beanie.

      “Got a long time before you get old,” retorted Larry, punching Beanie’s shoulder again. “Long time of doing what you’re told!”

      Beanie shook his head as his cousin, and the other guys laughed.

      “Man, you know I’m just messing with you,” said Larry. “You got a beautiful family. And I don’t blame you for marrying Noelle. She’s a beautiful girl …”

      Following his cousin’s stare, Beanie glanced over his shoulder. His breath caught, and a fluttering started in his chest as he gazed at his lovely wife.

      Larry said, “Shame she don’t see all that good …”

      Frowning, Beanie stared at Larry. “What are you talking about? Noelle has twenty/twenty vision.”

      “I find that hard to believe,” said Larry. “If she could see that good, she never would have married you!”

      Beanie had to laugh. “You’ve got jokes today, huh?”

      Leaving Larry and his drunk friends to their task of building the fireworks, Beanie trudged across the fine sand back to Noelle. Easing down onto the blanket, Beanie pulled Noelle into his arms and kissed her forehead.

      “You came back,” said Noelle, moving her head to look at him.

      Confused, Beanie shook his head. “What do you mean?”

      “I figured you left because I was being such a wet blanket,” said Noelle. “I’m sorry …”

      “It’s okay,” said Beanie, kissing his wife’s cheek. “I know how your mom gets on your nerves.”

      “But I shouldn’t let what she said ruin my good time,” said Noelle. “I shouldn’t even still be thinking about what she said. Why do I even care what she thinks?”

      “You care because she’s your mom,” said Beanie. “Kids never outgrow wanting to make their parents proud.”

      “You’re right,” said Noelle. “I shouldn’t take what she says to heart. Shouldn’t see it as an attack on my parenting and homemaking skills.”

      “No, you shouldn’t,” agreed Beanie, tightening his embrace around his wife as the sun disappeared.

      As though on cue, Larry and his friends started the show.

      For the next half hour, the sky above them served as the canvas for a dazzling light show. With his wife, Beanie enjoyed the staccato popping of conventional firecrackers interspersed with the distant boom of fireworks launched into the night sky. The fireworks streamed toward the heavens with a high-pitched whistle, spinning rapidly, shooting multi-colored sparks. More fireworks followed, flying into the clouds before bursting into a colorful globe-shaped display of sparkling lights.

      “Oh, we should have brought the boys!” Noelle said.

      Several fireworks burst overhead, booming loudly, creating starbursts of dazzling color.

      Nodding, Beanie said, “Yeah, they would have⁠—”

      Three muted bangs behind him made Beanie pause. Frowning, he glanced back toward the clusters of sand dunes.

      “Only problem is Ethan would have insisted on lighting the firecrackers, but⁠—”

      “Babe, did you hear that?”

      Noelle glanced at him. “The fireworks?”

      “I don’t think it was fireworks,” said Beanie, glancing back again.

      “What do you think it was?” asked Noelle.

      A strange chill passed through Beanie as he stared at his wife. “Sounded like … gunshots.”
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      “Gunshots?” asked Noelle, skepticism in her tone. “Are you sure?”

      “Elle, I know the sound of gunfire,” said Beanie, staring at the clusters of beach grass and sea oats, trying to peer through the tall blades swaying in the ocean breeze. “I work the Handweg beat, remember?”

      Handweg Gardens, an economically impoverished, crime-ridden neighborhood, was known for its gang violence. Beanie had seen more than his fair share of dead bodies while working in the dangerous enclave. And once or twice, while interviewing witnesses, he’d heard the distant, distinct report of gunfire—the same sound he’d heard moments ago.

      Moonlight cast a hazy, silvery glow across the dunes, but Beanie didn’t see anything other than shadows. Although, he wasn’t sure what he was looking for. Evidence of the gunshots? Or maybe reassurance that he’d been wrong?

      “I know you know what a gunshot sounds like,” said his wife. “But, I think it was⁠—”

      A rapid-fire fusillade of firecrackers burst out, followed by a few more booming fireworks and a couple of bottle rockets.

      “Now, that sounded like a PC-5 gang war,” said Noelle after the barrage ceased, leaving behind laughter, conversation, and lively calypso music from the speakers beneath the picnic table.

      “Yeah, I guess,” said Beanie, though he wasn’t exactly sure.

      “Roland,” said Noelle, placing a hand on his cheek, forcing him to look at her. “Maybe you did hear gunshots.”

      Shaking his head, Beanie said, “Or, maybe I didn’t. I don’t know.”

      “It’s possible,” said Noelle, scooting away from him toward her large beach bag. Filled with enough stuff to make it as heavy as a sandbag, it was suitable for weighing down the edge of their blanket. “And if it was a gun, I’ll bet somebody was shooting because it’s the fourth of July. Like how people shoot guns on New Year’s Eve, you know?”

      “You’re probably right,” said Beanie. “Can’t stand when people do that. It’s dangerous. Those bullets they shoot up into the sky always come back down, but no one thinks of that. People have been hurt, even killed, by falling bullets.”

      “Hopefully, they were shooting in some unpopulated area at the other end of the beach,” said Noelle, delving an arm into the bag.

      “What are you looking for?”

      “My phone,” said Noelle. “Can’t find it … hope I didn’t leave it in the car.”

      “Who do you need to call?”

      Noelle stared at him. “Who do I need to call? Are you serious? I need to check on the boys. We’ve been gone for hours. Have to make sure they’re okay.”

      “They’re with my parents,” said Beanie. “They’re fine.”

      “I’m sure they are, but I’d still like to make sure,” said his wife, removing the contents from the bag and placing them on the blanket. “You never know. What if they’ve been trying to call us? I don’t have my phone. They might have left a dozen messages.”

      “Babe, if anything was wrong and my parents couldn’t reach us,” said Beanie, wary of and wearied by the escalating panic in his wife’s voice, “then they’d call Larry. They know where we are.”

      “Larry’s been drinking all day,” snapped Noelle. “Probably wouldn’t even hear his phone.”

      “Noelle—”

      “Where is your phone?”

      Beanie hesitated and said, “It’s in the glove compartment.”

      Noelle glared at him. “What is it doing in the glove compartment?”

      “I don’t know, I just⁠—”

      “Forget it,” snipped Noelle. “Can you go and see if I left my phone in the car, please.”

      Frustrated by the shrill panic in his wife’s tone, Beanie exhaled under his breath and rose to his feet. As he trudged toward the sand dunes, Beanie sighed and cursed under his breath. He should have figured that locking his phone in the glove compartment was a bad idea. But he’d wanted to enjoy the party without being bothered by any interruptions.

      Beanie continued to walk, kicking up a fine spray of sand around his ankles with each step.

      He’d wanted to have a good time and not worry about being called away to cover breaking news. Never occurred to him that his parents might be trying to call them because something bad had happened. Sure, he knew that anything could happen, particularly with two rambunctious boys, one of whom was reluctant to follow instructions and didn’t like to behave. But if God forbid, there was an emergency, he’d figured his mother would call Noelle.

      But he’d never thought his wife would have accidentally left her phone in the car.

      Grumbling, Beanie continued his trek, skirting through several clusters of flowering Seaside Goldenrod spread over the sand.

      He wasn’t surprised that Noelle had switched—like a light—into “smother” mode.

      His wife could always be counted on to overreact and become overprotective of their boys. When he pointed out her behavior, she became defensive and accused him of mocking her because she cared about her kids. That wasn’t true, of course. Beanie never mocked his wife’s overprotectiveness. He understood it. But he didn’t think it was necessary. Not that he was an advocate of free-range parenting. But, he believed the boys had to be given a measure of freedom to be wild little boys.

      Approaching the dunes, he trudged up the front slip face, carefully navigating the mound of sand and then down the back slope, veering right between dense waist-high beach grass. The path curved left and then right again before it gave way to a weather-beaten wooden plank boardwalk that ended at a narrow road.

      Stepping onto warm asphalt, Beanie walked to his car.

      Inside, beneath the interior lights, he searched the front and back seats for Noelle’s phone. Ten minutes later, he still couldn’t find it. After searching in the front and rear footwells, beneath the seats, and in the trunk, Beanie sighed.

      Maybe Noelle had left her phone at home. Beanie rubbed his jaw. Well, at least he had his phone. Reaching into the glove compartment, he removed the phone and pressed the button to turn it on.

      Nothing happened.

      Frowning, Beanie pressed the button again. Once more, the phone didn’t respond. Was the battery dead? He shook his head. The charger was at home. He was sure of that. Exhaling, Beanie shoved the phone into his pocket and then closed the car door.

      Noelle was going to have a conniption, thought Beanie, heading back to the beach. He would have to borrow Larry’s phone. Beanie hurried across the narrow wooden boardwalk and stepped onto the sandy path snaking through the beach grass. Striding purposefully, he tried not to allow his wife’s paranoia to influence his thoughts. Nothing bad had happened with the boys. Beanie was sure of that. And yet, a niggling, annoying thought bothered him. Tried to make him worry for nothing.

      Beanie hurried, anxious to get back to Noelle. The path seemed narrower. The grass taller. He recalled it being waist-high, but the thin blades on either side of him reached his shoulder. Ahead, the faint glow from the lanterns and hurricane globes on the picnic table seemed to be off to his right. When he was headed to the car, Beanie recalled looking back toward the party, and the festivities were to his left. Had he ventured onto another path? Beanie supposed so but guessed it didn’t matter. The sandy paths through the beach grass growing on the dunes were like a maze, but they each led back to the beach, so⁠—

      Beanie’s foot banged against something.

      Before he knew what was happening, Beanie’s left heel sank into the sand as his toes hooked beneath a solid, unmoving object. He stumbled slightly, trying not to fall as soft sand surrounded his ankle.

      Cursing, Beanie planted his right foot and yanked his left foot, but he pulled too quickly and ended up pitching forward. He grabbed a handful of beach grass, but the slippery blades didn’t stop him from losing his balance.

      He fell to one knee, arms outstretched, hoping to break his fall and avoid a mouthful of sand, but⁠—

      His knee slammed against something hard and yet pliable. Something that shifted slightly beneath his weight. What had he fallen on top of? A small animal came to mind as Beanie scrambled away from the object. With both knees in the sand, Beanie leaned forward.

      Faint moonlight peeked through the grass. As his eyes adjusted to the shadowy darkness, Beanie stared at the object in disbelief.

      Extending from the thicket of beach grass was an outstretched arm …
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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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